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Her Yoga Teacher





Chapter One

Kat stared at the little purple gift card in her hand like it might bite her. “HotFlow Yoga – 5-Class Pass” it read in elegant gold script. Her coworker, Jess, had practically shoved it into her palm yesterday with a bright “You need to loosen up, girl!”

Loosen up. Right. Kat was twenty-two, worked a quiet data-entry job from nine to five, and spent most evenings curled on her couch with a book or her laptop. She wasn’t stiff because she was stressed— Maybe she just sat too much. Office syndrome. Needed to move more. Also, she was just… soft. Curvy hips, full breasts that always seemed to be in the way, thick thighs that rubbed together when she walked. Yoga felt like the kind of thing confident, bendy people did. Not her. She already debated going home and curling up with a show, then lying to Jess about it.

But the pass had an expiration date, and Jess had already bragged to the whole office that Kat was “finally doing something for herself.” Plus, she would probably be able to tell if Kat didn’t go, she had a way of sniffing out the truth. So here she was, standing outside the sleek glass doors of HotFlow Yoga on a humid Thursday evening, wearing the only workout clothes she owned: an oversized gray T-shirt that hid her shape and baggy black shorts that reached mid-thigh. Her dark hair was pulled into a messy bun, and she could already feel nervous sweat prickling at the back of her neck.

It’s just yoga, not a boxing class, she told herself as she stepped inside. People do this every day. Breathe, stretch, sweat a little. No big deal.

The receptionist smiled warmly and pointed her toward Studio B. “First time? You’ll love it. Valentina’s class is intense, but she’s the best.”

Valentina. Even the name sounded intimidating.

Kat pushed open the heavy door and was hit by a wall of heat. The room was already warm—105 degrees, the sign outside had said—and the air felt thick, almost tropical. Soft instrumental music played from hidden speakers. Mats were laid out in neat rows, and a few women were already settling in, chatting quietly or stretching.

She chose a spot near the back like she usually did, unrolled the borrowed studio mat, and sat down cross-legged, trying to look like she belonged. Her heart was beating faster than it should for someone who was just about to sit and stretch.

Then the instructor walked in.

Valentina. She was… a lot.

Tall, maybe five-nine, with long, toned legs and smooth olive skin that glowed under the warm lights. Her dark hair was twisted into a sleek braid that fell over one shoulder. She wore what Kat could only describe as the tiniest yoga outfit she had ever seen: an emerald-green micro sports bra that looked two sizes too small for her full, rounded breasts, the thin fabric already clinging to her body from the heat. Below that, high-waisted scrunch-butt shorts in the same vivid green rode high on her hips, the material bunched between her firm cheeks so that most of her toned ass was on display with every step. A delicate gold chain rested just above the waistband, drawing the eye downward.

Kat blinked and quickly looked at her own mat, blushing.

She’s just comfortable in her own body, Kat thought, cheeks warming. Some women wear stuff like that. It’s yoga. It’s hot in here. It’s practical. Stop staring.

Valentina’s voice was low and slightly husky, with the faintest accent that made every word feel intimate. “Good evening, ladies. I’m Valentina, and this is Power Hot Vinyasa. If you’re new, don’t worry, I’ll keep an eye on you.”

Her gaze swept the room and landed directly on Kat.

“You,” she said, pointing with a warm smile. “Come up to the front row, please. I like to watch new students closely so I can help with alignment.”

Kat’s stomach flipped. “Oh—um, I’m fine back here—”

“Nonsense,” Valentina said smoothly, already walking over. She took Kat’s hand, her palm surprisingly cool despite the heat—and gently guided her to an open mat right in front of the instructor’s platform. “There. Perfect. What’s your name?”

“Kat,” she mumbled. “Everyone calls me Kat.”

“Kat,” Valentina repeated, tasting the name. Her dark eyes sparkled. “I like it. Short and sweet, easy to remember.” She gave a small laugh. “Welcome, Kat. Just follow my voice and your breath. You’ll do beautifully.”

Kat nodded, face burning, and dropped onto the mat. It’s just a yoga class. She’s being nice to the new girl. She could already tell that Valentina was one of those women who never took ‘no’ for an answer.

The class began.

Within five minutes Kat was already sweating. The heat wrapped around her like a second skin, making her oversized T-shirt cling uncomfortably to her back and chest. Valentina moved through the flows with effortless grace—downward dog, plank, chaturanga—her body glistening as sweat started to bead and roll down her toned stomach.

“Everyone, find your downward-facing dog,” Valentina called. “Hips high, spine long.”

Kat tried. Her hamstrings screamed, and she could feel her shirt riding up, exposing the soft curve of her lower back.

Valentina was suddenly right beside her.

“May I?” she asked softly.

Before Kat could answer, warm hands settled on her hips. Kat was glad her face was already red from the heat, as she was blushing intensely. Valentina adjusted her gently, fingers pressing into the flesh just above the waistband of her shorts.

“Lift here… good. Now press your chest back toward your thighs. Deeper, Kat. Open those hips for me. Good. Good.”

