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  Chapter one
The Unwelcome Reunion


Ron knew it would be him before he even opened the door. Some deep, atavistic part of his brain—the part that used to flinch at locker room shoves or dodge gym class dodgeballs—knew it. The name in Lisa’s mouth when she scheduled the first session: “Luke.” The muscular build in his profile pic. Even the time slot—early evening, just after Ron got home from work, but before dinner, before he could hide behind any distraction. 
Ron gripped the doorknob, thumb trembling in the cheap brass housing, and pulled.
Luke grinned down at him from the stoop. Time had put on muscle but barely a wrinkle. His skin glowed bronze even in the cheap porch light. His jaw was sharper than ever. “Well, well, if it isn’t little Ronnie Two-Ply.” The voice was deeper, but unmistakable. “Still married to this hot piece. Lucky you, man.”
Lisa stood behind Ron, oblivious, already giddy. “Come in! I’m dying to start. I can’t believe I’ve been slacking this long, right, babe?” She clapped her hands, black hair fanned in a glossy ponytail, and jostled her chest so both breasts nearly toppled out of her tank top.
Luke followed Lisa in, passing so close Ron could smell the gym musk and aftershave radiating from the man. The handshake was a formality, Ron’s hand enveloped in a crushing grip, the squeeze lasting a beat too long.
Inside, Luke’s eyes wandered. First, over the modest entryway, then the living room, but mostly over Lisa, who had already turned away to lead the way downstairs. The ponytail bounced with every step. Her ass filled out her yoga leggings with criminal fullness. Luke’s gaze lingered, then flicked to Ron’s face and lingered there, too. “You never told me your wife was a fucking goddess, man,” he said, low enough for only Ron to hear.
“She, uh, she’s great,” Ron muttered, uselessly.
“Yeah.” Luke flashed a carnivore’s grin. “Bet she is.”
The home gym was barely more than a rubber mat, some dumbbells, and a squat rack crammed in a finished corner of the basement. But Lisa had insisted it was her “happy place,” and she glowed as she bounced in place, hugging herself. “What do we do first, Coach?”
Luke didn’t consult a clipboard. He looked her up and down, smirking. “Let’s see what you got.” He snapped his fingers and pointed at the mat. “Plank position. Go.”
Lisa’s face lit up at the command. She dropped, elbows and toes to the mat, back straight, ponytail swaying like a metronome. Luke crouched beside her, examining the line of her body—her glutes, her thighs, the subtle swell of her hipbones.
Ron hovered in the doorway, unneeded and ignored.
“Hold it,” Luke said, voice honeyed with menace. “Thirty seconds.”
Lisa held. Sweat pooled instantly on her brow and darkened the fabric between her breasts. Ron watched her arms tremble, heard her breaths go short and high.
Luke leaned over her, so close his mouth was at her ear. “You feel that burn?” he asked.
Lisa gasped, “Yes—fuck, yes.”
Luke shot a look at Ron, made a show of rolling his eyes as if to say, Can you believe this one? Then he dropped a hand to Lisa’s hips, pressing her down and back. “Keep the ass flat. Like this.”
Lisa moaned—an honest, involuntary moan—at the contact. Ron felt a slow, sick warmth creep up from his groin, shame and something darker pooling in his stomach.
Luke’s hands lingered. “Good girl. That’s perfect.”
Ron caught himself holding his own breath, cock twitching against the inside of his slacks. He crossed his arms over his lap, hiding the growing shame.
“Time!” Luke barked. He pulled Lisa up by her ponytail—a little too rough, but she giggled, wiping sweat from her lips. Her nipples had gone diamond-hard in the clingy top, and she made no effort to cover them.
Luke barely glanced at Ron, then at his own clipboard. “Now, lunges. I want to see those legs burn. Ron, you counting, or just watching?”
Heat flashed up Ron’s face. “Oh, uh, sorry. I can count.”
He watched Lisa step forward, alternating legs, perfect form and better bounce. Luke prowled around her, hands hovering near her ass, then her thighs, as if expecting to find a flaw. Each time he “corrected” her, his fingers grazed skin just above the waistband, just below the bra line.
