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Chapter 1


Deja Evans climbs onto the treadmill, the worn rubber belt humming beneath her sneakers. The fabric of her dark purple leggings clings to the damp heat between her thighs, and the slit she cut this morning — a neat, precise line straight up the center seam — lets a cool whisper of air against her cunt. She shivers at the sensation, a small, private smile touching her lips.

She presses the speed button once, twice, three times. The belt lurches beneath her feet, and she settles into an easy jog, her arms swinging loose, her shoulders relaxed. She's not here to run. She's here to be seen.

The man on the treadmill beside her is white, maybe early thirties, with a decent build beneath his gray tank top. He's been running for a while — she saw him when she walked in, already sweating, earbuds in, eyes fixed on the dashboard display. He has good shoulders. Strong legs. A wedding ring glinted on his left hand.

All of that is fine. All of that is details. What matters is his gaze.

She lets her stride open up, her hips rolling with each step, and her heavy breasts begin to bounce in the tight cage of her purple sports bra. The fabric strains against their weight, the deep V of the neckline giving a generous view of their soft, dark curve. She feels the sweat start to bead between them, trickling slowly down toward her stomach.

She watches his peripheral vision catch the movement. His head doesn't turn. His eyes stay on the display. But his focus shifts — she can feel it, a tiny change in the air between them.

Deja lets out a soft breath that's almost a laugh. She knows this game. She's played it a hundred times.

She jogs a little faster, lets her tits bounce harder. The sound of her feet on the belt is syncopated, a steady rhythm that matches the thud of blood in her ears. Her nipples drag against the fabric of her sports bra, already stiff from the cool air and the knowledge of what she's doing.

The man's hand moves first. A small, unconscious gesture — he reaches for his water bottle, takes a sip, sets it back. His eyes flick to her, just for a moment. Then back to the display.

She gives him that moment. She doesn't smile yet. She lets him think he's being subtle.

Then she reaches up with her right hand, fingers grazing the top of her sports bra, and adjusts the strap. It's a casual gesture, nothing dramatic, but she does it slowly, her fingers lingering on the fabric, tugging it down just a fraction of an inch. Her cleavage deepens. The bounce becomes more pronounced.

His head turns. This time, he doesn't look away.

She catches his eye. Holds it. Her lips part, and she lets her tongue trace the edge of her bottom lip before she smiles — slow, knowing, deliberate.

"Warm enough?" she asks, her voice carrying over the hum of the machines.

He doesn't answer. His mouth opens, then closes. His hand tightens on the handrail.

Deja lets her gaze drop, tracing down his body — his sweating chest, his flat stomach, the bulge that's starting to form in his gray gym shorts. She watches it grow, watches the fabric tent, watches the outline of his cock pressing against the material.

She keeps jogging. Her tits keep bouncing. Her smile gets wider.

She brings her hand to her chest and cups her left breast through the sports bra. She squeezes gently, feeling the weight of it, the heat of her own skin. Her nipple is a hard, tight peak against the fabric, and she pinches it between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it slowly.

His breath audibly catches. She hears it, even over the thumping of the treadmills.

She pulls the neckline of her sports bra down, just a little. Just enough. Her dark areola appears in the gap, the edge of her nipple visible, dark and hard and slick with a thin sheen of sweat. She doesn't pull it all the way out. She just shows him the edge of what he can't have.

"Need a break?" she asks, her voice sweet, absolutely innocent. "You look winded."

He is winded. She can see it. His breathing has gone ragged, his chest heaving. And it's not from the running.

He slows his pace. The belt beneath him decelerates until he's walking, then stops entirely. He's still holding the handrail, his knuckles white. His eyes are fixed on her chest, on that tiny strip of exposed flesh, the curve of her areola, the jut of her nipple.

Deja slows as well. She walks now, letting her hips sway. Her hand leaves her breast and drifts down her stomach, across the flat of her belly, until her fingers find the slit in her leggings.

She presses her palm against the opening. The fabric of her leggings has already grown damp. She can feel the heat of her own arousal through the thin material of her panties.

His eyes track her hand. His jaw is tight, his throat moving as he swallows.

"Don't stop on my account," she says, and her voice is lower now, huskier. "Keep running. I like watching a man work."

He doesn't start running. He steps off the treadmill, one foot, then the other. He's standing beside her, close enough that she can smell his sweat, hear his ragged breathing. His hand moves to his shorts, adjusting himself through the fabric. His cock is hard. She can see the shape of it clearly now, straining against the gray material, the head pressing against his thigh.

Deja reaches down and pulls the waistband of her leggings down just a fraction. The slit widens. The cool air hits her cunt through the damp fabric of her panties, and she gasps, a soft, involuntary sound that makes his eyes go wide.

"Oh," she breathes, "that feels good."

His hand drifts down. She watches it, mesmerized. He cups his own bulge through his shorts, squeezing himself, his head falling back slightly. His eyes are closed now, his mouth open, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Deja slides her hand into her leggings, and her fingers find her clit, swollen and slick, and she moans softly as she touches herself. She doesn't close her eyes. She watches him. She watches the way his hand moves against his shorts, the way his hips twitch forward into his own grip, the way his face twists with the effort of staying quiet.

"Let me see it," she says, her voice barely a whisper.

He hesitates. His eyes open, meet hers. She holds his gaze, her fingers still working slowly, deliberately between her thighs.

"No one's watching," she says. "Everyone's too busy with their own workout. Just let me see."

He glances around. The gym is busy — a dozen people scattered across the floor, weights clanking, machines whirring, voices rising and falling. No one is looking at them. No one has noticed.

He hooks his fingers into the waistband of his shorts and pulls them down, just enough. His cock springs free, thick and flushed, the head glistening with pre-cum. He wraps his hand around it, strokes once, twice, a low groan escaping his throat.

Deja feels her pussy clench hard around her own fingers. She slips two inside herself, feeling the tight grip of her own heat, the slick slide of her arousal. She watches his hand move on his cock, watches the rhythm he sets, watches the way his stomach tenses with each stroke.

"That's it," she breathes. "Show me how good you feel."

He picks up the pace, his hand moving faster, his breathing ragged and uneven. She matches his rhythm with her own fingers, fucking herself slowly in time with his strokes, her eyes locked on the sight of him jerking himself off in the middle of the gym floor.

Her legs are shaking. The treadmill is still running at a slow walk, and she has to grip the handrail to stay upright. The orgasm is building in her belly, a slow, coiling heat that spreads through her thighs, her chest, her throat.

His face is contorted, his jaw slack, his eyes half-lidded. She can see he's close, can see the way his balls draw up, the way his cock twitches in his grip.