The touch was professional. Firm. Helpful. But the low murmur of Valentina’s voice so close to her ear sent an unexpected shiver down Kat’s spine despite the scorching room.

It’s just an adjustment. She does this with everyone. Breathe. Relax.

Valentina’s hands stayed a moment longer than Kat expected, thumbs brushing lightly along the dip of her waist before she moved on. “Beautiful,” she praised. “You have such a responsive body.”

Kat’s breath hitched. She told herself it was the heat making her light-headed.

They moved through warrior poses, lunges, and balances. Every few minutes Valentina returned to Kat’s mat with another soft correction—palm flat on her lower back in forward fold, fingers lightly guiding her raised arm higher in warrior II. Once, as Kat tried to square her hips, Valentina’s fingertips brushed the side of her breast through the damp fabric of her shirt.

“Relax your shoulders,” Valentina whispered, voice velvet. “Let everything melt.”

Kat’s nipples tightened traitorously against her sports bra. She squeezed her eyes shut.

By the time they reached savasana—final relaxation—Kat was drenched. Sweat trickled between her breasts, down her spine, and embarrassingly between her thighs. Her baggy clothes felt heavy and gross. She lay on her back, chest rising and falling, trying to slow her racing pulse while Valentina’s calm voice guided them through deep breathing.

When the class ended with a soft chime, the other students began rolling up their mats and chatting. Kat stayed down a moment longer, catching her breath, cheeks still flushed.

Valentina crouched beside her, sweat making her own skin shine like polished bronze. A single drop rolled slowly down the valley between her breasts before disappearing into the emerald fabric.

“You did wonderfully for your first time, Kat,” she said, that husky tone wrapping around the words. “Your body really listens. I can already tell you’re going to open up so beautifully with a little guidance.”

Kat sat up, tugging her damp shirt down self-consciously. “Thanks… it was intense. More than I expected.”

Valentina smiled, slow and knowing. “The heat always brings out what’s really there. See you next time?”

Kat nodded before she could think better of it. “Yeah. I think so.”

As Valentina stood and walked toward the door—those tiny scrunch shorts riding even higher with each step—Kat forced her eyes to the floor.

Calm yourself, she repeated firmly in her head, gathering her things. Yes, she’s attractive. Stop staring.

But as she rolled up her mat and picked herself up off the floor, the memory of Valentina’s hands on her hips and that low, intimate voice lingered like the heat itself—impossible to shake.


Chapter Two

Most of the other women had already filed out of the studio by the time Kat finally got moving. She was sore. The room somehow felt even hotter now that the class was over, the air thick with the scent of sweat and eucalyptus. Her clothes were soaked through—her gray T-shirt stuck to her back and chest like a second skin, and her baggy shorts clung uncomfortably to her thighs. She could feel sweat trickling down the backs of her knees as she stood.

She needed a shower. Badly. The locker room was supposed to be beautiful anyways.

Following the signs, Kat pushed through a frosted-glass door into the locker room. It was luxurious for a yoga studio—soft lighting, wide wooden benches, gleaming tiled floors, and a row of private shower stalls along the far wall. The air was cooler here, a blessed relief after the furnace of the studio, but her skin still felt sticky and overheated.

She chose a locker near the back, away from the few remaining women who were quickly changing and chatting. Most of them were already halfway out the door, towels slung over shoulders, hair damp. Within a couple of minutes the locker room had emptied out almost completely. Kat let out a small sigh of relief. She wasn’t in the mood for small talk.

Peeling off her soaked T-shirt felt like shedding a wet rag. She dropped it onto the bench with a soft slap, standing there in just her simple black sports bra and shorts. The cool air kissed her damp skin, making her shiver. Her full breasts felt heavy, the fabric of the bra clinging to her nipples, which were still annoyingly tight from the heat. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and started to push them down when she heard the door open again.

Valentina walked in.

She still wore the tiny emerald-green outfit, now even more drenched than during class. Sweat glistened on every inch of her olive skin, tracing shiny paths down her collarbone, between her breasts, and over the taut plane of her stomach. The micro sports bra was practically molded to her body, the thin fabric translucent in places where it clung to the full, rounded curves of her breasts. Her scrunch-butt shorts had ridden up even higher, the bunched material disappearing between her firm cheeks so that almost her entire ass was bare and gleaming.

Kat froze, shorts part way down her waist.

Valentina didn’t seem to notice her at first—or if she did, she didn’t show it. She walked straight to a locker right near Kat’s, humming softly under her breath, and dropped her towel on the bench.

It’s a yoga studio. People change. It’s normal. Kat told herself firmly, forcing her gaze back to her own locker.

But Valentina made no effort to hide anything. With casual ease she reached behind her back and unclasped the emerald sports bra. The fabric peeled away slowly, wet and heavy, releasing her full breasts. They bounced gently as they settled, heavy and perfectly shaped, dark nipples tight from the sudden shift from heat to cooler air. A single bead of sweat rolled down the inner curve of one breast and dripped onto the wooden bench.

