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Fog clings to the retreat trail like a shroud, damp and heavy, tasting of pine and sour earth. My boots crunch gravel as the cabin emerges—a low, wooden shadow leaking smoke into the haze.

Three days ago, I dumped Jake—his “you’re too cold” nagging still stings—and snagged this yoga retreat off a crumpled flyer.

A cure for burnout, they promised. Burned out? Yeah, that’s me. Now, staring at this misty trap, I’m not so sure. Yoga in endless nature? One-on-one therapy? I’d rather be alone, craving alone time I so desperately need.

The wooden cabin glows warm, but I dread the person waiting inside, catching me in this raw, vulnerable state. “Too cold? Fuck you!” echoes in my mind—words I wish I’d hurled at Jake, but didn’t. Numb and shocked, I’d stared at him like a stranger, then walked out, leaving his sorry ass behind. Some relationships just aren’t meant to last, I guess.

I push the door open, hinges creaking, and heat washes over me—firelight dances on rough logs, the air thick with a fresh, warm scent.

And there she stands: Elena, my yoga therapist for the next hour. Wow, my brain screams, forcing me to look away. She’s mid-40s, maybe, but radiates something timeless—strong, untouchable. Her smirk teases, eyes dark and knowing.

“Late, little one,” she purrs, her voice light but edged, like a game’s already begun. “Thought you’d ghost me.”

She turns, her trained ass taut in black leggings. Fuck me, she’s hot. I hope I’ll be like her when I’m older.

“A longer walk than I expected. Sorry,” I mumble, forcing a smile as I drop my bag with a soft thud.

My throat tightens—she’s gorgeous, all sharp lines and quiet power. I sneak a glance—bare, manicured feet, balanced stance—and my pulse stutters. I want to say something clever, but my tongue betrays me.

She steps closer, silent, extending her hand. Her scent hits me—simply enchanting.

“Elena,” she says, her palm warm, inviting.

“Tessa,” I reply, trying to sound lively, hiding how weak I feel inside.

“Strip to your shorts,” she says, casual but firm.

Strip?

“Let’s see what I’m working with.” Her tone’s playful, but those eyes pin me, daring me to flinch.

I fumble my boots off, shed my hoodie and jeans, standing shaky in a tank and shorts. Goosebumps prickle—the fire’s warm, but her stare chills me.

“Like this?” I smile, trying to ease the awkwardness.

She circles me slowly, a predator sizing prey, and stops behind me.

“Just. Like. This.”

Her breath grazes my neck, warm and steady, and I freeze. Oh God, she’s close. My mind’s a mess—she’s twice my age, sculpted like a dream, and my body’s reacting hard. What’s happening?

Her hands land on my shoulders—firm, warm, sliding down my arms like she’s claiming me. I swallow a gasp, heart hammering.

“This is a yoga treatment, right?” My insecurity slips out, but this looks nothing like the flyer.

“You’re tense,” she murmurs, fingers lingering, testing my skin. She leans in, nose brushing my neck, and inhales slowly, deeply—a soft hum escapes her.

Smelling me? What the fuck?

“You smell like you’re hiding something.”

“Excuse me?”

“Look, Tessa. You’re here to make your life better, right?”

“Yes, but—”

“And you’re here, in my treatment, trusting me to do my job, correct?”

There’s only one answer she’ll accept. “Yes.”

My knees wobble—she’s sniffing me, and for some reason, I want her to keep going. It’s sexual, no denying it. I crave closeness so badly. Jake called me cold—yeah, right. He’s the cold one. I’d have given him everything if he’d been… more compatible. Like her.

Her hands stay on my skin, sending shivers through every cell. I’ve dreamed of hands like these—a woman who understands another woman. Soft, gentle… and commanding.

Heat creeps up my chest, and I bite my lip, terrified she’ll hear my thoughts. Her lips hover near my ear, not touching, just breathing, and I shiver, caught in her orbit. This is insane. I shouldn’t want this.

She spins me to face her, hands still on my arms, and nudges me back. I stumble, trusting her to lead. My spine hits the cabin wall, rough wood scraping through my tank, and she smiles—small, wicked.

“Yoga’s about release,” she says, her knee brushing my thigh, pinning me lightly. “Ready?”

