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  Chapter one
The Intense Private Session


Darren Cotter adjusted the barbell on his shoulders and tried to focus on his breathing. The private gym room smelled of rubber mats and faint sweat, the kind of space Jade always booked for their sessions to keep things focused. Or so she claimed. At six foot two and built from years of consistent work, he was used to pushing his limits, but lately the limits felt different. 
Jade stood behind him, her olive skin glistening under the lights, ponytail swinging as she stepped closer. "Feet wider, Darren. You know better." Her voice carried that cocky edge she used when she wanted to correct him, and her hands landed on his hips without hesitation. She pressed in, her toned body flush against his back, adjusting his stance with a firm squeeze. "There. Now squat."
He descended, thighs burning, and felt her move with him. Her pelvis ground lightly against his ass on the way down, the contact too deliberate to be accidental. Heat flared through his shorts. He straightened, jaw tight, and caught her reflection in the mirror. Those intense brown eyes met his, playful and unashamed.
"Good form," she said, stepping around to spot him from the front. "But you're holding back. Push harder for me."
The next rep brought her even closer. As he lowered, her hands slid to his chest for balance, fingers splaying over muscle. On the ascent her thigh brushed his groin, and she lingered there a second too long. Darren exhaled sharply through his nose. "Jade, that's enough contact. Keep it professional."
She laughed, low and easy. "Professional gets boring, doesn't it? You're married, not dead. One more set. I'll guide you."
They moved to the bench press next. Darren lay back, gripping the bar, and Jade positioned herself above him to spot. Her powerful legs straddled the bench near his head, shorts riding up to reveal smooth skin. Every time he pressed, she leaned in, her abs flexing, the scent of her skin mixing with the gym air. On the final rep she didn't pull back fast enough. Her hips dipped, pressing briefly against the side of his face before she straightened with a smirk.
"You're flushed," she noted, handing him water. "Heart rate's up. We should add extra sessions. Twice a week isn't cutting it anymore if you want real progress."
Darren sat up, wiping his face with a towel. His body betrayed him, half hard from the grinding during squats and the press. He had promised Becky this was just training. "I can't. Becky expects me home at the usual time. This is already pushing it."
Jade tilted her head, ponytail swinging. "Tell her it's for results. She'll understand. You're the one who wants to stay on top, right?" Her hand brushed his shoulder, squeezing the muscle there. "Think about it. Private. Just us. I know exactly how to push you."
He stood, gathering his bag. "I'll think about it." The words came out gruffer than intended. Jade's smile said she knew she had planted the seed.
The drive home felt longer than usual. Darren's mind replayed the session, the way Jade's body had moved against his, the invitation hanging in the air. He gripped the wheel tighter, telling himself it was nothing, just aggressive training. But the ache in his shorts said otherwise.
Becky looked up from the kitchen counter when he walked in. Her light brown hair was pulled back, warm hazel eyes scanning him. She wore a soft sweater that hugged her curves, the kind of outfit that usually made him pull her close. Tonight he hesitated.
"You look flushed," she said, setting down a glass. "Tough session?"
"Yeah. Jade pushed hard." He dropped his bag by the door and rolled his shoulders, trying to shake the tension. "Extra reps on everything."
Becky stepped closer, studying his face. "You're distracted. Did something happen?" Her voice stayed soft, but the question carried weight. She had noticed the late returns lately, the way he sometimes checked his phone with a certain look.
Darren forced a smile and pulled her into a quick hug. "Nothing. Just tired. Maybe we add another session or two. Jade thinks it's worth it for progress."
Becky pulled back slightly, her gentle features tightening. "Another session? With her?" Suspicion flickered across her expression, the first crack in her usual supportive calm. "Darren, you've been coming home like this more often. Sweaty, distracted. Is she... getting too hands on?"
He kissed her forehead, the gesture automatic. "It's training, Becky. Nothing more. Trust me." But even as he said it, the memory of Jade's grinding hips during the squats flashed through his mind, and he felt the pull of something he didn't want to name.
Becky watched him head toward the shower, her fingers lingering on the counter. The house felt quieter than usual, and she wondered if she was imagining the shift in her husband, the way his eyes had avoided hers just now. She told herself it was nothing. But the flush on his skin and the invitation he had mentioned lingered in her thoughts like an uninvited guest.
Darren stood under the hot water, letting it pound his shoulders. He replayed Jade's words about extra sessions and felt his resolve waver. Professional boundaries were supposed to hold. Yet the way she had moved against him, commanding and unapologetic, had cracked something open. He told himself he would say no. He had to. Becky deserved better than a husband whose thoughts drifted to his trainer's powerful legs and commanding tone.
Downstairs, Becky poured herself a glass of water and stared at the dark window. She had always supported his fitness, but the recent changes worried her. The flush, the distraction, the casual mention of more time with Jade. She pushed the thought away, but it refused to leave. Something was shifting, and she wasn't sure she liked where it might lead.






