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CHAPTER 1

Almost everyone in the circle has had their turn with Ninette already. It’s not even like they’re talking—it’s like she’s hitting the 'on' button inside them. One woman just had a breakthrough about a limiting belief that has been sabotaging her career and personal life. She is in tears from sheer relief, and while I am genuinely happy for her, I can’t stop wondering: Why am I here?

I can’t imagine myself having a revelation like that. I’m eighteen, and honestly, I don’t have a single problem in my life. My only problem right now is my leggings—if I had known we would be sitting like this, I would have worn something else. They wrap my pussy so tightly, I feel like everyone can see it through the fabric.

I pull my shirt down to hide my crotch as my stomach tightens, realizing that, sooner or later, the talking stone will land in front of me. What will Ninette find when she looks at me with that motherly gaze?

“What about you, Yara?” Her calm yet powerful voice cuts through the air, landing squarely on me.

“Me?” The attention feels warm, but also a little scary.

“How are your energies flowing tonight? Are you ready for a next step?”

“Next step?” I echo, glancing around. All the women are watching me, most of them in their thirties and forties.

“You just unlocked the door,” Ninette says, “now you can experiment however you like. Creative energy, mind expansion… sexual energy.”

The circle giggles, a gentle wave of sound that makes my cheeks heat. All the women are bathed in the soft glow of the firelight under the stars. The sight just makes me feel even more welcome here.

“What?” Ninette smiles, tilting her head. “Isn't this why you're here, Yara? You have a beautiful name. Where's it from?”

“Brazilian, actually,” I manage. “My mom is from Brazil.”

“How beautiful,” she breathes, exhaling long and slow, eyes fluttering closed as if I've just revealed something sacred. Her body trembles slightly, like the words vibrate through her. “Do you know what it means?”

I’m the youngest here and I’m all too aware of the eyes on me, feeling excited and embarrassed all at once.

“Yara means... a little butterfly,” I say, hating how small my voice sounds.

“Riiiight,” Ninette draws out the word, and the circle erupts in soft giggles again, like I've just connected the final dot, like everything about me suddenly makes perfect sense.

“Yara, you said you're eighteen, so you're a grown woman now. What is your connection to femininity like?”

“Uh... I don't know?“

“I mean, you have a lot of that soft, feminine energy. Maybe the most out of anyone here.”

I feel the circle nod in agreement, subtle shifts and murmurs. Me? Feminine energy? The most?

“The question is—are you aware of it? Do you see it? Or do you just walk the world oblivious?”

I open my mouth, but nothing clever comes. “I have no idea. The way I am... It's just natural to me.”

Ninette smiles, as if she has some explaining to do. She gestures gently around the circle. “Every woman you look at—she's a goddess in her own special way, right?”

I turn slowly, meeting eyes one by one. It's true. These women glow—strong, soft, radiant. I see their souls shining.

“Are you one of them, Yara? Does your soul participate in this dance? Or are you just an observer?”

The word hits like an arrow—observer. Shit. That's me. “Maybe… Maybe I really feel like an observer… sometimes.”

“Yes, Yara,” Ninette says gently, her gaze piercing straight into me, reading every layer. “Still finding your voice, huh? Still defining the woman you are meant to be?”

I nod, throat tight.

“And that's okay. That's why you're here. That's why we are here. Do you feel like exploring this further? Do we look into that a little?”

“Okay,” I say, realizing how effortlessly she’s made me feel like I’m on the verge of some big breakthrough.

“Nice, Yara.” She turns slightly. “Ember?”

I glance over—Ember, the one I've noticed all night. Second youngest, maybe twenty. Not her first retreat, clearly. I sense she and Ninette have quite some history already. Ember stands, and her eyes flick to me with gentle anticipation, as if she knows something extraordinary is about to happen.

“Come here, girls.“

We move to the center on instinct. I kneel, and Ember kneels facing me, close enough that our knees almost touch. I have no idea how to act, just wait for Ninette’s instructions.

“Ember has a special gift, try to connect with her,” Ninette instructs. “And you'll tell me what happens, Yara, okay?”

I smile nervously, and Ember’s eyes are already fixed on me. She leans in slowly, coming close to hug me. My body shivers as her arms wrap around me—warm, solid. I don’t react, as Ember and Ninette clearly know what they are doing.

I sink helplessly into the hug. Ember’s warmth feels sincere and loving, though I can’t explain why. Her embrace starts still, but as time passes, it deepens until I can't tell where I end and she begins. My mind has questions, but they dissolve as the hug becomes all-consuming.

The circle's breathing grows heavy, supportive, like they're holding space for whatever magic is unfolding.

Energy surges—waves of heat rolling through us, up and down, left and right. Some of them pulse straight to my center, tingling between my legs. Oh God. I feel Ember’s heart beat, but the tingle builds, growing larger than everything else, embarrassing and undeniable.

Ember’s calm is grounding me, but her eternal, limitless hug of pure love—makes me feel something in all the wrong places. Am I getting aroused? Right here, before all these strangers? What if they notice?

My pussy starts pulsing and panic flickers. The nirvana fractures into restlessness like a house of cards. The hug feels suddenly too much, and I want to escape the humiliation.

“Okay,” Ninette says as if sensing my inner turmoil.

Ember releases me gently. Her eyes are wet, tears shining, but she's smiling blissfully. What is going on? I feel so exposed right now.

“Wow, that was intense,” Ninette says, and the circle exhales in relief. “What happened, Yara? How did that feel for you?“

I’m lost for words. “Like the whole universe hugged me.“

Everyone laughs warmly, the tension dissolving.

“Sure looked like it,” Ninette says, grinning. More laughter. “Something disturbed the hug in the end. Was it the mind?”

“I don't know... it all snowballed into something too big…” I say, trying to avoid the arousal part of the experience.

“Right.” She turns to Ember. “What are you picking up on?”

Ember's still floating, eyes dreamy. “Mmm… She awakened her Yoni, she let me deep.”

“I saw that. Can you lead her deeper?” Ninette suggests with a spark that sends a thrill through me.

Yoni? Deeper? My heart races. How do they know?

“Ember has a great gift,” Ninette reassures me. “Her softness is endless, but firm and safe. You can go as deep as you feel, and if it's too much, just stop. Okay?”

“What will we do?” I ask, voice small. “Hug again?”

“Something like that.” Ninette smiles, placing her warm palm on my lower back, to yank me forward.

Ember leans back onto her hands, spreading her legs slowly. Her dark green leggings stretch taut, the soft outline of her mound clear in the soft dark.

“Just like this,” Ninette says, guiding my thighs apart to mirror Ember. She has no idea how embarrassing this feels—damn these leggings!

What is even going on? Why are we having our thighs spread so widely? Like we’re going to touch with our pussies?

“Your heart energy flowed well,” Ninette explains calmly, “but your sexual energy kept trying to interfere. Get closer.”

“Do we need to touch?” I whisper, as Ember’s crotch nears mine. It’s already too close—dangerously close.

“Yes. Make a deep connection, okay? As far as it goes.“

Ember breathes long, steady exhales, grounding herself. I can't speak. I glance around—the women watch with melting, envious expressions, as if we're doing something sacred they crave.

