
        
            
                
            
        


	



CUCKOLDED AT THE GYM



EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1



My girlfriend Sophia’s new lover, Marcus, owns a gym in our town, a place we used to visit together. That’s where she met him. Sophia is a high-powered attorney, sharp as a tack, with a body that could stop traffic—long auburn hair, 38DD breasts, legs that seem to stretch forever, and calves sculpted from her gym sessions. I felt like I’d won the lottery when we started dating after my divorce. Sophia had been my attorney during that messy split, so she knew every sordid detail that ended my marriage. She knew, for instance, that my ex-wife left me because of “sexual incompatibility”—specifically, my obsession with cuckolding, laid bare in the divorce papers. I’d hired Sophia, hoping a female lawyer would sway the female judge in my favor.

Sophia was the epitome of professionalism, handling my case with brilliance. We spent hours dissecting my cuckolding fascination, her questions probing deeper than I expected. She insisted I share every detail—what aspects turned me on most, what fantasies I’d written about. Reluctantly, I handed over my journals, stories, and even the porn I’d watched, exposing my deepest desires, some I’d never even told my ex-wife.

From the ashes of my failed marriage, my relationship with Sophia rose like a phoenix. The day my divorce was finalized, she invited me for a drink at an upscale bar, the kind frequented by lawyers and tycoons. Over cocktails, she dropped a bombshell. “Daniel, I’m no longer your attorney,” she said, her voice smooth as silk. “The divorce is done, so we’re free to explore… something personal, if you’re interested.” I blinked, confused, as she leaned forward, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I’ve read your journals, your stories. Your cuckolding obsession? It intrigues me. It arouses me.”

She sipped her bourbon, her wicked smile teasing me over the glass. I sat there, speechless, as she continued. “Here’s my proposition, Daniel. We can be a couple—call it dating, if you like—but with a condition. You’ll be my cuckold.”

The word hit me like a freight train. The fantasy that had destroyed my marriage was now being offered on a silver platter. All I had to do was say yes. My mind raced, but I managed a smile. She leaned back, swirling her drink. “You’d live the lifestyle you’ve always wanted. I know all your desires, Daniel. No secrets between us. Here’s the deal: we move in together. My income’s higher, so you sell your house, and the proceeds go to our household. To the world, you’re a guy renting a room from me, maybe seen with me occasionally to keep up appearances. But behind closed doors? You’re my cuckold. I come and go as I please, see who I want, do what I want. You handle the house—cooking, cleaning, laundry, yard work, my personal needs, whatever I decide. Every three months, we review. If either of us wants out, we walk away, no questions asked. If we continue, we go deeper.”

My head spun with a cocktail of arousal, fear, and excitement. Her plan was practical, almost clinical, yet dripping with erotic promise. Before I could overthink it, I heard myself say, “Sounds good to me. I think I’d like that.”

Sophia’s smile widened, and she slid her pantyhose-clad foot against my crotch under the table. My cock hardened instantly, and she laughed softly. “This is going to be fun.”





The next three months passed in a blur. I sold my house, transferring every cent to Sophia’s account. In the second month, my company announced it was relocating out of state, leaving me jobless. When I broke the news to Sophia over dinner, she just smiled. “Don’t worry, Daniel. I’ll support you until you find something.” Little did I know, “something” meant a life of servitude.

My days began at 5:30 a.m. Sophia and I slept in separate rooms—hers a lavish suite, mine a cramped closet with a single bed and a pink dresser adorned with unicorns, bought at a tag sale. My wardrobe was minimal: one pair of jeans, one t-shirt, one dress shirt, and one pair of slacks for public outings. At home, Sophia chose my outfits—silk teddies, pantyhose, or humiliating costumes like a cheerleader or ballerina. I was her slave, her cuckold, dressed to reflect my role.

Each morning, I made coffee, prepared Sophia’s breakfast, and laid out her clothes. I served her in bed, kneeling at her feet to massage them while she ate. Some mornings, she’d let me lick her to orgasm, a privilege that left me aching with arousal. Then I’d run her shower, wash her hair and body, dry her off, and watch her dress in provocative outfits—short skirts, sheer blouses, no panties. She’d hand me my outfit for the day—often a bikini or satin lingerie—and leave for work. Then my real work began.

Sophia’s ten-room house demanded constant cleaning—dusting, vacuuming, laundry, dishes, and occasional deep cleans of closets or the basement. I handled grocery shopping and yard work, the latter done in whatever humiliating outfit she’d chosen, like a bikini or cheerleader skirt. Our property was secluded, with high fences, but I felt exposed, especially when Sophia lounged by the pool, sipping wine and laughing at my humiliation.

During those first three months, Sophia often went out at night, returning with stories of her dates and the sex that followed. She didn’t bring anyone home, and I wondered if she was testing my limits, seeing how far I’d go. She also insisted we join a gym owned by her new client, Marcus. I’d never been athletic—more nerd than jock—so the gym wasn’t my scene. Our first visit together changed everything.

Marcus was a mountain of a man, six-foot-four, bald, with biceps like my thighs and abs straight out of a fitness ad. When he shook my hand, mine disappeared in his grip. As he gave us a tour—weight room, sauna, showers—he draped his arm around Sophia, treating me like an afterthought. “This guy needs a gym,” he said to her, smirking at my flabby, pale frame. “Fat, balding, pasty.” They laughed as if I wasn’t there. Sophia fawned over him, her giggles like a schoolgirl’s, and I felt a knot of arousal and dread tighten in my gut.

From then on, Sophia’s gym visits became a daily ritual, and she’d come home raving about Marcus and their workouts. I was only allowed at the gym on Saturdays, the busiest day, where I’d watch Sophia and Marcus train together. They’d make me mimic her routine, laughing when I couldn’t lift her weights or match her reps. The humiliation burned, but it also fueled my desires.

