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"I can't believe they're calling me 'shaky' in a public forum," Sunny said, tossing her phone onto the velvet vanity.

The store opening in Sevierville had been a whirlwind of flashbulbs and screaming fans, but the internet was faster. A few grainy clips from the red carpet were already circulating on X and TikTok. In the videos, her ankle had given a slight, traitorous wobble in those four-inch stilettos, causing her to lean heavily into her assistant for a split second. To the casual observer, it was a slip. To the vultures of social media, it was a sign of decline. Sunny stared at her reflection, smoothing the pockets of her jeans over her hips. She didn't feel old, but the joints in her legs were starting to feel like rusted hinges.

Her manager, Danny leaned against the doorframe, chewing on a thumbnail. He’d read the threads too. The comments weren't just about the wobble; they were dissecting her posture, her gait, and the perceived fragility of her frame. Sunny looked down at her breasts, still defying gravity and filling her bodice with a lush, heavy ripeness that made her look decades younger. The contrast was jarring—the timeless, buxom silhouette of a pin-up girl perched atop legs that felt like they might buckle under the weight of her own legacy.

"We can't have the world thinking the Sunny brand is crumbling," Danny added, his voice flat. He suggested speaking to her doctors about possibly some physical therapy or a trainer, "What do you think? he asked.  She called in her assistant, Becky, a 28 year old who was up to date on the young trends, asking her, "Do I really look that wobbly, sugar?" Becky hesitated, then nodded, "Just a little, Sunny. A bit shaky in the knees. It's the heels, but the fans are noticing."

Sunny sighed, the sound heavy and resonant against the silence of the dressing room. She looked at her reflection, tracing the curve of her breasts, the way they pushed against the fabric, still as lush and inviting as they had been decades ago. She felt a sudden, sharp need to feel strong again, to feel the power in her thighs and the stability in her core that she had lost to time and health scares. "Let's get my doctor on the phone and set up a consultation online.  We'll see what he thinks," and Danny and Becky both nodded in a agreement.

Becky got to work and let the both of them know they had a 10 AM video call with Dr. Heathcoat.  She would set everything up and suggested they do it from her home and Danny could meet them there.

The next day Becky set her laptop up in one of the extra rooms she used as a makeshift office when Sunny wanted her at her home estate instead of in their Nashville office.  Danny got there early and they waited for Becky to get things in order and at 10 AM the link opened up, "Hey Doc, thanks for taking the call," Danny said, glancing over at Sunny who sat perched on the edge of a plush armchair, looking like herself, but he could see she was a bit anxious.

"We were talking and thought we'd ask you for your advice, Sunny has been feeling a little less herself in terms of her balance and strength these days, she's still up and still doing her little exercises but we wondered if at this point she could stand to increase things, maybe even bringing in a trainer to work with her?" Danny told him, "Yea Doc, to help with my balance as well, you know how hard it is to walk in my heels on a good day," she added and her trademark laugh followed.

Dr. Heathcoat nodded, his expression professional as he leaned toward his camera, "Sunny, at 75, muscle atrophy is a reality, even for someone as vibrant as you. Strength training isn't just about the muscles, it's about the neurological connection to your core. I'm not worried about your heart, but I am worried about your stability. I'd recommend a high-intensity, low-impact regimen focused on the legs, hips, and pelvic floor. You need someone who knows how to handle a body like yours—someone who can push you without breaking you."
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Becky chimed in, "That's my job, Dr. Heathcoat, I'll make sure they are qualified and have experience in that field."  Sunny told him, "We can have them talk to you before we begin if it makes us all more comfortable."  They all agreed and after hanging up, Danny told Becky to start looking for trainers, "Like the Doctor said, we need someone who has that experience, but I also want someone who has a flexible schedule, someone who is discreet, we need this person to to sign an NDA as well, make sure whoever is comfortable with that.  We don't need more online crap spreading about her health.

Becky didn't waste a second, spending the next few days playing telephone with every high-end gym in Nashville. She hit up the personal trainers for the A-list crowd, asking the assistants of other celebrities she knew, and also spoke to a few of her friends who belonged to gyms in town if they knew of anyone they thought might be good, never going into specifics about what Sunny was looking for.

After a couple of days she got a call back from one of the gym owners, and one of her friends texted her the name and number of a personal trainer her neighbor went on a couple of dates with.  She knew he did house calls, and had a pretty decent clientele list.

"Is this Becky? This is Garland, owner of Apex Fitness," the voice on the other end was deep, the kind of bass that vibrated through the phone. "I spoke with my staff and we have a guy here, Tanner, who might work, he's a specialist in corrective exercise and mobility. He handles some people who are rehabbing from injuries, usually athlete types, that's what I know.  I'll text you his number."

