
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Innocent Beginnings

The living room smelled faintly of lavender and sweat, the late afternoon sun pouring through the blinds, painting long, golden stripes across the hardwood floor. I was twenty, lean and wiry—5’11”, broad shoulders just starting to bulk up from pickup basketball games with the guys, dark blond hair perpetually tousled from running my hands through it when I got restless. My parents had hired a yoga instructor for me, some half-cocked plan to “center” me after a freshman year at college that was more about cheap beer and late-night gaming than anything resembling discipline. I’d rolled my eyes when they pitched it—yoga sounded like a chore, something for granola freaks or bored housewives—but they’d insisted, and with them out of town for the weekend, I was stuck with it. The house was mine, quiet except for the hum of the AC, and I figured I’d slog through the first session, maybe sneak a nap after, and call it a day.

The doorbell cut through the silence, sharp and insistent, jolting me off the couch where I’d been scrolling my phone. I shuffled over in my gray sweatpants—loose, comfortable, no boxers underneath—and a faded black tank top that hung off my frame, barefoot, still groggy from staying up too late blasting zombies online. I opened the door, expecting some crunchy dude with a man-bun or an overeager retiree in spandex, but instead, there she was—Lila, my yoga instructor, and fuck, she hit me like a freight train. Mid-twenties, maybe 26, tall and built—5’8” of lean muscle and curves that could stop traffic. Her skin was a warm olive tone, glowing in the sunlight like she’d been kissed by it all day, and her hair—jet-black, thick, pulled into a high ponytail—swung with every step, strands catching the light in a way that made my chest tighten. Her eyes were hazel, sharp and piercing, with a glint that felt like a challenge, locking onto mine as she flashed a slow, easy smile that curled her full lips just enough to make my stomach flip.

“Hey, you must be Ethan,” she said, her voice smooth, a little husky, like she’d just laughed at something dirty. “I’m Lila. Ready to stretch?” I stood there, throat dry, brain scrambling for a second before I managed a clumsy “Yeah, uh, come in,” stepping aside to let her pass. She brushed by, close enough that I caught her scent—citrus, sharp and bright, mixed with something earthy, like sage or cedar—and my eyes dropped, unbidden, to her ass as she walked into the house. She wore tight black leggings that hugged her like a second skin, outlining every curve—round, firm, swaying slightly with each step—and a cropped teal sports bra that left her midriff bare, showing off a flat stomach with a faint ripple of abs, her breasts high and full, straining the fabric so tight I could see the outline of her nipples if I squinted. A gym bag hung over her shoulder, casual but deliberate, and I shut the door behind her, my hands flexing, pulse ticking up as I followed her into the living room, trying to play it cool despite the sudden heat creeping up my neck.

She dropped her bag by the couch with a soft thud, fishing out a yoga mat—purple, rolled tight—and unfurled it with a flick of her wrists, the motion fluid, practiced, like she’d done it a thousand times. “Got a mat?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder, catching me staring at her back—long, toned, the leggings dipping low enough to show the dimples above her ass. I blinked, nodding fast, and grabbed mine from the corner—a cheap blue thing my mom had picked up at some discount store—unrolling it next to hers, a foot or so apart, the rubbery smell mixing with the lavender in the air. “Perfect,” she said, kicking off her sneakers to reveal bare feet, toes painted a bold red that stood out against her skin, and stepped onto her mat, stretching her arms overhead in a way that lifted her sports bra just enough to hint at the curve beneath. “We’ll start easy—some basic flows, get you loosened up. Sound good?” I grunted a “Yeah,” still adjusting to her presence, the way she filled the room without even trying, my voice rougher than I meant it to be.

We started with downward dog—her leading, me following, my hands pressing into the mat, fingers splayed wide, my ass lifting as I pushed my hips back, mimicking her pose. She flowed into it like water, her leggings stretching tight over her hips, the fabric pulling taut across her ass, dipping slightly between her thighs, hinting at the shape of her pussy underneath—subtle, but there, enough to make my breath catch. “Push your hips back more,” she said, her voice calm but firm, stepping off her mat to adjust me. Her hands landed on my hips—warm, strong, her fingers brushing the waistband of my sweats, pressing down with a gentle but insistent force that deepened the stretch, her touch lingering a beat too long. “Like that,” she murmured, close enough I could feel her breath on the back of my neck, her sports bra grazing my shoulder as she leaned in, and my cock twitched—faint, just a stir, but enough to make me clench my jaw, focusing on the burn in my hamstrings, the stretch in my calves, anything but the heat pooling low in my gut.

She stepped back, guiding us through more poses—cat-cow, warrior two, plank—her body a study in control, every shift deliberate, graceful. I kept up, mostly, my tank top sticking to my chest as sweat started to bead, my breath steady but heavier, my eyes flicking to her whenever I could. In cat-cow, she arched her back, her ass lifting, leggings pulling tighter, and I caught the faint outline of her pussy again—cameltoe, just a hint, but fuck, it was there. “Engage your core,” she said, her tone crisp, moving to plank, her arms strong, her sports bra dipping low as she held the pose, giving me a flash of cleavage—smooth, tanned, the swell of her breasts pressing against the teal fabric. My arms trembled, not just from the hold, my cock stirring again, a dull ache starting as I shifted to warrior two, legs spread, trying to focus on my stance, not her thighs flexing beside me.

“Nice form,” she said, catching my eye as we moved to seated forward fold, her legs stretching long in front of her, toes pointed, her hands sliding down her thighs—nails short, painted teal—gliding over her skin, slow and deliberate, the leggings so tight I could see every curve, the faint shadow of her slit pressing against the fabric. I mirrored her, my hamstrings screaming as I reached for my feet, my eyes locked on her hands, her fingers brushing her ankles, then back up, her sports bra lifting slightly, her breasts shifting, the stretch pulling the fabric taut. My cock twitched harder, half-hard now, pushing against my sweats, still soft enough to hide if I angled my hips right, but the ache was growing, a steady throb I couldn’t ignore, my breath hitching as I leaned deeper, pretending it was the stretch making me grunt.

We ended with savasana—lying flat on our backs, eyes closed, breathing slow—and I tried to relax, hands at my sides, palms up, but it was useless. She was right there, a foot away, her mat so close I could hear her breaths—steady, deep, a faint catch in them that made my skin prickle. Her scent drifted over—citrus, sage, a hint of sweat—and my cock wouldn’t quit, swelling more, a dull pulse that made me shift my hips, trying to adjust without touching myself, the fabric of my sweats brushing the head, sending a jolt through me. “Good first session,” she said, her voice breaking the silence as she sat up, and I opened my eyes, catching her stretching her arms overhead, the move lifting her sports bra, flashing a sliver of underboob—smooth, tanned, perfect—before she dropped them, her ponytail swinging, her hazel eyes flicking to mine with that faint, teasing smile.

