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The afternoon sun streamed through the large windows of Ella’s home gym, casting a warm glow on the sleek hardwood floor. Carla, her personal trainer, put the blonde through the final paces of their intense workout session. The brunette’s dark eyes raked over Ella’s glistening body, appreciating the way her blonde hair clung to her neck and the sheen of sweat that accentuated every curve.

Ella could feel the heat of Carla’s gaze on her skin as she completed her reps, a blush creeping up her neck that had nothing to do with exertion. She had noticed how Carla’s eyes lingered on her rear whenever she bent over or turned around. It sent a thrill down her spine, and she found herself arching her back a little more than necessary.

As the workout ended, Carla moved behind her, something predatory in her motions. She leaned in close to help stretch Ella’s hamstrings, one strong hand gripping Ella’s hip while the other guided her leg upwards. The brunette used the chance to press against Ella’s backside, and the blonde could feel the impressive outline of the futa’s cock through her workout pants.

Ella bit her lip to stifle a moan as she felt that bulge nestling against her ass. She had been anticipating this moment for weeks now, ever since her friends recommended Carla, hinting at more than just her exceptional training skills.

Just as the tension between them reached a boiling point and it seemed inevitable that things would escalate, Ella’s phone began to ring. The sound of her company’s ringtone cut through the charged atmosphere like a bucket of cold water.

Ella glanced at the caller ID and sighed. “It’s the office,” she said, straightening up and stepping away from Carla reluctantly. “I should take this.”

Carla nodded understandingly, taking a step back to give Ella some space. “Of course, go ahead,” she replied warmly. “I know you’ve got a lot on your plate with work. Would you like me to come by tomorrow for another session?”

The blonde hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yes, I think I’ll probably need it,” she said, glancing back at Carla with a wry smile. “Something tells me dealing with whatever they want is going to be stressful enough that I’ll need to blow off some steam.”

Carla grinned in return, her eyes sparkling with mischief and promise. “I’m always here to help you work out those frustrations,” she said, her voice low and laden with innuendo.

Ella felt a shiver rush through her as she picked up the phone, already looking forward to their next session. When she started to speak on the phone, she watched as Carla bent to pick up her gym bag, the futa’s impressive glutes straining against the fabric of her pants. She felt a pang of regret that their moment had been interrupted, but she knew duty called, and she couldn’t ignore it any longer.

Soon enough, Ella ended the call and quickly changed into a sleek blouse and pencil skirt, wanting to look put-together and professional for whatever shitstorm awaited her at the office. She checked herself in the mirror, smoothing down her blonde hair and straightening her spine.

The drive to the office was tense, Ella’s mind occupied with thoughts of Carla and the promise of their next session. But as she pulled into the building and saw the concerned faces of her colleagues hurrying past, she knew she needed to push those distracting fantasies aside.

Ella stepped out of the elevator on the executive floor, immediately greeted by the harried expression of her assistant, Sarah. “They’re waiting for you in the boardroom,” Sarah said in a low voice, jerking her head towards the imposing oak doors. “It’s about that Johnson account.”

Ella felt her stomach tighten with dread but kept her face neutral as she nodded at Sarah. The Johnson account was one of their biggest clients, and there had been whispers of discontent lately.

Taking a deep breath, Ella pushed open the boardroom doors to find herself greeted by a sea of grim faces. She took her seat at the head of the table, steeling herself for whatever difficult conversation lay ahead.

And so began another grueling afternoon of damage control and stress management, the likes of which made Carla’s most punishing workouts seem like child’s play in comparison. Yet even as Ella navigated the treacherous waters of corporate politics and client expectations, she couldn’t entirely banish the memories of Carla’s touch or the promise glinting in her dark eyes.

It was a long day that followed.

The blonde let out a weary sigh when she finally walked through her front door, exhausted from the day at the office. She kicked off her heels and hung up her jacket before padding quietly towards her bedroom.

In a daze of fatigue, she went through her evening routine on autopilot – brushing her teeth, washing her face, and peeling off her work clothes to toss them carelessly in the hamper. The hot spray of the shower helped ease some of the tension from her muscles as she stood under it for a long moment.