The guy her friend mentioned also called her back, "Hey Becky, I'm Kraven, just getting back to you.  Tell me what you're looking for?" Becky leaned back in her chair, her eyes scanning a list of high-profile trainers. "We need someone discreet, someone who can handle a very specific kind of... fragility," she explained, her voice lowering, "My boss has had some heath issues recently and needs to work on her core balance, and strengthening, she has a heavy schedule and lots of energy so she needs help getting to a place where her body can handle that again.  Balance and strength so she can move around more on her own."

Kraven listened and then Becky asked, "So how old are you, how long have you been doing this?  Are you good with a flexible schedule and possible short notice, you'd be compensated for any cancellations or any schedule adjustments you'd need to make for your other clients.  House calls too?" she wanted all the information on the table so she could compare him and Tanner when she got around to calling him."

Kraven in a calm voice answered. "I'm 25, been doing this for 3 years, graduated in Sports Science from Purdue University. I specialize in functional mobility and high-touch corrective work. I can do house calls, my schedule is flexible, and as for discretion, yes of course, whatever the client wants," he waited for a reply, "You'd have to sign an NDA, this client is a well known person in the entertainment industry," Becky explained, "And just so we're clear, you'll be working with an older woman, so you need to be comfortable with that and try not to break her," she added. "I can handle her, Becky. I’ve worked with people of all ages, athletes to retirees who just wanted to get back to their golf game," Kraven replied.

Becky told him she'd get back to him tomorrow, she had another potential person she needed to speak with.

Becky called Tanner, "Hello Tanner, I got your number from Garland over at Apex." The voice on the other end was energetic, almost frantic, talking a mile a minute about high-intensity interval training and metabolic conditioning. He sounded like he lived on pre-workout and adrenaline, the kind of guy who would push a client until they vomited. Becky listened for five minutes, her expression souring. He was too loud, too aggressive, and he sounded like he viewed every body as a project to be conquered rather than a person to be cared for. By the time he hung up, Becky already knew he wasn't the right fit for someone as delicate and refined as Sunny.

––––––––
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The next day she worked out the details with Kraven, emailed him the contract to look over and told him she'd meet him at a coffee shop so they could speak and she'd reveal her client's identity after he signed the contract and NDA.  She didn't want to do anything via email this sensitive.

"It's Sunny Cotton," she whispered after he handed her the signed documents, her voice barely audible over the hum of the coffee shop. Kraven nodded, "Ok, well, good.  I'll begin working up a plan for her," he said as his mind wandered a bit thinking of her, he remembered hid dad talking to his friends about Sunny's body when he was a kid, he wondered what this would be like. "She's looking forward to meeting you, Kraven.  You'll start Monday morning at ten," Becky added.

Sunday night and Kraven was just finishing up on his laptop, he had worked on a plan for Sunny, at least for the first week and he had been thinking about what she'd be wearing when they exercised, how she'd look up close, what her proportions were like up close, and that his hands would be on her.  He was a professional but it was hard to not to have his mind wander a bit, especially since she was a legend, a legend with a tiny body and huge breasts.

The next morning Becky had given him a Nashville address, he was headed to her apartment building in Nashville today.  When he arrived downstairs, the doorman called up and Becky told him to send him up.

Becky opened the door and let him in, he had a fit chiseled frame and looked every bit of 25.  He had on gym shorts and a t-shirt and a bag with him with a fee pieces of equipment.  Becky led him to a room they'd be using as a makeshift gym at her apartment.  "We brought in some yoga style mats, a few handheld weights, and a balance ball and bands.  Let us know if we need anything else.  Sunny should be in here in a few, I'll be in the living room," she told him and left.

He looked around, a sofa and table had been pushed off to the side, a couple of lamps moved as well, he figured it was normally a guest room or a study, but it did the job. He laid out the mats and checked the tension on the bands, trying to keep his heart rate steady. He heard the doorknob turn and the door open, "Now, who's this handsome thing Becky's got for me?" Sunny asked, her voice a playful, melodic chirp. She was wearing a form-fitting, pastel pink spandex set that hugged every curve, the leggings clinging to her petite hips and the top struggling to contain the sheer, heavy volume of her breasts.

His jaw dropped and he stood still for what seemed like an eternity but in reality just a couple of seconds, "Umm..uhh..I'm Kraven Ms Cotton, I..uh...Becky told me to get started on setting up," he stammered his voice sounding a little tighter than he wanted. Sunny let out a giggle, the sound vibrating in the small room as she walked toward him, her gait still a little unsteady but her confidence absolute. He couldn't stop looking at her chest; the pink spandex was stretched to its absolute limit, the fabric straining across the heavy, rounded swell of her breasts, highlighting the deep cleavage that looked like it belonged in a vintage pin-up magazine.

