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Sam first noticed Danielle in the late afternoon, just before the golden hour bled through the gym’s high windows. The place was humming with the usual noise—weights clanking, EDM pulsing low through the walls—but she moved through it like a secret. Not invisible, exactly. More like something you didn’t realise you were watching until you couldn’t look away.

She wore a loose grey T-shirt that hung just low enough to hide the curve of her hips, black leggings, and her hair pulled back in a ponytail. No makeup. No flash. She looked like she came here to disappear into the background—but failed. Spectacularly.

There was a quiet precision to her movements. She adjusted the rowing machine like she’d read the manual five times, but was still unsure she had the right to be there. Her cheeks flushed easily, especially when she caught a guy staring—she looked away like eye contact burned. Prudish. Or shy. Or maybe just... untouched.

That intrigued him.

He watched her for a few days, without being obvious. Or at least he thought he was being subtle. Once, she caught his glance in the mirror. Her eyes widened just slightly, then flicked away. But the corner of her mouth twitched—just a bit. Not fear. Something else.

An opening.

He made his move the next time she was stretching by the mats. Sam approached casually, towel slung over his shoulder, keeping his voice smooth.

“So, working out on Friday afternoon?”

“I like being in the gym at this time of the day,” she said, “It’s not too crowded.”

“Are you training alone or do you have a gym partner?”

“Just me. I’ve been training alone for some time.”

“Well, after we both finish our workout, we should get together later on this evening.”

“And why is that?”

“I think you are a nice, gorgeous girl, and I’m attracted to you.”

Her eyes darted to the floor, and then back to his chest. Then, slowly, up to meet his. “Do you always talk like that with girls you meet at your local gym?”

“I sure do, but why are you concerned about how I talk with other girls? Right now, let’s just concentrate on you,” he said without hesitation.

“Your form’s pretty solid,” he said. “Have you ever row competitively?”

She turned slowly, blinking up at him. “Me? God, no.” Her laugh was nervous, breathy. “I just Google things.”

“Well, whatever you Googled, it’s working,” he smiled, holding her gaze just long enough to let the compliment land. “Are you here often?”

She hesitated. “Sometimes. After work.”

He stepped a little closer—not invading, just enough to share a little space. “You’ve got a kind of discipline most people fake. But there’s a softness, too. It makes you... interesting.”

She looked away, but this time, she was smiling.

They talked for another ten minutes—light conversation—about work, music, and how weird the gym crowd could be. He didn’t push, didn’t flirt too hard. Just enough tension between words. She seemed to relax with him. Open, slowly, like she wasn’t used to someone noticing her without objectifying her. She liked the attention, but didn’t know what to do with it.

As they were both leaving, he offered, gently, “You know... I’d like to hear more about the kind of things you Google. Maybe over a call sometime?”

She hesitated. Then bit her lip.

Then, to his quiet satisfaction, she took out her phone and handed it to him.

No games. No fake number. Just that flash of curiosity in her eyes—like she wanted to know what it would feel like to be seen a little deeper. Maybe even wanted to be unravelled.

He watched her walk away, and already visualised himself sliding his juicy dick in and out of her pussy. The facial expressions and sounds she’ll make when he starts whispering in her ear all the bad and dirty things he wants to do to her.

He waited until the next evening to call.

Not too soon. Just enough time for the thought of him to simmer in her mind—to wonder what it meant, to replay how he looked at her, what he might say when he finally did.

She answered on the second ring.

“Hello?”

Her voice was soft, hesitant. The same tone she used at the gym when she wasn't sure she belonged. He smiled.

“Hey. It’s me. From the gym.”

A pause. Then a quiet inhale, almost a sigh.

“Oh. Hi...”

She sounded surprised—but not displeased. A little flustered, maybe. Curious. Like she'd thought about this call and wasn’t sure if she was glad it came or nervous that it did.

“I was thinking about you,”

Another pause. A smile in her voice now. 

“You were?”

“Yeah. You’ve got this way about you. Quiet, but magnetic. Like you're not used to being watched, but you should be.”

She laughed lightly. 

“That’s... bold.”

“I’m being honest.”

Silence stretched a little. Not awkward—charged. She was listening carefully now. He let his voice drop slightly, slowing the rhythm.

“You’ve been on my mind since the moment you handed me your number. I keep picturing how your eyes looked when you glanced up at me. Nervous. But curious.”