Kat’s mouth went dry. She quickly turned away, pretending to dig through her bag for shampoo, but her eyes kept flicking back as more heat pooled between her legs.

Valentina hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the tiny shorts and shimmied them down her long legs in one smooth motion. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Completely bare now with a small strip of hair above her pussy, she stepped out of the shorts and stood naked, stretching her arms overhead with a soft sigh. The movement made her breasts lift and her back arch, highlighting every toned line of her body—the narrow waist, the flare of her hips, the smooth, sweat-slick curve of her ass. A delicate gold chain still rested low on her hips, the only thing she hadn’t removed.

“God, that heat can really get to you, doesn’t it? Sometimes I’m still not used to it.” Valentina said conversationally, as if they were chatting over coffee. She ran her hands through her damp braid, loosening it so her dark hair tumbled over one shoulder. “First class is always the sweatiest. You handled it so well, Kat.”

Kat managed a small nod, cheeks burning hotter than they had in the studio. She was still standing there in her sports bra and half-pulled-down shorts, feeling suddenly very aware of her own soft, curvy body next to Valentina’s toned perfection.

Valentina turned toward her fully now, completely unabashed. Her eyes drifted over Kat—taking in the damp sports bra, the way her shorts were caught around her thighs, the sheen of sweat still covering her skin.

“You look like you could use some help cooling down,” she said gently. “Would you like me to show you a couple of quick cool-down stretches? It really helps the body transition after hot yoga. Keeps everything from tightening up.”

Kat hesitated, heart hammering. “I… I was just going to shower.”

Valentina smiled, warm and encouraging. “Of course. But a minute or two of gentle stretching first makes the shower feel even better. Here—let me help you with your hips again. They were a little tight during class. Do you spend a lot of time sitting?”

Before Kat could protest, Valentina stepped closer. The heat radiating from her naked, sweat-glistened body was impossible to ignore. She placed one hand lightly on Kat’s lower back, the other on her hip, guiding her into a gentle forward fold right there between the lockers.

“Breathe into it,” Valentina murmured, voice low and close. “Let your body melt. Good girl.”

Her bare breasts brushed lightly against Kat’s arm as she adjusted the angle. The skin-on-skin contact was slick with sweat—warm, smooth, and far too intimate. Kat could smell the faint scent of Valentina’s skin mixed with the eucalyptus from the studio: salty, feminine, intoxicating.

She’s just being helpful, Kat told herself, eyes squeezed shut. She’s an instructor. She does this all the time. She’s just comfortable being naked. Lots of people are like that in yoga studios like this.

But her body wasn’t listening. Her nipples were painfully hard against the sports bra, and she could feel a fresh, embarrassing rush of wetness between her legs that had nothing to do with the yoga sweat.

Valentina’s hands lingered, thumbs tracing small circles on Kat’s hips. “You really are so responsive,” she said softly, almost to herself. “Your body opens up so beautifully with the right touch.”

Kat straightened up too quickly, nearly stumbling. “I… I should really shower now.”

Valentina stepped back, giving her space, but her dark eyes held a quiet, knowing spark. She stood there completely naked, sweat still drying on her skin, looking utterly at ease.

“Of course,” she said with a soft smile. “But think about booking one of my private flexibility sessions sometime. Just the two of us. I can give you much more… personal attention. Help you really get loose in ways the group class can’t. You want to do it while you’re young and still have some flexibility left, trust me.”

She reached out and lightly brushed a strand of damp hair from Kat’s cheek, the touch feather-light and lingering just a second too long.

“Ok… sounds good. Maybe I will. Thank you.” The words came tumbling out.

“See you soon, Kat.”

Valentina turned and walked toward the showers, her firm ass swaying with each step, the gold chain glinting at her hips.

Kat stood frozen, heart pounding, her pussy pulsating with heat. She could still feel the ghost of Valentina’s hands on her skin and the warm brush of bare breasts against her arm.

It’s just yoga, she repeated desperately like a mantra in her head as she finally yanked her shorts the rest of the way off. Just a very… comfortable instructor. Nothing more.

But even as she stepped into the shower and let the cool water cascade over her overheated body, the memory of Valentina’s naked, glistening form refused to wash away.


Chapter Three

Kat stood under the cool shower spray for a long time, letting the water rinse away the sticky sweat. She scrubbed her skin until it felt raw, trying to wash off the memory of Valentina’s naked body, the slick brush of those heavy breasts against her arm, the low murmur of “good girl.”

It didn’t work.

By the time she dried off and pulled on her normal clothes—jeans and a loose blouse—she still felt overheated. Her nipples were sensitive against the fabric of her bra, and every time she shifted her thighs she could feel how slick she still was between her legs. She told herself it was leftover adrenaline from the intense class. Nothing more.

The locker room was completely empty now. She slung her bag over her shoulder and headed for the exit, the cool evening air hitting her like a blessing as she stepped outside. Most of the lights in the studio lobby had been dimmed for the night. Only the front desk was still lit, and behind it sat the receptionist flipping through a schedule book.