“Make sure you don't squeeze any pelvic muscles,” Ninette says, hand still on my lower back, pushing gently forward. “Make it flow fully.“

“Oh?” is all I manage, trembling as I obey.

There's no time to think. Ember shifts closer, and then—contact.

Her pussy presses against mine through the thin fabric, warm and yielding. I freeze, every nerve alight.

“Gosh,” I breathe.

“Yes, Ember truly has a gift,” says Ninette like she knows how extraordinary her pussy feels on me.

Ember takes over, circling slowly—tiny, deliberate movements. Her eyes lock on mine again, that devastating stare stripping me bare.

Okay, this is insane! I have her pussy pressed on mine, like we’re kissing—but on some higher, god level. I could freak out by how strange this is, but having this mystical girl pressed against my core like this, is overwhelmingly beautiful.

“No squeezing,” Ninette reminds. “Relax your pelvis, your butt completely on the ground.”

I realize how tense I am and let go, sinking down. Ember presses deeper, her warmth enveloping me. It feels... effortless now. Perfect. Warm, heavy, and so perfect.

“Yes, that's more like it.”

“Ohhh,” a trembling exhale escapes me. Everyone must see how undone I am, but I don't care. Her pussy is so warm, so soft against me—the most exquisite pressure I've ever felt. Combined with her eyes, it's unraveling me in the most beautiful way.


CHAPTER 2

“Anyone else feels this?” Ninette asks, her voice carrying softly across the circle, and immediately noises rise—gentle gasps, deeper sighs, even quiet moans that seem to come from several women at once, making the whole space feel charged, alive.

“You hear this, Yara? This is how far your energy reaches.”

“My energy?” I exhale, letting out a small, confused laugh, but it’s hard to concentrate on anything else because Ember’s pussy is right there against me, growing hotter and hotter with every passing second.

Ember is breathing heavily now, clearly trying to hold back her own moans, sending out this silent but powerful flow of pure sexual energy. I feel it erupting into me, tingling in ways I never even imagined were possible, awakening sensations deep inside that make everything feel almost overwhelming.

“It’s your energy, Yara. Mixing with Ember’s. And there’s a lot of it, as we all recognize—time to give yourself some credit.”

“Oh, shit,” I whisper slowly, my exhale coming out long and breathy, almost sounding like a moan itself.

I must be completely soaked down there. I look into Ember’s eyes again, and she’s still so determined, pressing gently into me, giving and receiving at the same time in this perfect connection. Please, let her be as wet as I am—let her be feeling this intensity just as strongly as it’s hitting me.

“Ember, how does it feel?” Ninette asks in that soft, guiding voice.

“She’s such a beautiful soul,” Ember murmurs without breaking eye contact, gazing at me like I’m the one who’s sacred here, like I am the goddess in this moment.

“Oh, come on!” I exclaim, feeling a mix of annoyance and embarrassment. Are they just playing with me? Or do I really carry some kind of sexual energy that everyone else can see—except me?

And right then, staring into Ember’s surrendered eyes, feeling our centers pulse together in this slow, steadily building rhythm through the thin fabric between us, I start to believe it. Okay, maybe I do have all this sexual energy inside me, waiting to finally come out. Now what? Should I do something with it?

I gently push back against her, and even that small change in angle makes me acutely aware of how soaked I’ve become—there’s almost a soft, wet sound as my pussy shifts, slick against the fabric and so ready.

“Ohhh,” Ember lets out, and it’s the first sound she can’t fully control.

She looks at me with a new intensity in her eyes, like she’s accepting some kind of unspoken challenge. I’m not here to compete, not with this girl who’s becoming more and more gorgeous with every passing second, the one who’s guiding me through this unexpected sexual awakening.

But Ember seems to have a different idea. She uses just a bit more of her weight, pushing harder, and her pussy presses more firmly against mine—the pressure right around my clit makes me see little sparks, makes everything feel even more sweet.

My breathing becomes frantic, ragged, and suddenly I feel so completely surrendered to her, even my arms lower as she rises slightly above me, like she’s making this gentle but clear conquering move over my body.

“Easy, Ember,” Ninette says softly, as if trying to calm a hungry lioness before she devours her prey.

Ember’s pussy is now burning hot against me, her juices starting to leak through the thin fabric, mixing with mine in this intimate, slippery way, and she just keeps that perfect, fatal contact like her life depends on it. Her pressure is all-consuming, ruining me, her energy flowing so strongly into me.

It’s impossible to focus on anything else now except this complete energetic rush that’s flooding through every part of me, preparing every cell in my body for a climax that I know I can’t escape.

“Hrrraaa,” Ember growls in this slow, deep exhale that sounds like she’s barely suppressing her own release, but I’m the one who pays the price for it—her sound alone strips away whatever control I had left, shatters me completely, and pushes me straight into an orgasm I could never have been ready for.

“Don’t break the contact,” Ninette instructs calmly, as if she knows this is the very last second where I can still understand human words before I dissolve into pure sensation.

“Ahhh!” I moan loudly as I melt into this energetic release, a wet, fluid orgasm that I feel spreading all over my body, through every limb, every breath.

There’s so much moaning around me now, but I can’t tell if it’s all just echoing in my head or if this is some kind of collective climax.

I forget how to breathe properly as the endless sensations keep washing over me in waves, and my muscles start to fail, my body sinking toward the ground—but Ember adjusts with me, keeps pressing her wet leggings gently against my now devastated clit, as if she’s determined to own every last tremor, every bit of my pleasure.

“Enough,” Ninette says gently, but Ember doesn’t stop—her slick leggings still on mine, pressing even harder.

She rubs her wet heat against me, pleasuring herself and prolonging my sensations with a pace that feels more and more uncontrolled and desperate.

“Ahhh!”

I collapse to the floor, my pussy spasming over and over, my body twitching helplessly, waiting for her mercy to finally stop this overwhelming pleasure.

“Ember!” Ninette calls sharper, and only then does Ember finally retreat, saving me at the very last second from drowning entirely in this orgasmic chaos.

I stay lying on the floor, shaking, my body still twitching in aftershocks that feel almost as intense as the full climax itself. I hear heavy breathing all around the circle, lingering moans, and yes—if there really is such a thing as sexual energy, the air is absolutely thick with it now.

Ember kneels back into her original position, waiting silently, composed again. Ninette sits next to me, eyes closed, chanting something soft and melodic. It feels like a prayer to bring my soul back to my body, because right now it’s still floating somewhere between realities.

“Yara,” she says softly after a moment, “sit.”

Her calm, gentle command is all I need to find my way back, and surprisingly I sit up easily—my body still tingling everywhere, but somehow full of new energy, a different kind of strength, like having that orgasm actually gave me power instead of taking it away.

I look around, smoothing my hair, and while one part of me wants to feel embarrassed, there’s a much bigger part that feels like I’ve just claimed something important, something I can never lose now.

“Look at her,” Ninette says to the circle.

Everyone is still trying to compose themselves, breaths slowing, faces flushed.