"What are you gonna have us do Kraven?" she asked him, and he went into a quick rundown then told her what she needed to do to begin, "First, I want you to stand on the mat and just shift your weight from side to side, just a little bit, while I watch your alignment," he said, trying to keep his voice from cracking. He stepped closer, the scent of her expensive, floral perfume mixing with the faint, clean scent of the spandex. As she moved, the sheer mass of her breasts shifted with her, a slow, heavy bounce that drew his eyes back to that straining neckline. He felt a sudden, sharp heat coil in his gut, the reality of her physicality hitting him far harder than any photograph ever could.

He knew he needed to be professional, but certainly would look when given the chance, and he also knew his hands at some point were going to need to be on her for poses and stances, "Just a little more to the left, Ms. Cotton," he murmured, "Call me Sunny, if we're going to be working like this for the next few months, I can't have you being all formal with me," she teased, her voice a low, honeyed drawl that seemed to vibrate in the small room. As she shifted, her balance flickered, and she instinctively reached out, her small, manicured hand catching his bicep for support. The touch was electric; he could feel the softness of her palm against his skin, while the sudden movement sent a heavy, rhythmic jiggle through her chest, the spandex fabric groaning under the pressure.

"Sorry honey, you'll just have to be patient with me, I'm gonna need some time getting used to doing some of these things, but as long as you don't mind me grabbing at you from time to time we'll be ok," she told him.  He laughed, not minding one bit if that happened.

They go through the next 30 minutes and Kraven told her, "Now, Sunny, I want you to try and balance on one leg. Just hold onto my shoulders for stability." Sunny giggled, her chest heaving beneath the pink spandex, and stepped closer. As she reached up, the fabric of her top strained to the breaking point, the heavy, rounded swells of her breasts pressing firmly against his chest. He could feel the warmth radiating through the thin material, the soft, pillowy weight of her pushing into his muscle. He reached down, his large hands gripping her waist to steady her, his fingers sinking into the plush softness of her hips.

"Steady now," he murmured, his voice dropping an octave as he felt the rhythmic rise and fall of her breath against his collarbone. Sunny let out a soft, shaky sigh, her legs trembling slightly as she tried to maintain the pose. The proximity was intoxicating; he could smell the sweet, floral scent of her skin mixed with her perfume.  She shifted her weight, and the movement caused her heavy breasts to press deeper into his chest, the soft, yielding mass molding itself against his firm pectoral muscles. He felt a surge of heat shoot through him, his grip on her hips tightening instinctively, pulling her small frame flush against his body.

"Ok that's good, look it will take some time," Kraven whispered, though his voice was now thick. He could feel the heat of her body through the thin spandex, the softness of her chest contrasting sharply with the hardness of his own chest. He didn't let go of her hips immediately; then catching himself, "One more time, then some small hand weights before we finish up," he added, though his mind was racing. He stepped back, and Sunny tried again, making a joke about tipping forward because of her figure, "These things are like two bowling balls pulling me over, honey," she giggled. The movement caused her breasts to strain the pink fabric even further, the material becoming almost translucent over the peaks of her nipples.

She held it for about 10 seconds then her other leg hit the ground, "Ohh, well, that did the trick," she panted, her chest heaving in a way that made the spandex groan. Kraven felt his throat go dry as he handed her the two-pound weights, his fingers brushing against her palm. "Just do some light presses with these and spread your legs to shoulder width.  Do 3 sets of 10, breathe slowly," he told her watching her arms rais over her head and her huge breasts seem even firmer in that position.

After she finished he told her to grab a water bottle and he was gonna pack up for the day.  He thought to himself, 'How am I gonna look at her in that outfit in those poses and her not see I have a hard on?' He tried to play it cool and he started packing up his things, and then Sunny came over to him and put her hand on his shoulder. "You're a good boy, Kraven," she said, her eyes twinkling with a mischievous glint. "I think you're gonna be just the thing I need to get me back on my feet.  Back at it Wednesday, right?"  He nodded, "Yep be back Wednesday," and stayed kneeling by his bag so his erection could go down a little."

After about a minute he stood up and she opened the door for him, giving him a little wave and a wink that felt like a physical touch. The drive home was a blur; Kraven could still feel the ghost of her weight pressing into his chest, the sensation of those heavy, soft curves molding against him. He spent the next two days obsessing over the way that pink spandex had struggled to contain her, the fabric stretched so thin it was practically a second skin. By the time Wednesday morning rolled around, he was a nervous wreck, his pulse hammering in his throat as he pulled up to the apartment complex.