At the end of the third month, we had our relationship review. Sophia sat me down, her tone brisk. “I’m happy with how things are going, Daniel. I want to continue.” She didn’t ask for my input, and I didn’t offer it—I was already too deep in her web. Months four through six brought Marcus into our lives fully. Sophia began seeing him openly, sharing every detail of their encounters. In the middle of month four, she announced Marcus would come for dinner.

That morning, she left for work in a tight black suit, mid-thigh skirt, no panties, and a sheer blouse with a lacy bra. She left a box on her bed, instructing me not to open it until she called. I spent the day cleaning, cooking, and ensuring everything was perfect. At 6:45 p.m., the phone rang. “Open the box and put on your outfit,” she said, then hung up.

My hands trembled as I untied the pink ribbon. Inside was an outfit straight from my journals: sheer pantyhose, a white chiffon chemise with marabou trim, and white heels. I slipped it on, my shaved body reflecting in the mirror, arousal mixing with fear. The stove timer snapped me back to reality, and I hurried to prepare dinner.

I heard the garage door, then Sophia and Marcus laughing as they entered the kitchen. “Well, you weren’t kidding!” Marcus said, his voice booming. Sophia smirked. “Turn around, Daniel. Let us see how pretty you look.” Their laughter echoed as I faced them, my cock twitching under the sheer fabric. Sophia looked stunning, Marcus every bit the Adonis she’d described. “Give us a curtsey and welcome our guest,” she said.

I lifted the chemise and curtsied. “Welcome to our home, sir. May I get you a drink?” They snickered, Sophia grabbing Marcus’s ass as they headed to the living room. “Two glasses of wine,” she called dismissively. I poured the drinks, delivered them, and knelt to massage Sophia’s feet as she spoke.

“Daniel, let’s address the elephant in the room,” she said, her tone commanding. “Marcus and I have been involved since before you hired me. When you shared your cuckolding fantasies, I knew we’d be perfect together. Marcus has read your journals, your stories. He knows everything. He’s been fucking me for months with that glorious cock of his.” She stroked Marcus’s crotch, smiling. “When I’d come home and let you lick me to orgasm, you were tasting his cum. I told him how you’d do anything I ask, how you play with your pathetic little cock.”

She sipped her wine, her eyes gleaming. “Tonight, we go deeper. You’ll serve us dinner, then watch us fuck in my bed. Tomorrow, Marcus moves in. You’ll help him settle in and address him as Sir, me as Ma’am, in public and private. You’ll continue your household duties, but now you’ll serve Marcus too. He needs help at the gym, and since you’re jobless, you’ll work for him.”

My throat tightened, but I couldn’t speak. Marcus toyed with Sophia’s breasts as she dismissed me. “Put dinner on the table.” I muttered, “Yes, Ma’am,” curtsied, and obeyed.

Dinner was quiet, Marcus probing me about my past and my cuckolding obsession. I stumbled through answers, knowing he’d read my journals. After, I cleared the table while they retired to Sophia’s bedroom with wine, instructing me to join them when done. Their giggles and the hum of the TV greeted me as I knocked.

“Enter,” Sophia commanded. She lounged in a black silk gown, her breasts accentuated by a push-up bra. Marcus wore unbuttoned jeans, his chiseled chest bare. I knelt at the bed’s foot, massaging Sophia’s feet as they made out, their hands roaming. “Time to do what you’ve always wanted,” Sophia said, laughing as Marcus motioned me to him.

I crawled over, unbuttoning his jeans and sliding them down. His massive cock, soft but already six inches, sprang free from his briefs. “Don’t keep me waiting,” Sophia said. I stroked him, kissed the tip, tasting his pre-cum, then took him in my mouth. He grew, filling me until I could only manage half. He guided my head, then pushed me away and climbed onto Sophia, her shaved pussy glistening. They fucked for an hour, switching positions, while I watched, aching with arousal.

When they climaxed, Marcus rolled off, his cock slick with their juices. He motioned to me, and I cleaned him with my mouth as they laughed. Sophia then spread his cum over my cock, stroking me until I came. “Watch this,” she said to Marcus, offering me her cum-covered hand. I licked it clean, their laughter ringing in my ears. “Go to bed,” she dismissed me.

That night, I slept deeply, secure in the knowledge that I was, at last, a true cuckold.


































Chapter 2


I woke the next morning, my body tingling with the memory of the previous night. Had it all been a dream? Years of fantasizing about being a cuckold had culminated in a single, earth-shattering evening. The realization that Sophia had orchestrated this from the start—recognizing my deepest desires and weaving them into a reality that served her and Marcus’s pleasure—made it all the more intoxicating. It was surreal, exhilarating, and terrifying.

I rose at 5:30 a.m., slipping into my routine. I prepared breakfast, laid out Sophia’s clothes, and made coffee, the familiar rhythm grounding me despite the whirlwind in my mind. As I carried the tray to Sophia’s bedroom, I heard soft moans and giggles. Pushing the door open, I found Sophia and Marcus tangled in the sheets, their bodies glowing with post-coital satisfaction. “Good morning, my little pet,” Sophia purred, accepting her coffee with a smirk. Marcus, stark naked, his impressive cock hanging heavy, took his cup without a glance.

Sophia motioned to the floor. I knelt, my eyes level with Marcus’s groin. Without a word, I leaned forward, taking his cock in my mouth. It was warm, soft at first, but it pulsed and grew as I sucked, his hand guiding my head with firm control. Sophia sipped her coffee, watching with amusement as they began to kiss, their hands roaming. Suddenly, Marcus pushed me away, and they vanished into the bedroom, leaving me on my knees, the sound of their lovemaking
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