“She’s beaming—look at her face,” she smiles, and now she’s looking at me with this new warmth, almost attraction, like my face has somehow become irresistibly beautiful in her eyes.

Everyone around us laughs lightly, a soft, warm sound, like some final tension has been released from the air, and we all ease back into whatever we were doing before.

“Well done, Yara—this was exceptional.”

“Thank you very much,” I reply, my lungs filling deeply with air as my eyes automatically search for Ember’s—the girl who just gave me this incredible gift.

“Would you share what you experienced?”

“Um? Well… I… came hard,” I say honestly, and strong laughter erupts around the circle, Ember only smiling at me with that seductive, knowing look.

“That’s wonderful, Yara,” Ninette laughs warmly, “anything else besides that? What happened when you and Ember… connected?”

“I have no idea,” I smile, still feeling a bit dazed. “Something started flowing, something big, and unstoppable.”

“Yes? And what was that?”

“Ember’s energy—there was so much of it, I couldn’t take it all in.”

“Is that so? What do you say, Ember?”

Ember’s eyes meet mine for a long moment, then shift to Ninette. “She was very strong—I barely handled it.”

“You hear this, Yara?” She looks at me like there’s something important I’m missing.

“I mean, I get it, we were exchanging energy…” I start, thinking I could continue, but my words just stop there.

“Was the exchange one-way, or two-way?” Ninette asks, directing the question not just to me but to Ember and the whole circle.

Everyone waits patiently, like there’s a correct answer I’m supposed to know.

“Two-way?” I mutter uncertainly, but I don’t really believe it. Ember basically blasted me—don’t tell me it was equal, that I gave her anywhere near the same!

“Well, I don’t know,” Ninette says in a gently mocking tone, “Ember, what would you say? Did you feel anything?”

The circle starts whispering softly, and it becomes a little awkward for a moment.

“I felt a lot, and I still feel it,” Ember says, turning back to me with those reassuring eyes. “Yara, I’ve done this quite a few times—it’s never been this intense. Not even close.”

“Okay,” I smile shyly, “but what does this all mean?”

Ninette stands and gestures for me to return to my place in the circle. “We’ll be working on that some more tonight. You’re a tough cookie.”

I go back to my spot, too embarrassed to ask any more questions. Why is everyone acting like I didn’t experience it correctly? I was the one right there in the center—not them—I know exactly what happened!


CHAPTER 3

The night continues, and every woman eventually makes her own emotional break-through. What happened to me earlier was the only truly sexual moment of the entire event so far, and I can’t help feeling a bit like some kind of pervert who came here just to… I don’t even know—climax right there in front of everyone?

I push those embarrassing thoughts away, trying instead to focus on what Ninette told me earlier. I should give myself some more credit for what’s going on. Ha ha, whatever that actually means.

After three deeply intense hours, we are finally allowed to take a break and mingle a little. I slip away to a hammock by the trees, a little secluded spot near the edge of the forest—cute and decorated like everything else here, with soft lights twinkling gently.

I lie back and stare up at the trees; numerous little lights make the branches seem magical, glowing softly in the warm summer night. A deep feeling of calm envelopes me, wrapping around my body and mind, making me so happy that I’m here experiencing all of this. What a crazy, yet deeply beautiful night.

I hear careful footsteps approaching, almost hesitant.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” the first woman says softly, and the other one seems to be behind her mainly for moral support. “I’m Maya, and I want to give you… a little something.”

She hands me a delicate flower wreath, woven with care.

“Oh, gosh,” I say, genuinely touched—it’s the most beautiful thing. “This is for me?”

“Yes—your… Cosmic Kiss, it was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. I thought it must be celebrated, honored in some small way.”

“Well, thank you,” I smile widely, trying to suppress a little laugh of joy. “Ha ha, Cosmic Kiss?”

“Yeah, ha ha—so beautiful. Thank you so much for that; it was exceptional, truly an eye-opening experience for me.”

The woman behind her giggles softly and nods, like she’s happy her friend found the courage to approach me.

I place the wreath gently on my head, and they both absolutely love how it looks.

“You are so beautiful,” Maya says, her voice full of sincerity. “An old soul, but so young at the same time. I just can’t decide what to make of you. I could just… watch you for hours.”

My cheeks flush warmly—I can feel that her compliment is completely genuine, and the way she smiles at me in the soft darkness sends all sorts of gentle, tingling feelings.

“Thank you, Maya. Please, girls, don’t make a big deal of what happened—you are all such beautiful people. I hate feeling exposed like I’m something special here. I guess I’m just young and still need to learn a few things—from all of you.”

“Learn… well,” Maya says quietly, her eyes dropping to the ground for a moment. “I would rather learn from you, if that’s ever… a possibility.”

“Learn from me?”

“Uh, so, I mean—if you ever want to show anyone what you did there… I would be happy to learn from you.”

Holy shit.

“Emm… Maya? What do you mean exactly?”

“That Yoni Kiss, Yara. I’d love to try it.”

Oh, god, this can’t actually be happening. This woman wants my pussy energy too?

“Maya…” I begin, but something inside stops me from saying no.

Ninette’s earlier words come back strongly—how I tend to block life from happening, how I don’t open myself to opportunities, always staying on the sideline just observing.

“Well, do you mean… like right now?”

Fuck, I really just said that out loud.

“Oh, wow, Yara—yes, please!”

My god, there’s no turning back now, is there?

I look at her more carefully, and she really is captivating in her own unique way. Not exactly like a girl from a magazine cover, but her face is beautiful in a very special, real way. Her shoulders are so sexy—wide and strong, like she has real muscle there—and there’s some long floral tattoo curving across her skin. And now that she made this flower wreath just for me… I am more than willing to share a little more of whatever this sexual energy is.

“How old are you?” I ask her with a small giggle, because it’s strange watching them act like I’m the experienced one here.

“I’m twenty-seven,” Maya replies quietly, as if afraid the age gap might be too much for me.

I’m not entirely sure about this. But she’s so cute, being all embarrassed in front of me. “How do we even do this? Do we need to hide somewhere?”

“I don’t know—maybe behind the bush,” she says, sounding like she’s already thought it through. “I don’t think anyone will notice.”

She looks so ready now, and that eagerness makes her even more magnetic. My pussy starts pulsing wildly again, and we haven’t even touched yet. If there’s feminine energy rising in me, it’s definitely moving double speed now just from the idea of us hiding behind the bush and getting intimate.

“I have a blanket,” the second woman says quickly as soon as she sees me glancing at the ground.

“You girls are crazy,” I smile, and quietly take a few steps behind the bush.

They follow me eagerly, and as soon as we’re out of sight, the blanket is spread on the ground, and Maya’s hands are already under her light summer dress, pulling her panties down smoothly.

“Oh, right…” I mutter as the realization hits—we’re doing this completely naked down there.

Skin on skin—my God, how naughty and exciting that sounds. Look at me—I’ve never even seriously thought about being with a girl before, and now I’m at a camp where women want to exchange sexual energy with me, pussy directly on pussy.

I pull down my leggings too, feeling my pussy already warm and anticipating what’s coming. It’s almost unbelievable to think that soon I’m going to feel real flesh, another woman’s pussy, and she chose me to guide her through this.

