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The gym pulsed with energy—grunts, metal clanks, sweat dripping from bodies built for sin. But none of it touched Donna.

She was the sin.

Her body was made to be fucked. Tanned skin tight over lean muscle, her waist narrow and hips wide, ass round and high like it had been sculpted just for gripping. Her tits, full and heavy under her black sports bra, bounced with every step—more than enough to catch the eye, not enough to satisfy. A thin layer of oil-sheen sweat coated her skin, catching the fluorescent lights and making her look like she’d already been fucked hard... even though her day was just getting started.

Every man in the room had looked. Every one of them had imagined her wrapped around them, moaning their name. But Donna wasn’t here to be imagined.

She was here to take.

She moved through the free weights like a queen among pawns, stopping in front of him—the new guy. Broad chest. Strong arms. That thick, meaty kind of strength that made her clench before she even said a word.

“You spotting anyone right now?” she asked, her voice a slow purr wrapped in heat.

He blinked, shaking his head.

“Good.”

She turned, leading him to the bench like a lioness to a kill. Bent over slowly to adjust the bar—her ass high, tight little shorts riding up between her cheeks, showing off the curve and promise of what waited underneath.

Lying back on the bench, she made sure her legs spread just enough. The stretch pulled her sports bra tighter, her nipples stiff and clearly visible through the thin fabric. She gripped the bar and started to lift, knowing he was watching every inch of her chest rise and fall.

Then she let it out.

A moan—loud, breathy, erotic.

“Mmmmhh, fuck...”

Not a gym grunt. Not a fake strain.

A full-on, sex-dripping moan.

She glanced up at him as she finished the set. He was stiff. She could see it, his cock straining through his shorts, caught off guard and totally under her control.

Donna sat up slowly, licking her lips, sweat dripping down between her breasts.

“You wanna fuck me, don’t you?”

He didn’t even try to deny it.

She smiled. A filthy, hungry smile.

“Locker room. Now.”

The locker room was empty. Cold tile, the faint echo of music from the gym floor, and that humid scent of steam and men’s sweat. Donna didn’t care. She was soaked—not from her workout, but from the way he had looked at her.

She shoved open the door and glanced back.

“You coming or what?”

He followed—eyes wide, jaw tight, his bulge painfully obvious. Donna locked the door behind him with a satisfying click, then turned, grabbed his shirt, and kissed him like she was starving. Tongue first. Wet. Demanding. Her teeth caught his bottom lip just enough to make him grunt.

"Take it out," she ordered, voice like velvet over gravel. "I want to see what I'm getting."

He obeyed—fast, fumbling, pulling his shorts down just enough to free his cock. Thick. Veined. Hard as hell.

Donna’s lips curled. “Perfect.”

She dropped to her knees like she’d done it a hundred times before. One stroke of her hand, one flick of her tongue—and he groaned, hands flying to her hair. But just as he started to move, she stood.

“No,” she said, turning around, bending over the bench in the middle of the room. “I didn’t say you could come. I said fuck me.”

Her shorts hit the floor, her glistening, soaked pussy on full display, lips swollen and aching.

“Raw. Rough. Don’t make me beg.”

He didn’t.

He grabbed her hips and shoved himself inside in one brutal thrust.

“Fuck!” Donna cried out, the sound echoing through the tiles.

He slammed into her, fast and merciless, hands gripping her waist like he was trying to break her. The sound of skin slapping filled the room. Her tits bounced wildly with every thrust, cheek pressed to the cold bench, eyes rolling back.

“Harder,” she gasped.

He obliged—hips slamming, his cock bottoming out, stretching her wide, hitting that deep, aching place she needed.

She was dripping—his cock slick with her. Sweat pouring off them both. The whole room filled with the sound of bodies colliding, her moans growing louder, more feral.
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