“Deeper,” Luke said, voice thick. “All the way down.”
Lisa bit her lip and bent deeper, leggings straining, her wedding ring glinting as she touched the floor. She gasped on each repetition, sweat making dark ovals under each breast.
Ron lost the count more than once.
Luke stepped in behind her, hands landing on both hips. “Like this,” he murmured, and rocked her pelvis in his grip. “Don’t be shy, Lisa. Own that motion.”
She wobbled, laughing helplessly. “I feel ridiculous.”
“You look fucking incredible,” Luke said. “You got moves, girl. Don’t let Two-Ply hold you back.”
Ron’s jaw clenched, so tight it hurt.
Luke let his hands slide off, but not before letting his thumbs trace inward, suggestive. He looked over Lisa’s head at Ron and grinned. Ron tried to look away but failed.
“Okay, let’s stretch it out before we go heavy,” Luke said. He sat cross-legged, opened his arms to Lisa. “C’mere.”
She didn’t hesitate. She sank into his lap, legs draped over his, her upper back pressed to his chest. Luke’s arms enfolded her in a bear hug, biceps bulging as he lifted her off the mat. “Arms up,” he ordered.
Lisa obeyed, stretching her hands to the ceiling. Her top rode up, exposing caramel belly and the lower curve of her breasts. Luke’s hands moved lower, massaging her abs in slow circles.
Ron felt dizzy. He watched, lips parted, as Luke nuzzled Lisa’s neck, speaking to her in a rumbling undertone. She laughed, then shivered, then—God—pressed her ass down against Luke’s crotch. The tent in his sweatpants was obscene.
“Great flexibility,” Luke said, eyes locked on Ron. “You take care of her, man?”
Ron stammered, “Of—of course.”
Luke smirked. “Bet you do. Some women need extra, you know?”
Lisa giggled and broke free, face flushed. “I’m dying. What’s next?”
“Bench press.” Luke clapped, the sound echoing off the concrete. “Let’s see what you can handle.”
He loaded the bar with barely any weight, but guided Lisa’s hands into place, his own arms enveloping hers, chests nearly touching. “Slow, steady. You got this.”
She lifted, chest rising, beads of sweat trickling between her breasts. Luke hovered over her, his crotch nearly in her face, hands ready to “spot” at a moment’s notice. Each rep got shakier, her sounds softer, more desperate.
At the end, she collapsed back, gasping for breath. “My arms—my everything—it’s burning.”
“That’s the point,” Luke said. He grinned, then wiped the sweat from her face with his thumb. “Sweat looks good on you.”
Lisa blushed hard, her eyes never leaving Luke’s. “I love this. I haven’t felt this good in months.”
Ron’s hands balled to fists. He looked away, then back, unable to stop watching.
Luke swaggered over to Ron and clapped him on the back, almost knocking him off balance. “You ever hit the gym, buddy? Or you just the towel boy?”
“I—uh—I try to, when I can.”
Luke looked him up and down, unimpressed. “You should join us. You might learn something.” Then, louder, to Lisa: “Hey, princess, you ready for the real burn?”
She squealed, “Yes! Let’s do it.”
Luke led her to the squat rack, loading it this time with a real bar. He stood behind her, hands on her waist, guiding her up and down in perfect rhythm. The motion was erotic, obscene, each squat a practiced grind, Luke’s pelvis flush with her ass, her breath coming in hot pants.
“You’re a natural,” he said, and she beamed at the praise.
Ron couldn’t stop looking at the bulge in Luke’s pants. He felt his own cock hardening, sick with shame but helpless. He imagined, for a dizzy second, Luke grabbing Lisa from behind and bending her over the bench, fucking her right in front of him.
“Damn, girl, you want to keep going?” Luke said, when Lisa was nearly collapsing.
“I—maybe—I can’t,” Lisa said, breathless, but grinning.
Luke caught her as she slumped, cradling her in his arms. He kissed her forehead. “You did perfect.” He held her for a long second, then set her down, eyes twinkling.