“Can I stay, or…” the other girl asks hesitantly.

What the hell—this is going to be intense and weird either way. “Stay,” I breathe with a smile, and she sits down quietly, trying not to show just how happy she is about it. I like her too, she’s pretty.

Maya and I are both naked from the waist down now, and the way she looks at me—smiling so warmly, eyes wide with anticipation—makes my pussy pulse with pure joy. We step into a hug, and she’s so warm, so soft, her scent something exciting and maybe even a little forbidden.

Her top is slightly damp from the warm night, and her breasts sink gently into mine through the fabric—it feels so nice, and I immediately sense this deep connection, this love between fellow women.

“Sisters,” I whisper softly, and her chest hitches with emotion.

She rests her cheek against mine, and it’s burning hot—that’s how excited she is. My breathing becomes faster, and my hands grow greedy on her back, slipping under the open sides of her dress to feel her warm, slightly damp skin.

Her breath catches as I nibble my lips gently along her cheek, pausing for a second, letting her know I’m ready for a kiss.

I feel her tremble—she’s holding back, maybe afraid of what I’d think. I’m scared of guiding a girl so much older than me, but I have no choice. I kiss her mouth softly at first, showing her it’s safe, then offering my tongue more eagerly.

Her grip tightens around me as we start kissing passionately, her warm belly pressing against mine—and it’s such a wonderful, intimate feeling to have her heated body sinking into me like this.

My hands slide down to her behind as our kiss deepens even more—now we’re truly making out, exchanging warm breaths, tongues dancing, and I can hear her friend breathing heavily as she watches us.

“Oh, wow, this felt like—” Maya says breathlessly as we finally break apart, both gasping for air.

“Like it meant so much, right?” I reply, feeling too excited for my own good.

This was my first ever real kiss with a girl, and already I want so much more. Maya’s mouth felt like a warm source of pure love, her scent so new and completely enticing.

I let her go gently, guiding her down onto the blanket.

I sit the same way I did earlier with Ember, waiting until her eyes catch mine, and then I slowly spread my legs wide, offering myself.

“My god,” she exhales softly, her eyes dropping lower immediately, like she’s been dying to see my pussy this whole time.

I giggle quietly, not sure what to think exactly. She looks like she’s here to worship me, and I’m not going to lie—it feels amazing. Maybe she just believes everything Ninette said about me, or maybe… Maybe I really do have the kind of feminine fire she’s craving.

“You certainly have the energy I like,” I tell her sincerely as she spreads her legs too—her pussy framed by soft, short dark hair, looking so warm and soft, like a perfect place for my shaved skin to meet.

“Oh, Yara, please—I’m in heaven,” she laughs, sounding like this is a miracle she never dared to fully dream of. “I can already feel you.”

“Come closer,” I tell her softly, inviting her completely with my exposed center, making my burning energy fully available to her.

And she does—her legs brush against mine as she climbs gently into my embrace, mounts me carefully, and finally… contact.

Her warm, soft fur presses against my bare skin, and we both hitch sharply as our heats mix for the first time. Her velvety pussy awakens some really raw, deep feelings in me—combined with her strong, muscular body, it makes my arousal grow even faster, juices flowing freely.

“You’re so deliciously sculpted,” I tell her, doing my best to feel and appreciate every little inch of her soft hair that’s tingling against my sensitive skin.

“I’m dying,” her friend says quietly, her eyes wide open in awe.

Maya is visibly shocked for a moment, almost speechless as her pussy hovers just over mine, as if she’s afraid to press fully. So I take the lead again, leaning in slightly, and we collide once more.

“Oh, so hot… your pussy’s so hot, Maya!”

“You are burning, Yara!”

We both laugh softly, breathlessly, as we gently press more into each other—and I immediately feel warm slick wetness, probably hers mixing with mine already.

“Ohhh,” she exhales, long and needy, and I try to figure out what to do next.

Do I concentrate purely on the energy? Do I try to make her come? Or do I just let everything go?

She closes her eyes briefly, then opens them again, looking at me eagerly, waiting for whatever comes next. I feel like I should do something, so I mimic what Ember did earlier—I lift myself just a little, pressing down on her from above with gentle weight.

I use a bit of my body weight, and the effect is immediate, powerful.

“Oh, fuck!” Maya gasps softly, and yes—it really is a beautiful, overwhelming feeling being pressed into her warmth like this, our slickness mixing so deliciously.

“I could do this all night,” I tell her, my face serious now as our connection starts to deepen, to burn hotter.

“I feel you so good, Yara—little butterfly! You’re a pussy goddess!”

I start laughing softly at that, but she doesn’t—she’s suddenly too immersed, too focused on our intimate exchange to joke.

I start circling slowly, very gently. We produce quiet, soft wet rubbing sounds as her hips begin to move against me in response, and our clits kiss softly through her naughty hair.

Her friend watches us without moving a muscle, completely absorbed—and then I hear soft steps approaching from behind her. Someone is coming, and I would panic, but right now I’m too lost in Maya, too deep in the sensation of her hairy pussy becoming wetter and wetter.

“Oh, look at that,” a soft whisper says, and it’s Ninette, gently joining our little space, slowly sitting down right next to Maya’s friend.

“Audience,” I gasp with a breathless smile, and I see Maya’s cheeks flush even deeper as she closes her eyes for a moment, like closing them could make Ninette disappear.

“Eyes,” I tell her, softly but firmly, and she opens them on command, connecting back with me fully, rubbing her pussy back into mine with renewed focus.

I can sense how satisfied Ninette is with what she’s seeing. She puts her arm around Maya’s friend comfortably, like old friends watching something beautiful together.

“Yes, Yara,” she says warmly, “finally living your mission. Make it flow—relax your pelvis completely.”

“Right,” I say, my breath trembling as I notice how tense I’ve been holding myself. So I consciously relax, and an immediate wave of release shoots through me directly into Maya—our hot pussies almost sparking with the intensity.

“Ahhh,” she moans softly.

“See?” Ninette says gently. “No rubbing—just a real, deep Yoni kiss, making true space for the energy to flow freely.”

I lean back on my hands so my hips can relax to the maximum, and yes—I can actually feel the energy flowing now, pure and strong. Maya is breathing heavily, as if she’s trying hard to postpone the inevitable, and it’s almost surreal to realize that I’m the one doing this to her.

I turn my gaze to Ninette, and there’s her nose buried gently in Maya’s friend’s hair, but her eyes are locked deeply on mine. It is in this exact moment that I truly notice what a gorgeous woman she is. Older—yes—but so irresistibly alluring. And as she looks into my eyes so intensely, I suddenly feel terribly connected to her.

“I didn’t know…” I say softly, and she understands completely what I mean.

She kisses the girl’s cheek lightly while still staring at me, like her eyes are telling me I’ve been an idiot for not seeing our mutual attraction much sooner.

“Ohhh, Yara,” Maya moans again, but I don’t break eye contact with Ninette yet—this spectacular woman whose aura is now shining so brightly.