  
  Chapter two
The Panties Discovery


Darren finished his last set on the bench and wiped the sweat from his forehead. The private room felt hotter than usual, and Jade's presence made every rep carry extra weight. She circled him like she owned the space, her toned legs flexing as she adjusted the weights. "You're getting stronger," she said with that cocky grin. "But you still need more. Don't forget the extra sessions I suggested. Twice a week isn't enough anymore." 
He nodded, keeping his eyes on the bar. "I'll talk to Becky about it." His voice came out gruffer than he meant. Jade stepped close to spot him on the final press, her body leaning in so her thigh brushed his arm. The contact lingered. She smelled like sweat and something sweet, and Darren felt the familiar pull low in his gut. He finished the rep and sat up fast, grabbing his water bottle.
Jade bent to pick up a towel near his gym bag. Her hand dipped inside for a second, quick and smooth, before she straightened. "Don't leave anything behind," she said, her brown eyes sparkling with something playful and dark. "See you soon, Darren." She turned and walked out, ponytail swinging, leaving him alone with the mat and the faint scent of her skin.
Darren changed quickly and headed for the car. His bag felt heavier somehow, though nothing looked different. He drove home with the windows down, trying to shake the heat from the session. Jade's grinding during the squats yesterday still played in his head. He told himself it was just training, but the way she moved against him had left him half hard more than once. Professional boundaries were cracking, and he knew it.
At home Becky was in the kitchen, sorting laundry on the table. She looked up when he walked in, her soft features lighting with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "How was it?" she asked, folding a shirt. "You look wiped out again."
"Intense," Darren said. He dropped his bag by the couch and headed for the fridge. "Jade's pushing hard. She wants me to add sessions."
Becky paused, fingers still on the fabric. "More sessions? With her?" Her tone stayed light, but suspicion crept in. She had noticed the flushed returns, the distracted looks. Something felt off, and she couldn't ignore it anymore.
Darren grabbed a beer and turned. "It's for progress, Becky. Nothing else." He took a long drink, avoiding her gaze. Inside, guilt mixed with the lingering arousal from the gym. He couldn't stop thinking about Jade's powerful legs and commanding voice.
Becky finished folding and reached for his gym bag. "I'll throw your stuff in the wash," she said. She unzipped it and pulled out his towel first, then a water bottle. Her hand brushed something soft at the bottom. She tugged it free and froze.
Black lace panties dangled from her fingers. They were tiny, damp at the crotch, clearly worn. Becky's hazel eyes widened, then narrowed. "Darren, what the hell is this?" Her voice shook a little, soft but edged with hurt. "These aren't mine. Whose panties are in your bag?"
Darren's stomach dropped. He set the beer down and crossed the room. "I don't know. Let me see." He reached for them, but Becky pulled back. The fabric felt warm, and he caught the faint scent of Jade's skin on them. His mind flashed to the way she had bent over his bag earlier. She must have slipped them in during the session.
"Don't lie to me," Becky said. She held the panties up between them. "They're soaked. Someone put these here on purpose. Was it her? That trainer of yours?" Jealousy colored her cheeks, but something else flickered in her eyes too. Arousal, unexpected and confusing.
Darren ran a hand through his short dark hair. "Becky, I swear I didn't know they were there. Jade must have..." He stopped, realizing how it sounded. "It was probably a mistake. Or a joke."
Becky stepped closer, the panties still in her hand. "A joke? These are wet, Darren. You come home flushed every time you see her. You've been distracted for weeks. Tell me the truth. Are you attracted to her?" Her voice softened on the last words, almost pleading. She wanted to hear no, but part of her feared the yes.
The question hung in the air. Darren looked at his wife, her gentle curves under the sweater, her light brown hair falling loose. Loyalty warred with the raw pull he felt toward Jade. "She's attractive," he admitted finally, voice low. "I can't stop noticing during sessions. The way she moves, the contact. It's intense. But I'm married to you, Becky. That's what matters."
Becky's breath caught. The admission hit her like a spark. Jealousy burned, but it twisted into something hotter. Her nipples tightened under the sweater, and she felt a slick warmth between her legs. She dropped the panties and grabbed his shirt. "You want her," she said, not quite a question. "Say it again."
"I want her," Darren growled. The words came out rough, and the tension snapped. He pulled Becky against him, mouth crashing over hers. The kiss was hungry, fueled by weeks of building pressure. His hands roamed her body, squeezing her ass, then sliding up to cup her breasts. She moaned into his mouth, fingers tugging at his shorts.
They stumbled toward the bedroom, clothes coming off in a rush. Becky's sweater hit the floor, followed by her bra. Darren kicked off his shorts, his cock already hard and throbbing. He pushed her onto the bed and climbed over her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. "You like hearing that?" he asked, voice commanding. "That I get hard thinking about Jade grinding on me at the gym?"
Becky arched under him, legs spreading. "Yes," she gasped. "Tell me more. It makes me wet." The jealousy fueled her, turning the confrontation into the hottest thing they'd had in months. Darren's free hand slid between her thighs, finding her soaked. He rubbed her clit in firm circles, watching her face flush.
"She pressed against me during squats," he said, leaning down to bite her neck. "Her hips right on my ass. Then during presses, her body over mine. I could feel her heat." He pushed two fingers inside Becky, pumping slow and deep. She cried out, hips rocking. "She's toned everywhere, Becky. Strong legs, tight abs. I imagined her riding me while you watched."
Becky's eyes fluttered shut, then opened with raw need. "Fuck me," she begged. "Fuck me while you tell me about her." Darren didn't wait. He lined up his cock and thrust in hard, burying himself to the hilt. They both groaned at the stretch. He started pounding, the bed creaking under them. Sweat slicked their skin, and the room filled with the wet sounds of their bodies slapping together.
Becky wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Did she touch you more today?" she asked between gasps. "Did her panties get wet thinking about you?"
Darren slammed harder, the admission pouring out now that the dam had broken. "Yeah. She slipped them in my bag. Probably so you'd find them. She's playing games, and I can't stop wanting it. Her pussy's probably tight and hot, just like these." He pulled out briefly, rubbing his cock against Becky's clit before slamming back in. "I want to fuck her while you see it. Watch her
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