Wrapped in a plush robe, Ella collapsed onto her bed with a groan, sinking into the soft mattress. She closed her eyes, just wanting to rest for a minute before getting ready for bed properly. Her mind still raced with the day’s events and the lingering frustration of her meeting.

She almost drifted off, but the shrill ring of her phone jolted Ella back to wakefulness. She blinked blearily at the screen and saw it was Anika calling – her best friend and confidante.

“Hey, Ana,” Ella answered groggily, not bothering with pleasantries.

“Oh no, what happened?” Anika asked, immediately picking up on her friend’s tone. “Didn’t go well at the office?”

Ella sighed heavily. “No, it was a shitshow as usual. I’m just exhausted now.”

There was a moment of silence before Anika said slyly, “Well, I know one thing that could help you relax and de-stress...”

Ella rolled her eyes but couldn’t help smiling slightly at the innuendo in her friend’s voice. “What are you talking about?”

“Don’t play coy with me, missy,” Anika chided playfully. “I’m talking about Carla. Have you fucked her yet or not? That was the real reason I recommended her to you.”

Ella felt her cheeks flush at the blunt question, even as a thrill ran through her at the memories of earlier that day. “No, we haven’t... I mean, almost, but then work called and interrupted us,” she admitted.

Anika made a sympathetic noise. “Aww honey, that’s rough. But listen, you need to go for it with Carla. She’s amazing, and I think the two of you could really hit it off. In more ways than one.” She punctuated her statement with a salacious giggle.

Ella laughed softly despite herself, shaking her head. “I know, I know. And I do want to... it’s just been crazy busy lately.”

“Well, make time,” Anika advised. “Life’s too short not to indulge when an opportunity like that comes along. Just promise me you’ll go for it soon?”

“I will, I swear,” Ella promised, meaning it more than she realized as the memory of Carla’s body pressed against hers sent a jolt of heat through her tired frame.

“Good girl,” Anika purred approvingly. “Now get some rest and call me tomorrow to dish all the dirty details, ’kay?”

Laughing, Ella agreed before saying goodnight and hanging up the phone. She set it aside with a thoughtful frown, Anika’s words echoing in her mind.

Her best friend was right – she needed this, wanted this, with Carla. And tomorrow, she would make damn sure nothing got in the way of finally exploring that heated attraction between them.

With that resolution made, Ella finally let herself slip into a peaceful sleep, dreams filled with dark hair, strong hands, and so much more...

The next day, Carla arrived right on time, looking as fit and confident as ever. She greeted Ella with a warm smile and a friendly hug that lingered just a bit longer than necessary.

Ella felt a flutter of nerves in her stomach as she led Carla to the home gym. Despite her resolve from the night before, now faced with the real prospect of acting on their obvious attraction, doubt crept in. What if things got awkward? What if she was reading the signals wrong?

But Carla seemed oblivious to Ella’s internal turmoil as she set up for their workout, chattering about new exercises and goals. “I thought we’d focus on building some strength today,” Carla said with a grin. “Get you nice and toned.”

Ella felt a shiver of anticipation at the implied meaning behind those words. As they got started, she found herself subtly teasing Carla, bending lower than necessary during lunges to give her a perfect view.

Carla took it all in stride, occasionally leaning close to Ella with a whispered comment about her form that sounded suspiciously like innuendo. Her breath was hot on Ella’s neck and sent delightful tingles down her spine.

Throughout the session, the tension between them built slowly but surely, punctuated by heated glances and playful touches. Carla brushed against Ella’s rear more than once while demonstrating proper form for squats, drawing a soft gasp from the blonde.

Ella retaliated by purposely arching her back during plank holds, knowing it would give Carla an enticing view of her ass. The air between them grew charged with promise.

As they cooled down with some gentle stretches, Carla moved behind Ella once more. She guided Ella’s hips to roll against her own in a way that had nothing to do with the actual stretch and everything to do with igniting desire.

Ella bit back a moan at the feeling of Carla’s hardness pressing insistently against her rear. Emboldened, she arched her back more deliberately this time, grinding slowly against the futa’s covered arousal.

“Careful now,” Carla purred lowly in Ella’s ear, one hand across the blonde’s taut stomach to hold her close. “Keep teasing me like that, and I might just have to show you what else I can do...”

Ella swallowed
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