"Come," she whispers. "Come for me."

His hand stops. He makes a sound — a strange, strangled noise — and then his whole body goes rigid. His cock pulses, and thick white cum spurts across his fingers, his shorts, his thigh. He keeps stroking through it, milking himself, drawing out every last drop until he's spent and trembling.

Deja pulls her hand out of her leggings. She doesn't come. She doesn't need to. What she got is better.

She presses the stop button on the treadmill. The belt slows, stops. She steps off, adjusting her sports bra, pulling her leggings up, the slit still open but concealed again by the way she stands.

"Cool down," she says, and her voice is light, friendly, as if nothing happened. "Stay hydrated."

She walks away without looking back. Behind her, she hears him fumbling with his shorts, trying to hide the mess she made him make.

She smiles all the way to the water fountain. And she starts scanning for her next target.


Chapter 2


Deja stops the stream of the water fountain and straightens up, letting her hand drag slowly across her stomach, feeling the slick material of her leggings against her fingers. She's still wet from the treadmill show, the heat between her thighs a low hum that hasn't found its release yet. That's fine. The hunt is the thing.

She scans the gym floor with lazy precision, her tongue tracing her bottom lip as she catalogs the bodies around her. Treadmill guy is already gathering his things, his face still flushed, his eyes darting away when they accidentally catch hers. She lets him have that. A married man's shame is its own reward.

Her gaze drifts toward the free weights section, where the clatter of iron fills the air like a heartbeat. The rubber mats absorb footsteps, muffle sounds, and create a pocket of privacy in the middle of the open floor. She likes that. The way a room full of people can still feel like a secret.

And then she sees him.

A guy on one of the flat benches, mid-twenties, lean build, sweat darkening the collar of his gray tank top. His phone is propped against the dumbbell rack, tilted just so, and his eyes are locked on the screen with the kind of focus that has nothing to do with reps. His right hand is draped over his thigh, fingers curling and uncurling in a rhythm that matches nothing around him.

Deja drifts closer, casual, taking a circuitous route past the leg press and the cable machine. She doesn't look at him directly, not yet. She lets herself become part of his peripheral vision, a dark purple shape moving through the edges of his awareness.

The phone screen catches the fluorescent light at an angle, and she catches a glimpse of what's playing. A woman on her knees. A man's hand in her hair. The audio is low, but she can see the bounce of it, the rhythm of it.

She stops at the dumbbell rack two benches down, pretends to consider a set of twenties. Her fingers wrap around the knurled metal, and she bends at the waist just enough to let her sports bra gape, just enough to let gravity remind her what she's carrying.

Out of the corner of her eye, she watches his head turn.

Good boy.

She sets the dumbbells down, runs her hand through the ends of her braids, and turns toward him. Not toward his bench, but toward the one right next to it. The one that puts her parallel to him, her head near his feet, her hips at the perfect angle for him to watch.

She climbs onto the bench and lies back.

The cool vinyl presses against her spine, through the thin fabric of her sports bra. The ceiling lights blur overhead. She reaches up, grips the barbell on the rack above her, and does a few warm-up presses with just the bar. Her elbows lock and unlock, her chest rising and falling with each rep.

She can feel his attention shift. The phone screen dims slightly as he angles it away, but his eyes are no longer on it.

"You gonna stare or you gonna spot me?"

Her voice cuts through the clatter of weights, casual, almost bored. She doesn't look at him when she says it. She's staring at the ceiling, at the slow spin of a ceiling fan cutting through the stale air.

A beat of silence.

"I—sorry, what?" His voice cracks slightly. Young. Nervous. Perfect.

She turns her head, lets him see the slow spread of her smile. "You heard me. I need a spot. Benches are slippery today." She pats the empty space beside her head. "Come stand behind me. Don't let me drop this on my face."

He swallows. She watches his throat move. His hand drops the phone onto the bench beside him, screen still glowing, the video still playing.

"Yeah. Okay. Sure."

He's up before he's finished deciding, crossing the three feet between them like the ground might give way. He positions himself behind her head, hands hovering near the barbell, his shadow falling across her face.

She doesn't start pressing yet. She lets her eyes roam his body, slow, deliberate. The sweat on his chest. The way his gym shorts hang loose on his hips. The growing tightness at his crotch that he's trying to hide by shifting his weight.

"What were you watching?" she asks, her voice low enough that it barely carries past his knees.

His cheeks flush. "Nothing."

"Bullshit." She laughs, soft and warm. "You were watching porn. In the middle of the gym. On a Tuesday." She reaches up and lets her fingers brush the inside of his wrist. "You that desperate?"

His mouth opens. Closes. His eyes dart down to where her hand is resting on his arm, then back to her face.

"Maybe I can help with that," she says.

She releases his wrist and grips the barbell. She presses once, twice, three times, slow and controlled, her chest rising to meet the bar on each descent. On the fourth rep, she lets the bar hover at the bottom, her arms bent, and she turns her head toward his crotch.

"Pull your shorts down."

The words land like stones in still water. His whole body goes rigid. His hands are still hovering near the bar, frozen.

"What?"

"You heard me." She presses the bar up, racks it, and sits up on her elbows. The movement brings her face level with his belt. "I'm gonna suck your dick while I finish my set. You're gonna spot me. And you're gonna keep watching whatever nasty shit you had on your phone."

She waits. Lets the silence stretch. Lets him feel the weight of the room around them, the twenty other people going about their workouts, the distant thump of music from someone's earbuds.

"Nobody's looking," she adds, softer now. "And if they are, they'll just see me doing chest presses. You standing behind me. Normal gym stuff." Her hand finds his thigh, squeezes. "Come on. I know you want to."

He exhales. A long, shaky breath. His hands move to the waistband of his shorts, and he pulls them down just enough to free his cock. It springs up, hard and flushed, the tip already slick with precum.

Deja's smile widens.

She doesn't rush. She lies back down, grips the bar, and presses out a slow rep, holding at the top, feeling the stretch across her chest. Then she turns her head and opens her mouth.

His cock slides past her lips, warm and salt-bitter on her tongue. She takes him deep on the descent of the next rep, her throat opening for him as the bar touches her chest. She presses up, and she pulls back, letting him slide out of her mouth with a wet pop.

"Fuck," he breathes above her.

"Keep your hands on the bar," she says, her voice low. "Spot me."

She presses again. Another rep. Another slow, deliberate descent with his cock filling her mouth, her tongue working the underside as she breathes through her nose. The bar rises. She pulls back. A string of spit connects her bottom lip to the head of his cock.