He told himself he needed to be professional, this was a high paying job and could land him more in the future.  He got up to the suite and Becky answered and told he could make his way to the same room from last time and that Sunny would be in shortly.  He made his way there and set his bag down and was pulling up today's plan on his phone when Sunny walked in, "Morning, honey," she said and Kraven almost dropped his phone.

She was wearing yoga pants and a yoga top, but the fabric was a deep, shimmering crimson that clung to her like a second skin. The top was a plunging V-neck that left nothing to the imagination, the thin material struggling to contain the heavy, rounded swell of her breasts. He said, "Uhh...I...I have today's plan here," his voice sounding strained as he gestured toward the phone. Sunny said, "More balancing?  Or stretching?" as she walked toward him, her hips swaying with a slow, hypnotic rhythm that made the spandex hum against her skin.

For the next week, the routine became a delicate dance of professional boundaries and mounting tension. Kraven focused on her stability, guiding her through slow-motion lunges and core-strengthening pivots. To ensure her form was perfect, he had to be hands-on, his palms frequently pressing against the small of her back or sliding beneath her knees to correct her alignment. Each time he touched her, he felt the radiating heat of her body, the softness of her skin contrasting with the firm, athletic muscle he was helping her rebuild. Sunny took it all in stride, though she loved to tease him. "My goodness, Kraven, you've got such a steady hand," she’d giggle as he adjusted her hips.

After two weeks she had been able to do the program and she felt better even asking him if they should slightly change or add to the regiment the following week.  He agreed and came up with a plan.

Becky asked him if he could come to her home instead of the apartment in Nashville, she wasn't working at the office at all the entire week and said they'd adjust things to accommodate him, he agreed and showed up around 5 PM on Monday at her house.  Sunny had asked Becky to work from her her home as well and she was near the kitchen when Kraven arrived.  There was a room down the hall that Sunny had some people who worked for her to set up to a makeshift gym, same equipment as the apartment but added some exercise benches, and a couple of comfortable chairs in their for resting.

Kraven walked in and she was waiting, he told her about the new routine and immediately asked her to lie on the mat on the floor.  "I think we should work on your core more beginning today, and really stretch the muscles in order to get you more flexible," Kraven said.  He started her off with a series of gentle stretches, and then he moved her into a bridge pose.  He had to place his hands on her lower back, his fingers digging into the soft, warm flesh of her waist to guide her hips upward.  "My goodness, Kraven, you're practically kneading me like a piece of dough," she giggled.

"I want to see if you can get on your hands and knees, keeping the back straight and kicking out a leg," Kraven murmured, his eyes on her movement, first as a trainer, secondly as a man.  Sunny did as instructed, albeit slowly.  "Keep your stomach sucked in," he said as he placed his hand flat on her stomach to check for engagement. The blue yoga top was stretched tight across her midsection, the fabric humming with the heat of her skin. As she shifted, the heavy weight of her breasts settled against the mat.

"Come on Sunny, lift up," he said and pushed with the palm of his hand on her stomach, guiding her core to engage. The movement caused her breasts to squash against the mat, the fabric of her top sliding dangerously low. He could see the pale, creamy curve of her breasts spilling over the neckline, the heavy weight of them pressing firmly into the floor.  "Up, you need help?" he asked, his voice now a low rumble. He shifted his position, kneeling close behind her, and reached forward to grip her hips, his large hands swallowing the soft curve of her waist.

He reached under her, his two hands settling on her stomach as she kneeled on her knees and stretched one arm out, the other on the floor, "This helps the core, balance, and flexibility," he said as he pressed into her stomach.

Sunny let out a soft, breathy moan that sounded like she was struggling, she began to lose her balance and disembark from the pose and Kraven reacted by moving his hands to stop her from losing the pose and both of his hands slid and cupped her huge breasts, his fingers sinking into the soft, heavy mass of them through the thin fabric. He felt the warmth of her skin and the rhythmic thumping of her heart beneath his palms, the sheer volume of her chest filling his grip and spilling over his fingers. "Oh uh..are you..um ok...I didn't want you to...I'm sorry..."

Sunny didn't want to embarrass him or make him feel bad, she knew he reacted instinctively to catch her so she just joked, "Well now, you certainly have a grip on things, don't you, honey?" and laughed saying "don't worry about it, sometimes hands have a mind of their own when they see the girls coming their way," she teased, waiting for him to pulls his hands away. Kraven felt the blood rush to his face, his palms still tingling from the sensation of her breasts—they were incredibly soft, yet heavy, filling his hands with a lush, yielding warmth that made his head spin. He slowly retracted his hands, but as he did, he noticed the way her breathing had shifted, becoming shallower and more rhythmic, her chest still heaving slightly from the effort of the pose.