Kat paused at the door, heart thudding.

Just leave. Go home. It’s just yoga.

But her feet didn’t move. Instead, she found herself walking toward the desk, cheeks already warming.

“Hi… um, I was wondering if Valentina has any private sessions available this week?”

The receptionist looked up with a bright smile. “She does! She keeps a couple of spots open for one-on-one flexibility work. How does Thursday at 8 p.m. sound? The studio will be closed to the public after the last group class, so it’ll be very quiet.”

Kat swallowed. Thursday was only three days away.

“That… that works,” she heard herself say. Her voice sounded small. “Can you put me down for it?”

“Absolutely. Katarina, right? One private advanced flexibility session with Valentina. You’re all set.” The receptionist handed her a small confirmation card. “She’s excellent. You’ll feel amazing afterward.”

Kat nodded quickly, mumbled a thank you, and hurried out before she could change her mind.

The drive home was quiet. She kept the windows down, letting the night air cool her flushed face, but her mind refused to settle. Every red light brought back the image of Valentina stretching naked in the locker room—breasts lifting, sweat rolling down olive skin, that delicate gold chain glinting at her hips.

By the time she stepped into her small studio apartment, Kat’s body was humming with a low, restless energy she couldn’t name.

She went through her usual routine on autopilot: brushing her teeth, washing her face, changing into an oversized sleep shirt and soft cotton panties. The apartment was dark except for the bedside lamp. She climbed into bed, pulled the sheet up to her waist, and tried to read a few pages of the novel on her nightstand.

The words blurred.

Her mind kept drifting back to the studio. To Valentina’s husky voice saying “Your body really listens… You open up so beautifully.” To the way those warm, confident hands had felt on her hips. To the heavy, perfect breasts brushing her arm, slick with sweat.

Kat’s breathing grew shallow.

She set the book aside.

It’s nothing. Just the heat. Just a weird reaction.

But her right hand was already sliding under the sheet, slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. Her fingers found smooth, swollen folds—far wetter than they had any right to be after a simple shower.

She bit her lip as she circled her clit slowly, eyes fluttering shut.

In her mind it was Valentina’s voice again, low and close: “Breathe into it… Let your body melt. Good girl.”

Kat’s hips twitched. A soft, embarrassed whimper escaped her throat. She rubbed faster, remembering the slick heat of Valentina’s skin, the way her dark nipples had tightened in the cool air, the confident sway of her bare ass as she walked to the shower.

The orgasm built quickly, almost embarrassingly so. Kat pressed her face into the pillow, thighs trembling as sharp pleasure rolled through her. She came with a muffled gasp, fingers slick and shaking, the image of Valentina’s naked, glistening body burned behind her eyelids.

When the waves finally faded, Kat lay there panting, staring at the ceiling.

She pulled her hand out of her panties and wiped it on the sheet, cheeks flaming with shame and confusion.

It’s just because the class was intense, she told herself firmly. Everyone gets worked up after a hard workout. It doesn’t mean anything… I just need to get laid. It had been a while. Months. Since her ex-boyfriend…

But even as she rolled over and turned off the lamp, a small, traitorous voice in the back of her mind whispered:

Thursday is only three days away.


Chapter Four

Thursday evening came faster than Kat wanted it to.

She stood in front of her closet for far too long, heart fluttering. The oversized T-shirt and baggy shorts from last time suddenly felt ridiculous. After a moment’s hesitation, she pulled out a simple black tank top that hugged her full breasts a little more than she usually allowed and a pair of yoga leggings she had bought on impulse months ago but never worn. They were tighter than anything she normally chose—soft charcoal fabric that clung to her curvy hips and thick thighs, the waistband sitting low enough to show a sliver of soft belly when she moved.

It’s just more practical for stretching, she told herself as she smoothed the leggings over her ass in the mirror. Nothing else.

Her nipples were already faintly visible through the thin tank top. She told herself it was because she wasn’t wearing a padded bra tonight.

The drive to the studio felt longer than it should. By the time she parked and walked inside, her palms were damp and a low, restless heat had settled between her legs.

The receptionist greeted her with a smile. “Valentina is waiting for you in Studio B. She said to go right in—the studio is all yours tonight.”

Kat’s stomach flipped. She adjusted her tank top one last time and pushed open the heavy door.

The heat hit her immediately, though it was set lower than the group class—maybe 95 degrees instead of 105. The lights were dimmed to a soft, warm glow, and soft music played from the speakers. Only one mat was laid out in the center of the room, with another beside it for Valentina.

Valentina was already there, stretching casually in the middle of the floor.

She looked even more breathtaking than last time. Her dark hair was loose tonight, falling in soft waves down her back. She wore a sheer white micro crop top that was already turning slightly see-through from the warmth of the room, the thin fabric doing almost nothing to hide the full, rounded shape of her breasts or the dark outline of her nipples. Below that, the tiniest black thong-style yoga shorts disappeared between her firm ass cheeks, leaving almost her entire backside bare and smooth.

