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Laying Down on The Job

 


Note: All characters are over eighteen. This
short story is for an audience of mature readers only.

 



Synopsis: Laying Down on The Job - Two weight
lifters vie for titles, and each other, in this sexy weight lifting
competition of life.

 


 


TRENT'S WORKOUT PLACE

DOWNTOWN WASHINGTON, DC

Afternoon, Friday, August 5, 2016

 


 


 


Holly "Vegas" Beck's legs spread wide as she
humped her naked sweaty hips up and down on muscular Ben Zallian's
stiff member, in the room next to the cyclist room where twenty
people rode a motocross route on stationary bikes. The whirl of
their wheels and gears shifting speed and loud music covered any
lovemaking sounds Holly or Ben made. Holly considered herself a
feminist, sometimes. And what she knew she was all the time was an
excellent fitness trainer.

"Oh, this feels good. Stay right there. Stay
still, Ben. Ah... that’s the spot." Perspiration dripped off the
athletic fitness model. Her succulent beige pussy lips whirled wave
after wave of impulsive sex urges, all verging toward her erotic
button. "You know how to press . . . my erotic buttons, Ben." Holly
grabbed his bulging bodybuilder shoulders. She brought her head
forward from leaning backward. Letting her chestnut brown hair
dangle and tickle Ben's big balls always got him off, too, fast.
She did not want to do that, not yet anyway.

"Damn, Vegas, this is better than the bench
press. You are better than the treadmill, too, Holly, Ugh... You're
the best fucking woman on the planet." Ben grunted loudly, holding
back his boiling manseed. Sitting while enjoying a love tryst made
things easier. Fucking standing up as they did last week in his
pool, hastened the moment. "You smell great."

"Secret."

"Secret deodorant?"

"Yeah. I never reveal what perfume I wear for
fucking. That way you cannot compare me to . . . some other broads.
I am . . . unique. Oh..."

Ben ran his hands through his crew cut blond
hair. He squeezed shut his green eyes. He licked his lips. Finally,
Ben began to use his hands. "Harder," he said grabbing her indented
waist, her one-hundred and twenty pound rectangular-shaped body.
"You’re built like a female pole vaulter. Sexy!" At first, his
green eyes flashed as he pressed and held her cunt to the root of
his stiff cock and thrust upward. His love scepter was deeply
penetrating every crevasse and sweet nook inside Holly's body.

Ben never let his five feet, eleven-inch
height get in the way of erotic play. Sitting down on the black
weight bench, on Holly's peach towel, stopped him from slipping and
sliding around. All his energy went up inside Holly Beck, his
girlfriend if she would have him. His endearing female friend he
loved. His juggernaut penis pounded away at the vice-like softness
holding him snug. "Ugh . . . yes . . . do me, Holly. Fuck me, you
whore!"

"Whore!" Holly never stopped her gyrations.
She put aside the thought of someone pressing his or her ear to the
special private workout room door might be turned on. Heck, she
imagined them gaining inspiration from the sensual sounds of love
and easily slipping their hands south, as they started manipulating
or exercising their main sexual parts. Holly grabbed her B cup
breasts. Her dark cinnamon hard nipples poked forward. "You want a
whore. You got one." Holly picked up her pace.

Each hand held her nipples and she juggled
them. She put her pussy spasms, hip twirling, pelvis-pounding cunt,
and slammed her nubby clit hard on Ben's root member. She
backpedaled her slender waist and ricochet forward. Love sweat
bounced off the hollow of her smooth neck and went right into the
mouth of Ben her man.

 


 


Ben swallowed. "You taste great. Tart. When .
. . when we're married, I'm going to sniff all your workout clothes
after you step into the shower." He ran his hands gently and
gracefully from her belly button to the hollow of her neck, then
slapped her humping butt playfully. The move reminded Holly of the
clean and jerk, without the weight, of course. One had to know what
they were doing in the clean or jerk. Every muscle needed to work
simultaneously to bring the arms upward, straight over the
head.

In this case, Ben knew how to move his hands
up as far as his long arms allowed, to her swan neck. He caressed
her. He let his hands play on her powerful shoulders. His bare feet
pushed hard against the floor. His ankles flexed his thunder thighs
higher, bridging Holly, as if she rode a horse.

Holly bucked faster back and forth. "You want
to play cowboys and horses..." she cooed seductively.

Ben hissed back. "You bet your sweet plumb
ass cheeks I do." Ben was not shy, but he had a cavalier attitude
toward romance; he believed sex should be for fun and you can love
someone.