'Jesus, they are so fucking big' he thought to himself as he seared that experience into his memory. "Uh...let's try...um..uh where was I?" he was a bit lost and Sunny joked again about the power of "the girls".  "Just focus on the workout, honey, don't let them distract you too much," she said as she waited for him to instruct her.

She glanced down as he settled into his spot and noticed a slight bulge in his pants, "Uh yea...let's uh..stand and put your legs shoulder length apart, and raise your hands to your side and hold your stomach tight," he said and placed his hands on her stomach.  Sunny smiled to herself knowing that little incident caused him to have a slight erection, something she thought was innocent and flattered her ego a little.

His palm pressed into her stomach, "Reach out, feel that stretch huh," he said, his palm slowly sliding up her stomach just a little.  Sunny held the posed and reached out, "Breathe in," he instructed and gently pushed, a couple of fingers touching the underside of her breasts.  Sunny let out a small, sharp gasp, focused on the exercise.

He continued the routine, his hands moving with a calculated precision that felt professional on the surface but was driven by a mounting, desperate hunger. Every time Sunny shifted for a stretch, Kraven found an excuse to linger, his fingertips grazing the swell of her hip or the small of her back with a slow, deliberate pressure. He could feel the heat radiating through her thin leggings, the lush, feminine curve of her backside inviting his touch. As he guided her through a deep squat, he let his palms slide just an inch further down, feeling the firm, heavy squeeze of her glutes against his palms, a sensation that sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin.

"Yes, like that Sunny...hold it..feel that?" he asked, her ass cheek resting in his palm as he adjusted her hip. Sunny was locked in, her focus absolute; she breathed through her nose in steady, rhythmic cycles, her mind centered on the burn in her quads and the precise alignment of her spine. To her, the session was a mission of reclamation, a way to claw back the stability she felt slipping away. She didn't notice how Kraven’s fingertips lingered a second too long, or how his hand didn't just guide her hip but squeezed the plush, yielding flesh of her rear with a slow, possessive pressure that made the spandex hum.

"Stand with legs spread slightly and reach to the sky," he instructed, his voice now a low, gravelly rumble. Sunny obeyed, her focus absolute as she reached upward, her muscles quivering with the effort to maintain a perfect line. She was thinking about the strength in her core when his hands found the side of her torso, holding just below her huge breasts, "Keep it there, good...you can feel the balance shifting," he murmured. He didn't just hold her; his palms began to move up just enough to softly cup the outer edges of her massive breasts, "accidentally" squeezing the lush, heavy weight of them as he shifted her center of gravity.

"Keep reaching Sunny," he told her, his palm holding the sides of her breasts, his fingers pushing in.  Sunny was locked in, her eyes closed and her breathing heavy as she focused entirely on the stretch in her obliques. She was determined to reclaim her strength, treating every instruction as a command and every correction as a necessary step toward stability. To her, the feeling of his large hands on her chest was simply the tactile guidance of a professional ensuring her form didn't collapse under the weight of her figure.

Hhe moved his hands fully under her breasts, cupping softly, "Yea, good., feel it?" he said softly. Sunny didn't even flinch, her mind entirely focused on the burning sensation in her obliques and the precise level of tension in her core. She was in a headspace of absolute discipline, treating Kraven’s hands as nothing more than anatomical markers to help her find her center. To her, the warmth of his palms was just part of the process, a tactile guide ensuring her form didn't buckle under the heavy pull of her figure.

Kraven didn't know what to think now, he had copped a nice feel and she kept the pose.  'Should I be more bold or keep this up?' he thought to himself.  "Keep stretching, Sunny," he murmured, his voice barely a whisper as he shifted his grip, his fingers sliding just a bit more under the weight of her breasts. He felt the heavy, plush volume of her chest pushing against his palms, a lush warmth that made his heart race. He moved to stand on the side of her, one hand cupping her breasts and he put his other on the small of her back, "Posture," and held it.

Sunny's hands were above her head, looking straight forward, "Am I holding it, Kraven?" she asked, her voice tight from the effort of the stretch. She was locked into a state of pure concentration, "Doing good, let me just adjust your glute," and his right hand cupped her ass cheek, his left palming her breast and gently pushing his fingers into her flesh, "You like that Sunny, feel it?" He was playing a dangerous game, using the guise of corrective alignment to indulge in the plush, yielding weight of her body.

Sunny replied, "I feel the stretch, honey, just keep me steady," her voice strained but determined. She was in the zone, her mind locked onto the burning sensation in her obliques and the precarious tilt of her center of gravity. To her, Kraven’s hands were simply tools of the trade—firm anchors that kept her from tipping over as she fought against her own fragility. "Your glutes feel tight, I like the progress," he said as he squeezed her ass.