She starts kissing the girl more—softly, innocently at first, but her eyes keep checking back with me, holding that connection.

“Fuck… Oh, fffuck…” Maya sobs quietly, and I completely understand—this much sexual energy moving at once is hard to handle.

If she’s feeling even a fraction of what I’m suddenly feeling for Ninette, then she has every right to be heading toward orgasm. I press a little harder on her, rub gently for a moment, and she starts gasping for air, squirming softly like a puppet on strings.

I look at her delicious strong shoulders, and I feel my own pussy dripping from our intimate exchange. Her thighs tremble visibly, and there’s so much wetness on her pussy now that we start making soft wet sounds together—and we don’t care at all who hears.

Meanwhile, Ninette’s kisses on the woman beside her show clear signs of her own arousal—her breathing deeper—and her hand finds the girl’s full, springy breasts, which spill easily out of the loose dress. No bra, as fits any natural sister in our spiritual circle.

Oh, this is so intimate, so thrilling—now I’m watching two other women make love right in front of me, while my pussy stays pressed and mixed with Maya’s.

“You’re a talent,” Ninette says to me with quiet admiration, and right then Maya starts coming wildly—spasming gently under my touch as I press just a little harder, my smooth pussy lips enveloping her soaked, hairy mound.

It’s all such a beautiful, huge, slippery mess—I don’t even know exactly who I desire most in this moment. Maya feels so perfect against my pussy, Ninette looks like someone I could completely lose myself in, and the girl she’s kissing—her naked breasts are undoing me in a way I can’t even explain.

“Oh, shit,” I hear myself say softly as I watch Maya tremble and shatter beneath me, and suddenly a gentle but powerful wave crashes over me too, carrying me straight into pleasure.

“G-gggod!” I mutter quietly, softly pushing and grinding into Maya’s wet core as tears come to her eyes—she’s watching me come right on her pussy, our femininities mixing so deeply, so sinfully.

My belly is burning with a powerful energy that wants—needs—to be released, and by the confused, overwhelmed look on Maya’s face, it’s flowing very abundantly into her pussy right now.

Our breathing gradually starts to lose intensity, and the sharp pleasure slowly dissolves into the wider, calmer energy field around us, finally taking the intense focus away from our overheated pussies.

“Wow,” Ninette says with a soft sigh as she stands, “Thank you, girls—this was otherworldly, exceptionally beautiful. Thank you so much for letting me be part of it.”

My mouth can’t quite form words yet—I’m still deep in pleasant aftershocks and don’t have the full capacity to think clearly—but something strong inside me hopes she isn’t going far. My feminine energy is now fully alive, awakened, and it wants to meet this powerful woman too, to explore and mix with hers.

Wait, I’m already eyeing on my next target? What exactly is going on with me? Why am I suddenly craving Ninette so much?

Maya lies resting on the ground for a little longer, and I gently retreat, just like Ember did after she took my energetic virginity earlier. I sit back, legs crossed, waiting for her to collect herself, smiling softly at her cute friend who looks visibly touched by everything that just happened.

I feel like I truly did something now—not just observing or receiving, but actively giving the energy—and yet I still have plenty more to share. Maya finally looks at me, sits up slowly, and her eyes thank me like I’ve just given her the greatest gift.

“Yara, I will never forget this—this was just the most beautiful thing in my entire life,” her lips whisper as she tries to fix her messy hair.

“Please don’t thank me, Maya—it was equally beautiful for me, truly.”

As she smooths her hair, her exposed armpits and beautifully shaped torso send fresh tingles through my body, reminding me that I am nowhere near fully satisfied yet.

Shit, I really have too much of something powerful moving in me now. I just didn’t realize until now that it wanted to be expressed in such a sexual way.

We three all stand slowly and share a warm group hug. I can feel Maya longing for another deep kiss, but she doesn’t quite gather the courage to initiate it. I’m fine with that—because we need to keep our boundaries clear. We’re not becoming lovers; we’re sisters who share and exchange the love energy of the universe.

Maya and her friend slowly walk away, footsteps soft in the night, and I gently wipe my pussy with my hand, only now fully realizing just how soaked and slick I am.

This is completely crazy. I feel awakened, truly alive—a new version of myself who can let go and have pleasure without hesitation. And now my desires are becoming clearer, more focused—and there is just one soul I truly want next: Ninette.

She is the one who started all of this, who showed me my secret powers, and I feel like there’s a deep connection between us that’s eagerly waiting to be explored. The way she kissed that girl earlier—something in me strongly craves to be in her place, to have my breasts in Ninette’s powerful hands, to feel the tender strength of such a striking woman.

But she’s too old, isn’t she? Probably around my mom’s age. I mean, I have no trouble looking past that right now, but—who am I to spark any interest in her? How could I possibly be in her league? And yet, I’m determined to get closer to her; there’s just no other way.

A light bell rings softly in the distance, and I realize the second part of the ceremony is starting soon.


CHAPTER 4

We sit in the circle, and now Ninette is one of us too. I’ve placed myself close to her—just two women between us—and I like it this way, because I can see her better than if I were right next to her. I can see every movement of her beautiful arms, every expression on her face. God, her face keeps growing more beautiful by the second in my eyes. How could I miss her beauty before? And how the hell am I going to survive if she rejects me?

“Dear sisters, it is time to connect with our Mother. We ask her to draw us into her field and fill us with her life, just as she has since the beginning of time.”

Ninette’s words are loving, full of some erotic charge that I hadn’t noticed before. While explaining, she sometimes looks straight into my eyes, as if all of this is just for me.

“We will close our eyes and open our senses. It won’t be strange at all if you start to feel tingling somewhere from below,” she says with a sweet smile, and the whole circle laughs softly, as if magic is a completely normal thing tonight.

Butterflies riot in my stomach, a frantic swirl of need—I crave her closeness with every fiber of my being. Suddenly, I’m completely obsessed with her body too. Her tanned skin is covered in delicate tattoos and adorned with spiritual jewelry—beads, crystals, and pendants.

Her age doesn't even matter anymore; I see her as a sister, a fellow spirit who needs and gives love. But her posture—so upright from years of yoga and dance—everything about her just feels impossibly sexy to me now.

“Take a deep breath and hold it,” she says calmly, “then close your eyes and… a long exhale.”

We close our eyes, and Ninette guides us through the breathing exercise that leaves me dizzy, completely losing any sense of time. When we finish, patterns appear behind my closed eyelids, and I feel warmth rising from the ground, as if we’ve truly called energy up from the earth.

Tingling gathers in my belly, like thousands of little sparks, as Ninette begins a light shamanic chant. Her voice carries me away—and at the same time, waves start rising from the earth, like energetic tendrils reaching up, trying to claim me.

It all becomes a little frightening, but at the same time, it's incredibly exciting. Something in me wants to believe it’s all possible. The vibrations from the ground are growing stronger, settling deep in my crotch. Thick, invisible roots rise from the earth, teasing my skin, probing—almost insisting on entry. The absurdity of it pulls a breathless laugh from me, and for a moment, I dare to open my eyes.

