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I need a change more than anything. Something new and exciting to jar me out of this complacency. I’ve been stuck in the same boring life, the same imperfect body, the same friends who all seem to be getting married and popping out babies or trapped in the party every night mentality of their twenties. 

             The unopened juicer sitting in its cardboard box, my last attempt to make a positive and lasting change in my life mocks me. I have to pull my gaze away from it, feeling the familiar annoyance at myself.Do other people feel like this? Like every time they try to make their life better they just fall into a comfortable, safe routine?The business card is bright and hopeful in my hand. “Courts Yoga and Gymnasium will help you meet your goals” it reads.Well, it can’t hurt. Plus, if they push a membership on me, at least I will have my credit card payments to convince me to go. Then again, I’ll probably just end up going once and never coming back. Maybe I should just start walking or something.I am about to throw the card out when the incredulity of the situation hits me like a slap in the face.I’m really at the point in my life where signing up for yoga seems like an insurmountable task? What is wrong with you Rachel!

             I grab my phone and dial the number before I have a chance to think it over. After two rings a man picks up, greeting me with the youthful exuberance of either someone who is new to his job and the work world and has yet to have his ambition crushed or the rare breed of people who when they write “loves working with people” on their resume they actually mean it. “Courts Yoga, Gymnasium and cafe, Thomas speaking. How can I help you meet your goals today?” he spouts of the corporate jargon with such unironic enthusiasm that I am taken aback. 

              “Hello Thomas. I was handed one of your business cards while I was out shopping this morning, and thought I’d give you a call!” My voice sounds overly eager to me. Truth is,I’m a willing listener hoping to be sold. If I put my money where my mouth is and sign up for a couple months in advance, it’s sure to motivate me to not just give up after a week.Plus, this guy sounds cute! Maybe a little young for me, but there’s not harm in looking.

“Well, you called at a great time! We are offering a special for new customers which will give you two classes free. In fact, we have a hot yoga class offered at eight pm tonight, you should come on down!”

             Did I use to sound so eager? God, I bet he’s got a great body, too. They always put the hottest ones at the front desk to snap up all the bored soccer moms. Oh, who am I kidding? I’m a sucker for a cute guy as well, and this guy probably works on his body day in and day out.“Is it beginner friendly? I’ve never done yoga and am worried I’ll make a fool of myself.” 

“Don’t worry. With our promotion going on right now our instructors are used to seeing some new faces, and our free classes are perfect for all levels. Just make sure to wear something you don’t mind sweating in, hot yoga lives up to its name. You will be amazed at how healthy you feel after a session.”

              “Well, thanks for the info Thomas. I’ll be sure to check you out tonight.” I feel heat coming to my cheeks.Did I just say check you out? Hopefully he thinks I meant the studio. 

             “Perfect. We will be happy to have you!” 

              The second thoughts start as soon as I set the phone down. I weigh my options. I could go to hot yoga and get all sweaty, or I could make some tea, open a bag of chips, and catch up on some shows.What was the name of that show Liz recommended? I could laze around, binge some TV, and if I am feeling really ambitious maybe I can even crack into that book I’ve been putting off. No! Get off that lazy ass of yours and get ready, Yoga is in an hour! 

              And that is how I found myself standing outside the doors of Courts Yoga and Gym.Rachel 1, Procrastination 0.Feeling equal parts proud that I convinced myself to go and ashamed that Yoga feels like a major step, I walk through the doors. 

The building is trendy and new, with a youthful vibrancy and energy that seems embodied in the hunk of meat sitting at the reception desk between the nametag “Thomas”.Don’t stare, don’t stare. Damn, where I am supposed to look?

“Hello there. First time at Courts Yoga?” said Thomas, smiling warmly. He looks to be just about twenty years old, and obviously makes good use of the yoga and gym facilities.It should be illegal for someone with that nice a body to wear a low v-neck shirt, I bet he loves the attention from all the housewives that aren’t getting what they need at home.

“Yes! We spoke on the phone earlier. You were saying that a beginner yoga class is offered?”

“You’ve come at a great time. We have a new instructor, Sophie, who is very talented. Our change rooms are on your right, and the studio is just across the hall.”

