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“Can I help you?” asks a bored-looking receptionist at the front desk of the Titan Grind Athletic Club without looking up from his phone. It’s not the greeting I was expecting, but then, I wasn’t expecting peeling letters on the front door or the stench of a high school locker room—sweat, rubber mats, and disinfectant—when my bestie, Chloe, recommended a trainer here.

“I’m here for Gunnar,” I say, shifting my weight. My shoe squeaks on the worn linoleum. Great. Now I’m the squeaky-shoe girl on top of being the chubby college freshman.

Spring break should mean sleeping in and binge watching shows, not this. But the ‘Freshman Fifteen’ isn’t a myth. It’s my reality, despite my best efforts. More like Freshman Twenty, if I’m honest with myself. My jeans don’t lie, and neither does the muffin top currently spilling over my leggings.

Music thumps through overhead speakers as I scan the space. Compared to the shiny university gym, this place feels real. No perky blondes pretending to work out while taking selfies. These are serious lifters grunting through their sets. These guys actually sweat.

I guess I shouldn’t be surprised, remembering Chloe’s description of Gunner: “Ex-military. Total hardass. Creates miracles.” I need a miracle. Or at least enough muscle definition to wear a bikini without looking like a half-melted marshmallow.

That’s when I spot a guy in the corner of the free weights section. He’s leaning over a client adjusting a bench press. I’m not sure if he’s Gunnar, but God I hope so.

The guy isn’t just muscular; he’s carved. Like someone took a chisel to marble and decided to make my sexual awakening. His broad shoulders strain against his tight black t-shirt. Veins snake under tanned skin as he grips the barbell, demonstrating form. His dark hair buzzed short, military-short, emphasizes a strong jaw with stubble. When he straightens, his sharp, assessing eyes scan the room before landing directly on me. My pulse kicks up.

Oh fuck. I know those eyes. He’s my old high school Coach Briggs. He’d been fit, sure, but this...? This is a different species. He’s traded his whistle and polo for pure, potent masculinity. A flush creeps up my neck. Private sessions alone with that? Suddenly, looking good on the beach feels less important than surviving this. Or jumping his bones. No—bad Ella. He was your coach. That’s inappropriate. But so is the way my panties just got damp.

He finishes with his client and starts toward me. His gaze sweeps over me, head to toe, not leering, but appraising. Like I’m equipment he needs to evaluate. Heat pools between my legs, and I clench my thighs together. It’s a good thing he can’t read minds...or see how my nipples just perked up through my sports bra.

“Ella?” His voice rumbles low, rough like gravel.

“Yeah. Hi, Coach...um, Briggs?” I stammer. Smooth, Ella. Real smooth. Maybe drool a little while you’re at it.

A ghost of a smile touches his lips. “Coach Briggs is history. It’s just Gunnar.” He extends a hand. His grip swallows mine completely. Calluses scrape against my skin. I pull back too quickly, aware of how small I feel next to him. His hand could probably span my entire waist. I wonder what those rough palms would feel like sliding up my—nope. Stop it. Focus.

“Ready to work?” he asks, those green eyes pinning me.

My “As I’ll ever be” comes out breathy. Jesus, I sound like I’m auditioning for porn. Get it together.

He nods toward the back. “Assessment first. Follow me.”

He turns, leading the way to a small office. The muscles in his back shift with every step. My gaze drops lower, to the way his shorts hug his ass. That tight, perfect, ass. It’s like two boulders fighting under fabric. I could bounce a quarter off it—hell, I could probably bounce my entire student loan debt off it.

Fuck. This creates a problem. A big, distracting problem. Private sessions. Just us. He’s huge...everywhere. Does that mean he’s got a big cock, and is he single? Older guys know what they’re doing in the bedroom. I imagine he could teach me things...and not just squats. I bet he could pick me up and fuck me against a wall without breaking a sweat.

Yeah, okay, so I’m a bit horny. It’s not my fault he’s exactly the type of guy I could imagine taking my virginity. I want someone who won’t fumble my first time. Someone who’d take control. Someone who looks like he could break me in half...but carefully. I want those big hands holding me down. I want him to make me his good girl.

I guess I’m also a slut. The virgin slut.

