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  Chapter one
The Initial Consultation


The late afternoon sun cut through the tall windows of the home gym, making the rubber floor shine like a black mirror. Lidia stood by the free weights, arms folded under her tits, feeling the sports bra squeeze her nipples until they ached. The place still reeked of new paint and equipment. Leonard had insisted on putting it all together himself last month, a pointless project that had only distracted them from the fact that their sex life was circling the drain. 
Leonard was already stretching when the doorbell rang. He walked to the door with that same long-legged stride that used to make Lidia's pussy throb, back when she still got wet for him. Now it just made her think about how boring he was. She watched his muscles flex under the gray tank top as he opened the door, trying to remember the last time she'd actually wanted to fuck him.
Wendy stepped inside like she already owned the space.
She was taller than Lidia expected—at least five-eleven, legs for days in black trainers. Blonde hair chopped short, no-nonsense, like she didn't give a shit about looking pretty. The black top hugged her shoulders and chest, showing off hard muscle and tits that bounced with every step, not for show but because she couldn't help it. Her leggings were painted on, showing off thick thighs and an ass that looked like it could crack walnuts. Lidia felt a hot, jealous twist in her gut.
Lidia's throat went tight. It wasn't just jealousy. It was something nastier, hotter, like wanting to watch and wanting to be watched, all at once.
“Leonard, Lidia,” Wendy said, voice low and slightly rough, like she’d spent the morning barking orders at someone. She extended a hand first to Leonard. Her grip was firm, almost testing. “Nice setup. Very private.”
Leonard smiled, the easy one he used with strangers. “We like it that way. Keeps things focused.”
Wendy's blue eyes landed on Lidia. The handshake lasted too long, her thumb sliding over the inside of Lidia's wrist, not by accident. The touch shot straight to Lidia's clit, making her want to squirm.
They moved to the center of the room. Wendy set her black duffel on the bench and began asking questions in that calm, commanding tone that made even mundane inquiries feel like orders.
“How often do you train together now?”
“Once, maybe twice a week,” Leonard answered. “Mostly cardio. We’re trying to get more serious.”
“More serious,” Wendy repeated, lips curving just enough to show she heard the subtext. “Good. Serious means discomfort. Serious means pushing past where you want to stop.” She looked directly at Lidia. “Are you both willing to be uncomfortable?”
Lidia’s pulse kicked hard. “Yes.”
Her answer sounded weak, almost pathetic, but she couldn't help it.
Wendy nodded once, satisfied, then turned to Leonard. “Let’s start with posture assessment. Shirt off, please.”
Leonard hesitated, then yanked his tank top off. Sweat shined on his collarbone. His chest was solid, not ripped, but good enough, with a line of dark hair running down to his shorts. Lidia watched Wendy's eyes move over him, cold and professional, but it still felt dirty, like she was undressing him with her mind.
“Hands behind your head. Feet shoulder-width.”
Leonard complied. Wendy stepped close—close enough that Lidia could smell the clean citrus of her deodorant mixed with something warmer, more animal. She placed both palms on Leonard’s lower ribs, thumbs pressing into the spaces between muscle.
“Breathe in.”
He did. His stomach expanded under her hands.
“Exhale and tuck your pelvis.”
The movement was small, but Lidia saw the way Leonard’s throat worked, the way his nipples tightened in the cooler air after Wendy’s hands left his skin.
Wendy circled him slowly, studying. “You carry tension here—” Her fingers trailed up his spine, stopping between his shoulder blades. “And here.” She pressed the meat of her palm against his lower back, just above the waistband. Leonard exhaled sharply through his nose.
Lidia squeezed her thighs together, the seam of her leggings grinding against her pussy, already swollen and wet.
“Now you,” Wendy said, turning to Lidia.
Lidia pulled her shirt off, not waiting for permission, showing off her soft belly and the black sports bra that mashed her tits up high. She copied Leonard's pose, hands behind her head, feeling naked and on display, like she was about to be judged.
Wendy stepped behind her. The heat of her body radiated against Lidia’s back before contact was even made.
“Drop your shoulders.” Fingers curled over Lidia’s traps, thumbs digging in with precise pressure. “Good. Now tilt your pelvis forward.”
Lidia did as she was told. Wendy's hand slid down and pressed flat against her lower belly, just above her pussy. It was supposed to be professional, but it felt like Wendy was claiming her.
“You’re gripping with your glutes,” Wendy murmured, close enough that her breath brushed Lidia’s ear. “Let them go. Trust the position.”
Lidia tried. Her body wanted to clench harder instead.
Wendy’s left hand moved to Lidia’s hip, thumb pressing into the soft hollow where thigh met pelvis. “Breathe.”
Wendy's order was soft, almost like a lover's. Lidia sucked in a breath, ribs pushing against Wendy's hand. When she let it out, Wendy pushed her hips forward, making her arch deeper. Heat pooled between Lidia's legs, a thick, needy ache.
When Wendy finally stepped away, Lidia’s legs felt unsteady.
They started stretching. Wendy showed them how, then started fixing Leonard's form with her hands, getting bolder each time. She pressed her palm flat against his stomach, wrapped her fingers around his wrist, even shoved her knee between his thighs to force his legs wider. Lidia watched, biting her lip, as Wendy handled him like he was hers.
Every time Wendy touched him, Leonard's breathing got rougher. Lidia could see his cock starting to swell against his shorts, not hard yet, but getting there, and he was trying to pretend it wasn't happening.
Lidia's body answered back. Her clit throbbed with every beat of her heart, nipples so stiff they hurt against her bra. She wanted to rub herself raw.
Wendy never looked straight at Leonard's cock, but she didn't ignore it either. She just worked around it, like his hard-on was just another part of the job.
After forty minutes, Wendy called time. She wiped her palms on her thighs and regarded them both with that same calm, assessing stare.
“You have good potential,” she said. “But potential means nothing without consistency and surrender.” The last word hung in the air like smoke. “I’ll need one of you alone next session to do a deeper movement screen. Which one of you wants to go first?”
Leonard glanced at Lidia. She saw the question in his eyes—permission, curiosity, a flicker of something darker.
Before he could speak, Lidia answered.
“I have an early meeting next Wednesday,” she lied smoothly. “You should take the solo session, babe. I’ll catch the next group one.”
Leonard’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “Yeah. Okay.”
Wendy’s mouth curved again, small and knowing.
“Wednesday then.” She slung her duffel over one shoulder. “Bring water. And an open mind.”
She left without another word, the front door clicking shut behind her.
Leonard turned to Lidia, still shirtless, skin flushed from exertion and something more. “You sure?”
Lidia stepped close, pressed her palm against the center of his chest where his heart hammered. She could feel the heat of him through her fingers.
“I’m sure,” she whispered.
She kissed him once—hard, possessive—then pulled back before he could deepen it.
“I’m going to take a shower,” she said. “You should too.”
As she walked off, she could feel Leonard staring at her ass, confused and horny, probably wondering if he'd ever get to fuck her again.
But what she really felt was her pussy throbbing, hot and needy, already counting down the hours until Wednesday.
When she reached the hallway she paused, glancing back toward the gym. The two-way mirror that separated the workout space from the small observation nook Leonard had laughingly called “the control room” caught the light.
She smiled to herself.
Wednesday.
She would be watching.