She loses count of the reps. She doesn't care. The rhythm takes over—press, inhale, take him deep, hold, press, exhale, let him go. The burn in her chest melts into something else, something hot and slow, spreading through her limbs like honey.

His hands are shaking against the barbell. She can feel the tremor traveling through the metal into her palms. He's trying to spot her, but his eyes are fixed on her mouth, on the way her lips stretch around him, on the way her throat moves when she swallows him down.

"You're gonna make me—" he starts, his voice strangled.

She pulls off, a line of spit still connecting them. "Not yet."

She racks the bar and sits up, swinging her legs off the side of the bench. She's facing him now, close enough that her knees brush the outside of his thighs. Her chest is heaving, sweat gleaming on her collarbone, her skin flushed dark and warm.

She reaches for him, wraps her hand around the base of his cock, and guides him forward until the head is pressed against the soaked fabric of her sports bra, right in the valley between her breasts.

"Lie back," she says.

He doesn't argue. He drops onto the bench, his head hitting the vinyl with a soft thump, his cock standing wet and desperate against his stomach.

Deja straddles the bench, facing him, and lowers herself down until her chest is hovering over his hips. She pulls her sports bra down, letting her breasts spill free, heavy and full, the dark nipples already tight from the cool air.

She presses them together around his cock, sandwiching him in the wet, slick heat of her cleavage. The slide is immediate, easy, the precum and spit mixing into a glistening sheen as she starts to move.

"Oh, God," he gasps.

"Shh." She leans forward, her mouth near his ear. "You're gonna be quiet. You're gonna watch. And you're gonna cum where I tell you to cum."

She rocks her torso in a slow, grinding rhythm, her breasts sliding up and down his shaft, the head of his cock emerging from the top of her cleavage with every upward stroke. She watches his face, the way his jaw goes slack, the way his hands grip the edge of the bench until his knuckles go white.

She lets her tongue dart out, catching the head of his cock on the next upstroke, tasting him, salty and sharp.

"Please," he whispers.

"Please what?"

"Please let me—I'm so close."

She slows the rhythm, drawing it out, feeling the tremor in his thighs against her sides. "You wanna cum on my tits?"

He nods, frantic, his eyes glassy.

"You wanna watch it drip down my stomach?"

Another nod, a sound caught in his throat.

She speeds up again, pressing her breasts tighter around him, her breathing quickening as she works him faster, harder, chasing that edge with him. The wet sound of her skin sliding against his fills the small space between them, lost under the clatter of weights and the distant hiss of a water fountain.

"Come on," she murmurs, her voice low, almost tender. "Give it to me."

His back arches off the bench. His mouth opens in a silent cry. And she feels it—the hot, thick pulse of his cum spilling across her chest, painting her skin in stripes of white, running down the valley between her breasts in slow rivulets.

She keeps moving, drawing out every last drop, until he's twitching and oversensitive, until his hands come up to push her away gently, gasping.

She sits up, looking down at the mess she's made of herself. Cum drips from her sternum, soaking into the fabric of her sports bra where she's pushed it down. She runs a finger through it, brings it to her lips, and tastes him.

He's still breathing hard, his chest heaving, his cock softening against his thigh. He looks at her like she's something he conjured from a fever dream.

Deja smiles, slow and wicked. She pulls her sports bra back up, not bothering to clean herself off, letting the wet fabric cling to her skin. She stands, adjusts her leggings, and looks down at him.

"Good set," she says. "You're a natural spotter."

She turns and walks away, her hips swaying, the cum still warm and sticky against her chest. Behind her, she hears him let out a long, shaky breath.

She doesn't look back. She's already scanning the gym floor for her next target.


Chapter 3


Deja crosses the gym floor with purpose, the slit in her leggings whispering against her thigh with each step. The cum from her last conquest has cooled against her chest, dried into a faint crust beneath her sports bra, but she hasn't bothered to clean it off. She likes the evidence. Likes knowing it's there.

The back corner of the gym is dimmer, the air heavier. A fan stirs warm air across her shoulders, and the clank of metal weights echoes off cinder block walls. She spots the leg press machine — empty, waiting, a throne of black padding and steel.

She settles onto the seat, adjusts the weight pin, and lies back. Her thighs spread naturally as she positions her feet on the platform, and the slit in her leggings gapes open. The cool air finds her cunt immediately, a familiar thrill running through her.

She pushes the weight. Once. Twice. Her hips shift with each press, and the slit widens and closes like a mouth breathing.

A man near the dumbbell rack stops mid-set. He's early thirties, with broad shoulders and a wedding band glinting on his left hand as he lowers a forty-pound dumbbell. His eyes have found her. Found the gap in her leggings. The wet shine of her cunt catching the dim light.

Deja pushes the weight again. Holds at full extension. Lets her legs tremble just enough to draw his eye to where the slit spreads wide.

He doesn't look away.

She holds eye contact this time — a direct, unhurried stare that says she knows exactly what he's seeing.

"You need a spot?" His voice is rough. He clears his throat.

"Yeah." She doesn't smile. "Come here."

He sets the dumbbell down and crosses the rubber-matted floor. Up close, she can see the flush in his cheeks, the way his gym shorts tent at the front. He's already hard. Good.

"Kneel," she says, her voice low. "Right here. Watch my form."

He drops to his knees beside the machine without hesitation, his eyes fixed on the slit in her leggings. She pushes the weight again. Her cunt opens to him — slick, pink, swollen. The sight of her clit, tight and glistening, makes his breath catch.

"I see —" he starts.

"I know what you see." She pushes the weight again. Slower this time. Holds at full extension so he can look his fill. "You like it?"

He nods. Can't form words.

"Touch me."

His hand moves before he's decided to move it. His fingers find the slit, trace the edge of the spandex, then slide inside. The first touch of his fingertips against her bare cunt makes her clench. He's warm. Slightly calloused. He knows where to press.

"Just like that," she breathes, pushing the weight again. "Match my rhythm."

He does. She pushes — his fingers slide deeper. She holds — his thumb finds her clit. She releases — his fingers curl inside her, searching, finding the spot that makes her gasp.

The weight stacks clank with each press. The fan stirs warm air across her slick thighs. His wedding band catches the light as he works her open, his fingers glistening now, wetness running down his knuckles.

"You're so wet," he whispers, like a confession.

"I know."

She pushes the weight harder. Faster. Her hips rise off the pad to meet his fingers, and the slit in her leggings stretches wide, baring everything to the dim gym light. A woman at the cable machine glances over, then quickly looks away. The man on the treadmill is watching. So is the kid wiping down a bench.