I nod, mute, too scared to speak. Inside, I’m screaming—touch me again, please, I’d die for it. Her closeness is a fantasy I’ve never dared voice, not even to myself. She’s everything Jake wasn’t—experienced, determined, her—and my body hums, traitorously eager. She doesn’t know what she’s doing to me. Or does she?

She steps back, grabbing a yoga strap from a shelf—black, thin, coiled. She dangles it playfully, then snaps it tight.

“Arms up,” she says, soft but unyielding.

“Up?” I ask, like I don’t trust that beautiful smile.

“Yes, stretching. Big part of any exercise,” she laughs, like it’s a joke I don’t get.

My breath hitches—fear spikes, but I obey, lifting my arms slowly. She steps in, her eyes locking on my armpits, then drifting to my breasts.

“Stretching?” I smirk, letting her know I’ve caught her inappropriate gaze.

She’s unbothered, studying my exposed, shaved skin, increasingly dewy with sweat. She’s looking at me like she has serious plans, and I freeze, waiting to see if this is real or some twisted game. Her soft, gentle breath brushes over me. She’s everywhere, and I’m drowning in it.

She loops the strap around my wrists, tying it to a beam overhead. I’m speechless. Is this really happening? My arms stretch, tank riding up, and the cabin’s heat presses in—fog seals the windows, fire pops, and I’m trapped. Safe in a warm cabin, maybe—but caught. Tied up like this, she could do anything. And me, broken as I am right now… I’d let her.

My mind spins—this is wrong, isn’t she too old? I meet her gaze. Fuck old—she’s perfect. Too perfect, and I’m just a kid to her.

“Just like this,” she says, her breath enveloping me, fresh—and horny.

Lust burns hotter, imagining her hands lower, her breath elsewhere. I’d give her everything right now. She kneels slowly, her face near my shorts. She doesn’t touch—just leans in, and I hear her sniff, this dirty woman. A low growl rumbles from her chest.

“Do you believe in fatal attraction?” she asks casually, like we’re discussing dinner.

Fatal attraction? Oh, I know about that!

“Yes?” I squeak, hating how weak I sound.

Her eyes flick up, glinting, and I flush—she smells me, and I’m melting. My panties dampen, and I clench my thighs, mortified.

She stands, smirking, and grabs a bamboo stick—thin, menacing.

“Are you willing to work for what you want?” she chirps, twirling it like a toy.

“Work? What do you mean?”

“Suffer, even?”

The stick glides over my body, her gaze fixating on my armpits again. It drifts lower, but her eyes stay locked there.

“Turn,” she demands, the stick guiding me.

I face away, instinctively lifting my ass for her, like I’m begging her to tap it. No delay—the stick strikes before I can brace myself.

Snap!


The first hit lands on my thigh—not light at all. I flinch at the sting, staying silent. Shit, that hurt more than I expected. But no way I’m showing weakness. This hot older woman has me tied up, spanking me—I’m not screwing this up.


She snaps again, harder.

“Ouch!” I tremble, the sharp sting flashing red in my mind.

“Well?” she demands. “Are you willing to?”

“To do what? Yoga?” A silly joke slips out—I can’t just let her spank me and stay quiet.

“Oh, look at her, quite the tease, aren’t you?”

SNAP!

“Fuck!” I scream—this one’s too much. “Careful, lady,” I gasp, trying to set boundaries, but my ass lifts again, begging for more.

Again. SNAP!

“Ouchh! Dear God, it hurts so much…” I cry, the fire searing where she struck twice.

“Pain is a great teacher,” she says, breathing heavily, satisfaction glowing on her face as my teasing fades.

“What did I do…” I whimper, voice breaking.

“You’re a bad girl,” she says, pressing her warm, damp body against me from behind. “No discipline.” Her lustful breath grazes my ear.

“Oh…” I breathe, tears pricking—not from pain, but from the weight of wanting her, blind to where this leads.
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My arms strain, stretched high by the strap, and Elena’s closeness spins my head dizzy. Her warm hands glide down my arms, landing on my bare armpits, circling, tracing slick paths across my skin with her palms. It’s like I already know her—her filthy, delicious mind.

She spins me to face her, and damn, I want her mouth on me so bad. She’s too gorgeous, too hot to just stare at. Fear knots my gut, but lust burns hotter, wild and secret. I try to stay quiet, lips twitching—she’s my dream, and I’m aching to see where this leads.

She tilts her head, playful, dragging the stick up my leg, slow, teasing the hem of my shorts.