I see Ninette singing with such pure grace, the most beautiful smile stretching across her lips—she’s completely surrendered to the moment. I close my eyes again, and in the rhythm of her chant the roots from the earth become more persistent. The energy in my belly tickles unbearably, heat building in my pussy, and I clench it tightly, as if trying to block the path before anything penetrates deeper.

My breathing quickens—Ninette? Are you doing this to me?

I can’t shake the feeling that Ninette is sending tingling straight into me through the earth. Everything is just too perfectly synchronized to be a coincidence. The rhythm of her chanting matches my breathing exactly, and in that same cadence, the waves hit me—washing over me and filling me with something I can’t describe.

My breathing deepens, and it’s actually starting to feel like arousal. Am I getting wet again? There’s this hungry, insatiable feeling in my pussy, and I clench again, trying to block the energy one more time.

I open my eyes, and Ninette is looking straight at me—her eyes pleading, heavy with meaning, as if trying to shatter my guard.

Fuck! Ninette, you're literally a witch! How are you doing this?

“Powerful, ancient roots of life—feel them,” Ninette says calmly, “claim the energy of Mother Nature.”

I clench my teeth so I don’t let out a sound. The whole circle has their eyes closed—only Ninette and I are staring at each other while I’m losing it right in front of her, trembling as if an orgasm is nearing.

“Breathe, Yara. And hold it in,” she says softly, then closes her eyes, concentrating.

I quietly whimper, trying to sit upright even as the tingling tries to lay me flat on the ground, to let the earth take me.

The energy suddenly drops—Ninette’s version of mercy, I suppose. Her eyes scan the rest of the circle, but my hunger just keeps building. I’ve never felt such a raw, carnal need for anyone in my life. Did she just touch me through the ground? Or am I losing my mind?

I know only one thing—I want her! I want her pussy all to myself, and I’d kill for the chance to finally touch her.

But how? Do I just stand up and ask her to take me aside and fuck me? As horny as I am right now, even that isn’t out of the question.

I look around, and I’m sure no one in the circle has the slightest idea what just happened. All these women have successfully connected with the earth, but none of them just had sex with Ninette through the ground. That much is clear.

Ninette clears her throat softly, and everyone listens attentively.

“Okay, everyone,” she begins, and her voice is a little breathy, “As you’ve all felt, our sexual energies are running high tonight.”

The circle erupts in soft laughter, a release of tension. Women nod, exchanging knowing glances.

My heart races—is she talking about me?

“Tonight is special, and I thank you for that. I’ve gone deeper than I normally do, but it feels right for this circle. We aren’t stopping yet, though. What comes next… it’s not for everyone. If you need to step away, please feel free to do so. This space must remain sacred for those of us who stay, okay?”

The words hang heavy in the night air. No one moves. Not a single woman stirs.

Anticipation throbs in the air, thick and alive. My own pulse roars in my ears, deafening. What is she planning? My mind races, but I don’t dare hope too much.

Ninette smiles faintly, nodding in approval at our stillness. “Since the stars are aligned tonight, and we have our little butterfly here—opening a new chapter in her life, teaching us all how to open our senses—I’d like to lead a tantric session.”

Holy fuck!

“To explore further the potential of her god-like femininity.”

God-like? Someone wake me up!

Her eyes turn to me, locking on with an intensity that steals my breath completely. “Of course, only with everyone’s consent. Especially yours, Yara.”

I’m dying. My lips go instantly dry, my throat closing up. The world narrows to just her gaze—deep, inviting, knowing.

Me? A tantric session centered on me? With her? What does that even mean?

The circle waits, breaths held.

“Yes. I consent,” I whisper, because the fire inside me won’t let me say anything else.

I can feel the excitement of the whole group as Ninette’s smile widens, warm and approving. “Beautiful. I’ll need two volunteers for this. Ember, and—you.” Ninette points to Maya’s friend.

Oh gosh, it’s like Ninette is reading my mind. She chose the two girls I’d have chosen myself. Maya’s friend, I’ve felt so much for her ever since I saw Ninette kissing her. And Ember? That petite sexy thing, I want more of her too.

“What’s your name, gorgeous?” Ninette asks as they approach.

“I’m Melissa,” Maya’s friend replies. Her warmth is immediately palpable as she settles next to me, her figure softly rounded and so inviting.

“How old are you, Melissa?” Ninette asks, while Ember sits on my other side.

“I’m thirty-six,” she says, and I’m shocked. She’s twice my age, but looks so much younger!

My chest tingles from sheer excitement. I don’t care about anyone’s age anymore—I just want to explore, and feel as much as I possibly can.


CHAPTER 5

Ninette kneels at my feet, her long dress pooling around her like a waterfall, those deep eyes locking onto mine.

“Yara, little butterfly,” she murmurs, her voice low and intimate, like we’re the only two people here. “We’re going to honor our femininity tonight. Celebrate it! True Yoni worship. We’ll open you fully, let the energy flow without restraint. Are you ready to receive this gift?”

Oh my God, this sounds so naughty.

My heart pounds so hard I can feel it in my throat. “Yes,” I breathe, the word coming out shaky but certain. God, yes!

“My sweet spirit,” Ninette says, and the praise sends a fresh wave of heat straight to my core. “Melissa, Ember—help our butterfly lie back. Make her comfortable.”

They guide me gently down onto the soft blanket that’s been placed in the center, my back sinking into the earth.

“Strip her,” Ninette says softly, her voice dropping lower, more commanding. “Let’s free our butterfly completely.”

Melissa and Ember start peeling off my top, and I would panic if it wasn’t all for Ninette. I feel more and more exposed, but also safe, and the sweet ache is so much bigger than any kind of fear. My leggings come off as the girls work together with reverent care.

Hands brush my skin—warm palms sliding over the side of my breasts, my hips, my thighs—until I’m completely naked, lying under the soft lights and summer stars.

“Beautiful,” Ninette says with fire in her eyes. “Hold her hands above her head.”

Melissa takes my left hand, Ember my right, interlacing our fingers before stretching my arms above my head. Their grip is loving but firm, anchoring me gently. They hold me open, vulnerable, but it feels safe, ceremonial, like I’m being offered to something divine.

“Now her legs, sisters,” Ninette instructs, her tone calm but laced with something hungrier now. “Spread her wide for me. Let her beautiful Yoni shine.”

Melissa and Ember shift, each using their free arm to hook under one of my knees, pulling my thighs apart slowly, deliberately. I can feel how wet I am as they open me fully, the cool night air brushing my exposed center like a lover’s breath. I feel utterly displayed, my pussy pulsing under everyone’s gaze, but I’m way too far gone to feel any shame—the horny thrill of being part of something this big is just short-circuiting my brain.

“Look at her,” Ninette whispers, almost to herself, her eyes darkening as she stares between my legs. “So perfect. So ripe. I’ve been hearing all night the calling of your divine energy, Yara. You have no idea how alluring you are and now I’m going to show you the effect you have on me. I’m defenseless to your charms, barely handling it.”

The confession makes my breath catch. She’s been wanting me? This powerful woman, this goddess who’s guided us all—barely containing herself?