I sat up fast, crossing my legs to hide the bulge, my cock pressing harder now, a damp spot starting where precum leaked through. “Yeah, uh, thanks,” I muttered, voice rough, my face heating as she rolled up her mat, bending over slow, her ass flexing, leggings pulling tight, showing every curve, the seam dipping between her cheeks. “Same time tomorrow?” she asked, straightening, her sports bra shifting, her nipples faintly visible through the teal fabric, and I nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah, sure.” She grabbed her bag, slipping on her sneakers, and headed for the door, glancing back with that smile—sharp, knowing, like she’d seen everything. “See you then, Ethan,” she said, and the door shut, leaving me alone, my cock fully hard, tenting my sweats, my hand sliding down to grip it, squeezing as I replayed her—those leggings, that bra, her hands on my hips, that flash of skin. I didn’t jerk off—not yet—just sat there, panting, heart hammering, knowing tomorrow would test me, innocent or not, and already aching for it.


Chapter 2: The Deliberate Tease

The next day dragged like a slow drip of molten lead, every hour a torment as I replayed Lila’s first session in my head—those black leggings hugging her ass, the teal sports bra straining over her breasts, that fleeting glimpse of underboob that had burned itself into my brain. I was twenty, lean and restless—5’11”, broad shoulders starting to fill out from pickup games, dark blond hair a tangled mess from tossing in bed all night, my cock waking me up hard and aching, her scent—citrus and sage—lingering in my dreams. I’d barely slept, my hand hovering over my sweats too many times, resisting the urge to jerk off, wanting to save it, though I didn’t know why. My parents were still gone, the house a quiet cage, and by the time her knock hit the door, my pulse was a jackhammer, my body coiled tight with anticipation.

I’d swapped the tank for a tighter white t-shirt today, the fabric clinging to my chest, showing off the lean muscle I’d started building, and kept the gray sweats—no boxers again, the loose fit doing nothing to hide what was already stirring. I crossed the room fast, bare feet slapping the hardwood, and opened the door, the late afternoon sun framing her like some kind of fucked-up angel. Lila stood there, mid-twenties and lethal—5’8” of sculpted muscle and curves, olive skin glowing, jet-black ponytail swinging as she shifted her weight, hazel eyes glinting with a mischief that made my stomach drop. She’d ditched the leggings for tiny black yoga shorts—barely covering her ass, the hem riding high on her thighs, clinging tight to her hips—and a cropped white tank, thinner than yesterday’s sports bra, the outline of her nipples—dark, hard—visible through the fabric, her breasts swaying free as she moved. Her gym bag hung loose over her shoulder, and she smirked, slow and deliberate, her gaze raking over me—lingering on my chest, my crotch—before stepping inside without a word, her bare thigh brushing mine as she passed, her scent flooding my nose—citrus, earth, a hint of sweat that hit me like a drug.

“Hey, Ethan,” she said, her voice husky, a tease woven into every syllable, dropping her bag by the couch with a soft thud. “Ready to go deeper today?” She turned, catching my eyes on her ass—round, firm, the shorts riding up to show the bottom curve of her cheeks—and I swallowed hard, my cock twitching, a faint throb starting as I shut the door, my hands flexing at my sides. “Yeah, uh, let’s do it,” I rasped, voice rougher than I meant, grabbing my mat from the corner, unrolling it next to hers—closer this time, six inches apart, the rubbery smell mixing with her presence as I watched her kick off her sneakers, red-painted toes flexing against the floor. “Good,” she said, stepping onto her mat, stretching her arms overhead, the move lifting her tank, flashing a sliver of underboob—smooth, tanned, perfect—her nipples hardening further, poking through the thin fabric, and my breath caught, my cock swelling, pressing against my sweats already.

We started with sun salutations—her leading, me following, my hands pressing into the mat, fingers splayed, my hips lifting into downward dog. She flowed into it slower today, her shorts pulling tight across her ass, outlining her pussy—cameltoe blatant now, the fabric dipping between her lips, a faint shadow of her slit showing through—and I couldn’t tear my eyes away, my cock thickening fast, pushing against the loose fabric, a dull ache spreading as I held the pose. “Keep your hips high,” she said, stepping off her mat, her voice calm but laced with something darker, her hands landing on my lower back—warm, firm—pressing down, guiding me deeper into the stretch, her fingers slipping under my waistband, brushing my bare skin, lingering there, her nails grazing the top of my ass. “Like that,” she murmured, her breath hot on my neck, her breasts brushing my shoulder through her tank, nipples grazing me as she leaned in, and my cock went rock-hard, tenting my sweats, impossible to hide now, a damp spot forming where precum leaked through.

She didn’t pull back—stayed close, her touch steady, her hazel eyes flicking down as she stepped away, catching the bulge, her smirk tugging wider, a knowing glint flashing as she returned to her mat. “Nice stretch,” she said, flowing into warrior two, her legs spreading wide, shorts riding higher, flashing the edge of her pussy—bare, smooth, a hint of pink where the fabric gapped—and my breath hitched, my cock throbbing, the wet spot spreading as I mirrored her, my t-shirt clinging to my chest, sweat beading down my spine. “You’re getting it,” she said, her tone playful, shifting to tree pose, one leg lifting high, her shorts gaping further, giving me a full view—her pussy lips, glistening, winking at me as she balanced, her tank slipping, one nipple peeking out—dark, hard, begging to be touched—and she didn’t fix it, just held my gaze, daring me to look away.

I stumbled, my cock aching, my sweats sliding down slightly, the head pushing past my waistband, precum smearing my stomach, and she laughed—soft, throaty, a sound that sank into my balls—dropping her leg, stepping closer. “Need help?” she asked, bending into a forward fold right in front of me, her ass inches from my face, shorts pulling tight, riding up to show half her cheeks, the seam pressing into her slit, outlining her pussy so clearly I could see it pulse. My hands flexed, my cock pulsing harder, leaking more, the wet spot growing, and I grunted, “Fuck—Lila,” my voice a ragged mess, no hiding the strain now. She straightened, slow and deliberate, turning to face me, her tank slipping further, both nipples peeking out now—full, tanned breasts swaying free—and she didn’t adjust it, just smirked, stepping closer, her bare thigh brushing mine, her heat radiating through the air between us.

“Looks like you’re feeling it,” she said, her eyes dropping to my lap, lingering on my hard-on—blatant, obscene, the head dark and slick, poking out above my sweats—her tongue flicking over her lips, slow and teasing. “Let’s try something seated,” she purred, sitting on her mat, legs spreading wide in a straddle, leaning back on her hands, her shorts gaping again, flashing her pussy—wet now, slick, the fabric dark where it touched her, her lips parted slightly, glistening in the light. I sat, mirroring her, my cock straining, the head fully exposed now, precum dripping down my shaft, soaking my sweats, and she leaned forward, reaching for her toes, her tank falling open, her breasts spilling out completely—round, perfect, nipples hard as bullets—as she held my gaze, a wicked smile curling her lips.