Deja sees them all. Feels their eyes on her open cunt, on the man's fingers buried inside her, on the wet sounds that fill the back corner of the gym.

"Don't stop," she says, her voice tight. "Don't you fucking stop."

His fingers curl harder, faster, fucking her in rhythm with the machine. Her clit throbs under his thumb, and she can feel the pressure building — that familiar coil in her belly, the ache that demands release.

She hasn't come yet today. Not once. She's been saving it.

The weight stack clanks. Her breath comes in short, sharp gasps. His fingers are soaked, sliding easily, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet gym.

"I'm close," she says, and it comes out as a command. "Make me come."

He presses harder. His thumb circles her clit in tight, fast circles, and his fingers curl deep, hitting that spot inside her that makes her whole body tighten. She pushes the weight one last time and holds it, legs shaking, every muscle locked as the wave crests and breaks.

Her orgasm hits her like a fist. Her cunt clenches around his fingers, and she feels herself release — a hot rush of liquid that sprays across his hand, down her thigh, onto the black padding of the leg press machine. She shakes through it, grinding against his hand, riding the wave until her legs give out and the weight stacks crash back into place.

She lies there, panting, her cunt still pulsing around his fingers. The leg press is wet beneath her. His hand is dripping.

"Fuck," he breathes.

Deja opens her eyes. Looks at him — at the wedding band, the flush on his cheeks, the desperate hard-on straining against his shorts.

"Good spot," she says, and she almost smiles.

She sits up slowly, and the slit in her leggings closes as her thighs press together. She doesn't wipe herself off. Doesn't apologize for the mess. She stands, adjusts her sports bra, and walks past him toward the water fountain, the cooling wetness on her thigh a reminder of what she took.

Behind her, the man is still on his knees, his hand glistening, his mouth open. Staring at the empty leg press and the puddle she left behind.


Chapter 4


The dampness on Deja’s thigh is cooling now, a reminder of the puddle she left on the leg press, the man still kneeling beside it. She doesn't look back.

She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. Her body hums. Satisfied. Loose. Hungry.

Her eyes sweep the gym floor. The treadmills are still running. The leg press is still wet. The free weights are clanking in the far corner beneath the harsh fluorescents. And there—she sees him.

A guy. New. He's loading plates onto a barbell, his back to her, wearing a tank top that's been ripped down the sides, showing the clean lines of his ribcage, the hard slab of his lats. His arms are thick, veins mapping the surface like topography. When he stands, the tank rides up, exposing the corrugated ridges of his abs. His skin gleams with a thin sheen of sweat under the buzzing lights.

Deja's lips curve. She smooths a hand down the front of her leggings, feels the slit beneath her palm, the air kissing her cunt. Still no underwear. Still ready.

She walks toward him, slow, unhurried, her hips swaying with the rhythm of a woman who knows exactly where she's going. The rack of dumbbells sits ten feet from where he's working. Perfect. She selects a pair—moderate weight, enough to feel, not enough to distract—and positions herself directly in front of him.

He's doing rows. Bent over, pulling the barbell to his chest, the muscles in his back bunching and releasing with each rep. Deja watches him for a few breaths, then turns her back to him, facing the mirror.

She plants her feet hip-width apart. The dumbbells hang in her hands. She pushes her hips back, keeping her spine straight, and begins her set.

Romanian deadlifts.

Slow. Controlled. Each hinge of her hips sends her ass backward, the fabric of her leggings stretching tight across the swell of her cheeks. The slit gapes open. Her cunt is exposed—bare, wet, glistening under the fluorescents. She knows exactly what he sees when she leans forward. Her reflection in the mirror. His reflection behind her.

He's stopped rowing.

She lets the dumbbells descend past her knees, her hamstrings singing, her back flat, and when she rises, she does it slowly, squeezing her glutes at the top, letting the slit close for a half-second before she bends again.

"Need a spot?"

His voice. Deep. Gruff. She doesn't turn around.

"I'm good." She lets another rep unfold. Her cunt is dripping through the gap. She can feel the air on her slickness, the cool kiss of exposure.

He steps closer. She watches him in the mirror. He lifts his hand, scratches the back of his neck, and there it is—the tent in his shorts. Obvious. Thick.

"Your form's a little off," he says.

Deja rises from the rep, sets the dumbbells down at her feet, and turns to face him. Her eyes drop to his crotch, then rise slowly, taking in the hard lines of his chest, his shoulders, the slight flush on his face.

She smiles. "Yeah? What's wrong with it?"

He steps behind her. She feels his presence first—his body heat, the shadow he casts over her back. His hands hover near her hips, not touching.

"You're rounding your lower back." His voice is close to her ear. "You want to keep it neutral. Tight."

She bends forward again, slow, letting the slit fall open. Her cunt is on full display now. The lips, pink and swollen, the wetness visible, a thin thread of slick catching the light.

"Like this?" she asks.

He clears his throat. "Almost."

His hands land on her hips. Warm. Calloused. He doesn't correct her form. He grips her, his thumbs pressing into her hip bones, and she feels the hardness in his shorts press against the curve of her ass.

She doesn't straighten. She holds the position, her hands hanging empty, her back flat, her cunt open and dripping.

"You want to correct my form," she says, her voice low, "or you want to fuck me?"

His grip tightens. His cock presses harder into the cleft of her ass, separated only by the thin fabric of his shorts. She shifts her weight back, grinding into him, feeling the thick ridge through the material.

"Fuck," he mutters.

"That's what I thought." She straightens slowly, feeling him against her the whole time. When she's upright, she reaches back and finds the waistband of his shorts. She pulls him closer, sealing his hips against her ass. "You've been watching me."

"Yeah."

"You saw the leg press, didn't you?"

A pause. Then: "Yeah."

She laughs, low and dark. "Then you know what kind of workout I'm here for."

She bends forward again, but this time she braces her hands on the rack in front of her. The dumbbells are forgotten. She arches her back, pushing her ass out, giving him the full view of the slit—her cunt, wet and waiting.

His hands find her hips again. His thumbs hook into the waistband of her leggings, but she slaps his hand away.

"Through the slit," she says. "That's what it's for."

He doesn't need telling twice. He pulls his cock out through the fly of his shorts—thick, uncut, the tip glistening with pre-cum. He lines up behind her. The head of his cock presses against her slit, dragging through the slick, teasing her clit.

Deja shudders. "Don't tease."

He pushes inside her in one long, smooth stroke. She's wet enough that there's no resistance, just the stretch, the fullness, the heat of him filling her completely. Her palms press flat against the rack. Her head drops forward.

