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CHAPTER 1 – The Distance Between Them

Emily Harper stood at the kitchen sink, rinsing the same coffee mug for the third time that morning. The water was scalding, but she barely felt it. Behind her, Daniel moved like clockwork - tie straightened, laptop bag slung over one shoulder, keys jingling in his hand. “Morning, babe,” he said, pressing a quick kiss to the top of her head. It was the same spot he always kissed. Predictable. Safe. Barely there. “Morning,” she murmured, forcing a small smile as she turned. He was already halfway to the door, scrolling through emails on his phone. “Big presentation today. Might be late. There’s leftover lasagna in the fridge if you don’t feel like cooking.” Emily nodded, even though he wasn’t looking. “Okay. Good luck.”

The door clicked shut behind him. She let out a long breath and leaned against the counter. The house felt too quiet, too still. At thirty-two, she had everything she was supposed to want - a nice suburban home, a steady husband, no kids to chase after yet. And yet every day blurred into the next like watercolor left in the rain. Their sex life had become... polite. Daniel would roll over on Tuesday and Saturday nights, kiss her neck for thirty seconds, slide inside her for a few minutes, finish with a grunt, then roll back over and fall asleep. She hadn’t come from his touch in months. Sometimes she wondered if he even noticed.

Emily wandered upstairs to their bedroom and stood in front of the full-length mirror. She was naturally pretty - soft brown hair that fell just past her shoulders, wide hazel eyes, a curvy figure she usually hid under loose sweaters and yoga pants. Today she looked... invisible. Even to herself. She sighed and changed into gym clothes. The gym was the one place she still went three times a week. Not for the workout, really. Just to get out of the house. The drive was short. She parked and hesitated before stepping inside, her natural shyness curling in her stomach like always. But today something felt different. A quiet restlessness had been building for weeks, and this morning it finally pushed her forward. 

Inside, the usual morning crowd moved around her - grunting men on weights, women chatting on treadmills. Emily headed toward the private training rooms in the back, planning to do her usual boring thirty-minute elliptical session. That’s when she saw her. Sara. Tall, athletic, with sharp cheekbones and dark hair pulled into a tight ponytail. She was the new personal trainer everyone whispered about - confident, a little intimidating, and openly queer. Today she wore tight black leggings and a cropped tank that showed off toned abs and strong arms. When her eyes landed on Emily, she smiled - slow, knowing, like she’d been waiting. “You’re Emily, right?” Sara said, wiping her hands on a towel as she approached. Her voice was low, a little husky. “I’ve seen you around. You always look like you’re somewhere else in your head.”

Emily’s cheeks heated instantly. She wasn’t used to being noticed so directly. “I... yeah. Just trying to stay consistent.” Sara stepped closer, tilting her head. “You don’t look like someone who needs consistency. You look like someone who needs to let go for once.” The words hit low in Emily’s belly. She should have made an excuse and walked away. That’s what shy, good-wife Emily would do. But the boredom had been gnawing at her for so long that the risk felt almost exciting. “I don’t really know what that means,” Emily admitted softly, her voice barely above a whisper. Sara’s smile widened. “Come with me. I’ve got a private session slot open. No charge. Just... see what happens.”

Emily’s heart hammered. She knew she should say no. Daniel’s face flashed in her mind - kind, clueless, trusting. But instead of refusing, she found herself nodding. “Okay.” The training room was small and mirrored, the door clicking shut with a soft finality. Sara didn’t waste time with warm-ups. She stepped behind Emily, hands settling lightly on her hips, guiding her into a stretch that felt far too intimate. “You’re tense everywhere,” Sara murmured against her ear. “When’s the last time someone actually touched you like you deserved?” Emily’s breath caught. “I... I’m married.” “I know.” Sara’s fingers slid under the hem of Emily’s tank top, tracing warm skin. “Does he make you wet just by looking at you?” No. He didn’t. 

The honest answer sat heavy on her tongue. Instead of speaking, Emily turned around. Sara was so close their breasts brushed. The air felt thick. Sara leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. When Emily didn’t, their lips met - soft at first, then deeper, hungrier. Emily’s hands trembled as they landed on Sara’s waist. It was the first real kiss she’d had in years that actually made her knees weak. Sara broke it just long enough to lock the door. “Tell me to stop and I will.” Emily’s voice came out small but certain. “Don’t stop.” What followed was nothing like the careful, quiet sex she had at home.

Sara stripped Emily’s clothes off with practiced ease, laying her back on the thick yoga mats. She kissed down her body slowly - neck, breasts, stomach - until she reached the apex of her thighs. Emily was already soaked, her natural shyness melting under the heat of Sara’s gaze. “Fuck, look at you,” Sara breathed, spreading Emily’s legs wider. “So pretty and neglected.” Then her mouth was on her. Emily gasped sharply as Sara’s tongue licked a long, slow stripe up her pussy, circling her clit before dipping inside. It was wet, messy, loud. Sara didn’t just lick - she devoured, sucking and slurping like she was starving. Two fingers pushed inside Emily, curling perfectly while Sara’s tongue flicked relentlessly. Emily’s hips bucked. She’d never been eaten out like this - so greedy, so focused on her pleasure. Sara hummed in approval when Emily’s hands tangled in her hair. Then Sara went lower. Her tongue dragged down to Emily’s tight little asshole, circling the rim before pressing inside. Emily cried out, shocked by how good it felt. No one had ever touched her there, let alone licked her with such filthy enthusiasm. Sara alternated - pussy to ass and back again - getting everything sloppy and shiny with spit. “That’s it, baby. Let me taste all of you.” Emily came hard, thighs shaking, a soft whimper escaping as her body clenched around Sara’s fingers. It was the strongest orgasm she’d had in years. But Sara wasn’t done. She stood, stripping off her own leggings to reveal a thick strap-on already harnessed underneath. Emily’s eyes widened. “Relax,” Sara purred, slicking the toy with Emily’s own wetness. “You’re going to take it so well.” She pushed inside slowly at first, then deeper, fucking Emily with steady, rolling thrusts. 