“Stretch with me,” she whispered, her voice a taunt, and I leaned forward, my hands on my mat, my cock throbbing, my sweats sliding lower, the head bobbing free, slick and dark, dripping onto my stomach as I stared at her—her pussy winking, her nipples begging, her body a deliberate tease. “Good boy,” she purred, shifting to her knees, crawling closer, her tank hanging loose, her breasts swaying, her shorts riding up, flashing everything—pussy, ass, all of it slick and ready—as she stopped inches from me, her breath hot on my face, her hazel eyes burning into mine. “Tomorrow,” she said, standing slow, her body a taunt, bending to roll her mat, her ass flexing, shorts pulling tight, giving me one last view—her pussy lips, wet and parted, the fabric clinging—before she grabbed her bag, slipping on her sneakers. “We’ll go even deeper,” she added, glancing back with that smirk—sharp, knowing, promising—and walked out, leaving me hard, leaking, panting—alone with my need, my cock pulsing in my hand as I gripped it, squeezing, knowing I’d be back, ready to break.


Chapter 3: The Naked Descent

The night after Lila’s deliberate tease was a restless hell, my body a live wire sparking with every memory of her—those tiny black shorts flashing her wet pussy, the white tank slipping to bare her hard nipples, her hazel eyes glinting with that wicked promise. I was twenty, lean and taut—5’11”, broad shoulders carving out from hoops with the guys, dark blond hair a tangled mess from thrashing in bed, my cock waking me up hard and throbbing, her scent—citrus, earth, sweat—haunting my sheets. I’d barely slept, my hand hovering over my sweats too many times, resisting the urge to jerk off, some primal instinct telling me to save it for her, for today. My parents were still gone, the house a silent crucible, and by the time her knock hit the door—sharp, insistent—my pulse was a freight train, my skin prickling with heat, my cock already stirring in my gray sweats, no boxers, no shirt this time, just bare chest and need.

I crossed the room fast, bare feet slapping the hardwood, my breath shallow as I opened the door, the late afternoon sun spilling in, framing her like a goddamn vision. Lila stood there, mid-twenties and devastating—5’8” of sculpted muscle and curves, olive skin glowing, jet-black ponytail swinging loose, strands brushing her shoulders. She’d ditched the shorts and tank for a black oversized t-shirt—thin, loose, hanging just past her hips, the hem teasing her thighs—and nothing else, her bare legs endless, toes still painted red, her gym bag slung over her shoulder. Her hazel eyes locked on mine, raking over me—my bare chest, the sweatpants tenting slightly already—and her lips curled into that slow, wicked smirk, her voice husky as she stepped inside without waiting. “Hey, Ethan,” she purred, brushing past me, her t-shirt grazing my arm, her scent hitting me hard—citrus, sage, and a thick, musky edge of arousal that made my cock twitch. “Ready to strip it down today?”

I shut the door, throat dry, my cock swelling fast, pressing against my sweats as I watched her drop her bag by the couch, her t-shirt lifting slightly, flashing the bottom curve of her ass—round, firm, bare underneath. “Yeah,” I rasped, voice rough, stepping closer, my hands flexing at my sides. “Let’s do it.” She turned, catching my stare, her smirk widening as she grabbed the hem of her t-shirt, pulling it up slow—agonizingly slow—over her head, revealing her body inch by inch: her flat stomach, the faint ripple of abs, her breasts—high, full, nipples dark and hard—bouncing free as she tossed the shirt aside, standing naked, unashamed, her pussy bare, red curls framing it, already glistening in the light. “Your turn,” she said, her tone a challenge, stepping onto her mat—unrolled with a flick—and stretching her arms overhead, her body a taunt, every curve on display.

I didn’t hesitate—yanked my sweats down, kicking them off, my cock springing free—thick, heavy, already hard, the head dark and slick with precum—standing bare, my chest heaving, sweat beading as I unrolled my mat next to hers, inches apart now, the air thick with her scent, my need. “Fuck,” I muttered, my eyes on her—her ass flexing as she bent into downward dog, her pussy winking between her thighs, wet and parted, her breasts hanging, nipples brushing the mat—and she laughed, soft and throaty, glancing back. “Like what you see?” she teased, holding the pose, her voice dripping with intent, and my cock throbbed, leaking more, a bead dripping onto my mat as I mirrored her, my hands pressing into the rubber, my ass lifting, my hard-on swaying beneath me.

We flowed through poses—naked, raw—her leading, me following, the room a furnace of heat and tension. In cat-cow, she arched her back, her ass lifting high, her pussy opening—slick, pink, dripping—her moans soft as she moved, her breasts swaying, nipples grazing the mat. I copied her, my cock pulsing, brushing my stomach, leaving a wet smear as I arched, my breath ragged, my eyes locked on her. “Good,” she purred, shifting to warrior two, legs spread wide, her pussy glistening, her hands stretching out, her body a sculpture of lust. I followed, my cock bobbing, precum dripping down my shaft, pooling on the mat, my t-shirt long gone, sweat slicking my chest, my blond hair sticking to my forehead.

She stopped, turning to face me, stepping off her mat, her eyes dropping to my cock—hard, leaking, veins bulging—her tongue flicking over her lips. “Enough stretching,” she said, her voice low, closing the gap, her bare feet silent on the hardwood, her breasts swaying, nipples hard, her pussy inches from me as she grabbed my shoulders, pulling me down to my knees. “Taste me,” she ordered, spreading her legs, her hands sinking into my hair, nails digging into my scalp as she guided my face to her slit—wet, hot, musky—her juices dripping down her thighs. I gripped her hips, fingers sinking into her flesh, spreading her wide, my tongue plunging in—flat, firm—licking a slow, hungry line from her entrance to her clit, tasting her—salty, sweet, a flood of heat that coated my lips, my chin, my beard.

She moaned—loud, unrestrained—her hips bucking, grinding against my face, her pussy pulsing as I sucked her clit—hard, relentless—my tongue flicking fast, circling the swollen bud, teasing the hood, then thrusting deep into her hole, fucking her with my mouth. “Fuck—Ethan,” she gasped, her voice a broken cry, her thighs trembling, her juices soaking me, dripping down my neck as I worked her, my hands sliding up, gripping her ass, spreading her cheeks, a finger circling her tight rim—teasing, pressing, slipping in slow—making her shudder, her walls clenching around my tongue. I sucked harder, my lips sealing around her clit, humming low to vibrate against her, my finger fucking her ass in time, stretching her, her moans turning to screams, her body shaking as I pushed her to the edge.