“So quiet now, little one,” she says, her voice a soft taunt. “Good—I’ll make you loud soon.”

Her eyes glaze as her nose dips into my armpit, sniffing hard—once, twice, a greedy grunt escaping. Her tongue flicks out, tasting the damp skin, nipping like she’s starving for my dirt.

I shiver, a soft “Oh” slipping free.

She’s licking me, in the weirdest spot, and I’m melting. My mind’s a mess—this is insane, but I want it to get worse, fast.

She bares her teeth, biting my armpit—careful, but just enough to sting.

“Is yoga supposed to hurt?” I tease, knowing she loves it.

She pulls back, smirking wider, and pinches my nipple through my tank—light, then harder, stretching it out.

“Uhh… they’re sensitive,” I gasp, knowing she’ll ignore my plea.

My back arches, pain sparking into heat, and she tugs again, slow and relentless. My nipple throbs, stretched taut, and I’m reeling—she’s ruining me, and I’m begging for it inside.

“Stretching’s the fun part,” she purrs, sniffing my chest, her nose pressing into the damp fabric. “Wait till I bend you proper—ass up, all mine.”

Her breath scalds, and she kneels fast, tugging my shorts down an inch. Her face buries in my crotch, sniffing deep through my panties—loud, shameless, a growl rumbling.

A long exhale escapes me. Having her on my pussy is a whole new game. My panties soak, and I’ve got so much more for her.

“You’re a match for me,” she says, lust dripping from her words.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Of—fucking—yeah! Smelling like sin down here, and you’re gonna pay for it.”

She dives back into my shorts, inhaling with everything she’s got. Dear God!

She stands, wiping her mouth, and I tremble—she’s so close, I’m losing it.

“Gonna tie you tighter next,” she murmurs, “make you squirm for me.”

I swallow, legs shaky, and mutter, “Thought yoga was all ‘om’ and candles.” My voice wavers, and she laughs—soft, wicked.

“Oh, sweet girl,” she says, grabbing a vial of oil from the shelf, “my ‘om’ comes with screams.”

She drizzles it on her fingers—slick, amber—and slides them up my thigh, stopping just shy of my panties.

“I’ll slick you up,” she adds, “then work this little body till you’re begging.”

Her hand slips behind me, tracing the edge of my shorts, then slides beneath my panties. I stiffen as her fingertip grazes my ass—light, teasing the crease.

“Whoa,” I say, startled; even for her, this is bold.

She ignores me, presses—just the tip sliding in—and I jolt, a loud “Oh God!” bursting out.

She pulls back, smirking, and sniffs my neck, her nose dragging slow and hungry. What the fuck? Did she just have her finger up my ass? My thoughts churn—this shouldn’t feel right, but her intimate closeness enchants me. I’d let her do worse.

“You’re flexible already,” she teases, sniffing her oiled fingers, eyes glinting.

“Is this what you came for?”

The strap bites my wrists, and I sag, helpless, but force out, “I want you.”

“You want me? Dear Lord, someone’s out of touch!” she scoffs, brushing off my raw vulnerability like I’m nothing.

She sniffs my armpit again, and it hits me—I’m here for her fun, nothing else.

“Fuck,” she groans, a flicker of weakness in her voice as she buries herself in my skin.

“Next hit’s lower,” she says, almost angry for showing that crack. “Gonna mark you up nice—my little project. Coming so irresistible to my class? That’s a mistake you won’t repeat.”


SNAP!

“Auch!”

My thighs shake, slickness pooling—she’s hitting me, punishing me, and I’m hooked. Inside, I’m spiraling—she’s too perfect, and I know her smacks are her way to show affection. I’m craving it all, desperately needing her to show more of her true self.

She kneels, nose to my crotch again, sniffing hard. Her closeness fills me, and I’m dying to bury my nose in her skin too.

She tugs my panties aside, just enough, and sniffs bare flesh—loud, feral.

“You’re poison,” she growls, rising slow, “calling dark thoughts to my mind.”

My hips twitch, and I bite my lip—she’s my fantasy, and I’m drowning.

“Poison…” I whisper, voice small but pushing.

“You’re damn right—you smell like it!” she purrs, grabbing my chin, tilting my face up.

Her nose brushes my mouth, sniffing my breath—sharp, needy.

“Gonna stretch you wide,” she whispers, “find your limits—every hole, every cry.”