Valentina turned with a warm, welcoming smile. “Kat. You came. I’m so glad.”

She walked over and pulled Kat into a brief, friendly hug. The press of those barely-covered breasts against Kat’s tank top sent a spark straight down her spine.

“You look lovely tonight,” Valentina said, stepping back to look her up and down. “Those leggings suit you. Much better for deep work.”

Kat blushed furiously. “Thanks… I thought they might be more practical.”

“They are.” Valentina’s eyes lingered a moment on the way the fabric hugged Kat’s hips. “Shall we begin?”

They started with gentle warm-up flows. Valentina moved beside her, guiding every pose with light, confident touches. Hands on Kat’s lower back in downward dog, palms sliding along her thighs to open her hips in pigeon pose, fingers pressing gently into the meat of her ass to deepen a lunge.

“You’re still so tight here,” Valentina murmured during a wide-legged forward fold, her hands resting on the insides of Kat’s thighs, thumbs stroking small circles. “All that sitting at your desk… your body wants to open, but it’s holding on to the tension. Breathe into it for me.”

Kat’s face burned. The stretch pulled at her inner thighs, and every time Valentina’s thumbs moved, fresh heat bloomed between her legs. She could feel herself getting wetter, the thin fabric of her leggings growing damp against her pussy. She prayed Valentina couldn’t tell.

They moved into partner work. Valentina knelt behind Kat in a seated straddle stretch, pressing her chest lightly against Kat’s back to help her fold forward. The sheer crop top did nothing to hide how hard Valentina’s nipples were. Kat could feel the firm peaks brushing her shoulder blades through two thin layers of fabric.

“So responsive,” Valentina whispered near her ear. “Your hips are opening beautifully tonight. Can you feel it? The release of the tension?”

Kat could only nod, breath shaky.

Halfway through the session, Valentina had Kat lying on her back with one leg extended up. She held Kat’s ankle, gently pushing the leg toward her head in a deep hamstring stretch. The position left Kat’s other leg splayed wide, the seam of her leggings pressing right against her swollen clit.

Valentina’s free hand rested casually on Kat’s inner thigh, just inches from where she was aching, and Kat had to bite the inside of her cheek so she didn’t let out a moan.

“You’re holding a lot of tension right here,” Valentina said softly, fingers tracing the tight muscle. “When was the last time you really let your body release, Kat? I mean… fully release?”

Kat’s eyes flew open. The question hung in the warm air.

“I… I don’t know what you mean,” she stammered.

Valentina smiled gently, still holding the stretch. “Orgasms, sweetheart. How often do you let yourself cum? Your body is so tight—it needs regular, deep release to stay flexible. It’s perfectly natural and healthy.”

Kat’s mouth went dry. Her pussy throbbed visibly against the tight leggings. She could feel a small wet spot forming right at the crotch.

“I… sometimes…” she whispered, mortified.

Valentina’s thumb stroked a slow circle on her inner thigh, dangerously close to the damp seam. “Good. But I can tell it’s not enough. Your poor little pussy is practically pulsing right now. Don’t be embarrassed—it happens to a lot of women in deep stretches. The heat, the opening… it wakes everything up.”

Kat’s hips twitched involuntarily. A tiny whimper escaped before she could stop it. Oh my gosh. Oh my gosh. Did she just say that?

Valentina eased the leg down and helped Kat sit up. Her dark eyes were soft but knowing. “We still have time. Let me show you one deeper hip opener. It’s very intimate, but it will help you let go.”

She guided Kat onto all fours, then gently pressed her chest down into the mat while keeping her ass high—puppy pose, but deeper. Valentina knelt behind her, one hand on Kat’s lower back, the other sliding slowly up the back of her thigh until her fingers rested just under the curve of Kat’s ass.

“Breathe,” Valentina cooed. “Let your body surrender. You’re doing so well, Kat. So well for me…”

Kat’s mind spun. She was trembling, nipples diamond-hard against the tank top, pussy soaked and aching. The words “for me” echoed in her head even as she desperately told herself this was still just stretching.

Valentina leaned closer, her breath warm against the back of Kat’s neck.

“Would you like me to help you release some of this tension now?” she asked softly. “We can go as slow as you need. No pressure. Just… deeper work.”

Kat’s answer came out as a shaky whisper.

“…Okay.”

“Good girl.”

Valentina’s fingers slid lower, tracing the seam of Kat’s leggings right over her soaked pussy. The touch was feather-light at first, just enough pressure to make Kat’s hips jerk.

“Oh god…”

“Shhh… relax,” Valentina murmured. “Feel how wet you are already? Your body has been begging for this since the moment you walked into my class. Just breathe and let me take care of you.”

She rubbed slow, lazy circles over the damp fabric, pressing the seam against Kat’s swollen clit. Kat moaned quietly, forehead pressed to the mat, ass still high in the air. I’m dreaming. I must be dreaming. This can’t be fucking happening, she told herself even as she began panting, her face blushing a deep red.

“So sensitive,” Valentina praised, voice low and husky. “Look at you… trembling for me. Such a pretty, needy girl. You don’t have to hide it anymore, Kat. Let yourself feel good.”