She came—hard, sudden—a hot gush hitting my mouth, my tongue, her squirt soaking me as she screamed, her pussy spasming, her ass tightening around my finger, her hands clawing my scalp, drawing blood. I drank her down, swallowing her release, licking her clean—slow, thorough—my tongue dragging along her lips, her clit, drawing out every shudder, her thighs quaking, her breath ragged as she slumped, still gripping my hair. “Your turn,” she panted, pushing me back onto my mat, flat on my back, my cock jutting up—dark, slick, throbbing—precum pooling on my stomach as she straddled my chest, her pussy dripping over me, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails sinking in.

She slid down, her mouth hovering over my cock—hot, wet, her breath teasing the head—before she took me in—slow, deep—her lips stretching around my shaft, her tongue swirling the tip, tasting my precum, salty and thick. I groaned—loud, guttural—my hands sinking into her ponytail, pulling her down, my hips bucking as she sucked—hard, relentless—her mouth a tight, wet vise, her tongue flicking the underside, tracing the veins, her hands cupping my balls—full, heavy—rolling them, squeezing, tugging until I hissed, my cock pulsing, leaking more into her throat. She moaned around me, the vibration hitting my core, her head bobbing, taking me deeper—gagging slightly, her spit dripping down my shaft, pooling at the base—her hazel eyes locking on mine, wild and hungry.

I thrust up—instinct, need—fucking her mouth, my hands guiding her, her nails raking my thighs, leaving red lines as she sucked harder, her tongue relentless, her lips tight, her throat swallowing around me. “Fuck—Lila,” I growled, my voice a broken mess, my balls tightening, the pressure building, and she pulled back—sudden, teasing—her lips glistening, a string of spit connecting her to my cock as she grinned, crawling up, straddling my face now, her pussy hovering—wet, swollen—over my mouth. “Again,” she whispered, lowering herself, and I dove in—licking, sucking—while she bent forward, taking my cock back in her mouth, a 69 of raw, desperate need, our moans muffled, our bodies locked in a cycle of giving and taking.

She came again—another squirt, weaker but hot, flooding my face—and I drank her, my tongue relentless, my cock throbbing in her mouth as she sucked me to the edge, my balls pulsing, my release hitting—hard, thick—ropes of cum shooting down her throat, her swallowing, moaning, her pussy spasming against my lips. We collapsed, tangled, her on top, my cock softening in her mouth, her juices dripping down my chin, the room reeking of us—sweat, cum, her squirt—our breaths ragged, her body trembling against mine, my hands stroking her thighs, her ass, knowing we’d crossed every line, and I’d never stretch the same again.


Chapter 4: The Yoga of Ecstasy

The morning after Lila’s oral assault dawned heavy and humid, the air in the house thick with the lingering musk of our last session—her squirt on my face, my cum down her throat, our bodies tangled in a sweaty, naked heap on the mats. I was twenty, lean and wired—5’11”, broad shoulders carving out from hoops, dark blond hair a wild mess from her hands clawing through it, my cock waking me up hard again, pulsing with the memory of her mouth, her pussy, her scent—citrus, sage, and raw arousal—still clinging to my skin. I’d barely slept, my body buzzing, my sweats abandoned somewhere in the living room, my parents still gone, the house a silent playground for whatever she’d bring today. Her knock hit the door like a gunshot, sharp and early, and I bolted up, bare-assed, my cock bobbing as I crossed the hardwood, my pulse a frantic drumbeat, knowing this time would be deeper, wilder, a full-on plunge into the abyss.

I opened the door, stark naked, my cock jutting out—thick, heavy, already leaking—and there she was, Lila, mid-twenties and a walking wet dream—5’8” of sculpted muscle and curves, olive skin glistening with a faint sheen of sweat, her jet-black hair loose now, spilling over her shoulders in wild waves, framing her hazel eyes that glinted with a feral hunger. She’d ditched the t-shirt for nothing—completely bare, her gym bag slung over one shoulder, her breasts high and full, nipples dark and hard, her pussy bare between her thighs, red curls catching the morning light, already wet, dripping down her legs as she stepped inside, her scent hitting me like a tidal wave—citrus, earth, and the thick, musky tang of her need. “Morning, Ethan,” she purred, her voice husky, dropping her bag by the couch, her eyes raking over me—my chest, my cock, my thighs—her lips curling into that wicked smirk. “Ready to fuck through every pose?”

I growled, throat tight, my cock throbbing, a bead of precum dripping onto the floor as I shut the door, stepping closer, my hands flexing with the urge to grab her. “Hell yeah,” I rasped, voice rough, and she laughed—soft, throaty—unrolling her mat with a flick, stepping onto it, her body a taunt as she stretched her arms overhead, her breasts lifting, her pussy winking between her thighs. “Strip it down,” she said, though I was already bare, and I grabbed my mat, spreading it next to hers—touching now, no space left, the rubbery smell mixing with our heat as I stood, my cock swaying, slick and ready. “Let’s start with downward dog,” she purred, dropping into the pose, her ass high, her pussy open—wet, pink, dripping—her breasts hanging, nipples brushing the mat, and I mirrored her, my cock dangling, brushing my stomach, leaking more as I stared at her, my breath ragged.

She shifted, crawling under me—sudden, fluid—her back pressing to my chest, her ass aligning with my hips, her pussy sliding against my cock as she held the pose, her hands and feet planted wide. “Fuck me like this,” she whispered, rocking back, and I thrust—hard, deep—my cock sinking into her, her tight heat swallowing me, her walls clenching, slick and searing as I pounded her, my hands gripping her hips, nails digging into her flesh, the mat creaking beneath us. “Fuck—Lila,” I groaned, my voice a guttural mess, my thrusts brutal, her pussy pulsing, her moans rising—loud, wild—as I fucked her through the pose, her ass slapping my thighs, her juices dripping down my balls, pooling on the mat.

She pulled away, panting, flipping onto her back, legs spreading wide into happy baby—knees to her chest, feet up, her pussy and ass exposed, glistening. “Here,” she gasped, grabbing my shoulders, pulling me down, and I knelt between her thighs, my cock pressing to her slit, thrusting in—slow, deep—her walls gripping me, her ankles by her ears as I fucked her, my hands pinning her wrists, my chest brushing her breasts, her nipples hard against me. “Harder,” she growled, her hazel eyes blazing, and I slammed into her, the angle hitting her deep, her pussy spasming, her moans turning to screams as she came—fast, wet—a gush soaking my cock, my groin, the mat, her body shaking beneath me.

