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Chapter One​: The Home Visit
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“Hi Sylvia,” I waved from the workout bench.

Sylvia waved as she entered the community gym.

It wasn’t a big gym; it had just enough to get a decent morning or evening workout.

I had seen Sylvia a couple of times coming in and doing her run on the machine for an hour, then doing a couple of things on other machines, then she would leave.

It was a big, gated community, so I didn’t know where she lived, and we didn’t socialize other than the normal Hi and Bye routine at the gym.

Today was different; she didn’t have her usual smile. I didn’t think anything of it, as everyone was always battling their inner demons or outer demons in the form of work, family, and friends.

I waved at her again as I left.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It was the same this morning. Sylvia came in with her head down, staring at the floor. Today, she was wearing a hoodie, something I hadn’t seen her wear even when it was cold outside. She wasn’t wearing leggings either; instead, she had black sweatpants on that were a few sizes too big for her.

I didn’t like it. One of the reasons I came into this place early was to catch my normal eye candy. Which was Sylvia’s juicy ass in leggings; she had a nice ass, not too big, not too small. It was nice, round, and perfect.

Now it was all covered up by her long hoodie and pants.

This time, as I left, I decided to say something.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

Sylvia took out her earbuds and stared at me. “Sorry?” she asked in her usual way. I guessed one part of her was Hispanic as she had a hint of an accent.

“I was just asking if everything was okay,” I repeated.

“Yeah, I am okay,” Sylvia faked a smile.

“Okay,” I nodded and went on my way.

It wasn’t my business to pry; I was just some guy she waved to at a small gym in a large, gated community.

I worked most of the day doing the usual rat race that everyone was trapped in. Go to work for many hours, come home, change, eat dinner, and prepare for the next day. It was a vicious cycle that we were all in, like rats trapped in a maze.

I had a good job so that I couldn’t complain as much as most people. Set days, set hours. Every weekend off, and it paid well, not good, not fantastic, just well. I was sure to get a promotion soon, as the writing was already on the wall that I was next in line, so I kept my head up and my attitude positively.

“Sylvia!” I was surprised to see her standing outside my house.

“Hi,” Sylvia waved as I approached.

“You live close to here?” I asked as I headed for my door.

“No, actually on the other side,” Sylvia laughed. “You don’t recognize me?”

“I do, we go to the gym,” I opened the door and let her in first.

“Yes, but no,” Sylvia followed me as I headed for the kitchen. “I was there in the office when you bought the house.”

“Oh?” I asked.

I remembered I went through the buying process with a redhead who had a huge amount of freckles.

“Amanda did your paper work and then she gave them to me to process,” Sylvia grinned.

“Yes!” It finally clicked inside my head. “I am an idiot! Sorry.”

Sylvia’s name was on all the paperwork as she was the manager and head of the HOA.

“That’s me,” Sylvia smiled as I offered her a drink.

“What can I do for you?” I asked. “I did go through the right process to get my deck repainted. Didn’t I?”

“Yes, I am not here on a formal visit,” Sylvia took a deep breath and then sat down at the table. “It’s personal, if you don’t mind?”

“Of course,” I sat down across from her.

“First I want to say I am not one of those wives that complain to another man about their husband or boyfriend that’s not who I am.”

Sylvia was looking down at the table. “It’s just lately Charlie has become, how do you say insulting, body wise?”

“Just like that,” I shrugged. “He has been shaming you?”

“Yes, that’s the word,” Sylvia nodded. “He has been shaming me in front of the kids and especially his friends.”

“Have you told him?” I asked. “I know some of the guys at my work can get out of hand at times and all it took was a quick smack in the face with reality and they pipe down immediately.”

“Yes, I have told him his words hurt, but he says he doesn’t want our daughter to end up like me, so he is making sure she knows it’s not acceptable,” Sylvia stated, her eyes were watering.

“What is he complaining about? If I may ask.”

“Mainly my ass, he says it is too big,” Sylvia said. “Also my hips, waist and this part,” she stood up and grabbed the handle on the side.

I tried not to smile or grin.

“He wants to get rid of those,” I shook my head.

“Yes, he says when I don’t have a tight shirt or topless they look disgusting,” Sylvia sat back down.

I didn’t say anything as all the bad thoughts in my head were trying to rush out of my mouth.

“You are smiling,” Sylvia smiled.

“Maybe I am not the best person to talk to about this,” I again tried to hide my dirty mind.

“No, I want a man’s honest opinion,” Sylvia reached over the table and held my hand.

“Okay,” I took a deep breath. “A nice ass like yours and it’s very nice, is a good thing, a great thing, a very good thing. Those hips and waist are perfect, and those handles are a good place to put our hands.”

“Your hands, why would you...” Sylvia started to say. “Oh!” she blushed as the light bulb turned on. “He doesn’t like that.”

“What!” I exclaimed.

“He says it turns him off because he can’t...” Sylvia paused. “It doesn’t reach.”

“No wonder he doesn’t like that, he doesn’t have the tool necessary for the job,” I laughed.

Her phone buzzed, and I knew it was her husband as her face dropped. “I have to go.”

Sylvia stood up.

“Sylvia, there is a reason I come to the gym that early,” I told her as I walked her out.