The room filled with the wet sounds of skin slapping and Emily’s increasingly loud moans. Sara leaned down, biting gently at her neck. “Next time I’m going to make you squirt all over these mats.” Emily came again - harder this time - her whole body trembling as Sara fucked her through it. When it was over, Emily lay there panting, skin flushed, thighs slick. Sara kissed her softly, almost tenderly. “Same time tomorrow?” Sara asked with a wicked grin. Emily bit her lip, the shy part of her screaming to say no. But the bored, hungry part won.“...Yeah. Tomorrow.”

She dressed quickly, legs still shaky. In the car on the way home, she could still feel Sara’s tongue on her, the faint ache between her legs, the taste of another woman on her lips. When she walked through the front door, Daniel was already home early, setting his bag down in the hallway. “Hey, you’re back,” he said cheerfully, pulling her into a quick hug. “Gym go okay?” Emily smiled up at him, heart racing. She could feel the slickness still between her thighs, Sara’s spit and her own cum slowly drying on her skin. “It was... really good,” she said softly, voice steadier than she felt. “I think I’m going to start going more often.” Daniel grinned, completely oblivious. “That’s great, babe. Proud of you.” He kissed her forehead and headed to the kitchen.

Emily stood there for a moment, pulse thundering in her ears. She had just cheated on her husband for the first time - with a woman, no less - and he had no idea. The thrill hit her like a drug. For the first time in years, she didn’t feel invisible. She felt alive. And she already knew she wanted more.

CHAPTER 2 – Crossing Every Line

The next morning Emily woke up before her alarm, her body still humming from yesterday’s encounter with Sara. Between her legs felt tender in the best way - a constant reminder of how hard she had come on that thick strap-on. Daniel was already in the shower, humming some old song like nothing in the world had changed. Emily slipped out of bed and looked at herself in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed. Her nipples were still slightly puffy. She felt different. Dangerous. Instead of putting on her usual baggy lounge clothes, she chose a thin sundress - no bra, no panties. The fabric clung to her curves and brushed teasingly against her bare pussy with every step. She told herself it was just because it was warm outside. Deep down, she knew better.

Daniel kissed her cheek on his way out the door. “Have a good day, babe. Love you.” “Love you too,” she replied automatically, smiling sweetly until the door closed. The second he was gone, the restlessness returned - stronger this time. Sara had cracked something open inside her, and now Emily couldn’t stop thinking about being touched, tasted, filled. She wandered into the backyard with a cup of coffee, pretending to water the plants. That’s when she saw him. Ryan. The married man next door. Mid-thirties, tall, broad-shouldered, with dark stubble and strong forearms from weekend projects. His wife was away on a business trip - Emily had overheard them arguing about it last week. 

He was out mowing the lawn in nothing but gym shorts and work boots, sweat already glistening on his chest. He noticed her almost immediately. His eyes dragged slowly down her body, pausing on the way the thin dress hugged her breasts and hips. Instead of looking away like the old Emily would have, she held his gaze and offered a small, shy smile. Ryan killed the mower and walked over to the shared fence, wiping his hands on his shorts. “Morning, Emily. You’re looking... relaxed today.” There was a new edge to his voice - low, interested. The old Emily would have blushed and made an excuse to go inside. The new Emily felt a spark of excitement low in her belly. “Thanks,” she said softly, stepping closer to the fence. “It’s nice having the house to myself for a bit. Daniel’s been so busy lately.” Ryan’s eyes darkened. “Yeah? My wife’s gone for the whole week. House feels pretty empty too.”

They stood there talking for ten minutes - innocent on the surface, but every word felt charged. He complimented her dress. She laughed at his jokes a little too easily. When he mentioned needing to borrow some sugar, she didn’t hesitate. “Come on over,” she said, her voice quieter than usual but steady. “I’ll get it for you.” Ryan vaulted the low fence like it was nothing. The second he stepped into her kitchen, the air thickened. Emily barely had time to set the coffee cup down before he was on her. Their first kiss was hungry - months of quiet neighborly tension exploding all at once. Ryan’s hands roamed greedily over her body, squeezing her ass through the thin dress while his tongue pushed into her mouth. Emily moaned softly, pressing herself against the hard bulge growing in his shorts. “You’ve been driving me crazy in that dress,” he growled against her lips. “No bra. No panties. Were you hoping I’d notice?” Emily’s cheeks burned, but she nodded. “Maybe.”

Ryan spun her around and bent her over the kitchen counter. He pushed the dress up to her waist, exposing her bare ass and already-wet pussy. “Fuck, look at this pretty little cunt. Already dripping for me.” He dropped to his knees behind her. The first long lick from her clit all the way up to her asshole made Emily whimper. Ryan didn’t tease - he devoured. His tongue was thick and eager, lapping messily at her pussy before circling her tight rim and pushing inside. He ate her like a starving man, loud and sloppy, spit running down her thighs as he alternated between long licks and deep tongue-fucking both holes. Emily gripped the counter, legs shaking. “Oh my god... Ryan...” He groaned against her flesh. “Tastes so fucking good. Your husband ever
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