  
  Chapter two
The First Shared Workout


Wednesday night was a fucking swamp. The air was so thick you could choke on it before you even started sweating. The home gym reeked of rubber mats and the sharp stink of metal. Lidia had cranked the AC down on purpose. She wanted it hot, sticky, and impossible to escape. 
She wore her favorite black leggings, the kind that squeezed her ass so tight it looked like she’d painted it on. Her top was cropped, just enough to show off a strip of skin and the hard points of her nipples poking through the thin fabric. She pretended it was just for working out. She knew it was for showing off.
Leonard wore gray compression shorts and a sleeveless shirt. The shorts were tight enough that when he bent over, his cock was outlined against his thigh, thick and obvious. He caught her staring and smirked, proud of himself. She smiled back, but her heart was already pounding for reasons that had nothing to do with his smile.
Wendy showed up right on time, duffel bag over her shoulder, dressed in black from head to toe. Her sports bra was cut high, showing off her abs and the smooth skin under her arms. Her leggings looked sprayed on, and her nipples poked through the fabric, small and hard. She didn’t care who saw. She wanted them to look.
“Evening,” she said, voice carrying that same low rasp. She set her bag down and immediately began pulling out resistance bands and a small foam roller. “We’re starting with dynamic warm-up. Then circuits. Then finishers. Any objections?”
Leonard shook his head. Lidia felt her mouth go dry.
“None,” she answered.
Wendy’s gaze flicked between them, lingering a beat longer on Leonard’s crotch than professional courtesy required. “Good. Shoes off. We’re working barefoot today. Better feel, better control.”
They complied. The floor was cool against Lidia’s soles, grounding her even as her body hummed with nervous heat.
Wendy started them with jumping jacks. Supposed to be innocent, but nothing felt innocent with Wendy barking out the count in that low, bossy voice.
“One. Two. Three. Four. Chest up, Leonard. Good girl, Lidia—knees soft.”
The praise landed like a slap. Lidia’s breath hitched. She saw Leonard’s shoulders tighten, saw the quick downward flick of his eyes as if checking whether his growing erection was noticeable yet. It was.
Next came high knees. Wendy moved between them, adjusting form with economical touches. When she reached Leonard she placed both hands on his hips, thumbs pressing into the hollows above his hip bones, guiding him higher.
“Drive through the heel,” she said. “Feel it in your glutes.”
Her palms slid back slightly, cupping the top curve of his ass for a single heartbeat before releasing. Leonard’s rhythm faltered. A soft grunt escaped him.
Wendy didn’t say a word. She grabbed Lidia the same way, hands hot and strong. When Wendy’s thumbs pressed in, Lidia felt it straight in her pussy, a heavy ache that made her want to squirm.
“Better,” Wendy murmured, close enough that Lidia caught the faint scent of peppermint gum and clean sweat. “You’re holding tension here.” One hand drifted down, palm flattening against Lidia’s lower belly, just above the waistband. “Let it go.”
Lidia let out a shaky breath. Wendy’s hand told her exactly what to do—give in and let go.
They transitioned to partnered squats. Wendy paired them up, instructing Leonard to stand behind Lidia, hands on her hips to spot her descent.
“Slow on the way down,” Wendy said. “Control the eccentric.”
Leonard grabbed Lidia’s hips, his hands burning through her leggings. When she dropped into the squat, her ass pressed right into his crotch. His cock was hard, thick, and shoved up between her cheeks. No way to miss it.
She rose too quickly. Wendy clicked her tongue.
“Again. Slower.”
This time Lidia went slow, pushing her ass back and grinding Leonard’s cock between her cheeks. He was panting in her ear, desperate.
Wendy watched with clinical interest, arms folded under her breasts. “Good. Hold the bottom for three. Leonard—press your thumbs into her hip flexors. Open her up.”
He did it. The pressure made Lidia’s clit throb. She let out a whimper she couldn’t hide.
Wendy smiled, small and sharp. “That’s the spot.”
They switched. Lidia stood behind Leonard, hands on his hips like
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