He holds there for a moment, buried to the hilt, his chest pressed against her back. She can feel his heart hammering. Hear his ragged breathing.

"Fuck," he breathes. "You're so wet."

"I needed this." Her voice is rough. "Since the leg press. I've been walking around dripping."

He pulls out almost entirely, then slams back in. The sound—wet, obscene—echoes off the cinderblock walls. The clank of iron plates around them covers the noise, but barely.

"Harder."

He grips her hips and pounds into her. Each stroke is deep, punishing, driving the breath from her lungs. Her tits swing beneath her, heavy and full, and she watches in the mirror—them fucking, him behind her, his muscles flexing, his jaw tight.

She reaches between her legs, finds her clit, and circles it with her thumb as he fucks her. Her legs start to tremble.

"Yeah," he grunts. "Rub that fucking clit. I want to feel you come."

She doesn't need encouragement. Her fingers work faster, matching his rhythm—slap, thrust, the wet sound of him driving into her. Her breathing quickens. Her vision blurs at the edges.

"Don't stop." Her voice is thin. "Don't you fucking stop."

He doesn't. He fucks her through it, his hips slapping against her ass, his cock pounding into her cunt, and she comes with a low, shuddering moan, her body locking up, her thighs shaking, her cunt clenching around him in rhythmic pulses.

He groans. "Fuck—"

"Not yet." The words scrape out of her. "You come when I say."

He holds. She can feel him pulsing inside her, desperate, his cock twitching as her orgasm ripples around him. She milks herself on him, riding the aftershocks, and his hands are shaking where they grip her hips.

"Please," he whispers.

Deja opens her eyes. Meets his reflection in the mirror. "Now."

He comes with a ragged shout, his hips locking, his cum flooding her in hot, thick pulses. She feels it spilling out of her, dripping down her thigh, pooling in the fabric of her leggings. He keeps thrusting through it, sloppy, spent, until he finally stills.

They stay like that for a long moment. Him buried inside her. Cum leaking. The air thick with sweat and sex.

Deja pulls forward first. His cock slips out of her with a wet sound, and she feels the gush of cum sliding down her inner thigh. She doesn't wipe it away.

She straightens. Turns. Looks at him—flushed, panting, his cock still hard and glistening, cum smeared across his shorts.

She smiles. A slow, wicked curve. "Good form," she says.

She picks up her dumbbells, walks toward the water fountain, and leaves him standing there, cum cooling on her thigh, the slit in her leggings still gaping, a trail of his seed running down her leg with every step.


Chapter 5


The water fountain's cool stream runs down her chin, dripping onto the cum-stained fabric of her leggings. Deja wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, feels the ghost of his seed still warm and wet against her thigh with every step. She turns away from the fountain, her eyes already scanning, already hunting.

Past the row of treadmills where she started this journey. Past the leg press, where she made a man kneel and drink from her. Past the free weights, where she let that last one pound into her from behind. The gym keeps giving, and she keeps taking.

In the back corner, past the rack of dumbbells and the wall of mirrors, she spots it — an alcove she barely noticed before. Medicine balls stacked in a rack. Yoga mats laid out in a row. And two guys, both mid-twenties, both fit, both doing exercises on the mats. One lies on his back, knees bent, doing glute bridges — his hips thrusting up, his shorts tenting with each lift. The other stretches on a mat nearby, reaching for his toes, his eyes wandering.

Deja's lips curl into a slow smile. Perfect.

She saunters toward the alcove, her hips rolling, the slit in her leggings gaping with every step. The cum on her thigh has started to dry, flaking into a tacky sheen, but the smell of sex still clings to her skin. She doesn't care. She wants them to smell it on her.

The guy doing bridges sees her first. His eyes snap to her — to the bounce of her tits in the dark purple sports bra, to the curve of her hips, to the dark slit cut into the crotch of her leggings. His rhythm falters. His hips pause mid-lift.

"Don't stop on my account," Deja says, her voice low and honeyed. "I like watching."

She grabs a mat from the rack and lays it down next to him — close enough that she can smell his sweat, can see the vein pulsing in his neck. The other guy, the one stretching, has gone still, his eyes locked on her ass as she bends to position the mat.

Deja lies back on the mat, her knees bent, her feet flat. She plants her palms beside her hips, digs her heels into the rubber floor, and lifts — pushing her hips up into a bridge. The slit in her leggings gapes wide open. Her cunt is bare, wet, exposed to the cool air. She can feel both of them staring.

"Fuck," the bridge guy breathes.

She holds the bridge, her thighs trembling, her pussy on full display. Then she lowers, lifts again, slow and deliberate. Each thrust of her hips opens the slit wider, giving them a better view. Her clit is swollen, peeking out from between her folds. She can feel herself getting wetter, a slick heat spreading through her thighs.

"You boys work out here often?" she asks, not looking at them, her eyes fixed on the ceiling. She lifts into another bridge, holds it, lets them drink her in.

"Yeah," the stretch guy says. His voice is rougher than she expected. "Every day."

"Good." She lowers, lifts again. "I like dedication."

Her hand slides down her stomach, past the waistband of her leggings, through the slit. Her fingers find her clit — slick, swollen, begging. She circles it slowly, a soft moan escaping her lips. The guys have stopped exercising entirely. They're just watching her now, their cocks straining against their shorts.

Deja lets her head fall back, her eyes half-closed. She fingers herself in rhythm with her bridges — lift, circle, lower. Lift, circle, lower. Her breath comes faster. Her thighs tremble harder. The sound of her wetness fills the alcove, a soft, obscene squelch.

"You like watching?" she asks, her voice breathy. She's looking at the bridge guy now. He's hard. She can see the outline of his cock through his shorts, thick and straining. "You like watching a woman touch herself?"

He nods, his mouth open.

"Good. Keep watching."

She pushes two fingers inside herself, feels her walls clench around them. She fucks herself slowly, her hips grinding against her hand. The stretch guy has moved closer. He's kneeling on the mat beside her, his cock tenting his shorts obscenely. She can smell him now — sweat and soap and something darker.

"You want to touch me," she says. It's not a question.

"Yeah."

"Then touch me."

His hand finds her thigh, slides up the slit in her leggings. His fingers meet her wetness, slide through it. He groans.

"Fuck, you're wet."

"That's what happens when you make a woman wait." She grinds against his fingers, her hips moving in tight circles. "You boys gonna do anything about it, or you gonna keep staring like a couple of kids watching porn?"

The bridge guy is on his knees now, his cock out — thick, hard, the head dark and leaking. He strokes himself slowly, watching his friend's fingers slide in and out of her cunt.

