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Chapter 1 - The Gym Temptation
The mirrored studio smelled faintly of rubber mats and eucalyptus spray, the sort of neutral freshness designed to hide the sweat of strangers. Selene stepped inside with the slow confidence of someone who already knew every eye would follow her. Her glossy black bob swung neatly against her jaw, her satin lip gloss catching the light. Lycra cycling shorts and a matching wet-look top clung to her toned frame, gleaming under the fluorescents like wet ink.
Daniel noticed her immediately. The strength in her legs, the definition in her arms — she carried herself like someone used to her own body, comfortable in its power. But what struck him harder, what he tried and failed to ignore, was the line of her throat. The distinct rise of her Adam’s apple moved when she swallowed, framed by the sharp cut of her bob. His gaze darted upward too late, caught by the mirror’s betrayal. She had seen him looking.
She chose the mat beside his, lowering herself into a long stretch. Her spine curved, Lycra pulling taut across her body, the glossy surface showing every contour. His dumbbells felt suddenly too heavy, his rhythm faltering. Their reflections met again in the glass wall. This time, she held him there.
“Careful,” she said. Her voice had a feminine softness, lilting, but underneath it sat a husky depth, a resonance that pressed into him more than the words themselves. “You’re staring more at me than your form.”
Heat surged across his face. He tried to shake his head, to deny it, but the clatter of weights on the floor betrayed him first.
Selene rose smoothly, closing the distance. She moved behind him, her reflection looming tall in the mirror. A hand — firm, warm — pressed his shoulder down, guiding him straighter. Another skimmed along his spine, correcting his posture. The touch lingered longer than necessary. Her slightly muscular build mirrored his in the glass, yet her glossy clothes, her glossed lips, her poise, made her something wholly different.
“Better,” she murmured. The word rumbled with that same feminine-deep blend, a sound that curled low in his stomach.
His chest rose and fell too quickly. In the mirror, they were locked together in one frame — her calm, predatory; him flushed, undone. Her fingers grazed lower, tracing the edge of his waistband before sliding away. His breath caught audibly.
Selene leaned closer, her lips almost brushing his ear. “The mirror doesn’t lie.”
It was too much — her Adam’s apple shifting just above his shoulder, her toned frame so close, her voice ringing in him with its duality. He didn’t know if it was want or fear that made him tremble. Maybe both.
And then she stepped back. Slinging her bag over one shoulder, Lycra gleaming like oil under the studio lights, she moved toward the door without hurry. At the threshold, she paused, casting him one last look.
“If you want more help,” she said, her smile curling slow and dangerous, “you’ll have to keep up next time.”
The door closed behind her.
Daniel stared at his reflection, sweat cooling on his skin. The man he thought he knew — the lines he thought unshakable — blurred in the glass. And in their place, only one truth remained: he wanted her, and nothing else mattered.
Daniel sat in his car long after the gym lights had dimmed. The steering wheel was cold beneath his palms, but it wasn’t the night air making him tremble. It was the reflection in his mind he couldn’t shake — her body pressed behind his in the mirror, her Adam’s apple shifting against the glow, her voice threading into him with that feminine lilt edged in husk.
He dragged his hand down his face, as if he could scrub her out of him.
On the passenger seat, a small velvet box caught the glow of the dashboard. Inside, the ring was waiting. For Emily.
Emily, his college sweetheart. The girl every boy had wanted — blonde, radiant, cheer squad smile. She’d chosen him, and in doing so, had made him feel chosen by life itself. Everyone said they were perfect. His mother, his friends, even his boss, who called Emily a catch. The engagement party was in three weeks.
And yet…
He couldn’t unfeel the heat that had spread through him in that mirrored studio. Couldn’t forget the gleam of Lycra on Selene’s thighs, the strength in her hands, the deep-sweet voice that had settled under his skin. His body had answered her before his mind could protest, his reflection betraying him.
Daniel told himself it was confusion, a trick of adrenaline and exhaustion. But the lie felt thin.
He opened his phone. His gym app blinked with its usual reminders, and beneath them, a notification he didn’t expect: Message from Selene.
“Next session. Tomorrow. 7pm. Don’t be late.”
No question mark. Not an invitation. An instruction.
His thumb hovered. Emily’s smiling face was still his background photo — arms around him at the lake house, her head tipped into his shoulder, all sunshine and certainty. He loved her. He did. Didn’t he?
