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​ Chapter 1


1.

Brian came downstairs in the new
clothes Trisha had bought him at the Nike store. A black workout
shirt, check mark at the breast, and some basketball shorts that
stopped just above the knee. His sneakers were white. Trisha had to
laugh at her cute husband – he was the stereotypical middle aged
white guy trying to get back in shape. But hey, at least he was
trying.

“Look at my fit man,”
Trisha giggled. “Looks great on you.”

“Really?” Brian was
unconvinced. “I don’t know, babe. I’m so out of shape these last
few months. Hoping I’m not rushing into things here.”

Trisha came to her husband at the foot
of the stairs and wrapped her arms around his waist. She wasn’t the
one with the personal trainer appointment that day, so her clothes
were pretty much the opposite of Brian. She was dressed for
gardening rather, which meant short denim shorts and a t-shirt that
could breathe. It was hot Atlanta summer, so she’d already rolled
the bottom hem through the collar, turning it into a belly shirt
that cupped her tits and shaped them at the same time.

“You can’t rush into
bettering yourself babe,” Trisha assured him. “And this trainer
came highly recommended from Felicia. He’s not going to injure you
– he’s a professional.”

Brian nodded and gave her a kiss. “It’s
nice he comes to us,” Brian said, heading into the kitchen for a
pre-workout shake. “Makes it convenient.”

“Well at least until you’re
ready for the weight room,” Trisha said. “You’re going t
look so fine all
your new muscles.”

Brian rolled his eyes. “I thought you
wanted me just the way I am?”

“Of course I do. But fit is
fit, baby. And everybody knows fit is hotter than not.”

“If you say so.”

At quarter to noon the doorbell rang.
Trisha trailed Brian to the door, eager to meet this ‘Lamar’ fellow
that Felicia Combs had gone on and on about. Her endorsement of the
man was so ferocious, bordering on obsessive, and Trisha suspected
she’d probably slept with him. Trisha didn’t reveal this hunch to
Brian because she didn’t want to make him feel any more insecure
than he had as of late. What mattered was Brian finally taking the
step to get back in shape. He didn’t need any more obstacles from
her.

Brian opened the door and Lamar greeted
them a wide grin and a firm handshake. Trisha’s suspicions about
Felicia were confirmed – she had definitely fucked him. What single
woman wouldn’t given the chance? He was the size of the power
forward for the LA Lakers but muscular like a part time
bodybuilder. The stretchy grey tank top he wore did little to hide
the bulge of his chest and biceps. His head was smooth, cranium
large, all his facial features plump and yet finely shaped. Black
workout shorts that barely made it around the girth of his thighs.
His presence was strong and warm.

Yep. Felicia definitely
fucked him. That bitch.

“Nice to meet you both,”
Lamar said, his hand lingering over Trisha’s for a moment too long.
He had a duffle bag in his hand, and he looked ready to really hit.
Standing beside Brian, Trisha thought Jamar looked like a giant.
“Ready to work today, Brian?”

“I hope so,” Brian replied.
“It’s been a while.”

“That’s alright. That’s why
I’m here.”

“Exactly what I told him,”
Trisha chimed, gaze lingering on the mass of black man now in her
living room. “You guys are going to kill it! We made space in the
backyard if you want to follow me.”

Trisha took the lead, not oblivious to
the fact that this put her tight little ass in those tight little
shorts directly in both men’s eyeline. Lamar chatted with Brian as
they walked, his voice smooth and deep. Brian sounded squeaky and
nervous.

“This is perfect,” Lamar
said, stepping onto the soft green grass of the back lawn. There
was no shade, and the afternoon was hot and muggy. “Make sure your
water bottle is filled, Brian. You’re going to need it.”

Trisha looked at Brian and laughed at
his playful fear.

“I’ll just be over there in
the garden,” Trisha said, bare feet padding across the grass. “I
won’t spy I promise.”