She didn’t reply, but her breath came a little louder. He could almost hear her sitting still, like she didn’t want to interrupt whatever was happening—maybe didn’t quite understand it yet.

“Do you like being told you’re beautiful?”

She exhaled. “I don’t know. I’m not used to it.”

“You should be, because you are. And there’s something else about you. Like you’re holding a part of yourself back.”

Her silence said everything.

He softened his tone. 

“Can I tell you what I imagined, the first night I saw you?”

“...Okay.”

He let the quiet stretch just a bit longer, then spoke deliberately.

“I imagined what it would feel like to have you alone, your body relaxed and open. I’d whisper to you. Touch you. Teach you how to listen to your body without shame.”

She let out a sharp little breath—half startled, half aroused.

“I want you to close your eyes and visualise how I kiss the back of your shoulder, lick and kiss my way up to your ear. Bite on it, hard. Ooooh...I want to kiss your soft lips and taste that wet tongue of yours.

Imagine how I move my hands up and down your soft skin. I want to cup your tits in my hands, push them up and run my tongue across one nipple, then the other. 

Ooooh...I wish I had your perky nipples in my mouth right now. I want to suck on them until they become as hard as a rock. 

Next, I want you to imagine how I run my hands over your hard stomach and kiss it. How I slide my fingers under your panties to caress your pussy lips and your clit.

Soon, I want my tongue and my lips all over that nice, juicy, pink pussy. Uuuu...I bet it tastes so fucking delicious!

Next, I’m going to rub the head of my fat, juicy dick along your pussy lips, and slowly slide it inside your pussy, and then slide it out. To tease you even more, I pull my hard cock out and start rubbing it all over your hot pussy. I trace it down your pussy lips, and then rub my head all over your clit. I’ll make you watch as I shove my dick back in that wet pussy.”

She was absolutely speechless.

Sam continued. “Have you ever... done that? Touched yourself, I mean. Let yourself go?”

“Not really. I mean... not like that,” she confessed.

“Would you let me guide you? Just with my voice.”

Another silence. This one is longer. Then, in a whisper:

“...Yes.”

He ordered. “Say...Yes, Sir!” 

Danielle obeyed instantly. “Please, Sir, guide me with your voice.”

The air changed between them. He could hear her shifting slightly, settling in, her breath already becoming part of the rhythm.

“Good girl,” 

He said. Her breath caught.

“Are you alone?”

“Yes.”

“In your bed?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Take off whatever you’re wearing.”

He waited. I heard the rustle of fabric. Her breath quickened.

“Tell me when you’re completely naked.”

A quiet voice: “I am.”

“Good girl. Now spread your legs wide for me and lie flat on your back. Close your eyes. I want you to touch your inner thighs. Gently. Just trace. Don’t rush.”

He could almost hear her fingertips sliding across her skin.

“Feel how warm you are. Feel your breath. Let it build slowly.”

Her breathing was uneven now. Soft gasps between words. She was following.

“You’re not doing anything wrong. You’re just letting yourself feel. You’ve waited too long.”

She moaned softly, involuntarily. It sent a jolt through him.

“I want you to touch yourself softly while I'm talking to you. Imagine it’s my hand on your pussy. Tease. Let your fingers explore.” 

He kept his voice low, slow, deliberate—painting images with words, guiding her like a hand in the dark. She followed every instruction, her restraint breaking piece by piece. At one point, she whispered, “Oh God,” and he smiled.

“How does that feel?”

“Mmm...it feels so good.”

“You’re doing well. Let it happen. Don’t hold back. You’re allowed to come for me. Keep touching yourself for me, baby. Don’t stop.”

He said in a smooth, seductive voice. “Just the thought of you playing with your pussy gets me so fucking hard.”

“Can you hear how wet I am for you, Sir?”

“Oooh...I like the way you said that. It’s something about you getting dripping wet that drives me completely crazy.”

“Oooh yeah...I’m going to fuck myself for you. Mmm...it feels so good.”

“Do you want to cum for me, baby girl?”

The sounds she made weren’t loud, but they were raw, hesitant, electric. And then, just before she came, she said his name, like a confession.

She came hard. He could hear it in the way her body buckled through the phone, breath catching and breaking, small gasps stifled into her pillow. She
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