I pulled out, my cock slick with her, and she shifted—quick, lithe—into bridge pose, hips lifting high, legs spread, her pussy open, dripping. “Take me,” she purred, and I straddled her, kneeling over her hips, my cock sinking back in—hard, relentless—fucking her from above, my hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wider, her breasts bouncing, nipples begging as I thrust, the mat trembling, her moans echoing off the walls. “Fuck—yes,” she gasped, her pussy clenching, another orgasm hitting, her juices flooding me, and I kept going, my balls tightening, my cock pulsing inside her, holding back, wanting more.

She rolled out, breathless, moving to warrior two—legs wide, arms stretched, her pussy glistening between her thighs—and I stepped behind her, my cock pressing to her ass, sliding between her cheeks, teasing her rim before pushing in—slow, firm—stretching her tight hole, her groan low and raw as I sank deep, my hands gripping her hips, fucking her standing, her pose faltering, her arms trembling as I pounded her ass, her pussy dripping, her breasts swaying with every thrust. “Ethan—fuck,” she moaned, her voice breaking, and I reached around, fingers finding her clit—swollen, slick—rubbing fast, circling hard, sending her over again, her ass spasming around me, her squirt hitting the mat, my thighs, as she shook, collapsing forward.

She caught herself, crawling to her mat, flipping into plow pose—legs over her head, feet by her ears, her pussy and ass up, exposed—and I knelt behind her, my cock thrusting into her pussy—deep, brutal—the angle insane, hitting her core, her walls clenching, her screams muffled against the mat as I fucked her, my hands gripping her calves, spreading her wider, my balls slapping her ass, her juices soaking us both. “Come in me,” she growled, her voice raw, and I thrust harder, my cock pulsing, but I pulled out—teasing, cruel—moving to her mouth instead, shoving in—slow, deep—her lips stretching around me, her tongue swirling, tasting her own slickness as she sucked, her hazel eyes locked on mine, wild and pleading.

I pulled back, my cock glistening with her spit, and she shifted—quick, desperate—into wheel pose, back arched, hips high, legs spread, her pussy begging. I straddled her again, thrusting in—hard, relentless—fucking her deep, her walls gripping me, her breasts bouncing, nipples brushing my chest as I leaned over, sucking one—hard, teeth grazing—making her scream, her pussy spasming, another flood hitting as she came, soaking me, the mat, her body trembling beneath me. “Breed me,” she gasped, her hands clawing my back, drawing blood, and I lost it—roaring, my cock jerking—thrusting deep, spilling thick, hot ropes into her, filling her pussy, her walls milking me, my balls emptying, pulsing with every stroke, cum leaking out around my shaft, dripping down her thighs.

We collapsed, tangled, her beneath me, my cock softening inside her, her breath hot on my neck, her pussy still twitching, leaking our mess onto the mat. “Fuck—Ethan,” she panted, her hands stroking my back, nails tracing the scratches, her hazel eyes soft now, sated. I pulled out, slow, her pussy dripping, and rolled beside her, my chest heaving, my body spent, marked—sweat, cum, her juices—our mats a wreck, the room reeking of us, a temple of yoga turned carnal. “More tomorrow?” she whispered, her voice a tease, and I nodded, wrecked, hers, knowing I’d stretch her again, fuck her through every pose, until we broke or burned out, lost in this wild, sweaty spiral.


Chapter 5: The Extreme Yoga Vortex

The dawn broke sticky and oppressive, the air in the house a swamp of lingering sex—Lila’s squirt, my cum, our sweat fused into a primal stench that clung to the mats, the hardwood, my skin. I was twenty, lean and feral—5’11”, broad shoulders hardening from hoops, dark blond hair a snarled mess from her claws, my cock waking me hard and aching, her taste—salty, musky—still on my tongue, her scent—citrus, sage, raw need—seared into my lungs. I’d barely slept, my body a furnace, my sweats long gone, my parents still absent, the house a lawless den for the madness we’d unleashed. Her knock hit the door like a thunderclap, early and brutal, and I lurched up, naked, my cock swinging—thick, heavy, leaking—as I staggered across the floor, pulse hammering, skin prickling, ready to dive into whatever twisted depths she’d drag me to today.

I flung the door open, bare and unashamed, my cock jutting out—dark, slick, veins bulging—and there she was, Lila, mid-twenties and a goddess of chaos—5’8” of taut muscle and sin, olive skin glistening with a sheen of sweat, her jet-black hair wild and free, spilling over her shoulders, framing hazel eyes that burned with a savage lust. She was naked again, no bag this time, just her body—breasts high and full, nipples dark and rigid, pussy bare, red curls matted with her own slickness, dripping down her thighs as she stepped inside, her scent crashing over me—citrus, earth, and a thick, animal reek of arousal that made my cock throb. “Morning, Ethan,” she growled, her voice a guttural purr, kicking the door shut behind her, her eyes raking me—my chest, my cock, my thighs—her lips curling into a smirk that promised annihilation. “Ready to fuck yoga into oblivion?”

I snarled, throat raw, my cock pulsing, precum dripping onto the floor as I lunged for her, hands flexing, but she dodged—quick, lithe—spinning to the mats, unrolling hers with a slap, stepping onto it, her body a taunt as she dropped into a wide-legged forward fold—ass up, legs splayed, pussy and ass exposed, dripping. “Start here,” she hissed, and I grabbed my mat, slamming it down—overlapping hers now, no boundaries—kneeling behind her, my cock pressing to her pussy, thrusting in—hard, brutal—her tight heat swallowing me, her walls clenching, slick and searing as I fucked her, my hands gripping her ankles, yanking her legs wider, her moans—low, feral—vibrating through the room, her juices flooding my cock, pooling beneath us.

She shifted—sudden, wild—twisting into a standing split, one leg shooting up, resting on my shoulder, her pussy still impaled on my cock, the angle obscene, stretching her open as I thrust—deep, relentless—my hands gripping her raised thigh, nails digging in, her other leg trembling, her breasts bouncing, nipples begging as I fucked her upright, her pussy spasming, her screams echoing off the walls. “Fuck—Ethan,” she gasped, her voice a shredded cry, and I leaned in, sucking a nipple—hard, teeth sinking in—making her buck, her pussy gushing, soaking my groin, my thighs, the mat, as I pounded her, my balls slapping her ass, the stretch of her leg amplifying every thrust.

She dropped the leg, spinning into a handstand—fluid, insane—her pussy hovering, dripping, and I caught her hips, flipping her mid-air, pinning her upside down, her legs splitting wide, my cock thrusting into her ass—slow, savage—the tight ring stretching, her groan raw and guttural as I sank deep, fucking her in the air, her hands braced on the mat, her breasts swaying, nipples brushing the rubber as I pounded her, my hands gripping her thighs, spreading her, her pussy leaking, her ass clenching around me, a vise of heat that made my vision blur. “More,” she snarled, her voice inverted, and I thrust harder, my cock dragging along her walls, her body shaking, her squirt hitting the mat, my feet, as she came—hard, violent—her ass spasming, milking me.