"Come down for a rest, and we'll do it again," he said, his voice thick. As Sunny exhaled and lowered her arms, he slightly withdrew his hand from her breast, and slid his other hand on the small of her back rubbing gently.  "Want to do that again, or really get loose and stretched?" he asked her. "Let's go for the stretch, honey. I feel like my lower back is still a bit tight," she replied, her eyes still focused on the mirror as she analyzed her posture.

He wanted to get her into a position he could "align" her and he even thought he might make a move if given the opportunity.  "Alright, lay flat on your back for a deep lumbar stretch," he commanded, his voice sounding slightly ragged. As Sunny lowered herself onto the mat, the spandex of her top shifted, once again struggling to keep her massive breasts contained as they settled into two heavy, rounded mounds on her chest. Kraven knelt beside her, his heart hammering against his ribs, the image of his palms sinking into that plush warmth earlier acting like a catalyst that had left him in a state of high alert.

"Lay your hands over your head and bend your legs," he said and placed one hand on her stomach, the other on her thigh then told her, "Take a deep breath in... and out." As she exhaled, he pushed his palm firmly into her diaphragm to force the stretch, his fingers grazing the bottom of her breasts. The fabric of the top had slid an inch lower, exposing a sliver of the pale, creamy skin where the heavy swell of her chest met her ribcage.

Kraven rubbed her thigh, his hand exploring the area, gauging her reaction. He shifted his weight, moving closer until his chest was nearly brushing against her side. "I want to see you rotate your hips to the left, very slowly," he murmured, his voice dropping to a low, intimate register. As Sunny shifted, the heavy volume of her breasts swayed, the deep V-neck of her top dipping further, exposing the soft, pale slope of her cleavage. His hand continuing to rub gently on her thigh, expanding the circle of contact, he felt the heat of her skin through the thin material of her leggings.

He asked her to raise her legs slightly and moved his right hand to the top of the waistband of her yoga pants, his left hand resting on the side of her breast, "Looking good Sunny, I love this," he said softly. He began to slide his left hand upward, cupping the heavy, rounded swell of her chest, his fingers sinking into the plush, yielding mass as he felt the rhythmic thrum of her heart. He shifted his weight closer, his body hovering over her, the heat from her skin radiating through the thin fabric of her top.

Sunny said as she stretched, feeling his hand, "You're getting real comfortable with the equipment, aren't you, honey?" Her voice was a soft, breathy rasp, her eyes closed in concentration as she focused on the pull of her muscles. Kraven didn’t answer; he was too busy navigating the intoxicating heat radiating from her. With his left palm molding to the heavy, yielding curve of her breast and his right thumb hooking just slightly under the elastic waistband of her leggings, he felt like he was balancing on a razor's edge between professional service and a bold gamble.

He slid his right hand down her yoga pants, over her waistband and down near her crotch, gently rubbing, "Tell me if you feel it," he whispered, his voice shaking. She didn't answer, her eyes closed, breathing heavily as she focused on the core stretch, his hand sliding around her crotch over the fabric, his left hand cupping the side of her breast.

"Is this good?" he asked as his hands rubbed over the fabric, over her pussy slowly, nothing related to her pose or stretch. He could feel the warmth radiating through the thin spandex, the curve of her softness fitting perfectly into the palm of his hand. His heart was thumping so loudly he was sure she could hear it, but Sunny remained still, her eyes closed and her breathing heavy. She wasn't pulling away; she was simply floating in the sensation, letting the professional boundary blur into something far more visceral.

The guise of working on her balance had dissolved, his hand now under her waistband and debating sliding down, "How's that Sunny?" he whispered to her.  She didn't open her eyes, but a small, knowing smile played on her lips, the kind of smile that knew exactly what was happening without needing to see it. "I don't recall this being in the brochure, Kraven," she murmured, her voice a low, melodic hum that vibrated through her chest and right into his palm. "But I suppose we're just being thorough with the... flexibility training."

"I really have an idea of we can stretch you," his hand sliding a little lower.  Sunny finally opened her eyes, she noticed the bulge in his shorts, it was hard to miss, "Kraven, I'm an old woman, but I'm not a blind one," she chuckled, her voice joking, "I'm flattered you're so excited to be working with me."

Both his hands reached for the waistband of her yoga pants, "I have a pose for the perfect stretch," he said and looked up at her to decipher what she had decided.  Sunny didn't move to stop him, nor did she giggle this time; she just watched him with an expectant, heavy-lidded gaze that made his confidence surge. He didn't hesitate, sliding his fingers beneath the elastic and hooking them into the soft, warm flesh of her hips, pulling her slightly toward him on the mat. Her hips lifted an inch, allowing the pants to slide past the swell of her backside, the fabric groaning as it shifted over her lush curves.