Her thumb stretches my nipple again, hard, and I moan, “You have strange ways of showing love.”

“Love? Give me a break! You’re trouble and need discipline!”

The fire crackles, shadows twist, and she steps back, stick twirling. “We’ll see how long you hold that sass.”

She closes in, her breasts pressing against mine. Her breath hits my face, eyes locked on my lips as her hand slips beneath my shorts. Her finger’s on my rim again, teasing the entrance.

“My…” is all I manage as she slides in, probing indecently, like it’ll never be enough for her.

“You dirty slut,” she hisses through her teeth, “look what you made me do!” Her fatal fragrance hypnotizes me, sharp words wreaking havoc in my chest.

I hang there—bound, throbbing, soaked—lost in her game. She’s my goddess, and I’m hers.
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She’s on her knees again, her nose brushing my inner thigh, and I’m trembling—helpless, exposed, dripping. Her hands grip my hips, firm and possessive, yanking my shorts down. Then her mouth is on me—ferocious, unrelenting, her tongue diving into my pussy like she’s starving.

I gasp, a sharp “Oh fuck!” tearing from my throat as she devours me, lips and teeth prying me open.

My thighs quake, slickness pooling fast, and I’m lost in the wet, greedy sounds—sucking, lapping, growling low in her chest. She’s ruthless, her tongue plunging deep, then flicking hard against my clit.

I buckle, hips jerking into her face. “Elena—God—” I choke out, voice cracking, but she doesn’t stop, just digs her fingers into my ass, spreading me wider.

My head lolls back, the beam creaking above, and I’m spiraling—her mouth everywhere, claiming me, ruining me. She in two places at once, overwhelming me, and it’s too much—but I’m hers, completely. I don’t care how loud I get, moans spilling as she eats me like it’s her last meal.

Then—CRASH—the door flies open, slamming against the wall. I flinch, eyes snapping wide. Elena pulls back, lips glistening, her face flushed with lust and irritation.

A woman stands there—tall, lean, blonde hair tied back tight—another yoga instructor, I assume.

“Olivia?” Elena blurts.

Olivia freezes, mouth dropping, staring at me tied up, shorts yanked down, Elena kneeling between my legs.

“Oh—shit, sorry!” she stammers, hands flying up like she’s shielding her eyes, but she doesn’t leave.

“I didn’t—uh—I thought this was my slot—”

Elena wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, standing slow, unbothered.

“We’re just in the middle of…” she drawls, letting the silence hang thick and awkward, her smirk daring Olivia to bolt.

But Olivia doesn’t. She shifts, foot scuffing the floor, cheeks pink, eyes darting between us.

“Yeah, I see,” Olivia says, voice high, forcing a nervous laugh. “I mean, haha. Just—wow.”

Her voice soothes my ears, bringing a fresh, sexy vibe that heats the cabin even more.

Elena crosses her arms, leaning against me casually, her shoulder brushing my bound arm.

“Tessa here’s a special case,” she says, tone dripping with mock innocence. “She needed a… hands-on approach. Right, little one?”

She pats my thigh, and I squirm, mortified, my pussy still throbbing, exposed to the foggy air.

Olivia blinks, then turns away. “I guess I’d better leave, sorry…”

“Oh, don’t be a party pooper,” Elena shoots back, rolling her eyes. “She’s loving it—aren’t you, Tessa?”

“I—uh—” I start, but Olivia cuts in, waving her hands. “I bet she does.” She glances at me, like she’s itching for an excuse to keep staring.

Elena snorts, stepping closer to Olivia, blocking her exit. “Relax, Liv. This is what girls do when they’re alone. Ever tried it?”

Olivia’s jaw tightens, but she doesn’t back away. “Tried what? Hanging from the ceiling, or…”

“Having some fun, for God’s sake!”

“Excuse me,” I interrupt, “I’m still hanging here. Can you untie me now?”

“You see this?” Elena smirks. “What a mess she is. It’s work for two—I need help.”

Olivia’s eyes snap to me, then dart away fast. “I’m not—I don’t—Elena, come on, this is insane. She’s, what, half your age? And tied up?”

“Yeah, so young, she’s got a lot to learn! And you, Liv, I’m not gonna beg. Sit on the sofa.”

“Elena?”

“Now!”

I smile as Olivia’s eyes betray her—she wants this, she’s just one mental block away from diving in. I don’t know what possesses me, but I wink at her.