They might never have exchanged phone
numbers. They might never be in the private workout room where
Holly, toned and stretched Ben's bodybuilding muscles for the Fit
Bar Man Championship three weeks away.

 


 


Holly, on the other hand, believed sex should
be for fun with someone you love. Not exactly matching up hole to
peg, but their twice a week fucking sure made up for the differing
marriage-love-sex profiles. They actually met on a dating site by
accident. She was stalking the blue eyed, charming Spencer Acosta.
Every woman's dream man, Spencer arrogantly strutted around Trent's
Workout Place as if he owned the establishment. He made many
jealous. He got into a few fights and always won. He was Holly’s
worse nightmare. Only her careless press of a key caused her to
stumbled on British born, Ben Zallian's profile, as she clicked
away from Spencer’s; otherwise, she and Ben might never have
met

She kept this little crime away from Ben's
small ears. Ben had to focus on winning the Fit Bar Man contest. He
needed the funds to build his own gym on the other side of town.
"Ben I'm going to crawl up on my knees on your legs."

Ben opened his green eyes. His pupils
dilated. His pectoral muscles flexed quickly. He fought control for
his lower body. "What. Woman! You're already fucking the breadth
off my cock."

But Holly was on the move. She pressed her
slender muscular hands on Ben's chest, her oily girlslot slipped
eased off his thick veined cock. Holly had something to prove. She
fucked better than any upper-class white woman British Ben Zallian
fucked in his life on either side of the Atlantic.

Ben took a deep hissing breath.

"Almost there," Holly acknowledged, as if
this was a space walk outside of the International space station
and some serious docking had to happen. She locked the top of her
feet onto, right above Ben's kneecaps. "Got it!"

"You're my flexi girl, now," Ben grunted. He
felt the heat of her pussy now, as she eased back down.

On her hands and knees, facing, Ben, Holly
rocked her lower hips up and down, whipping Ben's love stick in and
out of her pussy hole, faster and faster. Her hips became a blur.
Her light-brown eyes shut tight. Ben hissed. He bit his lips, but
it was impossible. His balls bounced, or rather were smooshed back
downward by Holly's butt cheeks.

Each gyration of love of Holly sent Ben's
control into orbit, on her timetables, Holly ricocheted, and fucked
and hump-jumped Ben's joystick until they both exploded in
orgasms.

 


 


"Knock, Knock, Knock!"

"All the private rooms are filled," blared
Spencer. "I've reserved this one for the Fit Bar Man. I paid good
money. I want my room, my time."

Holly's light-brown eyes flashed as she
yelled back, "I reserved my time as well, Spencer. Take a seat.
I've got five minutes left." Holly grinned and laughed silently as
she lay on Ben's heavy sweaty, caramel chest. "You're my candy
sweet. I know that."

"I hate his guts," Ben said, stiffly. "He's a
bore to everyone. Why does Trent put up with his nonsense?" Ben
stroked Holly's back; he wrote his name in her beads of
perspiration. "I can't figure it out."

"I can," offered Holly. Reclusive Trent, who
no one's ever seen is living in France off the money he gets from
this place. He's left the running of his entire coast-to-coast
chain of Trent Workouts to other people."

"I get it," Ben nodded frustrated. "I'll beat
Spencer's in the Fit Bar Man, and that will settle all this
strutting like a Regency Dandy, Spencer does."

"You have to give it to him," Holly
acknowledged. "He is an excellent dresser."

Ben kissed Holly aggressively, but his lips
came in smooth and soft, surprising her.

"Damn! Who taught you how to kiss, a girl!"
Holly licked her own lips. "Do that again."

Ben went in for seconds of Holly's tempting
tan straight-line lips. He held the kiss longer. He grabbed the
back of her head and pushed her forward. His tongue tentative
probed her lips, to see, if she were ready for a French kiss.

Sexy Holly, with her rectangular hourglass
shape, pulled away, playfully. "Three minutes is not long enough
for a French kiss. Naughty boy!"

 


 


Three minutes later, the private workout room
B opened. Holly wore a peach towel around her neck, her black yoga
pants and showing her black bra straps peeking out from under her
hot pink top that did not fully cover her navel. Ben came out
behind her with his white towel slung over his right shoulder. He
casts his eyes to the aerobics room with its clear windows; all the
clients popping their legs left and right to some eighties beat.
None of them were wearing any legwarmers. "Thanks for the stretch
and tone, Holly. You're the best."