“So no one else is there?” Sylvia asked.

“No, so I can get a good look at your ass,” I admitted. “Especially when you do the squats.”

Again. Sylvia blushed. “You like that?”

“Oh yeah, handles and all,” I grinned as I opened the car door for her.

“Thank you,” Sylvia said, kissing my cheek. “Thank you so much!”

“You know where I live,” I waved.

“And your phone number!” Sylvia yelled as she pulled away.

“Down boy!” I yelled at my cock as it was already hard.
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Chapter Two: Ea​rly Morning Antics
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Sylvia seemed to take my advice to heart as the next three visits to the gym made my cock stand at attention.

Sylvia had bought new leggings, and they hugged her phat ass like a second skin. When she bent, moved, or squatted, her ass was on complete display.

Many times I rushed home to jerk one off quickly, imagining what it would be like to be behind such a large ass and fuck the hell out of it.

Sylvia grinned every time she caught me staring at her ass or hips. Even her breasts, which weren’t very large, but when she bent over, there was the valley of cleavage, just enough to let me know she had a nice pair.

“Fuck yes!” I was jerking my cock off in my bathroom as soon as I got home from the gym.

Sylvia had come into the gym with purple and black leggings, with a mesh design, it wasn’t completely see through, but it was enough to let me know she was wearing a thong underneath, there was also the telltale sign of the thong as some of it was showing above the waist line.

“Fucking hell!” I gripped my cock tight as I pounded my hand up and down the shaft faster.

I could only imagine what the sight would look like of my cock going into her ass, not her pussy, but that large ass, seeing my black cock in her forbidden hole.

I had sneaked a picture of Sylvia bending over and touching her toes with her hands. That ass was so big it was taking up most of the photo. “Fuck yes, reach forward and....”

‘Are you there?’ a text came through as I was jerking off.

It was from Sylvia; her name was on the ID.

I stopped jerking off and opened the messaging app. ‘Yeah, was about to hop in the shower,’ I lied.

It was early Saturday morning.

‘Oh, my maintenance crew aren’t up yet, and I need help, was wondering if I could borrow your strong muscles for a few minutes?’

“Fuck yes!” I exclaimed as I put my cock away, still throbbing and ready to burst.

‘Where?’ I replied to her text.

Sylvia gave me the address, and I quickly got out, and speed walked over to the large house. I knocked on the door.

Sylvia came to the door and opened it.

“Oh, thought you lived here,” I said as I opened the door and saw that the house was empty.

“No, I live on the other side,” Sylvia smiled.

“So, what can I help you with?” I asked.

“The last owners left some things behind and there is a dumpster out back,” Sylvia said. “Usually my maintenance team can take care of it, but they aren’t up yet, and I am showing this house first thing in the morning.”

“Ah, got you,” I grinned.

I followed behind Sylvia, watching her large ass as it swayed from side to side. ‘God Dayum!’ I thought, as I couldn’t control my impulse to reach out and smack it, grab it, and fuck it.

“This isn’t a lot,” I noted, seeing a small amount of patio furniture and some other items already outside.

It wasn’t much at all. The largest item was a large table, but it was mostly plastic, probably awkward to handle by itself, because of its size, but it was light.

“I know, I could have handled most of it myself,” Sylvia smiled as we started throwing things away.

I loved the extra time to stare at Sylvia’s ass; it was just going to add to my jerk off session when I got back home.

The sun was just coming up as we finished throwing everything into the large dumpster. “There, thank you!” Sylvia put up her hand to high-five me.

I gave her a high five as we got back inside the empty house.

“So,” I turned to her as she locked the back door. “Did you talk to your husband about the body shaming?”

“Yes!” Sylvia turned around to look at me. “I did, and he ignored me,” she smiled.

“Sorry to hear that,” I stated.

“Don’t be,” Sylvia shrugged. “I took your advice and just saw his shaming as what it was, he is just mad because he doesn’t have the tool for the job, and I told him that.”

“You what?” I answered in shock as we stood in the empty living room.

“I told him that his dick was too small to handle such a big task, and that’s why he was mad,” Sylvia said proudly.

‘And that’s a huge task!’ I thought, still admiring the way her hips and thighs flared outward. “Wow, I bet he didn’t like that!”

“He is still mad, he hasn’t said a word to me in almost a week,” Sylvia was beaming, her smile went from ear to ear.

“So, that’s a good thing?” I asked.

“Yes, the kids and I haven’t a peep of his shitty mouth or his attitude, and we are fine with it,” Sylvia shrugged.

Sylvia moved closer to me. “So, since you brought it up,” she stared up at me as she was shorter than me. “Have you been staring at my ass?”

“Oh hell yeah!” I admitted.

Sylvia chuckled. “And?”

“I love it,” I stared at her brown eyes staring at me.

“Oh really?” Sylvia turned completely around and bent over slightly. “You don’t think it’s too big of a task for someone like you?”

“Oh, no, it’s a task I want to take,” I stared at the thin dark line of her thong as it disappeared under the leggings.

“Are you sure you are up for it, and have the right tool?” Sylvia challenged.

“Let me show you!” I grabbed the leggings and tore them. I didn’t pull it down, or anything I
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