Kraven got the pants to her ankles, Sunny’s legs kicking out with a playful, slow rhythm that left her exposed in a pair of sheer, lace-trimmed panties. The sight of her lower half—plump, creamy thighs and the soft, heavy curve of her backside—made his mouth drop slightly.  She reached for the hem of her top, pulling it over her head in one fluid motion. The liberation of her breasts was sudden and dramatic; the massive, rounded swells spilled outward, swaying with a heavy, natural weight that seemed to defy gravity. Kraven nearly fell over at the size, stammering "Wow" as he stared at the pale, soft expanse of her chest.

He pulled one pants legs past her shoes and stood up to pull his shorts down, "Why don't you get into downward dog," he said as his gym shorts fell away and Sunny said, "I think I've had enough of the exercise for one day," she giggled, and as she was turning to get into that pose she saw his naked body, "You're planning to get a real workout in, aren't you, honey?"

He kneeled down behind her and fixed her arm position and raised her ass, "Just one more for the core," he whispered, his voice thick with desire. Sunny let out a soft, guttural moan as her chest pressed firmly into the mat, the heavy mounds of her breasts flattening against the rubber surface. He put his cock at her entrance, she hadn't had sex in well over a decade and wanted to tell him he might need to be careful.

At her age, it wasn't easy to become lubricated and he slowly pushed in, she gasped at the thick tip nudging her and turned back, "Ohh sweety, that thing is just a beast, you might need to be a little gentle with me," she whispered. Kraven put his hands on her hips slowly easing her back so she could ease onto him, his cock slowly disappearing into her tight, warm depths. The feeling foreign to Sunny after so many dormant years she sucked in her breath and let out whispy words, "My goodness, it's been a long time since I felt something like that," she sighed, her eyes closing as the friction ignited a slow burn in her core.

He decided to continue playing the instructor role, "Push forward and ease back, I'll keep you balanced and make sure you get a good stretch," he murmured, his voice strained. Sunny let out a long, shaky breath, her fingers digging into the rubber mat as she moved her hips and pelvis forward, most of his shaft reappearing before she sank back with a slow, deliberate force and let out breathing heavily, "Just keep that up Sunny," he said while he held her hips steady letting her create the motion.

"Good, you're feeling that right," he asked as she got into a groove, her movements becoming more fluid and confident. He gripped her hips tighter, his fingers digging into the plush softness of her skin to anchor her as she pushed back against him. The sound of their skin meeting was a rhythmic, wet slap that echoed through the quiet room, punctuated by the heavy, labored breathing of two people who had spent weeks dancing around a boundary that had finally collapsed.

Kraven had guided her into a faster and harder pace, Sunny was becoming a whirlwind of sound and sensation. The quiet, disciplined focus of the gym session had vanished, replaced by a raw, unfiltered hunger that had been dormant for over a decade, "Ohh, Lord have mercy!" she shrieked, her voice echoing off the mirrored walls of the makeshift gym. Each thrust sent a jolt through her that felt like an electric current waking up muscles she’d forgotten she had. "Fuck... you're really... you're really doing it, aren't you, baby!" she yelled, her head tossing back and forth on the mat, her voice losing its polished, public softness and turning into a raspy, guttural roar.

He was slamming her back onto his cock and their motions in sync, Kraven was grunting each time she slammed her ass back into him, and Sunny's moans growing louder, "Oh, Lord! Oh, yes, just like that!" she shrieked, her voice echoing through the home gym. The years of celibacy seemed to explode all at once, transforming her from a poised icon into a woman possessed.

Becky had been caught up in her work but when she heard some unusual noises, she checked the time and realized the session would usually have ended by now. She decided to give it a few more minutes before she went to check to see if they were aware of the time.

Back in the makeshift gym Kraven was now hammering harder and harder into her and she was moaning incoherent words loudly with each thrust, "Oh, Lord! Mmmm..uhhhh...fuck...oohhh!" she screamed, her voice echoing throughout the room.  He looked down at his cock and felt her body shaking and a startled cry from her, "Yesss! Oh, shiit...uhhhhhh..." and he saw his cock withdraw with cum all over it as she had had an orgasm, her legs shaking uncontrollably as she gasped for air and let out a loud moan of satisfaction.

"Did..mmm...did you just cum?" he grunted while he kept pumping into her from behind, his own release building into an unbearable pressure. She hummed softly, "Mmmhhmmm... " unable to answer with words.  He reached around her squeezing her tits while he rammed into her again and again knowing it was a matter of time before he burst.