              I walk down the hallway and enter the change room, putting my bag away and taking off my sweater. Underneath I’m wearing a yellow tank top that leaves my arms free, and my only pair of yoga pants, which, while not being brand name have the most important quality of being comfy and flexible. I walk into the classroom and the heat and humidity hit me like stepping out of a plane into the tropics. The first bead of sweat is already forming on my brow. I cannot help but feel envy in my heart as I look at the instructor, a young woman with a perfect body, with a washboard stomach betraying not an ounce of fat. Her tight tanktop exposedher midriff and naval, and her yoga shorts fell just below her hipbones, showcasing a body toned by countless hours in the gym.Stop being jealous! She must have worked for hours everyday to get that. Sure, you have a few extra pounds, but if you stick with a healthy exercise and diet routine you can look better as well.The room had a hardwood floor with gym mats spread out, and snugly fit the dozen or so students who were stretching or waiting with varying degrees of comfort on their faces. One of the burliest men I have seen in my life was stretching with a confident expression on his face. He seems to be concentrating completely on the moment.

              “Hey,” he says, with a deep, yet sonorous voice. I would have expected it to be as gruff as the five o’clock shadow which outlined a strong jaw. His eyes were warm, friendly, and full of life, and made his bulk less intimidating.He looks like the polar opposite of the tall, slim men I usually prefer.He is probably a few inches shy of six feet, but built like a ton of bricks. I place my mat down and sit in front of him, almost close enough to reach out and touch him.

“Hello,” I say back, and that’s all that comes out of my mouth. I cannot think of anything witty, or charming, or anything else as I cannot help but let my eyes roam over his burly chest, dark chest hairs curling their way above his fitted t shirt. He looks like he is about to say more, but the instructor’s voice cuts him off.

“Welcome to introductory hot yoga. I’m sure you guys and girls will love it, and I look forward to seeing you come back and your flexibility and form improve. Since this is a beginner lesson, and some of you may never have tried yoga or hot yoga before, we are going to be doing a five minute warmup followed by a 15 minute routine. If anyone becomes faint or needs water, please excuse yourself and you will find a water fountain to the left outside of the door. Now, everybody stand up and follow my stretches.”

              The room spins slightly as I stand too quickly, the blood rushing from my brain and it takes me a second for it to settle.Note to self, stand up slowly!Sarah starts with the arms, but it is hard to follow her with the specimen of a man in front of me. He is so different from what I usually am attracted to in a guy, but as he stretches his muscular biceps I can tell he has litheness and grace, each move seems to be calculated and without wasted effort.He seems so much more powerful than the skinny guys I usually date. He is completely and utterly in control of his body in a way that makes me uncomfortably aware of the fact that in comparison, my balance is absolutely embarrassing. Sarah leads us through the stretches, and the heat of the room starts to work its way into my very muscles.              

“Now, let’s stretch our legs. Follow my lead” says the instructor.

As I grab my leg to lift it, I lose my balance and fall forward, throwing out my hands to catch myself on the broad back of the man in front of me. He barely grunts and his back feels like falling into a brick wall.

“Careful there!” he says, but without any bite in his voice, and a slight smile takes all of the sting out. Still, I can feel my cheeks flushed red, hoping everyone will think it is the heat of the room rather than my embarrassment as I mumble out an apology.

“Alright, is everyone feeling good and stretched?” says the instructor after the five minutes are up. “Now, the first pose we are going to do is called the cat pose. It is very simple, but I will make sure that everyone’s form is perfect before we move on. Now, watch as I enter the pose.”

              Sophie gets on all fours, arching her back in the first pose. I can feel myself breathe a little sigh of relief,it does not look too crazy.Plus, on all fours there is no chance of me falling over and making a fool of myself again!I enter the pose, copying the form not of the instructor but of the beast of a man in front of me, watching his broad shoulders ripple under his shirt as he enters the pose.What would it feel like to have him on top of me? I would feel so helpless under all those muscles.

             “Inhale from the bottom of your chest and curl your toes, drop your belly and keep your abs tense. Slowly move your gaze up to the ceiling,” says Sarah, demonstrating once she is sure that everyone has the first pose ready. I am entranced by the body in front of me, and the view I have of his firm, powerful buttocks. I can’t help myself from imagining reaching out and giving him a pinch on his firm ass, and a hard one at that.I’d like to see if he can keep his poise after that!I have always loved a man with a nice ass, and the one in front of me is quite the prime specimen. The heat of the room is filling me completely as I hold the pose, and the mixture of staring at the man in front of me and the tropical temperatures of the room is making me feel faint. 

“Now I want everyone to exhale, breathe out all that air and release the tops of your feet to the floor. Round your spinelike this and drop your head to look at the floor.”

It is a blessing to look at the floor and try to compose myself. I can feel my sweat covering my body, and the heat is all through my and between my thighs.

