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​Dedication


This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Openness in sexuality should be celebrated and is a blessing. Try new stuff! Fulfill your fantasies! 

Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is erotic romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in. 

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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Hooking Up, A Quickie at the Gym
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She knew she wasn’t supposed to have sex with him, but that hadn’t stopped any of her fantasies of him smacking his cock into her wanton fuck hole. Why couldn’t she just pick someone else to lust over? She shook her head as she unlocked the front door of the gym. She was the opener for the day and she knew it would be packed again, as it always was the first of the year. Everyone got bitten by the get-in-shape bug to start off every new year. She couldn’t blame them. Sometimes a fresh start was just the kick in the pants she needed too.

She was horny. She had woken with a clit boner and wanted to rub one out, but she had forgotten to change her alarm clock to an earlier time. No matter. She’d make herself come in a torrent of orgasms that evening. She’d seriously considered bringing in a sex toy to work and swelling her clit to explosion in the bathroom. But it was just too gross. She’d wait.

She snickered to herself. Who was she kidding? Several of her fantasies were of him grabbing her and fucking her up her wet, sopping cunt in the locker room. In many of the scenarios, the locker room had been filled with naked wet men with raging cocks.

She pushed the thoughts out of her head, but it was too late. She was panting.

She switched on all the lights and made her way to the coffee pot. A task was just what she needed to get her mind off getting fucked. She lamented. Why shouldn’t she bring that sex toy? It’s not like it took up much room in her purse.

She slopped the coffee grounds into the filter and grabbed the pot to fill it. The fridge made its usual shriek and hum as the front door dinged. Someone was coming in already. She set the coffee to brewing and made her way to the entrance quickly so she could do her job welcoming whoever it was.

It must have been the stars aligning because it was Alex. She gasped as he smiled at her, the smile sending jolts of electricity through her pelvis. Those lips on her lower lips were exactly where her mind went.

She stuffed her desire for him into her throat so it would get out of her brain. Then she’d be able to think and not sound like an imbecile.

“Hi, Alex,” she managed to say as his smile deepened. Did he do that on purpose? He must know how goddam fucking sexy that grin was covering his handsome face.

“Hi, Melissa. Happy New Year.” He removed his shirt and his muscles announced themselves. He was always a friendly guy, too.

She sighed. Her fingers belonged on those bulges. Her eyes drifted down to his cock. The other day, he’d come in with a raging boner. She’d been mush all morning after that. She fantasized about sucking his cock as he lifted weights. What the fuck anyway? That wouldn’t work, for fuck’s sake. He’d probably drop the weights on her head and she’d die while giving head. That would be just her luck.

“Happy New Year,” she said meekly. She knew her eyes said ‘fuck me’ because she couldn’t stop them. “You are here early.” She didn’t know his age, but she did think she was a bit older than him, which was only a turn-on anyhow.

“Yeah, wanted to beat the rush. It’s always insane here. Being a regular doesn’t help when everyone suddenly wants to work out.” He lapsed into an amused but annoyed expression. “As usual this time of year.” He stopped and gazed into her eyes. A slow grin grew across his face and a lecherous zest sparked in his eyes. “If I can get a quickie in before the rush, I should.”

She knew he meant a quickie workout, but there was something in his eyes that told her he might mean more than that. She knew it was wishful thinking. Stupid thinking. But it was what she’d most certainly use to dream of him the rest of the day. She should have thanked him for saying it.

“Yeah,” she said, as if she knew no other words. Her heart fluttered into a rage as he turned and walked towards the machines. He had the best ass on the planet. She imagined running her hands over its firm roundness as he sucked her bare tits.

“Damit,” she muttered, frustrated with herself. These thoughts were not helping her calm down. She needed to focus and set the mindset of acceptance of a full day of work before she’d get satiated.

He stopped and turned back. “What’s that?”

The way he had said ‘quickie’ seemed like he wanted to fuck. She rolled her eyes. That’s ridiculous. He’s here to work out and work out only.

But what if she asked him to fuck? No. That could get her fired if he’s a vanilla person and he reported her. She didn’t need to get fired again. But then would he be flattered and want to fuck her from behind in the shower stall with her face pressed to the tile? If they did it now, no one would be here yet to catch them.

Fuck.

She drew in a breath. “I just forgot something, nothing to worry about, though,” she lied.

The front door swung open and three people piled in. Too late. Now it was going to be the rush of patrons. She’d missed her opportunity again. But then, maybe he didn’t want to fuck her. Maybe he had a girlfriend and all her wishing was in vain. He’d not fuck her, anyway. Her brain flitted about with possibilities.

She busied herself with getting stuff set for the day as more and more people piled into the gym. She kept her eyes on Alex as he lifted, his thick muscles so deliciously toned she wanted to drag her tongue along them and not stop. His dick would be her destination, but she really wanted to taste his entire body with her mouth.

Wait. What if she just asked him? But what if he said no? Her body filled with dread. It would be so awkward to see him every day going forward if she asked and he turned her down. She’d never heard him speak of a girlfriend, but maybe it wasn’t something he’d tell her, being she just works at the gym. It wasn’t like they were friends chatting over a beer. She was the worker bee. He was the gym user.
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