Ron wanted to scream, to throw Luke out, to punch him, but he just stood there, frozen.
Luke grabbed his bag and slung it over his shoulder. “Same time next week?”
Lisa bounced on her toes, hair wild, sweat running in rivulets down her cleavage. “Yes. Yes, definitely.”
Luke turned to Ron, grinning. “Take care of your lady, Two-Ply. She’s got real potential. Don’t fuck it up.”
Ron stood there, cheeks burning, sweat prickling his own scalp.
When the door finally shut behind Luke, Lisa flopped onto the couch, pulling her top up to dab at her cleavage, chest rising and falling in slow aftershocks.
“God, I’m starving,” she said, “but that was so, so good.” She looked up at Ron, all innocence. “What’s for dinner, babe?”
Ron stared at her, sweat and arousal and humiliation roiling inside him, knowing full well who had actually been fed.

      ***By Wednesday, the anticipation had fermented into something sour in Ron’s gut. He left work early, feigning a dentist appointment, his mind replaying flashes from that first session: Lisa’s sweat, her laughter, Luke’s hands everywhere. The air in his car was thick with dread. He half-hoped he’d arrive to find only an empty driveway, just Lisa scrolling Instagram or baking her weird protein muffins.
He turned the key in the front door and paused, breath held. There it was, from below: the unmistakable percussion of bodies in motion, a grunting male voice—Luke’s voice—echoing up the stairwell. But there was no laughter, no shrieked encouragement from Lisa, just a wet, rhythmic slapping and a series of raw, animal moans.
Ron crept down the hallway, feet silent on the runner. The basement door was cracked. He crouched, peering into the gym’s half-light. The scene laid him open.
Lisa was on her knees on the mat, black hair out of its ponytail, mascara running in spiderweb tracks down both cheeks. Her lips were stretched obscenely wide around the head of Luke’s cock—bigger than Ron had ever imagined, thick and veined, so long it was visibly bulging her throat with every thrust. Lisa’s hands tried and failed to circle the shaft, her wedding ring gleaming against Luke’s slick, swollen skin.
Luke stood over her, sweatpants pooled at his ankles, shirtless. He gripped Lisa’s hair like a handle, guiding her head up and down with mechanical precision. “That’s it, slut,” he said, low and guttural. “Take it. Open wider. Don’t pretend you can’t.” He slapped her cheek with his free hand, leaving a red mark.
Lisa gurgled around the mass, drool and precum slicking her chin, leaking down her neck onto her bare breasts, which jiggled violently in her sports bra every time Luke forced her head forward. The only sound she made, besides the gags and choked-off moans, was a mewling whimper that sounded more desperate than pained.
Ron’s knees went weak. He pressed himself flat against the door, heart pounding in his throat, the humiliation boiling inside him. He could not look away.
Luke glanced up and saw Ron, and his grin was a drawn blade. “Look who’s home early. Come closer, cuck. Get a real good look.”
Ron stepped forward, legs leaden. The musky, salty smell hit him immediately. Lisa’s eyes, glassy with tears, fluttered to him for a split second, then closed as Luke jammed her down again, the tip of his cock vanishing past her lips, her nose flush against his pelvic bone.
“Don’t be shy,” Luke said, still pumping Lisa’s head with both hands. “This is what she needs. What you can’t give her.” He yanked her back by the hair. Lisa’s mouth stretched open with a lurid pop; a rope of spit swung from her lower lip to the tip of Luke’s cock. “Tell him.”
Lisa coughed, wiped a hand across her mouth, then looked up at Ron, face an absolute ruin. “Baby, I—oh God—I can’t stop. He’s—he’s so much thicker than yours. It hurts, but I like it, I like it, I can’t help it—”
Luke shoved her back down, cutting off her voice with a savage thrust. Her body tensed, hands grasping at Luke’s thighs, but she didn’t pull away. He pistoned in and out of her, using her skull like a toy, his cock growing harder and glossier by the second.
Ron’s fists balled at his sides. He hated the fire in his groin, the way his own cock pressed painfully against his jeans, the way jealousy and
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