She hesitates, then steps closer, as if testing my vibe. Dear Lord, another hot woman so close—younger than Elena, maybe in her thirties, but her energy’s more like mine. I feel safer with her here.

I swallow hard, voice gone, my body screaming yes while my brain drowns in embarrassment.

Olivia stares, chewing her lip, then mutters, “This is so fucked up.” She leans in, locks eyes with me, and kisses me—slow, long, a French kiss that melts me in a whole new way. My first girl kiss, but I feel like a damn pro.

“Well, look at that,” Elena says, her tone commanding. “You two think you’re having fun here?”

“I should report this,” Olivia says, pulling back. “I should—but—God, why am I still standing here?”

“Curious, aren’t you,” Elena teases, voice low. “Wondering what it’s like—her taste, her juices, her little gasps. Don’t lie, Liv, I see it in your face.”

“You’re gorgeous,” Olivia whispers to me, like Elena doesn’t exist.

“Alright, that’s enough,” Elena snaps, marching to the door and locking it with a sharp click. “Liv, undress and sit on that sofa.”

“What?” Olivia’s jaw drops again.

Elena turns back to me with a sudden grin. “Come on, help me, Liv. This one’s trouble for two.” She nods at me, like I’m a project they’ll tackle together.

“Help you? How exactly?”

“We’re gonna show her. This little slut will watch us, tied up, powerless.”

“Watch us?”

“Oh yeah. Get on that sofa already,” Elena orders, starting to strip.

“Just like this,” she says, sitting bare, throwing her legs up and spreading wide—exposing her mature pussy shamelessly before our eyes.

“Fuck, Elena, you—are—crazy,” Olivia stammers, but starts undressing too.

She’s playing along? No way.

“Watch her,” Elena says, nodding at me, her fingers sliding over her own slickness as Olivia sheds every stitch. “She’s our little show now.”

Olivia’s breath hitches, but she doesn’t protest—just keeps stripping until her toned, heavenly body is bare. God, is this real? Someone pinch me!

I look at Olivia, eyes hungry, but I want to see Elena too, working her pussy with such devotion. Olivia smiles at me, walks backward to the sofa, and lands right next to Elena.

“Your legs, up,” Elena commands, and Olivia doesn’t hesitate.

Dear Lord, another bare pussy right in front of me, legs wide open, both women exposed. Absolutely surreal.

I hang there, staring back as Elena works herself, moaning soft and low. Olivia’s fingers hesitate, then dip in, and she gasps, eyes locked on me—tied, dripping, helpless.

My heart wants to leap from my chest, my body burning under their gazes. Olivia’s shaky breaths mirror mine—lost, perplexed, horny.

I’m trapped—watching them touch themselves, legs splayed, lost in their rhythm, every wet sound stoking my arousal like oil on a fire.


4

The air in the cabin thickens, heavy with sweat and lust, the fire’s crackle drowned by the wet, rhythmic sounds of Elena and Olivia on the sofa. My body’s a live wire—every nerve screaming as I watch.

Elena’s fingers plunge deep, her moans sharp and commanding, while Olivia’s hesitant strokes quicken, her eyes flicking to me with guilt and hunger.

My thighs clench, slickness dripping down my leg, and I’m powerless—trapped, aching, tortured by the sight.

Elena’s head tilts back, hair spilling over the cushions, and she catches my gaze, smirking through her pleasure. “How’s it feel now, little one,” she purrs, her voice a taunt, “watching two women you can’t touch?”

Her fingers slow, deliberate, teasing herself as she watches me squirm.

She’s right—it’s torture. My chest heaves, skin burning with the need to feel them, their heat against mine.

“It’s—it’s unbearable,” I rasp, voice cracking, hips twitching uselessly.

I’d do anything—beg, crawl, scream—to close the distance, to taste them, to be part of it.

Elena’s smirk widens, wicked and knowing. “Liv,” she snaps, tone shifting to steel, “stand up. Grab that stick.”

Olivia freezes, fingers stalling mid-stroke, breath hitching as she glances at Elena. “Now,” Elena adds, sharp, and Olivia obeys, rising on shaky legs.

She snatches the bamboo stick from the floor, her naked body glistening in the firelight, and steps toward me, uncertainty flickering in her eyes.

“Pop her,” Elena commands, lounging back, resuming her slow, deliberate rhythm on herself.

Olivia hesitates, then swings—too light, a faint tap against my thigh.