"I want that cock in my mouth," Deja says, her voice dropping low. She looks at the bridge guy. "Come here."

He crawls to her, his cock bobbing with every movement. She sits up, reaches for him, and wraps her hand around the base of his shaft. He's warm and hard, and she can feel his pulse beating against her palm.

"Open."

He opens his mouth. She guides his cock inside, slow, savoring the weight of him on her tongue. He moans, his hips twitching, his hands finding her braids. She takes him deeper, her throat relaxing, her tongue tracing the vein along the underside. She sucks him slowly, her cheeks hollowing, her eyes locked on his. The stretch guy's fingers are still inside her, moving in rhythm with her mouth. She feels full — cock in her mouth, fingers in her cunt — and she loves it.

She works the bridge guy's cock with her mouth, her head bobbing, her spit slicking his shaft. He's breathing hard, his hips starting to thrust, his hands gripping her hair. She lets him fuck her throat, lets him use her mouth. The stretch guy pushes a third finger inside her, and she moans around the cock in her throat.

"Switch," she says, pulling off with a wet pop. A string of spit connects her lips to the head of his cock.

The stretch guy takes his place, his cock shorter but thicker, the head mushrooming against her lips. She opens for him, lets him slide in, tastes herself on his skin. She sucks him hungrily, her hand still wrapped around the bridge guy's cock, stroking him in time with her mouth.

She stays on his cock for a long time, savoring it, letting them both watch her work. Her free hand slides back through her slit, finds her clit, and circles it while she sucks. She's getting close — her thighs are trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps through her nose.

She pulls off the stretch guy's cock, gasping for air. "I need to be fucked," she says, her voice raw. "Now."

They look at each other, then at her.

"Which one of you wants her first?" she asks, her hand still working her clit. "Or are you both gonna share?"

The bridge guy doesn't answer. He just pushes her back onto the mat, spreads her thighs, and positions himself at her entrance. His cock slides into her cunt in one smooth stroke — thick and deep and so fucking full. She gasps, her back arching, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

"Fuck," she breathes. "Yes."

He starts fucking her, his hips slapping against her thighs, his cock pounding into her with a wet, obscene sound. She wraps her legs around his waist, pulls him deeper. The stretch guy kneels beside her head, his cock in his hand, stroking it slowly.

"Open," he says.

She opens her mouth. He feeds his cock inside, and now she's full — cock in her cunt, cock in her mouth, both of them fucking her in rhythm. She moans around his shaft, her hands gripping his thighs, her hips meeting every thrust from below.

The bridge guy fucks her harder, faster. She can feel her climax building, coiling in her belly, spreading through her thighs like heat. She sucks the stretch guy's cock in time with the thrusts, her tongue working him, her lips sealing tight around him.

"I'm gonna come," the bridge guy says, his voice strained. "I'm gonna—"

"Not yet," she says, pulling off the stretch guy's cock long enough to give the command. "You come when I say. Not before."

He groans, but he slows down. He's close. She can feel it in the way his cock throbs inside her, in the way his breath comes ragged and desperate.

"Good boy," she purrs. She turns her attention back to the stretch guy's cock, taking him deep, her throat working him. She's close too — so close — but she wants to make it last.

She sucks the stretch guy for a long, slow minute, feeling his cock twitch against her tongue, feeling him fight not to come. The bridge guy is fucking her slowly now, deep thrusts that hit the perfect spot. She feels her walls start to clench, the edge of her orgasm approaching.

"Now," she gasps, pulling off the stretch guy's cock. "Come in me. Both of you."

The bridge guy fucks her hard, three more strokes, and then he's coming — hot and thick, flooding her cunt while she shudders around him. The stretch guy groans, his cock throbbing, and he comes across her face — ropes of cum splashing across her lips, her cheek, her neck.

Deja screams through her own climax, her body locking up, her thighs shaking. She feels herself clench around the bridge guy's cock as he empties inside her, feels the cum dripping down her thighs, feels the stretch guy's seed warm and sticky on her skin.

For a long moment, there's nothing but breathing. Heavy, ragged, animal breathing.

The bridge guy pulls out slowly, his cock slipping free with a wet sound. Cum gushes out of her, pooling on the mat beneath her. The stretch guy is already cleaning himself off, his eyes still on her, still hungry.

Deja lies there, cum on her face and between her legs, her chest heaving. She licks the cum from her lips. Tastes them both.

"Not bad," she says, her voice hoarse. She sits up slowly, feels the cum drip down her inner thigh. "But I think I need another round."

She reaches for the bridge guy's cock, still hard, still slick with her wetness. He groans as she strokes him. The stretch guy is already hard again, his cock rising toward his stomach.

"On your hands and knees," Deja tells them. "I want to watch you fuck me. Both of you. One at a time."

She positions herself in front of the bridge guy, her hands and knees on the mat, the slit in her leggings gaping open and wet. He doesn't hesitate. He pushes into her from behind, and she moans as he fills her, his cum still warm inside her, mixing with his fresh strokes. She reaches between her legs, finds the stretch guy's cock, and guides it to her mouth. She takes him deep, her throat working him, her body rocking between them.

She is full. She is used. She is in control.

And she is not done yet.

The bridge guy's cock drives into her from behind, each stroke deeper than the last, his hips slamming against her ass with a wet slap that echoes off the alcove walls. She moans around the stretch guy's shaft, her throat working him, her spit slicking his skin. The rhythm is perfect — cock in her mouth on every other thrust from behind, her body rocking between them like she was made for this.

"Harder," she gasps, pulling off the stretch guy's cock. "Fuck me harder."

The bridge guy grips her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, and he does. He pounds into her, his balls slapping against her clit with every stroke, his breathing ragged and desperate. She reaches between her legs, finds her clit, and rubs it in tight circles while he fucks her. The stretch guy takes his cock in his own hand, stroking it, watching her get fucked from behind.

"Your turn," Deja says, looking back at the stretch guy. "Him first. Then you."

The bridge guy fucks her for another minute, his pace frantic, his breath coming in gasps. "I'm close," he says. "I'm gonna—"

"Come in me," she says. "Fill me up."

He groans, his hips stuttering, and then he's coming — hot and thick, flooding her cunt with another load. She feels it deep inside her, feels her walls clench around him, milking him dry. He pulls out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound, and cum drips down her thigh, warm and slick.

"Your turn," she says to the stretch guy, her voice raw. "Behind. Now."

He doesn't hesitate. He steps behind her, positions his cock at her entrance, and pushes inside in one smooth stroke. He's shorter than the bridge guy, but thicker, and the stretch as he fills her makes her gasp. He starts fucking her immediately, hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot on her neck.