But his chest tightened with something else: the thrill of being commanded, the echo of her voice in his ear.
Daniel locked the phone and gripped the wheel tighter. He told himself he’d delete the message, that he wouldn’t go, that he was stronger than this.
Yet as the engine started and the car pulled away, his heart was already pounding with the truth he didn’t dare admit: he was going back.










Chapter 2 - “Working Late”
The next evening Daniel told Emily he was working late. Her voice was warm and trusting on the phone, already planning dinner menus for their engagement party. The lie slid too easily past his lips.
By seven, he was back in the mirrored studio. The mats were laid out, the air humming faintly with the sound of treadmills down the hall. He almost convinced himself she wouldn’t come, that the message was a bluff, a dream.
Then the door opened.
Selene entered without hurry, as if she owned the place. Her glossy bob framed her face in sleek lines, catching the fluorescent glow. The Lycra exercise set tonight was darker, wetter-looking — cycling shorts that gleamed like oil, a top stretched across her toned shoulders and chest. The rise of her Adam’s apple moved when she swallowed, deliberate, unapologetic.
Daniel’s throat dried.
“You came,” she said. Her voice — soft, feminine, but with that deeper resonance humming beneath — made his skin prickle.
He muttered something, a half-excuse, but it was already too late. She stepped closer, not waiting for his permission, closing the gap until their reflections blurred together in the mirror.
“Form,” she said, pressing a mat flat with her shoe. “You need practice.”
He obeyed before thinking, dropping into a stance as she directed. Selene circled behind him, correcting his posture with firm hands on his shoulders. Her touch lingered, sliding down his back, her slightly muscular frame mirrored against his in the glass.
Every correction was a caress. Every adjustment a command.
His chest rose too fast, betraying him. Selene leaned in, her lips close to his ear, her breath brushing his skin.
“Do you know what I see?” Her voice curled around him, that feminine edge laced with husk, as dangerous as it was tender.
He shook his head, though his reflection told the truth.
“I see a man,” she whispered, “who tells himself lies.” Her eyes met his in the mirror, unflinching. “You look at me and you burn. You try to bury it because you’re afraid of what it means.”
Daniel’s knees trembled. He could hear Emily’s laugh in his memory, see her face in a white dress she’d tried on only last week. Yet in the mirror, Selene’s gleaming body pressed into his line of sight, her jawline, her Adam’s apple shifting as she spoke, her voice pulling him under.
Her hand slid along his arm, down to his wrist, guiding his trembling grip. She smiled — not kind, but knowing.
“The mirror doesn’t lie,” she said again, softer this time, almost gentle.
And when she stepped back, he staggered as though she’d been holding him upright.
Selene picked up her bag, her Lycra glinting under the lights like water. She didn’t need to turn around; he was already watching, caught.
“At some point,” she said at the door, “you’ll stop pretending. And when you do, you’ll come to me.”
Then she was gone, leaving Daniel with nothing but his reflection — red-faced, shaking, desperate — and the unbearable truth that she was right.








Chapter 3 - Say It
Daniel sat in the driver’s seat, engine off, rain thrumming against the roof. He told himself he was just waiting out the weather, that he wasn’t parked outside the gym for her.
Then the passenger door opened.
Selene slid inside without asking, droplets running from her glossy bob, her Lycra darkened by the rain. The sharp scent of wet pavement clung to her jacket as she pushed the hood back. The overhead light caught the shift of her Adam’s apple, the firm line of her jaw softened by the gloss of her lips.
She didn’t speak at first. Just turned, meeting his wide eyes in the glow of the dashboard. Her voice, when it came, was low, husky, yet undeniably feminine.
“You were waiting for me.”
It wasn’t a question.
Daniel’s protest died in his throat. He gripped the wheel tighter, as if holding on to something solid.
Selene leaned closer, rain still glistening on her skin. “Say it.”
He stayed silent. His pulse was a drum in his chest.
Then her mouth was on his, satin gloss and rain pressed against him. The kiss wasn’t tentative — it was deliberate, claiming. Her hand cupped the side of his neck, thumb brushing the edge of his jaw, holding him in place.
Daniel groaned, low, helpless. His body answered before his mind could deny it.
When she pulled back, Selene’s eyes dropped. The Lycra of his shorts left nothing to
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