I pulled out, my cock slick with her, and she collapsed, rolling into a twisted lotus—legs crossed tight, arms bent back, pussy up—and I straddled her, my cock pressing to her slit, thrusting in—deep, brutal—the angle tight, her walls gripping me, her clit grinding against my pelvis as I fucked her, my hands pinning her wrists, my chest brushing her breasts, her nipples scraping my skin. “Fuck me—break me,” she growled, her hazel eyes blazing, and I slammed into her, the pose locking us, her pussy pulsing, her moans turning to screams as she came again—a flood soaking my cock, my balls, the mat—her body trembling, her nails clawing my arms, drawing blood.

She unfolded, lunging into a scorpion pose—back arched, legs over her head, feet by her face, pussy and ass up, a double offering—and I knelt behind her, my cock thrusting into her pussy—hard, relentless—then pulling out, sliding into her ass—slow, deep—alternating, stretching both holes, her screams muffled against the mat, her body a pretzel of lust as I fucked her, my hands gripping her calves, spreading her wider, my balls slapping her clit, her juices and my precum mixing, dripping down her thighs, the mat a slick mess. “Yes—fuck—yes,” she gasped, her voice raw, and I thrust harder, my cock pulsing, switching holes—pussy, ass, pussy, ass—her body shaking, her squirt hitting my chest, my stomach, as she came again, a geyser of heat.

I pulled out, panting, and she twisted—quick, feral—into a one-legged king pigeon, one leg bent back, the other stretched forward, her pussy open, dripping, her ass winking as she grabbed my cock, guiding it to her slit, pulling me down—hard, deep—her walls clenching, her moans wild as I fucked her, my hands gripping her bent leg, lifting it higher, the angle hitting her core, her clit grinding against my shaft, her breasts bouncing, nipples begging. I leaned in, sucking one—hard, teeth grazing—then the other, biting, making her scream, her pussy spasming, another flood soaking me, the mat, her body trembling as I thrust, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing inside her.

She shifted again—insane, fluid—into a thread-the-needle pose, one shoulder under her body, legs twisted up, pussy and ass tilted, and I straddled her side, my cock thrusting into her pussy—deep, brutal—the angle bizarre, stretching her sideways, her walls gripping me, her clit exposed as I reached down, rubbing—fast, hard—making her buck, her screams echoing, her squirt hitting my hand, my thighs, the mat, as I fucked her, my other hand gripping her ass, a finger sliding in—stretching, fucking—doubling her, her body a knot of pleasure, her orgasm ripping through her, a flood that drenched us both.

“Finish me,” she snarled, untangling, flipping into a full wheel—back arched, hips high, legs spread wide, pussy begging—and I straddled her, my cock sinking in—hard, relentless—fucking her deep, her walls clenching, her breasts bouncing, nipples brushing my chest as I leaned over, sucking her neck—hard, biting—marking her, my hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wider, my thrusts savage, the mat trembling, her screams filling the room. “Breed me—now,” she gasped, her nails clawing my back, shredding skin, and I roared—my cock jerking—thrusting deep, spilling thick, hot ropes into her, filling her pussy, her walls milking me, my balls pulsing, cum leaking out, dripping down her ass, pooling beneath us as she came—hard, violent—her squirt mixing with my cum, soaking us, the mat, the floor.

She collapsed under me, her wheel pose breaking, and I pulled out—slow, deliberate—my cock slick with our mess, flipping her onto her stomach, spreading her legs into a prone split—wide, obscene—thrusting back into her ass—deep, brutal—fucking her again, her moans muffled against the mat, her pussy leaking our cum, her ass clenching, stretching around me as I pounded her, my hands gripping her hips, nails drawing blood, her body shaking, another orgasm hitting, her squirt weak but hot, dripping beneath her. “Fuck—Ethan,” she gasped, her voice wrecked, and I came again—hard, dry—my cock pulsing in her ass, my body trembling, spent, as I slumped over her, chest heaving, my cum leaking from both holes, her body a quivering wreck beneath me.

We lay there, tangled, mats ruined, the room a sauna of sweat, cum, her squirt—our breaths ragged, her skin slick against mine, my hands stroking her thighs, her ass, her back, tracing the scratches, the bites. “More?” she whispered, her voice a taunt, barely audible, and I groaned, my cock twitching, soft but willing, knowing we’d pushed yoga into something unholy, a vortex of flesh and need, and I’d dive back in—every pose, every hole—until we broke the world or ourselves, lost in this savage, dripping dance.


Chapter 6: The Tantric Abyss

The twilight settled over the house like a heavy shroud, the air thick with the ghosts of our last encounter—Lila’s squirt soaking the mats, my cum spilling from her, our bodies a sweaty, wrecked tangle of yoga-fueled lust. I was twenty, lean and primal—5’11”, broad shoulders honed from hoops, dark blond hair a snarled chaos from her claws, my cock stirring at the faintest thought of her, her taste—salty, musky, sweet—still lingering on my tongue, her scent—citrus, sage, and raw, animal need—etched into my skin. I’d barely recovered, my body a furnace of bruises and scratches, my parents still gone, the house a lawless temple for the depravity we’d built. Her knock came late, a slow, deliberate thud that vibrated through the silence, and I rose, naked, my cock half-hard and leaking, crossing the hardwood with a predator’s stride, my pulse a war drum, ready to sink into the tantric abyss she’d promised over the phone—slow, deep, a ritual of control and release.

I opened the door, bare and unyielding, my cock jutting out—thick, heavy, slick with precum—and there she was, Lila, mid-twenties and a siren of chaos—5’8” of taut muscle and curves, olive skin shimmering with a faint sheen of oil, her jet-black hair unbound, cascading in wild waves over her shoulders, framing hazel eyes that glowed with a mystic intensity. She was naked, her body anointed—breasts high and full, nipples dark and erect, glistening with a thin layer of scented oil, her pussy bare, red curls matted with her own slickness, dripping down her thighs, a faint shimmer of oil catching the dim light as she stepped inside, her scent crashing over me—citrus, sandalwood, and a thick, primal musk that made my cock throb. “Evening, Ethan,” she purred, her voice a low, resonant hum, shutting the door with a soft click, her eyes raking me—my chest, my cock, my thighs—her lips curling into a slow, enigmatic smile. “Tonight, we breathe together—fuck through the energy, hold it, release it. Tantra.”