"Yes," she breathes. "Like that. Don't stop."

He doesn't. He fucks her with a desperate rhythm, his cock pounding into her, her cunt wet and open and full of cum from the bridge guy. The bridge guy kneels in front of her, his cock still hard, still slick with her wetness. She takes him in her mouth without being asked, sucks him clean, tastes herself, and his cum on his skin.

The stretch guy fucks her harder, faster. She can feel her climax building again, coiling in her belly, spreading through her thighs like fire. She sucks the bridge guy's cock in rhythm with the thrusts from behind, her tongue working him, her lips sealing tight around him.

"I'm gonna come," she says, pulling off the bridge guy's cock. "Don't stop. Don't either of you fucking stop."

The stretch guy fucks her deeper, harder, his hips slapping against her ass. She rubs her clit furiously, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The bridge guy strokes his cock in front of her face, watching her, waiting.

She comes with a scream — her body locking up, her thighs shaking, her cunt clenching around the stretch guy's cock. She feels herself gush around him, feels her climax ripple through her in waves, feels him keep fucking her through it, drawing it out, making it last.

"Fuck," she gasps, her forehead dropping to the mat. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."

The stretch guy keeps going, his cock still hard inside her, still pounding. She's oversensitive, trembling, but she doesn't tell him to stop. She takes it. She wants it. She needs it.

"Come in me," she says, her voice hoarse. "Come in me again."

He groans, his hips slamming into her, and then he's coming — hot and thick, filling her cunt with another load. She feels it mix with the bridge guy's cum, feels it drip down her thighs, feels herself clench around him as he empties inside her.

He pulls out, his cock slipping free, and cum gushes out of her, pooling on the mat beneath her knees. She stays on her hands and knees for a long moment, breathing hard, her body shaking, cum dripping down her thighs and onto the mat.

"Not bad," she says, her voice hoarse. She stands up on shaky legs, cum dripping down her thighs. "But I think I need some water."

She doesn't clean up. She doesn't cover up. She walks out of the alcove, the slit in her leggings gaping open, cum dripping down her leg with every step. The gym is still mostly empty, but a few people look her way — and she smiles, slow and wicked, feeling their eyes on her.

She reaches the water fountain, bends over, and drinks. The cum on her face has started to dry, and she licks her lips, tasting them both. She stands up, wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, and turns to scan the gym floor.

There's still time. There's always more time.

She smiles, and her fingers drift down to the slit in her leggings, tracing the edge of her wet, open cunt. She's still hungry. She's always hungry.

And the gym is full of men.


Chapter 6


The water from the fountain is still cool on her lips when she makes the decision. Cum drying on her face, tacky on her thighs, the hunger still gnawing low in her belly. She pushes off from the fountain and walks past the free weights, past the stretching area, past the row of cardio machines, heading straight for the men's restroom door.

The tile is cool under her bare feet as she pushes through. Three men are inside—one at the urinal, one washing his hands, one adjusting his gym bag. They all freeze when they see her. The guy at the urinal doesn't even bother to finish, just turns, half-hard, staring.

"Don't mind me," she says, her voice low and amused. "I'm just passing through."

She stands in the center of the tile floor, between the sinks and the stalls, and reaches behind her back. The clasp of her sports bra gives with a soft click. She pulls the purple fabric down her arms, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts swing free, heavy and full, the dark nipples already tight in the cool air.

No one moves. No one speaks. The only sound is the drip of a faucet and the hum of the ventilation fan.

Her thumbs hook into the waistband of her leggings—already slit, already useless as concealment. She pushes them down her hips, past the thick curve of her thighs, letting them puddle at her ankles. She steps out of them, naked now except for her braids and the dried cum painting her skin.

The guy who was washing his hands hasn't moved. Water runs over his fingers, forgotten. The one by the bag has his mouth slightly open. The one at the urinal is fully hard now, his cock jutting out.

"Steam room," she announces, like she's telling them the weather. "I'll be waiting. Anyone who wants to join me, come find me. I won't be hard to spot."

She doesn't wait for a response. She turns and pushes through the door into the steam room.

The heat hits her like a wall—wet, dense, tropical. She can barely see through the thick white cloud. Her skin immediately beads with moisture. She finds the wooden bench along the back wall and sits, leans back against the tiles, and lets her legs fall open. The steam swirls around her, ghosting over her wet cunt, her spread thighs, her damp skin.

She closes her eyes. Breathes in the hot, wet air. Lets the anticipation build.

The door opens.

She doesn't open her eyes. She hears footsteps on tile. More than one set. The door closes again with a soft suction seal.

"Well," she says, still eyes closed, "took you long enough."

When she opens her eyes, four men stand before her. She recognizes two from the restroom—the urinal guy and the hand-washer. The other two must have been elsewhere in the gym, summoned by a text or a whisper or the kind of word that travels fast when a naked woman walks into a men's room.

They're all different sizes, different shapes, but they share the same look in their eyes. Hunger. Disbelief. The look of men who can't quite believe this is happening.

"You heard what I said out there," she says, letting her gaze travel over each of them. "I want all of you. I want every hole filled. I want to be stuffed until I can't walk straight. And when it's over, I want to feel all of you dripping out of me."

She spreads her legs wider on the bench. The steam swirls around her open cunt, the wet lips glistening in the dim light.

"So come here and fuck me."

The first one moves—the guy from the urinal. He's already hard, already had his cock out when she walked in. He drops his shorts and steps forward, his cock bobbing, thick and veined and ready. He doesn't ask. He doesn't need to. She's given the command.

He positions himself between her thighs. She reaches down, guides him to her entrance. She's already wet—she's been wet all day, through every encounter, through every man who's come for her. Her body is a furnace, and this is the fuel.

"Look at me," she says.

He does. She holds his gaze as she pulls him into her with one smooth rock of her hips.

The stretch is immediate, perfect. His cock slides into her wet heat, filling her in one long, slick stroke. Her mouth falls open, a soft sound escaping her throat. She's been waiting for this. All day. Through every encounter. Through every man who came in her mouth, on her face, inside her cunt. None of them filled her the way she needed. Not fully. Not completely.

But this—

"Fuck," she breathes, her head falling back against the tile. "That's it. That's what I needed."

The urinal guy starts to move, thrusting into her with steady, deep strokes. His hands find her hips, gripping the soft flesh. Above him, the other three have shed their clothes, cocks hard, waiting. Watching.

"Not just him," she manages, eyes still half-closed. "All of you. I said all of you."