The small office feels even smaller with him in it. Like all the oxygen got sucked out and replaced with testosterone and my own desperation. 

Gunnar gestures to a worn chair. “Sit.”

He lowers himself into his own chair, and the springs groan under his weight. Lucky chair. He picks up a clipboard, his expression focused and professional. Too professional. Doesn’t he see me practically drooling? Is he blind to the way my thighs keep pressing together? Maybe he’s used to desperate college girls throwing themselves at him. Maybe I’m just another horny client to him.

“So, Ella. Goals?”

His directness throws me. “Uh, yeah. Mostly weight loss. Tone up? Look less...doughy.” I gesture at myself. “I want to hit the beach in a month.” And maybe hit on you in the process. No, I need to stop. This is a professional relationship. A very, very hot professional relationship.

“For the record, you don’t look doughy at all. Your body is already great. But I understand wanting to feel your best.” He scribbles something. “Current routine? Diet?”

His compliment warms me, and I try not to squirm in pleasure. “Current routine involves walking to class and occasionally remembering the campus gym exists. Diet is...variable. Pizza happens.” And ice cream. And midnight nachos. And basically anything that delivers after 10 p.m. when I’m stress-eating while I study. 

He doesn’t smile, and just writes more. “Alcohol consumption?”

My cheeks warm. “College student? So...yes.” I’m a walking cliché at this point.

He looks up, eyes sharp. “Define ‘yes.’”

“Weekends? Mostly?” I shrug. “Not, like, binge drinking every night.” Just enough to make bad decisions, like texting my ex at 2 a.m. or contemplating how to seduce my personal trainer.

“Hmm.” More scribbling. Then he leans forward, resting his forearms on the desk. His biceps bulge. I need to stop staring at his biceps, but they’re right there, taunting me. I wonder if he could curl me like a barbell. Probably. He could probably curl me while fucking me and not even get winded.

“All right. Real talk. You want quick results? It requires commitment. Three sessions a week here with me. Plus cardio on your own. Diet overhaul—clean protein, complex carbs, veggies. No processed crap. Alcohol? Significantly dial back.” He fixes me with a look that dares me to argue. “This isn’t a magic pill. It’s hard work. You in or out?”

The intensity overwhelms me. He lays down the law, and it’s stupidly hot. I want to say, “I’m out,” just to see what he’d do. Would he punish me? Would he bend me over his knee and—

“I’m in,” I state firmly. My voice doesn’t betray the filthy slideshow playing in my head.

“Good.” He taps the clipboard. “Then your first session starts now. Any questions?”

Yeah, are you single? Do you find me attractive? Would you bend me over this desk and take my virginity? Would you call me a good girl while you do it? How many calories does a proper fucking burn?

“Nope!” I chirp. My voice sounds way too high, but at least I didn’t blurt out any of the questions actually running through my mind.

Training with him will be torture. Delicious, agonizing torture. Operation: Distract Hot Coach officially begins. God help me—and my already drenched panties.
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Gunnar sets up kettlebells by the power rack, his t-shirt already clinging to his chest. My core clenches with something that definitely isn’t pre-workout jitters.

His biceps flex as he arranges the weights, and I know I shouldn’t stare. But also, I physically can’t look away. The man could bench press cars for breakfast.

“This looks complicated,” I say, aiming for casual but landing somewhere between breathless and desperate.

He glances up, his eyes sweeping over me. “It’s not complicated. You’ll learn quickly.” He points to the floor. “Dynamic stretches first. Leg swings. Arm circles. Then, we hit the rack.”

I hope his hands might accidentally brush against me while ‘correcting my form.’ God, I’m pathetic. And horny. Mostly horny.

I perform every stretch. Each time I swing my leg back, his eyes track the movement. He assesses my form, sure, but they definitely linger on my ass. My black leggings make my ass look spectacular despite the extra pounds I’m trying to lose. I’m glad I chose something revealing. I want him to look.

I arch my back more than necessary during the hamstring stretch. Is this how strippers feel? I’m doing everything I can to make him want me, but he acts like this is a medical exam—except for that muscle jumping in his jaw and the way his hands keep clenching and unclenching at his sides.

“Good flexibility,” he says, his voice rougher than before. “That’ll
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