I flinch, more from surprise than pain, and Elena’s laugh cuts the air, low and mocking.

“Harder, Liv. Make her scream.”

Olivia’s lips part, a nervous smile tugging at them as she checks my eyes for permission. She swings again—still soft, barely a sting.

My skin prickles, but it’s not enough, and Elena’s patience snaps.

“Oh, harder, for God’s sake!” she snarls, sitting up, eyes blazing.

Olivia swallows, nods, and this time she doesn’t hold back—the stick cracks against my thigh, a searing snap that rips a scream from my throat.

“Fuck!” I cry, pain blooming into wild, pulsing heat that floods my core.

“Sorry…” she whispers, but I melt.

It’s her—Olivia—sweet, hesitant Olivia, delivering it. The sting twists into something feral, and I’m more aroused than ever, trembling with want.

“Kiss me again,” I demand, voice raw, desperate.

She drops the stick, steps in, and presses her lips to mine, her tongue diving in with fervor—hard, hungry.

She’s hot and slick, and I melt into her mouth, straining against the strap to get closer.

Elena’s voice cuts through, icy and sharp. “Enough! Liv, get back here. Now.”

Olivia pulls away, breathless, her eyes apologetic as she retreats.

“Lick me,” Elena orders, spreading wide again, her pussy glistening in the dim light.

Olivia kneels, obedient, and buries her face there, her tongue working as Elena’s head tips back with a guttural moan.

“Now look at this, little one,” Elena says, voice dripping with cruel delight as she rides Olivia’s mouth. “How’s that feel?”

Her eyes lock on mine, ecstasy twisting her features, and I can’t tear away—Olivia’s soft gasps, the wet sounds, Elena’s shameless pleasure—it’s a dagger in my chest. Torture, pure and unrelenting.

“I want this, please!” I blurt, voice breaking, desperation clawing at me.

The strap bites harder as I strain, but Elena doesn’t move to free me. She laughs, low and dark, fingers tangling in Olivia’s hair.

“You should suffer,” she says, tone biting. “Coming in here so irresistible, thinking you can do anything just because you’re young and sexy? You need manners.”

“Fuck, I have needs too!” I snap, frustration boiling over, my body a furnace of unmet desire.

Elena’s eyes narrow, glinting with challenge as she grinds against Olivia’s face, moans sharpening.

“You want pussy?” she taunts, voice a silky whip. “I can’t hear any begging.”

“Please,” I choke out, desperate, thighs trembling as I watch them.

“Please, Elena—let me—I’ll do anything.” My voice cracks, raw and exposed, and Elena’s smirk deepens, victorious.

She tilts her head, a flicker of something softer—mercy, maybe—crossing her sharp features.

“Okay, Olivia,” she says, voice low and deliberate, “she said please. Give her some pussy.”

Olivia glances at her, uncertain, then rises from between Elena’s thighs, lips and chin slick with Elena’s release.

She steps toward me, slow, her bare feet silent on the wood, stopping just an inch from my lips. I can smell it already—Elena’s salty, primal scent wafting off her, sharp and intoxicating.

“Give her my taste,” Elena adds, smirking, lounging back like a queen on her throne. “That’s all she’ll get.”

Olivia’s breath is shaky, and I’m drowning in it—Elena’s glistening essence smeared across her face, mixing with Olivia’s sweet warmth. She leans in, and her lips crash into mine, richer now, deeper, a filthy blend of her kiss and Elena’s flavor flooding my mouth. I moan into it, loud and desperate, the taste igniting me—salty, wild, primal.

“Now taste her,” Elena commands, voice cutting through the haze, sharp and unyielding.

“Her armpits—smell her, Liv. You’ll see what this trouble’s made of.”

Olivia pulls back, giving me a surrendered, almost pleading look before sliding down my body. Her nose brushes my stretched armpit, damp with sweat, and she inhales, slow and deep.

Elena chuckles, dark and knowing. “See? She can’t smell bad even if she tried—trouble through and through.”

Olivia’s eyes flutter shut, lost in it, her breath hot against my skin as she breathes me in again, deeper, like she’s drinking me. My head spins, pulse hammering—she’s savoring me, unraveling me thread by thread.

“Enough!” Elena snaps, her tone a whip. “Now her pussy—bury your face in her juices. Bring me her taste.”