I growled, throat tight, my cock pulsing, precum dripping onto the floor as I stepped closer, my hands flexing, but she raised a palm—calm, commanding—stopping me. “Mats,” she whispered, gliding to the living room, unrolling hers with a reverence, spreading it flat, then lighting a small bundle of sage from her bag, the smoke curling up, filling the air with a sharp, earthy tang. I grabbed mine, laying it flush against hers—no gap, a shared altar—standing naked, my cock swaying, slick and ready, the sage smoke stinging my eyes as she knelt, cross-legged in lotus, her pussy open, glistening, her breasts rising with each slow breath, nipples gleaming with oil. “Sit,” she said, her voice a chant, and I dropped opposite her, legs crossed, my cock resting on my thigh, leaking, my chest heaving as I mirrored her, our knees brushing, the heat of her radiating into me.

“Eye lock,” she murmured, her hazel gaze piercing mine, unblinking, and I held it, my breath syncing with hers—slow, deep, in through the nose, out through the mouth—our chests rising, falling, the sage smoke swirling between us, her pupils dilating, swallowing the light. My cock throbbed, untouched, the energy building, a tight coil in my gut as she shifted—slow, deliberate—into yab-yum, climbing into my lap, her legs wrapping around my waist, her pussy hovering above my cock, wet and hot, dripping onto me, her breasts pressing to my chest, nipples scraping my skin, oil slicking us together. “Breathe with me,” she whispered, her lips brushing mine, not kissing, just hovering, her breath mingling with mine as she lowered—agonizingly slow—her pussy swallowing my cock, inch by inch, her tight heat clenching, pulsing, her walls a living rhythm as she sank to the hilt, our groins locked, my balls pressed to her ass, her juices mixing with my precum, dripping down my thighs.

I groaned—low, guttural—my hands sliding to her hips, fingers sinking into her oiled flesh, but she grabbed my wrists, guiding them to her back, pressing my palms flat. “Hold it,” she hissed, her voice a mantra, her pussy gripping me, unmoving, our breaths syncing—deep, slow, a tantric pulse—my cock throbbing inside her, the pressure building, my balls tightening, her clit grinding against my pelvis, her nipples hard against my chest, oil and sweat fusing us. “Feel it,” she murmured, her eyes locked on mine, her pussy clenching—slow, deliberate—a rhythmic squeeze that milked me without thrusting, her breath hitching, her walls fluttering, and I growled, my hands trembling, the energy coiling tighter, a white-hot thread from my cock to my spine, my vision blurring, her face the only anchor.

She shifted—subtle, insane—tilting her hips, lifting slightly, then sinking back, a micro-thrust, her pussy sliding along my shaft, her clit rubbing me, her ass brushing my balls, and I moaned—raw, desperate—my breath faltering, her eyes holding mine, unyielding, as she moved—slow, torturous—building the rhythm, her pussy a vise, her walls rippling, her juices flooding me, dripping onto the mat. “Stay with me,” she chanted, her voice a low hum, her hands sliding to my shoulders, nails digging in, drawing thin lines of blood as she rocked—deeper, slower—my cock pulsing, the head scraping her depths, her cervix kissing me, her moans soft, resonant, vibrating through her body, through mine, the sage smoke thickening, the room a haze of heat and sound.

She unfolded—slow, deliberate—into a tantric bridge, leaning back, hands planting behind her, hips lifting, my cock still buried, the angle shifting, stretching her pussy wide, her clit exposed, glistening, her breasts arching up, nipples pointing to the ceiling, oil shimmering as she held me inside, unmoving again, her breath a steady chant—in, out, in, out—my hands gripping her thighs, spreading her, my cock throbbing, the pressure unbearable, my balls aching, precum leaking into her, mixing with her slickness, dripping down her ass. “Release it slow,” she whispered, her eyes still locked, and she clenched—hard, rhythmic—milking me without moving, her pussy a pulse, her clit swelling, her breath hitching, and I groaned—loud, broken—my cock jerking, a slow spill starting, cum seeping out, thick and hot, filling her, her walls sucking it deeper, her moan a low, tantric wail as she held me there, drawing it out, my body shaking, my breath ragged, the edge held, not crashing, a controlled burn.

She rose—slow, fluid—back to yab-yum, her pussy still gripping me, cum leaking out, dripping onto my thighs, and she shifted again—wild, tantric—into a seated twist, one leg over my shoulder, her body spiraling, my cock twisting inside her, the angle surreal, stretching her pussy sideways, her walls clenching, her clit grinding my shaft, her ass brushing my balls, her breasts swaying, nipples scraping my chest as she rocked—slow, deep—her breath a chant, her eyes unblinking, her juices flooding me, her squirt building, a slow drip turning to a gush, soaking my cock, my groin, the mat, her moan rising, resonant, a sound that shook my core. “Now,” she gasped, her voice a command, and she thrust—hard, once—her pussy spasming, her squirt hitting my chest, my stomach, a hot flood, and I roared—my cock erupting—thrusting up, spilling thick, endless ropes into her, breeding her deep, her walls milking me, her squirt mixing with my cum, dripping everywhere, the mat a ruin, her body trembling, her eyes still locked, holding me in the abyss.

She collapsed forward, her forehead to mine, our breaths syncing—slow, deep—my cock softening inside her, cum and squirt leaking out, pooling beneath us, her hands stroking my back, nails tracing the scratches, her breasts pressed to my chest, oil and sweat binding us. “Feel it all,” she whispered, her voice a fading chant, her hazel eyes soft, sated, the sage smoke curling around us, the room a temple of tantric ruin—sweat, cum, her squirt, our breath—our bodies a single pulse, wrecked and whole. “Again?” she murmured, a tease in her exhaustion, and I nodded, spent, hers, knowing this slow, deep spiral had no end, a tantric vortex we’d ride until we dissolved, lost in the energy, the release, the claim.


Chapter 7: The Final Union

The morning light crept through the blinds, soft and golden, a quiet contrast to the storm of our tantric descent the night before—Lila’s squirt drenching me, my cum spilling deep inside her, our bodies locked in a slow, pulsing ritual that left the mats soaked, the air heavy with sage, sweat, and sex. I was twenty, lean and spent—5’11”, broad shoulders carved from hoops, dark blond hair a matted wreck from her hands, my cock waking soft but sated, her taste—salty, musky, sweet—faint on my lips, her scent—citrus, sandalwood, and primal musk—still clinging to my skin. I’d slept hard, dreamless, my body a map of her—scratches on my back, bruises on my thighs, a deep, satisfied ache in my core. My parents were due back tomorrow, the house a silent witness to our week of chaos, and as her knock hit the door—gentle this time, a soft tap—I rose, naked, my cock stirring faintly, crossing the hardwood with a steady stride, knowing this was the end, the final stretch, a closure we’d earn together.