Kat’s thighs shook. The slow rubbing was driving her insane — gentle, teasing, never quite enough. Valentina kept whispering soft encouragements, telling her how beautiful she looked like this, how responsive her body was, how good she was being by letting go.

After several long minutes, Valentina helped Kat rise to her knees. She turned her gently so they were face to face, then cupped Kat’s flushed cheek.

“Come with me,” she said. “Don’t worry, no one is here. I will lock up.”

Kat’s legs felt like jelly as Valentina took her hand and led her through the frosted door into the dimly lit locker room. The air was cooler here, but Kat’s skin was burning. No one else was in the building. The door clicked shut behind them with a soft final sound.

Valentina guided Kat to sit on the wide wooden bench, then knelt between her spread thighs like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Let’s get these off,” she said, hooking her fingers into the waistband of the tight leggings. She peeled them down slowly, taking Kat’s soaked panties with them. The cool air hit Kat’s dripping pussy and she shivered hard.

Valentina stared openly at the glistening folds in front of her. “Fuck, baby… you’re soaked. Look at this pretty pink pussy dripping for me.”

She leaned in and pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss right above Kat’s clit, then another lower, tasting the slick arousal on her lips.

Kat gasped, hands flying to Valentina’s shoulders. “Oh fuck… Oh shit…” Kat almost came right then and there.

“Relax,” Valentina soothed, kissing the inside of one trembling thigh. “I’m going to make you feel so good. Just let me taste you….”

She licked a long, slow stripe up Kat’s slit, savoring the sweet, salty flavor. Kat’s hips bucked and a broken moan escaped her.

“Mmm… delicious,” Valentina hummed against her folds. “So sweet and wet. This is what you needed, isn’t it? A woman’s tongue on your pretty little cunt.”

“Oh my gosh… Valentina…”

She licked again, slower this time, circling Kat’s clit with the flat of her tongue before sucking it gently between her lips. Kat cried out, fingers tightening in Valentina’s dark hair.

Valentina pulled back just enough to speak, her lips shiny with Kat’s juices. “That’s it, baby. Hold onto my hair. Let me hear how good it feels. You’ve never had a woman eat this pussy before, have you?”

Kat shook her head frantically, too overwhelmed to speak.

“I thought so,” Valentina purred, sliding two fingers along Kat’s entrance, teasing but not pushing inside yet. “First time getting your pussy licked by a woman… and you’re already dripping down my chin. Such a good girl for me.”

She dove back in, licking and sucking with more purpose now — long, hungry strokes mixed with focused flicks over Kat’s clit. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth filled the locker room. Kat’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against Valentina’s face as the pleasure built fast and sharp.

Valentina moaned into her pussy, the vibration making Kat see stars. “Cum for me, Kat. Let go. Cum all over my tongue like I know you need.”

The words pushed Kat over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her hard — thighs clamping around Valentina’s head, back arching, a loud cry echoing off the tiles as she came hard on Valentina’s mouth.

Valentina kept licking her through it, gentler now, drawing out every last shudder until Kat was a trembling, panting mess on the bench.

When Kat finally caught her breath, Valentina rose up on her knees, face glistening with Kat’s release. She leaned in and kissed Kat deeply, letting her taste herself on Valentina’s tongue.

“You did so well, baby,” she whispered against Kat’s lips. “But we’re not finished yet.”

Valentina stood and slowly peeled off her own sheer crop top, letting her full breasts bounce free. Then she shimmied out of the tiny thong shorts, standing completely naked except for the delicate gold chain at her hips.

She sat on the bench beside Kat and gently guided the younger woman down between her spread thighs.

“Now it’s your turn,” Valentina said, voice thick with arousal. Her pussy was swollen and shiny, lips puffy and wet. “I’ve been aching for that innocent little mouth since your first class. Taste me, Kat. Put that pretty tongue on my cunt and show me what a good girl you can be.”

Kat hesitated only a second, heart hammering, then leaned forward. Holy shit. I’m going to taste another woman. Her pussy… right in front of me. Kat was caught in a state of disbelief, arousal, bliss and shock all at once.

The first tentative lick drew a deep groan from Valentina.

“Yes… just like that. Lick my pussy, baby. Get your first real taste of woman.”

Kat grew bolder, licking longer strokes, tasting the salty-sweet arousal mixed with sweat as she moaned desperately. Valentina’s hand tangled gently in her hair, guiding her.

“Fuck, you’re a natural,” Valentina moaned, hips rocking slowly against Kat’s face. “Deeper, sweetheart. Suck on my clit… yes, good girl. You’re making my pussy so wet. Keep going — I want to cum on your pretty face.”

Kat licked and sucked eagerly now, lost in the taste and the sounds Valentina was making. Valentina’s thighs began to tremble, her dirty praise turning filthier.

“That’s it, lick my cunt like you were born for it. First time eating pussy and you’re already so fucking hungry for it. Make me cum, Kat. Make your instructor cum all over your tongue.”