Olivia doesn’t hesitate—she drops lower, hands gripping my hips as she tugs my shorts off completely. Her nose presses into me first, sniffing hard, then her mouth follows, hot and eager, tongue plunging into my slickness.

I’m soaked, dripping for her, and the second she laps at me, my body ignites—an orgasm crashes up fast, immediate, thighs trembling as I cry out, “Oh God—Olivia!”

My hips buck against her face, chasing it, but Elena’s voice slices through like a blade.

“Stop!” she barks, and Olivia pulls back just as I’m tipping over the edge. The pleasure fractures, jagged and incomplete, but it still hits—strong, messy, leaving me shuddering and undone.

It’s torture, the peak stolen, and I whimper, body pulsing with aftershocks.

“Come here, Liv,” Elena orders, voice thick with hunger. “I didn’t realize she’d gone so far already, that little mess. Give me her taste.”

Olivia rises, dazed, my wetness shining on her lips, and stumbles back to Elena. They kiss—hard, sloppy, Elena’s tongue diving in to claim me secondhand. She groans into Olivia’s mouth, loud and unrestrained, then breaks away, eyes locking on mine as she starts to unravel.

Her fingers plunge back into her pussy, frantic, and she yells, filthy and raw—“Fuck, Tessa, you little slut—look at you, dripping like a whore, making me lose it! You’re a goddamn mess! Oh, Ohhh!!”

She’s calling me a slut, and I can only smile at this dirty, dirty older woman as she comes just like me, instantly, overwhelmed by my taste. It doesn’t get hotter than this.

A devastated “Ohhhh” fills the cabin.

Her orgasm rips through her, body arching off the sofa, moans echoing off the cabin walls as she rides it out, cursing me through every shudder.

“Fuuuuck!” she groans, her body cramping with aftershocks as Olivia watches, breathless, caught between us.

I hang there—spent, aching, still bound—aching my own release like never before.

Elena looks at me, her eyes glinting with sharpness, and I know she’s not done with me yet—not even close.
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Elena stands and steps forward, her breath still ragged from her last climax, and yanks the strap loose with a sharp tug. My arms drop, tingling, and I stumble, knees weak, but she catches me—her hands firm on my shoulders, her scent flooding me, musky and sharp.

“This therapy session’s coming to an end, little one,” she says, voice low, edged with a dare. “Now prove yourself. Please us both.”

My pulse races—freedom, finally, but... it’s a test.

Olivia stands there, naked, her chest heaving, eyes wide with uncertainty. Elena smirks, stepping back.

“Start with her,” she commands, nodding at Olivia. “Drown in her—taste her, smell her. Then switch to me. Go!”

They collapse onto the sofa, and I don’t hesitate. I lunge for Olivia, my hands greedy on her, pulling her close. Her skin’s damp, warm, and I bury my face in her neck—inhaling her sweet, hypnotic scent.

My lips crash into hers, and she moans, soft and yielding, her tongue meeting mine. She tastes like nothing from this world, and I’m already spiraling—hot, dizzy, the mix of her against my raw need overwhelming me.

I slide lower, slipping through her breasts, her stomach, landing between her thighs that open freely for me. Just as I bite in, Elena’s voice cuts through, sharp. “Switch—now.”

“Oh?” Olivia mutters, clearly irked by the interruption.

I pivot, lungs burning, and Elena’s waiting—legs spread, her mature pussy glistening, drawing me in. Elena’s not the kissing type, and that makes me want her pussy even more.

I grab her thighs, spread her wide, and dive in—her scent hits first, primal, thick with arousal, sinking into my bones. My tongue plunges into her, lapping at her slickness, and she groans, fingers twisting in my hair. She’s saltier, wilder, a storm compared to Olivia’s softness, and I’m drowning—taste and smell blending, their essences coating my mouth, my nose, my mind. It’s too much, too hot, my own arousal surging.

“Back to Liv,” Elena snaps, shoving me off, her breath hitching.

I stumble to Olivia, dazed, and she’s trembling—her eyes glassy, lips parted.

I lift her legs, and she pushes her pussy out, offering her sin to my face. I smell her now, my nose brushing her crotch, inhaling her so wrongly. She’s a completely different species from Elena, and the difference between them ignites me, shooting me to the stars.

Olivia’s slickness is different—wetter, dripping—and I lick her, slow at first, then feral, mixing Elena’s juices with hers. Olivia’s gasps fill the air with her most erotic voice. I could easily come again right now, and I’m not even touching myself.