I opened the door, bare and calm, my cock hanging heavy, soft but ready, and there she was—Lila, mid-twenties and radiant—5’8” of taut muscle and curves, olive skin glowing with a natural sheen, her jet-black hair loose, spilling over her shoulders in soft waves, framing hazel eyes that held a tender ferocity. She was naked, no oil today, just her—breasts high and full, nipples soft but darkening under my gaze, her pussy bare, red curls framing it, a faint glisten of arousal as she stepped inside, her scent washing over me—citrus, sage, and a warm, earthy sweetness that felt like home. “Morning, Ethan,” she said, her voice low, husky, a gentle hum as she shut the door, her eyes tracing me—my chest, my cock, my thighs—her lips curling into a smile, soft but knowing. “One last time—let’s make it complete.”

I nodded, throat tight, my cock twitching, a slow swell starting as I stepped closer, my hands reaching for her, and she met me—slow, deliberate—her arms sliding around my neck, her body pressing to mine, skin to skin, her breasts soft against my chest, her hips brushing my groin, my cock hardening against her stomach. “Yeah,” I rasped, voice rough with emotion, and she guided me to the mats—still laid out, stained with our past—kneeling together, face to face, our knees touching, the rubber cool beneath us, the sage smoke gone, the room quiet except for our breaths, syncing—slow, deep—as we sat, naked, exposed, ready to weave this ending.

She shifted—gentle, fluid—into a wide-legged seated pose, legs spreading slow, her pussy opening—pink, wet, inviting—her hands resting on her thighs, her eyes locking mine, soft but fierce. “Come to me,” she whispered, and I crawled forward, my cock swaying, thickening, precum beading as I settled between her legs, my hands sliding up her calves, her thighs, fingers tracing her skin—smooth, warm—until I gripped her hips, pulling her closer, my cock brushing her slit, teasing, not entering yet, our breaths hitching, her hazel eyes holding me, a silent vow. “Slow,” she murmured, her hands guiding my face to hers, lips brushing—not kissing, just touching—her breath warm, sweet, mingling with mine as I pressed forward—slow, deliberate—my cock sliding into her, inch by inch, her tight heat swallowing me, her walls clenching, slick and soft, a perfect fit as I sank to the hilt, my balls resting against her ass, her juices coating me, dripping onto the mat.

I groaned—low, reverent—my hands tightening on her hips, her pussy gripping me, unmoving, a still union as we breathed—deep, slow—our chests rising, falling, her breasts brushing my chest, nipples hardening, her hands sliding to my shoulders, nails grazing the scratches she’d left, a tender echo of our wildness. “Feel us,” she whispered, her voice a soft chant, her pussy pulsing—slow, rhythmic—a tantric squeeze that drew a moan from me, my cock throbbing inside her, the pressure building, a warm, steady glow, not the frantic burn of before, but a deep, grounding fire. She rocked—subtle, barely moving—her hips tilting, her clit grazing my pelvis, her breath catching, her walls fluttering, and I matched her—slow, shallow thrusts—my cock sliding along her depths, the head kissing her cervix, her moans soft, melodic, vibrating through her, through me, the room a cocoon of our heat.

She shifted—slow, graceful—into a reclining bound angle, lying back, legs bending, feet touching, knees falling wide, her pussy stretching around me, her ass lifting slightly, offering more, and I followed, leaning over her, my cock still buried, my hands planting beside her head, my chest brushing her breasts, her nipples scraping my skin as I thrust—deep, steady—her walls gripping me, her clit swollen, rubbing me with every stroke, her juices flooding, dripping down her ass, pooling beneath us. “Fuck—Lila,” I rasped, my voice thick, my eyes locked on hers, her hazel depths softening, glistening, her hands reaching up, cupping my face, thumbs tracing my jaw as she rocked with me, our rhythm a slow dance, a union of breath and flesh, her pussy pulsing, her moans rising—soft, sweet—a hymn of completion.

She pulled me down—gentle, firm—our chests pressing, her legs wrapping around my waist, locking me deep, her pussy a vise, her breath on my neck, her lips brushing my ear. “Fill me—one last time,” she whispered, her voice trembling, her walls clenching—hard, rhythmic—milking me, and I thrust—slow, deep—my cock pulsing, the pressure cresting, a warm, inevitable wave as I groaned—low, broken—my hands gripping her hips, my cock jerking, spilling thick, hot ropes into her, filling her pussy, her walls sucking me dry, my balls emptying, pulsing with every stroke, cum leaking out, dripping down her thighs, mingling with her slickness, her moan a soft wail, her pussy spasming, a gentle squirt hitting my groin, soaking us, sealing us.

I stayed inside her, softening, her pussy still twitching, holding me, and she shifted—slow, tender—into a seated yab-yum, climbing into my lap, my cock slipping free, cum and juices dripping onto the mat as she wrapped her legs around me, her arms around my neck, her forehead pressing to mine, our breaths syncing—slow, deep—our bodies a single pulse, slick with sweat, cum, her squirt, her breasts soft against my chest, her hands stroking my back, tracing the scars, the marks of our journey. “You’re mine,” she murmured, her voice a soft promise, her hazel eyes glistening, wet with something unspoken, and I nodded, my hands sliding to her ass, her hips, holding her close, my voice rough but steady. “And you’re mine.”

We sat there, tangled, mats a mess, the room quiet, golden light bathing us, the air thick with us—sweat, cum, her squirt, our breath—a sanctuary of closure. “This is it,” she whispered, her lips brushing mine—finally kissing, soft, slow—her tongue tracing my mouth, tasting our end, her hands cupping my face, her body trembling faintly against me. “Yeah,” I rasped, kissing her back—deep, tender—my hands roaming her thighs, her back, memorizing her, my cock soft but warm against her stomach, our mess a testament beneath us. She pulled back, smiling—soft, sated, complete—her eyes holding mine, a final lock, and we rose—slow, reluctant—gathering the mats, rolling them up, the stains a quiet trophy of our week.

She dressed—slowly, deliberately—slipping into a loose t-shirt from her bag, her body still bare beneath, and I pulled on my sweats, my cock soft, sated, my chest bare as I walked her to the door, her hand in mine, fingers laced, a silent bond. “See you around, Ethan,” she said, her voice warm, her smile lingering as she stepped outside, the sun catching her hair, her skin, a last glimpse of her glow. “Yeah,” I replied, leaning against the frame, watching her go—her ass swaying, her legs endless—until she vanished around the corner, leaving me alone, the house still, my body marked, my soul full. I shut the door, collapsing on the couch, the mats stacked in the corner, a grin tugging my lips—wrecked, satisfied, complete—knowing we’d stretched each other to the end, a perfect, filthy finale, and I’d carry her in me, always.

cover.jpeg
STRETCHING
MY YOGA
INSTRUCTOR

G |
= A
JENNA SAHAIRA' -