His cock was pounding into her, Sunny was panting loudly, unknowingly loud enough for anyone in the hallway to hear her, "Oh, fuck, ohhh, it's so hard, oh..I...I..." her voice cracking, having not had anything like this done to her like this in at least 25 years.  The second wave of pleasure hit her harder than the first, "Oh, Lord, here it comes again!" she shrieked, her body shuddering under him as she hit another peak, her interior gripping him with an intensity that nearly drove him over the edge.

She was whimpering at the pounding she was being given, just sounds of cries and moans.  He hurriedly pulled out and loudly said, "Roll Over!" as he pivoted his weight. Sunny obeyed with a tired, shaky groan, flopping onto her back and sprawling across the mat like a fallen star. Kraven didn't waste a second, sliding his body over hers, and began yanking on his cock right over that famous chest of hers, "painting" her pale skin with thick, hot streaks of white. She let out a long, rattling sigh of contentment, her chest heaving under the weight of the moment, looking up at him with eyes that were glazed and utterly satisfied.

"Uhhhhh," he groaned as the final pulses of his release subsided, his muscles locking up for a few seconds before he collapsed onto the side of the mat next to her.  Her tits were covered in a glossy, white sheen, the contrast stark against her pale skin and the red remnants of the yoga gear scattered across the floor. He lay there for a moment, staring up at the ceiling of the home gym, his chest heaving in time with hers. The silence that followed was heavy, broken only by the their breathing.

"Sunny!  Sunny!" the words coming from down the hall were accompanied by the rhythmic click of Becky's heels on the hardwood. The assistant’s voice was light, unsuspecting, but it acted like a bucket of ice water on the room's heated atmosphere. Kraven bolted upright, his eyes darting frantically toward the clothes scattered on the floor.  He grabbed his shorts and pulled them up, Sunny reached for her yoga top, "Yea hun?" as she put the top on over her huge tits covered in cum.

"Everything okay in here? You guys went over your normal time," she said as she got closer to the room.  Sunny had gotten her yoga pants over her ankles and Kraven had ducked into the attached bathroom to put his shirt on and wash up.

The door opened and Sunny was lying on the mat, she had just gotten the yoga pants on, albeit a little skewed to the left, but she could play that off on exercise, "Sorry Becky, we just had one final thing we needed to get through and didn't want to stop before we finished it.  We're done now, Kraven is gonna pack up after he comes out of the bathroom."  Becky stepped into the room, her eyes scanning the area with a professional curiosity, noticing the slight sheen of perspiration on Sunny's skin and the way her hair was a wild, tangled mess of blonde curls but assumed the workout was a little more intense.

Becky nodded, "I'll get back to work, let me know if you need anything," and walked out the room.  Sunny got to her feet and Kraven walked out the bathroom door, "Uhh, guess I'll pack my stuff now.  Mmm, still on for our regular sessions?" he asked, unsure now about how things stood after they had just had sex.

Sunny nodded, "Look Kraven, honey, that was, well intense and it cleared up my back just fine. We are definitely still on for the regular sessions, provided you can keep your focus on the training and not just the equipment," she added with a wink, "If I feel I need another alignment I'll let you know but for now, let's keep the 'extra' work a secret between us." She stepped closer, "Remember that NDA, this definitely is something I can't have hitting the tabloids, and I don't think you want the lawsuit.  Now get going," she shoes him toward the door.

"Kraven, for the record, you definitely hit all the pressure points I needed," Sunny added, her voice returning to its playful tone as he walked down the hall towards the front of the home to where Becky was seated.  Sunny went to her room, it was time to clean off the remnants of the most intense workout she'd ever had.

Kraven stepped out of the house, the humid Tennessee air hitting him as he walked to his car.  His mind was racing; he had just slept with a living legend, a woman whose image was a global brand of purity and sweetness, yet who had just screamed like a banshee under him on a rubber mat.  He felt a mixture of adrenaline and pride knowing he had just fucked one of the most famous women in entertainment and the cum on the most famous tits in the history of the world.
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        When mega-star Sunny Cotton decided to have a video shoot on location to promote her new album and seductive nighttime clothing line, the busty icon, known for more than just her flamboyant personality and musical talent, the 75-year old was still determined to showcase her sexy body and outrageous outfits.  Her longtime wardrobe consultant Jack, had brought along a fresh assistant, Randy, to help him through the rigorous shoot.  When tasked with confirming measurements for some of her more tempting outfits, Randy, was as nervous as ever.  Not only did the assignment seem too much to handle, working so closely with someone as well known as Sunny would be daunting.  His focus shifted from the task at hand to Sunny's body, and in particular her world-famous breasts.  His mind raced with how he could get her out of those clothes.  Randy had an ace up his sleeve, well, to be more precise, a bat in his pants was more like it, would that be the way he'd finally get to lose his virginity?  
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