“Beautiful,” Ninette breathes, leaning closer, inspecting my pussy with a gaze that’s not spiritual, but rather animal. “Now, sisters—use your mouths freely. Worship her body as she deserves. Start with her breasts… but no nipples yet. Make her pay for her oblivious teasing.”

Melissa and Ember lean in at the same time, their warm breaths ghosting over my skin. Melissa’s lips find the curve of my left breast, kissing gently around the swell, tracing slow circles with her tongue. My God, I can’t describe how naughty this feels.

Ember mirrors her on the right, her mouth softer, more exploratory, pressing open-mouthed kisses along the underside. Their hair falls across my chest like silk curtains, and I arch slightly, already aching for more.

“Ohhh,” I exhale, my voice trembling wildly. The sensation is everywhere—their mouths so loving, so devoted, sending sparks straight down to where I’m throbbing.

“That’s it,” Ninette encourages, her voice thicker now, almost husky. “Feel their love, Yara. Feel how your body calls to us. Are your breasts sensitive tonight?”

Another “Ohhh,” is all I manage and in my mind, it sounds like a loud ‘Yes!’

“Look at those firm breasts, so full of that goddess energy. Naughty goddess energy.”

We all laugh lightly and I hear the rest of the circle for the first time, reminding me we’re not alone here. I want to panic, but I have no time.

My nipples harden painfully, begging, but the girls obey Ninette—they avoid the peaks, kissing and licking everywhere else, driving me mad with need.

Ember’s mouth wanders from my areola to the side, planting soft kisses on my exposed armpit—a sensation that inexplicably sets me further ablaze.

Down below, my pussy is on fire. I can feel the heat building, tingling deep inside, like I’m already on the edge of coming just from this exposure—from having my legs so wide for Ninette. I steal a glance downward and find her mouth suspended mere inches above my mound—hovering, inhaling me, worshiping without touch, her warm breath a torment against my skin.

“Ninette…” I whimper, hips shifting involuntarily.

She smiles, slow and wicked. “Such a stunning, naughty little Yoni.”

She buries her face against my slick skin, and I shiver.

A shared, involuntary sigh ripples through the circle—pure, collective desire. But my world narrows to the point of contact, her cheeks gliding over me, her beautiful mouth nearing, teasing my every nerve.

“Now,” Ninette says, her voice dropping to something raw—reverent but filthy. “Sisters—take her nipples. Suck them gently. Show our butterfly what awaits on the other side of her innocent act.”

Melissa and Ember obey instantly, lips closing around my aching peaks at the same moment. The wet heat of their mouths, the gentle suction—it’s perfect, overwhelming. I cry out softly, back arching as pleasure shoots through me like lightning.

“Yes, just like that,” Ninette praises, her eyes fixed on my pussy. “Look how wet she’s getting. Her Yoni is opening for me already… dripping, begging.”

I’m lost in the sensation—their tongues swirling around my nipples, teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp. My pussy clenches around nothing, the tingling so intense I feel like I could come any second.

And then—finally—Ninette’s mouth is on me.

Her tongue touches me first, one long, slow lick from my entrance to my clit, tasting me fully. The contact is shattering.

“Ahhh—fuck!” I moan loudly, hips bucking against the women’s hold.

She doesn’t stop. Her mouth seals over my pussy, tongue delving deep, lapping at my juices like she’s starving. The pleasure explodes—I come hard, instantly, waves crashing through me as my body spasms. Everything whites out. Nothing exists but her mouth.

“Ninette—oh God—I’m coming!”

“Yes, don’t fight the little death, beautiful girl, it’s time,” she murmurs against my clit, the vibration sending me higher. “It’s just one of many, let it go. Gosh, your Yoni… such a powerful taste!”

She keeps licking through my orgasm, gentle but relentless, drawing it out until I’m shaking, tears in my eyes from the intensity.

Melissa and Ember grow bolder now, their own arousal clear. They shift closer, pressing their soft breasts against my body, then my face—one on each side. Melissa’s full, heavy breasts smother me gently, her nipple brushing my lips through her dress. Ember leans in too, offering her smaller, firmer breast, her scent mixing with Melissa’s. I can’t register it all—their scents are so different, yet both so tempting. Ember, that naughty girl turns slightly to drag her damp armpit across my cheek—musky, feminine, intoxicating.

I turn my head instinctively, breathing her in, licking at Ember’s skin, then Melissa’s, lost in the raw sensuality of it. Their moans mix with mine, and Melissa loses it, her lips attacking mine, kissing me with fervor. The circle around us echoes with soft cries, heavy breathing, as if everyone is feeling this collectively.

Ninette doesn’t pause. Her tongue circles my clit faster now, two fingers sliding inside me easily, curling just right.

“I’m here for you, Yara, whenever you’re ready to come again,” she moans between licks. “I want to take you in, drink you, when you let go.”

Shit, I can’t… Her words, mixing with Melissa’s hungry kiss and Ember’s scent on my face—I’m losing my breath in this river of overwhelming sensation.

The second orgasm hits even harder, rolling through me like thunder. Melissa shifts, and I cry out into her breast, sucking her nipple deep as her heavy bosom finally spills free from her dress.

The women’s grip tightens as my body convulses, and Ninette keeps drawing the pleasure out of me, a deep, pulling sensation that reaches all the way into my belly.

“That’s it, more, my little butterfly,” Ninette growls, her voice muffled against me. “What a delicious river of Yoni nectar, are you going to squirt for me?”

Squirt? I can’t do that.

The circle moans louder, a symphony of feminine pleasure, but Ninette ignores it all—focused only on devouring me, yet still her mouth gently gives me a moment to breathe… to find the strength to go on.

“Give me your cute little ecstasy button,” she groans as she adds a third finger, pumping slowly while her tongue flicks relentlessly. Again the pressure builds—fast, unavoidable. Different this time—deeper, fuller.

“I’m going to make you squirt for me,” she says, pulling back just enough to speak, her lips glistening with my wetness. “You’re a dream, Yara. Let go completely on my face. Give it all to me.”

I feel my eyes roll back as Ember and Melissa lean in, both giving me their tongues. Fuck, what is going on, where does this pleasure even end? Am I really having them both in my mouth now?

Ninette’s words are enough to push me over. But with the two girls on my face, their wet kisses mixing with mine, it’s beyond beautiful, erotic, simply devastating. The orgasm crashes like a wave breaking, and suddenly it happens—a hot, wet release gushing out of me, one I never knew I was capable of. Ninette moans with animal hunger as she keeps licking, drinking me in.

“Yes—fuck, yes!” I scream, body arching hard against the women’s hold.

Ninette moans deeply, the sound vibrating through my pussy as she takes every drop. Ember and Melissa lick my mouth, competing for my tongue, their sweet breaths caressing me with those naughty scents.

Only then—when I’m trembling, oversensitive, floating—does Ninette rise.

Her eyes are wild now, pupils blown with lust. She reaches under her long dress, letting the circle witness the dark fabric slide down her legs and drop to the ground.

“Look at her, sisters, what a needy little mess she becomes, when she lets go,” she smiles.