Valentina’s orgasm hit with a low, throaty groan. She ground against Kat’s mouth, thighs clamping around her head as she flooded Kat’s tongue with her release. Kat kept licking softly until Valentina finally relaxed, breathing hard.

They stayed like that for a long moment — Kat on her knees between Valentina’s thighs, both of them sweaty and spent, the taste of pussy thick on Kat’s lips.

Valentina finally pulled Kat up into a slow, deep kiss, tasting herself on the younger woman’s mouth.

“You were perfect,” she whispered, brushing damp hair from Kat’s face. “My sweet, curious girl… I think you’re going to need a lot more private lessons. But first, lets shower.”

Kat could only nod, dazed, her body still buzzing and her mind spinning with what she had just done. She just had sex with a woman. She was straight. Or she wasn’t. Fuck… She loved it.

For the first time, the voice in her head didn’t argue.


Chapter Five

Valentina took Kat’s hand again and led her to the shower area at the far end of the locker room. She turned on the warm spray, adjusting it until steam began to rise. Then she pulled Kat under the water with her.

The hot water cascaded over their naked bodies, rinsing away sweat but doing nothing to cool the heat between them. Valentina pressed Kat gently against the tiled wall, kissing her deeply while her hand slid down between Kat’s legs.

“Still so wet for me,” she murmured against Kat’s lips. Two fingers slipped easily inside Kat’s soaked pussy, curling slowly. “Such a greedy little pussy. You’re going to let me finger you now, baby. Just relax and take it.”

Kat moaned loudly as Valentina pumped her fingers in a steady rhythm, thumb rubbing firm circles over her clit. The water made everything slicker, louder. Valentina kissed down Kat’s neck, sucking lightly on her skin while she fucked her with her fingers.

“Turn around for me,” Valentina commanded softly.

Kat obeyed, bracing her hands on the cool tiles. Valentina dropped to her knees behind her, spreading Kat’s ass cheeks with both hands.

“Look at this perfect ass… and this dripping pussy from behind.” She leaned in and licked a long stripe from Kat’s clit all the way up to her tight little hole. “Mmm, even better from back here.”

She devoured Kat again — tongue fucking her pussy, sucking her clit, occasionally flicking higher to tease her asshole. Kat cried out, pushing back against Valentina’s face, the new angle making everything feel even more intense.

Valentina moaned into her. “That’s it, fuck my face, baby. Ride my tongue. You love getting eaten from behind, don’t you? Such a dirty girl for your first time.”

The combination of fingers earlier, the warm water, and Valentina’s relentless mouth sent Kat spiraling into a second, even harder orgasm. She came with a sharp cry, legs shaking so badly that Valentina had to hold her up, tongue still working her through every pulse.

When Kat finally stopped trembling, Valentina stood, turned her around, and kissed her tenderly under the spray.

They washed each other slowly — soapy hands gliding over breasts, hips, and between legs — sharing soft kisses and quiet laughs.

After the shower, they dried off and began to dress. Kat’s legs still felt weak as she pulled her leggings back on. Valentina slipped into a simple tank and shorts, looking effortlessly sexy even now.

“So…” Valentina said, stepping close and brushing a strand of wet hair from Kat’s face. “How do you feel about booking another private lesson next week? Same time? I have so much more to teach you.”

Kat looked up at her, cheeks still flushed, the taste of Valentina’s pussy still lingering on her tongue. She had just had sex with a woman.

A small, shy smile broke across her face.

“Yes,” she said, voice soft but certain. “I’d like that. A lot.”

Valentina grinned, pleased. “Good girl. I’ll see you next Thursday, then. And Kat?”

“Yes?”

“Wear the tight leggings again. I like how they look on you… and how easy they are to take off.”

Kat’s pussy gave a fresh throb at the words. She nodded, already imagining it.

As she left the studio and stepped into the cool night air, her body still buzzing and her mind spinning, something thing was crystal clear:

She felt better than she had in months, and she was definitely coming back.

∞∞∞

Kat’s heart was already racing when she pushed open the studio door the following Thursday evening. The lights were low again, and the receptionist was already gone, the heat turned up just enough to make the air feel thick and intimate. She had worn the tight charcoal leggings again—just like Valentina had asked—and a thin black sports bra that did nothing to hide how hard her nipples already were.

She wondered what Valentina had in store for her this time. Kat lost count of how many times she let herself cum this past week, imagining Valentina on her, between her thighs, or with a toy… Maybe she was finally losing some of her tension.

Valentina was waiting in the center of the room, wearing nothing but a tiny pair of black thong shorts and that familiar gold chain at her hips. A black gym bag sat open on the floor beside her mat.

“You came back,” Valentina said, voice low and pleased. She pulled Kat into a slow kiss the moment the door clicked shut. “My eager little student. I have something special planned tonight. Something to really teach you how to open up.”

“What is it?” Kat asked, a shy smile forming on her lips. She was ready for whatever her instructor wanted to teach her.

“This…” Valentina purred.