“You’re not joining us?”
Lamar smirked.

“Maybe next time,” Trisha
winked.

Lamar turned to Brian, and they got
started with some jumping jacks. Trisha came down to her knees in
the little garden at the far end of the lawn and started in with
the tomato plants.

“Alright now push it,
Brian! Come on!” Lamar’s voice came at Trisha’s back. “Oh come on.
You can go harder than that! Okay. Pushups!”

Trisha worked the dirt, gradually
turning herself around the bed, until she could see the men working
out in the yard some twenty feet away. Brian was already sweating
buckets, making him look almost sickly and fragile. But Lamar’s
sweat coursed down the lines of his muscles and gave him the look
of a God. He was doing every exercise right along with Brian but
with better form and twice the number of reps. She was careful to
keep her line of sight down when Brian might have a chance of
noticing her, but he was so consumed with the difficulty of his
workout that he never noticed anyway.

“Alright take sixty
seconds,” Lamar said. Brian flopped over on the grass, on his back,
chest heaving. He stared at the sky desperately trying to get a
grip.

Trisha leaned over the
gardening bed. Her tied t-shirt hung with gravity, and as she
lifted her head to look across the yard, she saw what she expected
to see: Lamar watching. He wasn’t winded at all. Hands on his hips,
sweating, and smirking. Trisha smiled back. She wondered how well
he could see up her shirt from there, and if she should cover
up. Oh well, she
thought. Whoopsy.

“Back to it buddy,” Lamar
said. “Now we do burpees. LET’S GO!”

Trisha’s focus slipped from
her gardening, and she found herself kneeling there in the dirt,
streaks of perspiration running down her breasts and stomach,
thighs sticky together, watching Lamar run through the motions of
exercise with precision and strength. The more Brian worked the
worse he did. Soon, it was as if he was a gnat at Lamar’s side, a
poor imitation of what some might call a man.

Catching herself daydreaming, Trisha
returned to her work.

Oh Felicia. What exactly
do you think you’re doing sending him here?


2.

The soreness of that workout would not
hit Brian until that night, and even then, it was merely a train
leaving the station of muscle fatigue. By nine o’clock the next
morning, even getting out of bed to take a piss was a chore. By
midday, the totality of what Lamar had done to Brian’s body had set
in.

And poor Brian could barely
walk.

“Everything hurts,” he
moaned on the couch. “In the best way…but literally every muscle.
Muscles I didn’t even know I had.”

“Told you he was the real
deal,” Trisha said. “This is good for you, honey.”

“Getting off the toilet
seat is near impossible.”

“TMI, Brian.
TMI.”

“Sorry…but honestly, I
don’t know how I’m going to be able to do another workout tomorrow.
He’s here early and I’m just not up to it.”

Trisha assured him he’d be fine. She
put him to bed early that night, heating pads and all, and hoped
for the best. But when morning came, Brian swore that he was even
sorer than the day before. He remained in bed all morning, and when
the doorbell rang at 10, it was Trisha alone who answered it this
time.

“I’ve got good news and
I’ve got bad news,” Trisha smiled at Lamar, welcoming him inside
the house. “Good news, you didn’t come out here for nothing because
I’m going to take Brian’s place. Bad news, you guessed it, Brian is
down for the count. You broke him!”

“Oh really?” Lamar said, a
new quality coming into his smile. It was more carefree, less
inhibited, more charming. “I thought Timmy was tougher than that.
Thought he’d be able to push through.”

“You thought wrong,” Trisha
laughed. “But I’m ready to go.”

“You certainly are,” Lamar
licked his lips. Trisha was dressed in workout clothes, tight black
yoga shorts and a pink sports bra. Trisha recognized she may have
underdressed, and not only that, had dressed this way without
Brian’s knowing. He’d been snoring when she slipped out of their
room in this glorified underwear. Was she flirting? Maybe. But it
was harmless.

Trisha
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