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My wife Ella stands about 5'1" and weighs about 145 pounds these days. She's got soft curves in all the right places, but yeah, she's put on some weight over the years. I love her for who she is, though. Back when we were in college and I was scraping by with dead-end jobs, she stuck with me through all the bullshit. No one else did. That's why I married her—I knew she'd be there for life.

After we tied the knot, her weight started bothering her more, and honestly, it wasn't the healthiest. We talked it out, and I suggested hitting the gym seriously. I work a regular nine-to-five with weekends off, and she's a stay-at-home wife, so it made sense. I offered to cover the cost for a solid membership at this upscale place near our house. Figured it'd be good for her—get her moving, feeling confident again. Little did I know, that decision would flip our whole world upside down.

One Saturday when I had the day off, I went with her to check out the gym. We told the front desk guy we were interested in their premium women's weight-loss program. He gave us the full tour: sparkling pool, state-of-the-art weight room, group class studios, and those fancy private lockers for members. Everything looked top-notch. The price tag stung a bit, but for Ella? Worth it.

Then came the kicker. The guy says, "Since you're going with our elite package, you'll get a dedicated personal trainer for the rhythm and cardio classes." I thought, damn, that's luxurious.

He led us to one of the studios and pointed inside. "That's Malik. He'll be your wife's exclusive coach."

I glanced in, and there he was—this tall Black guy, easily 6'2" or more, built like he lives in the gym. Broad shoulders, ripped arms, the kind of presence that fills a room. I'm 5'9" on a good day, so he towered over me without even trying. My mind flashed to those porn clips I'd seen—big Black dudes dominating the scene. But I shook it off.

Ella just gave him a quick look, nothing noticeable in her expression.

The staff guy asked if we were cool with him. I paused for a second, then asked about his credentials. He assured me Malik was one of their best—certified, experienced, the works. Ella seemed fine with it, so I nodded. "Yeah, let's go with him."

They took us to a plush VIP lounge to wait while he finished up a session. I turned to Ella and said, "This is gonna be great for you. We've already invested, so make the most of it." She smiled softly. "Whatever makes you happy, babe."

A few minutes later, the door opened, and in walked Malik with the staff guy.

"This is Malik," the rep said. "Malik, meet our new VIP members."

"Hey there," Malik said, flashing a confident grin. His voice was deep, smooth. Up close, the guy was even more imposing—muscles straining against his gym shirt, easy charisma.

"Hi," I replied, shaking his hand. Firm grip.

"Hello," Ella said quietly. "I'm Ella. Nice to meet you."

I jumped in. "Look, man, I need you to help my wife here get back in shape. Drop some pounds, tone up—you know the deal."

Malik locked eyes with her for a beat, then turned to me with that same grin. "No problem at all, sir. She's in good hands. I'll take real good care of her."

That was the first time we met the man who'd change everything...

**
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Those first couple of months were smooth sailing. I’d drop Ella off at the gym three times a week, pick her up dripping sweat and glowing, then we’d swing by the sporting goods store for new leggings or sports bras. She looked good in them—tight fabric hugging her softening curves. Life felt normal, even better than normal. She had more energy, and that carried straight into the bedroom. She’d climb on top of me after a workout, skin still warm, and ride me until she was gasping and shaking. Suddenly she was coming harder than ever, soaking the sheets, her whole body twitching like she couldn’t control it. I loved it. Thought the gym was the best investment I’d ever made.
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