Elena’s commands keep coming—“Switch! Me now!”—and I obey, staggering between them, a puppet to her whims, drowning in their mingled flavors.

Olivia’s sweet musk, Elena’s dark tang—it’s a torrent, overwhelmingly hot, and I’m lost in it, my body screaming for release.

My hand stays on Olivia, and her moans sharpen as I slip two fingers into her, her thighs quaking as I work her pussy while dipping my face into Elena’s wet dirtiness. My tongue is relentless; I’m devouring this older woman with all I’ve got, afraid she’ll make me switch again too soon.

Olivia’s close—I feel it—and Elena watches, smirking, her fingers teasing her clit as my tongue dips lower, teasing her stiff pucker.

“Finish her, that poor thing,” she orders, and I obey, returning to Olivia, sucking her gorgeous clit, driving my fingers into her until she breaks.

Her orgasm hits like a wave—her heavenly cry cracks the air, tears leaking from her eyes, and then—a single, sharp squirt jolts from her, splashing my face.

I flinch, stunned, the warm, salty burst coating my lips, and it’s filthy, perfect, pushing me to the edge. I keep licking, pleasuring her pussy with my whole face just because her moans tell me to keep going.

Elena chimes in, “Fuck, Liv! Squirting like that, you’re no better than this little mess on your pussy!”

Olivia’s orgasm is long and seems strong as hell, her body trembling like she’s possessed.

“You alright?” Elena asks as Olivia’s body finally calms, and Olivia’s teary eyes smile in the most erotic, lost way.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Elena says, content. “Would you like to return the favor?” She doesn’t command this time; she asks.

Olivia’s wet, glassy eyes turn to me, and her surrendered smile makes me want to cry too.

“Fuck her from behind, Liv,” Elena commands, voice thick with lust. “Fuck her, Liv. I want to see how this little mess shatters in front of me, completely.”

Olivia, still shuddering, moves fast—slipping behind me, her hands rough on my hips.

I collapse onto Elena’s pussy, her juices more abundant than before. I lose myself in her sinful folds again, her taste irresistible.

Olivia’s fingers find my pussy, slick and desperate, then something harder—maybe a toy, maybe just her—she’s thrusting, wild and unpracticed, but more than enough. Her mouth lands on my ass, so wrong, this stranger in my most private parts, wanting me so indecently. Just how I crave her.

I’m so primed, so raw, it takes seconds—my orgasm rips through me, ferocious, a scream tearing from my throat as my body convulses, legs buckling.

Elena watches as I scream my orgasm into her pussy, her fingers squeezing her nipples hard, and she comes too—simultaneous, loud, her moans a guttural chant of “Fuck, yes, shit!!”—our climaxes crashing together, the cabin shaking with it.

We collapse—me on the floor, Olivia panting behind me, Elena slumping back on the sofa. The air’s heavy, thick with sweat and sex, the fire’s glow dimming. I’m spent, trembling, my face sticky with Olivia’s squirt, my body humming from the release.

Elena rises, a smirk flickering but quickly hidden. She grabs her clothes in a bundle, not bothering to dress. Naked, skin glistening, she heads for the door, her ass swaying with every step. She pauses, glancing back with a secret smile. “You can come back sometime, little one,” she says, voice smooth, taunting. “And show me what you’ve learned.”

The door creaks open, fog swallowing her as she steps out, leaving me and Olivia in the wreckage.

I’m still catching my breath, Olivia’s hands lingering on my hips, her tears drying on her cheeks. She looks at me, a mix of awe and exhaustion, and I feel it—the shift. I’ve just been with not one, but two insanely hot women. I’d drowned in them, yes, but I’d taken something too. I’d made them break—Olivia’s squirt on my face, are you kidding me? And Elena let me finish her, so crazy. I sit up, wiping my mouth, and grin.

Olivia shifts closer, hesitant, fingers brushing my arm. “You okay?” she whispers, voice hoarse.

“Never better,” I say, hoping she feels it too.

“You need to come to my yoga next time. I promise I won’t tie you up, ha ha!”

“I’m sure we’d find a way to make it just right,” I smile, not admitting that tying me up might be exactly the right move.

I’d come for yoga, for escape, and found something else. Elena thought she’d taught me manners. She’d taught me hunger instead.













Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a 5-star review! Thank you! ;)
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