"Anytime," Holly said, wearing a satisfied
grin.

 


 


Six feet, blue-eyed Spencer shot darts at
them both. He sat on the black couch outside the private room,
flipping through a Muscle World Magazine. "About time. Your time is
my money."

Ben moved forward, but Holly stepped in the
way, as the taller Spencer rose and spoke, "I know you're not
getting stupid because of a flexi tone workout. It takes more than
that to win the Fit Bar."

"Spencer!" Holly said, warning.

"I can take you any day," Ben's green eyes
flashed anger. "Fit Bar or no Fit Bar Man contest."

"I got further than you in the Terminator
tryouts. That should tell you something, British Ben." Spencer made
the sound of a cuckoo clock ringing to mimic Big Ben.

"They were only looking for brawn; had they
looked for brains, I'd have gone further."

The two men nearly brushed shoulders, only
Holly's five feet, and eight-inch feminine muscles stood between
the men.

Seconds later, Spencer yelled, "You two funky
bunnies were fucking, not working out. Fuck! I'm paying money for
this! Trent will get my email."

"Send one," Holly said, “He's in France
somewhere sipping red wine and dating French models."

 


 


"He deserves poor treatment," Ben said, in a
scoffing laugh as they walked to the hall separating the women's
changing room and showers from the men's changing room and
showers.

"I didn't know you tried out for
Terminator."

"Yes, they keep making them; so, I keep
trying out for them. One Terminator is as good as another is. They
wanted someone who came with a less masculine square face," Ben
grabbed his own handsome chin and turned it left and right.

Holly grabbed Ben's chin. "You do have a
rugged handsome face. And I love it. Don’t worry, Ben, Spencer
believes sex should be for fun period. He doesn't believe in love
at all. He and I will never be getting together."

Ben paused staring lovingly at Holly. "I have
to go back to work. I'll call you, tonight."

"No, Ben, don't go through all that trouble.
I'll call you," Holly giggled. "Girls can take the initiative these
days." Holly watched Ben walk into the men's changing room. "He's
got the nicest butt," she whispered.

"I heard that, Holly Fitness," said Amanda,
another bodybuilder trainer, coming out of the female changing room
in her characteristic all pink outfit and black gym shoes. "He's
got a nice butt as he struts, yes. But Spencer's got the butt, abs,
chest and Fit Bar 2015 Championship."

"You didn't train him though," Holly sneered.
"You like his money."

"I admit it. I like a traditional man who
spends lots of money on his girl," said the black haired, pale
skinned Amanda.

 


 


Holly turned to go inside the women's
changing room, but her mind kept thinking about Spencer Acosta. He
was American after all. He did win last year's Fit Bar. No way,
Holly cautioned herself. She heard how Spencer liked to grab his
women by the throat during sex. Holly forbade herself to date any
man doing that.

What Holly really wanted was to marry Ben.
Ben wanted to date Holly. What stood in the way came down to
marriage. He wanted a new type of woman and Holly wasn't sure she
was that woman, a feminist woman. If Ben knew she went home and
played Candy Crush, they'd probably break up. The girly things in
Holly's make up did not disappear easily. She needed Ben to accept,
sometimes, a woman wanted to lean in on a man and have him hold her
tight, not sit back and ask her to analyze what was wrong.

She knew what was wrong. All this feminism to
"Grab her Pussy" rhetoric was making her confused. And on top of
that, what woman didn't buy Fifty Shades of Gray?

For now, she wanted to stay single and use
her college degree in physical fitness. Right now, she wanted Ben
to stay away from sluts like Amanda. Right now, she wanted to train
fit men, bodybuilding men. Being around men gave Holly a buzz
almost equal to sex. Of course, he didn't need to know the details,
but Ben also needed to understand her feminine feelings. Well, when
she was ready to explain it to him--someday.

 


 


"Let's eat in tonight, Ben."

Ben's face turned a pink caramel. "I love
taking you out."

"Showing me off to your rich friends," Holly
said, slowly, gently.

Ben chortled. The starch white shirt he wore
under his black suit jacket made him look like a Secret Service
Personnel. She rubbed his shoulders; playfully acting like there
was lent on him. He was spotless as usual. "You're dressing like
Spencer, all spiffy, sharp as a Regency Dandy."

"I'm British after all. I understand men's
fashion." Ben wanted nothing to get in the way of his love for
Holly. She had that cool-girl dress style, colorful, twenty-years
young. But at thirty-two, she needed to get on with her life, marry
and have a child
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