Kat’s breath caught as Valentina reached into the bag and lifted out a sleek, dual-ended strap-on. One end was a thick, realistic cock—veined and slightly curved, glistening with lube already. The other end was a shorter, bulbous plug designed to slide deep inside the wearer. Valentina’s eyes sparkled with wicked hunger.

“This is going to feel so good inside both of us,” she murmured, stepping out of her thong. “I want you to feel me fucking you… while I fuck myself at the same time.”

Kat watched, mesmerized, as Valentina spread her legs, lined up the shorter end, and sank down onto it with a low, throaty moan. The bulbous plug disappeared inside her pussy, and the thick cock now jutted out proudly from her hips like she really had one. Valentina gave it a slow stroke; eyes locked on Kat’s. Then, she slipped into a black harness, securing her cock snuggly in place.

“On the mat, baby. All fours. Ass up for me.”

“Oh my… fuck…Yes ma’am.”

Kat’s legs shook as she dropped to her hands and knees on the thick yoga mat. The position felt filthy—her tight leggings still on, ass presented high, pussy already throbbing and soaking through the fabric. She was going to get fucked with a strap-on. A week ago, she would never have even dreamed of something like this. Valentina knelt behind her, running her hands over Kat’s ass, squeezing the soft cheeks then giving them a smack.

“Such a perfect little ass,” she purred, hooking her fingers into the waistband and peeling the leggings and panties down to Kat’s knees in one smooth motion. Cool air kissed Kat’s dripping folds. “Look at you… already dripping down your thighs. You want my cock, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Kat whimpered, pushing back shamelessly. “Please, Valentina.”

Valentina pressed the thick head of the strap-on against Kat’s entrance, rubbing it up and down through her slickness. “Relax for me, baby. Let me open you up nice and slow.”

She pushed forward. The fat head stretched Kat open, inch by inch, until the entire length was buried deep. Kat moaned loudly, fingers curling into the mat. It felt impossibly full—thicker than any fingers or tongue had been. Or any cock she ever had.

“Oh my god… it’s so big,” Kat gasped.

Valentina groaned in pleasure as the movement drove the plug deeper inside her own pussy. “Fuck, you feel perfect. So tight and wet around my cock.” She started to thrust—slow, deep strokes that made the harness shift against her clit and the plug grind inside her. “That’s it… take every inch. Feel me fucking you like you were made for it.”

The pace built steadily. Valentina’s hips slapped against Kat’s ass with every thrust, the wet sounds echoing through the empty studio. She reached around and rubbed Kat’s swollen clit in tight circles while she fucked her harder.

“You’re getting so sloppy for me,” Valentina growled, voice rough with lust. “Listen to that pretty pussy taking my cock. First time getting fucked by a woman and you’re already creaming all over it like a desperate little slut.”

Kat’s moans turned into broken cries. The dual sensation—the thick cock stretching her deep and Valentina’s skilled fingers on her clit—was too much. Sweat slicked both their bodies, making skin slide against skin.

“Harder,” Kat begged, pushing back to meet every thrust. Her own voice surprised herself. “Please—fuck me harder.”

Valentina obliged, gripping Kat’s hips and pounding into her. The strap-on drove deep on every stroke, the plug inside Valentina making her moan and curse with every movement.

“That’s my good girl. Take it. Let me ruin this sweet cunt.” Valentina leaned over Kat’s back, breasts pressing against her, teeth grazing her shoulder. “You’re going to cum all over my cock, aren’t you? Cum for me, baby. I need it. Soak it.”

Kat shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her like lightning—pussy clenching hard around the thick shaft, thighs shaking violently, a loud, shameless cry tearing from her throat as she came harder than she ever had in her life. Valentina didn’t stop, fucking her through it, drawing out every pulse until Kat was a quivering, whimpering mess on the mat, face pressed to the cool surface, ass still high and trembling.

Only then did Valentina slow, grinding deep one last time before pulling out with a wet, obscene sound. She quickly unbuckled the harness, the plug slipping from her own soaked pussy, and pulled Kat into her arms on the mat.

They lay tangled together, breathing hard, skin slick with sweat and arousal. Valentina kissed Kat’s temple, then her lips, slow and tender.

“You were incredible,” she whispered. “My sweet, curious Kat… look at you now. We finally got rid of that tension you had been carrying. No more pretending you’re straight. You’re mine now—my eager girl who loves getting her pussy fucked by me.”

Kat laughed breathlessly, cheeks flushed, body still buzzing. She felt changed. Awakened. Alive in a way she had never known before. “I… I want more,” she admitted, voice soft but certain. “I want everything.”

Valentina smiled, dark eyes gleaming with promise. “Good. Because So do I. And I have so many more toys… and so many more ways to open you up. Next week, same time?”

Kat nodded, already imagining it. “Next week. And every week after that.”

They stayed wrapped in each other on the mat for a long time, the studio quiet except for their slowing breaths and the soft hum of possibility.

Kat had come for yoga. Instead, she had her very first taste of another woman and loved every second of it.

And she was never looking back.

The End!
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