The hand-washer steps forward. He's shorter, stockier, with a thick cock that curves slightly upward. He positions himself beside her head, and she turns, takes him into her mouth without being asked, without needing direction. Her lips stretch around his girth, her tongue working the underside as she starts to suck.

The fourth man—the biggest of them, tall and broad with a cock that's long and thick—moves behind her. He kneels on the bench, positions himself at her ass. She feels the pressure of him, the blunt head pressing against her tightest hole.

She pulls off the cock in her mouth just long enough to say, "Do it."

He pushes in.

The sensation splits her—cock in her cunt, cock in her ass, cock in her mouth. She's full in a way she hasn't been all day. In a way she hasn't been in weeks. Months. Maybe ever. The stretch, the pressure, the heat of three bodies surrounding her, filling her, taking her—

She moans around the cock in her mouth, a deep, guttural sound of pure satisfaction.

The urinal guy fucks her in a steady rhythm, his hips slapping against her thighs. The hand-washer fucks her face, his hands tangled in her braids, guiding her pace. The big one behind her fucks her ass slowly, deliberately, letting her adjust to his size.

And the third man—the one who hasn't touched her yet—stands in front of her, stroking himself, waiting. She catches his eye, pulls off the cock in her mouth.

"You," she says, voice rough. "What's your name?"

"Derek," he says.

"Derek," she repeats, tasting the name. "You're going to come on my face. But not yet. First, I want you to watch. I want you to see all of me being used. And when I tell you, you're going to paint me."

Derek nods, his hand moving faster on his cock, but he doesn't come. He's waiting. Just like she told him.

The urinal guy speeds up, his breathing ragged. "I'm close," he grunts.

"Not yet," she says, her voice sharp despite the cocks filling her. "I come first. Then you. Understood?"

"Fuck," he groans, but he slows down, focuses on depth instead of speed.

The hand-washer in her mouth is getting desperate, his hips jerking, his grip on her braids tightening. She doubles her efforts, taking him deeper, letting her throat relax, swallowing around him. He groans, his thighs trembling.

The big one behind her has found a rhythm now, his cock sliding in and out of her ass with a wet, slick sound. The steam makes everything slippery, makes the slide easier, deeper. His hands grip her hips, fingers digging into her flesh.

She's surrounded. Filled. Used.

And she loves every second of it.

Her hand finds her clit, rubbing in tight circles. She's close—she can feel it building, a pressure low in her belly, a heat spreading through her thighs. She moans around the cock in her mouth, her hips bucking against the urinal guy, her ass clenching around the big one behind her.

"I'm coming," she gasps, pulling off the cock in her mouth just long enough to say it. "Keep going. All of you. Don't stop."

She pushes two fingers into herself, above the cock already inside her, and the extra stimulation sends her over the edge. Her orgasm crashes through her—her cunt clenching around the urinal guy's cock, her ass tightening around the big one, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure rolls through her.

She screams. A raw, guttural sound that echoes off the tile walls, swallowed by the thick steam.

The urinal guy doesn't wait. He thrusts twice more, buried deep, and she feels him coming inside her—hot, pulsing, flooding her cunt with cum. He groans her name, his hips jerking, his grip bruising on her hips.

The hand-washer in her mouth follows a second later, his cum hitting the back of her throat, thick and warm. She swallows, keeps sucking, milking every drop. He slumps against the wall, panting.

The big one behind her isn't done yet. He grips her hips and fucks her through his own orgasm, his cock pulsing deep in her ass, filling her second hole with hot cum that leaks around the seal of his cock.

She pulls off the hand-washer's cock, gasping for breath. Cum drips down her chin. Her cunt is full, her ass full. She's leaking onto the bench, a puddle of cum and sweat and steam.

But she's not done.

"Derek," she says, her voice hoarse but hungry. "My face. Now."

Derek steps forward, his cock in his hand, red and swollen and ready. She tilts her head back, opens her mouth, and closes her eyes.

He comes on her face—hot stripes across her cheeks, her lips, her eyelids. She opens her mouth, catches what she can. The rest drips down her chin, mixes with the cum already there, and adds another layer.

She laughs. A low, satisfied sound that fills the steam room.

"Good boys," she says, licking cum from her lips. "All of you."

She doesn't get up. She stays on the bench, legs still spread, cum leaking from both holes, her face painted with Derek's come. The steam swirls around her, warm and wet, sealing her in a cocoon of heat and satisfaction.

But the hunger, that insatiable hunger, is quiet now. Drowsy. Sated.

For now.

The four men stand around her, spent, panting, staring at her like she's something holy. Something profane. Something they'll remember for the rest of their lives.

She lies back on the warm wooden bench, the slick wood pressing against her cum-covered skin. The steam swirls around her in lazy eddies, filling her lungs with each slow breath. She lets her head fall back, feels her braids pool beneath her, wet and heavy against the tile.

Her body hums. Not the sharp electric hum of hunger—that familiar edge that's been driving her all day—but something deeper. Something warm and liquid and satisfied. Her muscles have gone slack, her thighs loose and open, her cunt and ass still leaking onto the bench beneath her. The cum is cooling on her skin, a second layer of heat giving way to the damp chill of the steam room.

She's not a normal woman.

She's been chasing all day. The married man on the treadmill. The kid on the bench. The guy who filled her from behind. The two in the alcove. Men giving her their cum like offerings, and she took every drop, and it still wasn't enough. Not until now. Not until all four of them at once, using every hole, stretching her, filling her, breaking her open, and putting her back together.

Now she's whole. Stuffed and leaking and whole.

She should get up. Clean up. But right now, in this moment, the hunger is quiet.

It's not gone. She knows that. The hunger will never be gone. It's part of her, the engine that makes her move, that makes her prowl the gym floor with that wicked smile, that makes her cut slits in her leggings and flash her wet cunt at strangers. The hunger is who she is.

But right now, it's purring. Drowsy. Satisfied.

She breathes in the steam, lets it coat her throat, her lungs. The heat seeps into her muscles, softens the ache in her hips, the raw tenderness between her legs. She's sore. She's going to feel this tomorrow—in her thighs, her jaw, the stretched ache of her ass. She welcomes it. Every twinge is a reminder.

She slowly sits up and walks to the door, her bare feet slapping on the wet tile. The cum cooling on her breasts, the marks of their hands on her hips, the evidence of everything they did—she wears it like armor.

The steam room door creaks open. Cold air hits her, sharp and clean, and she steps out into the locker room, leaving four men behind her, still breathing hard, still trying to understand what just happened.

She doesn't look back.
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