I can just watch, ruined, as Ninette gathers the hem of her dress, pulling it up as she straddles my chest, her back to me, moving backward until her pussy’s hovering right over my face.

Ember and Melissa lean back as if a queen just gave them a silent sign not to ruin her turn.

I have Ninette’s pussy just inches away from my nose now, and I can barely register it. My pussy is still spasming from the intense orgasm, and now this gorgeous, slick Aphrodite’s Yoni is nearing me, ready to smother me with Ninette’s ruthless passion.

Her scent—rich, salty-sweet, unmistakably aroused—floods my senses, thick and heady.

“I need you now, Yara,” she says, voice raw with need. “I’ve held back all night… but I can’t anymore. Taste me while I come with you.”

Come—again?!

She lowers herself onto my mouth, her pussy hot and completely soaked. Her slickness mixes with Ember’s and Melissa’s drool on my face as I lick eagerly, desperately, tongue sliding through her folds as she grinds gently against my mouth.

The sensation of endless arousal pulses through me; it feels like I could pee myself, my pussy so helplessly open, as if I’m unable to clench a single muscle down there.

I feel Melissa and Ember watching, their hands still holding me but softer now—caressing more than restraining. They lean in, kissing each other above me, their soft moans mixing with ours.

Ninette lowers her head, her lips kissing my thighs before finding my pussy again. She rides my tongue with perfect control at first, then faster, losing herself, while her mouth begins a new hot, wet spell of destruction upon me.

“Yes—right there—fuck, your mouth is perfect,” she gasps.

‘Fuck?’ Did she just use that word?

Ninette is clearly losing it, breaking her spiritual character because of me, and I’m going to pass out from the sheer excitement. Her pussy pushes out a sharp burst of air right against my face—the sound of that little slip makes her feel even hotter, even more unfiltered and raw!

“I’m coming… Yara, yes! Ah, you dirty little butterfly… Fuck me with your naughty tongue!”

I keep going, tasting her delicious mature pussy, wishing this would never end. Calling me a dirty little butterfly feels nothing less than spectacular, and I want to give her my everything for that.

“Come with me, baby. Yara, yes, Yara!”

The shared energy surges between us—her clit pulsing against my tongue, my pussy raging from her worship. We come together, her juices flooding my mouth as I moan into her, hips bucking helplessly.

Her scent—dark, intimate, overwhelming—barely registers as my own climax tears through me, shattering every coherent thought.

Everything blurs into a dark, sacred dream—too intense to hold onto, existing only in this fleeting, perfect now.

I open my eyes and Ninette’s filthy pussy is still rocking against my face—fast, desperate thrusts, an orgasm that refuses to thin out.

I can’t tell whether I’m licking or just observing as my body completely gives out.

“Ahh, ahhh, Yara!” I hear Ninette calling my name and in this moment I come to, beginning to lick her again.

I feel her again, her tongue doing magic on my clit and I don’t even believe it myself—for some reason another wet release squirts out of me, and only then do I start feeling another orgasm, perhaps smaller, as if my body can’t produce a single drop of pleasure any more.

“Ahhhhhhhh!” I scream, wetting Ninette’s face, as her pussy envelops my face, making me completely soaked.

“F-f-fuck…” Ninette mutters, as she’s probably coming again, I don’t know—how could I possibly know anything right now?

The circle holds its breath, then releases in a collective sigh of awe.

Ninette collapses forward slightly, hands bracing on the ground, breathing hard, her pussy leaking a river of sacred slickness that drops onto my belly.

Where am I?

I stare at her mesmerizing ass, watching Ninette’s full, lush buttocks circle slowly, her abundant slickness moving with her skin. After a long moment, she lifts herself gently, looking down at me with soft, adoring eyes.

“Still here, little butterfly?” she whispers with a surrendered smile, brushing hair from my face. “I’ve never seen a pussy… a Yoni this wet! My favorite. Just incredible, Yara.”

Melissa and Ember release my limbs slowly, helping me sit up as Ninette settles beside me, pulling me into her arms.

The circle erupts in gentle applause and murmurs of gratitude, but I barely hear them. I would die of embarrassment if I were aware—the Goddess only knows what kind of screams I released during this session—but I have no capacity to care. I’m in the now, a colorful moment of endless love. No past, no future, just love.

I feel Ninette’s warmth on my skin, her calming energy taking me in, nurturing my ruined body.

“Have some rest,” she whispers, guiding me back down as Ember tucks a soft blanket under my head.

The lingering taste of her—raw, intimate, indelible—coats my lips. Behind closed eyes, sacred geometry dances in time with my slowing heart, and I know, with absolute certainty, that something ancient has awakened forever inside me.

The earth beneath me pulses once more—gentle now, sated—as if thanking us for the offering.

***

When I wake, the sun is just beginning to crest over the trees, bathing the clearing in a soft, mystical light. I’m tucked under a thick, warm blanket I don't remember pulling over myself. I stand up and a profound sense of peace washes over me. I feel different. I feel ripe, as if the night’s intensity blew away my old insecurities and upgraded me into a woman who is finally, truly here.

We gather in a circle for a final sharing. As the women talk, we’re all in tears from the beautiful gifts we collected during the night.

“Okay, I think we’ve all been waiting to talk about the absolute highlight of the night,” Ninette says, turning to me. The whole circle laughs with joy, as if they had been waiting for the focus to finally land on me.

Normally, my cheeks would burn, but they don’t. I’m calm in a strange, collected way that is totally new to me.

“Yara, I don’t want to expose you even more, and I also know it’s hard to put everything into words after such an intense night,” Ninette continues. “Only speak if you feel like it. No pressure, okay?”

I find I have no trouble meeting the others’ eyes. Not just that—I feel like I want to say something, to give back to the circle.

“I’ve spent my whole life feeling like I was waiting for something to happen,” I say, my voice surprisingly steady. “I didn’t even want to come here. My plan was to hide, maybe learn something new while being invisible. But you guys... you didn't let me do that. It was scary how fast you saw through me.”

The women laugh softly, nodding as if they know exactly what I’m talking about.

“For the first time, I felt like I actually belonged somewhere. I’m a different person than the girl who showed up yesterday. I’m still kind of vibrating, if I’m being honest.”

Laughter erupts again, louder than I anticipated.

“Yesterday we were complete strangers, but today—I look at you guys and I see sisters. Thank you so much, to every one of you. Going back to my regular life... is going to be so weird.”

I look around, and the women are looking at me with an intensity that melts my heart. Exhales and murmurs of appreciation ripple through the circle. Ninette presses her hands together, her expression full of gratitude.

“Yara,” she says, “it’s so rewarding to meet someone so open and so prepared to work on themselves. It was a true gift seeing you make such great progress in a single night. Thank you for that.”

We stand and begin to hug, holding each other as if we’ll never let go. When Ninette finally comes to me, we are both in tears. We sink into each other, holding on for minutes that feel like a beautiful eternity.

She kisses me on the forehead, and words become pointless. I know this isn't an ending. Ninette has opened a door to a new world, and I’m not an observer anymore—I’m a seeker who’s dying to see where this new adventure leads.















Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating or a review. Your stars keep me going ;)

Thank you!
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