“Now, we repeat the first pose but I want you to really push yourself on this one”.

The heat keeps and humidity keep creeping up, and I can’t take my eyes off the drop of sweat slowly dripping down his beefy thighs in front of me. The heat is all through me, sweat sheening on my body and it is not all from the humidity of the room, but the sight in front of me. The tree trunks that were barely concealed by his rugby shorts are covered in thick hair, in stark contrast to the boyish front desk attendant that I was ogling earlier. My breath catches as he slips with a grace that should not be possible with his bulky physique into the next pose. Dirty, primal thoughts race through my brain.Imagine him on top of me, his sweaty body dripping on me, utterly manhandling me as he has his way with me. I wouldn’t be able to move a muscle to stop him doing whatever he wanted.

              The bulge of his cock is straining obscenely against his tight rugby shorts. I can see his large, heavy balls and have to force the dirtiest, lewdest thoughts from my mind. The sight of him, sweaty and massive makes me want to lick his body, taste the saltiness, bite into his thick muscles and feel his hands all over me. Unbidden, memories of the last time I was in this exact pose, arching my ass up, completely naked as my ex took me from behind. The man in front of me is so much bigger, and I can smell the slightest musk from him, the sight, the smell and the heat making my brain whirl as I cannot stop myself from imagining if we switched places, imagining his eyes undressing my ass, his strong hands grabbing my hips and pulling me roughly back against him as he fucked me however he pleased.Oh God, I would feel so helpless in bed with a man like that.

“Now hold that pose, everyone, while I come around to check your form.”

My eyes are undressing him, imagining seeing his naked ass, his cock free from its prison and dangling enticingly between his legs.What it would feel like, to suck each ball on at a time, tasting his musk and sweat and then licking up and down that massive tool.I am almost drooling as Sarah walks around the room.

“Perfect form!” she says to the man in front of me, then gets to me.

“You almost have it. Here, really sink into it” she says applying the slightest pressure to hips and I feel myself surrender into the pose, finally capturing some small part of grace for myself. My body is burning as I feel myself surrender into the pose, the fire in my body matching the lust in my mind. I had no idea that yoga could be such a workout. The poses are repeated, again and again, and then Sarah leads us into a cooldown and stretch for the last five minutes. Finally it is over, and I let myself sit down gratefully, soaking with sweat and with my muscles on fire but with a deep satisfaction akin to post-coitus bliss.

“Now be careful when you leave. Your body is not used to this kind of heat, and you might feel like you want to drink a gallon of water. Just be careful, drink slow, and let yourself get back to normal,”  cautions the instructor as we start to get up and file out of the room. I feel dehydrated but also clean and healthy in a way I had not felt for years. I leave the room and turn to my left, where a small line has formed for the water fountain. I get in line and none other than the thick man who was in front of me lines up behind me, giving me a smile that weakens my knees.

“First time doing yoga?” he says in that deep voice of his. His close cropped hair is soaking with sweat, and his shirt clings to his body from the perspiration showing off impressive muscles and definition.

“Yes, was it so obvious?” I reply, feeling the strain from exertion in my voice and wishing that yoga was as effortless for me as the guy standing in front of me. His muscular form speaks to countless hours in the gym, but the way he stands is not like the meatheads I usually see walking around in tank tops thinking they are God’s gift to women. He is not puffing his chest out or flexing “accidentally”, and even as he stands he has a dangerous grace to him.

“Oh no, you were fine. I just remember my first time at yoga… I had a bit of a slip just like you. Except instead of someone to catch me, I ended up knocking over the woman next to me like I was a human domino,” he chuckled ruefully. “Luckily your fall was much less embarrassing!”

I laugh as well. The image of him knocking over some five foot nothing yoga chick is quite the picture.

“My name is Mark,” he says, extending a rough and calloused hand that engulfs mine as I grasp it.Is he checking me out? I think I caught his eyes go to my chest. Oh, don’t kid yourself Rachel, after looking at the yoga instructor he probably thinks I am flabby and out of shape. Just because you’ve been checking him out all night doesn’t mean he wants you. 

“I’m Rachel. It’s nice to meet you Mark.”

“Pleased to meet you Rachel.You’re up!” he says.Up? Oh!The woman drinking in front of me had moved on seconds ago and I am holding up the line.Ugh, I’ve heard of getting lost in a guys eyes, but in his chest?I bend over to sip in a ladylike fashion, but the temptation of the cool water overwhelms me and I end up gulping it down like a madwoman to quench my parched thirst. I finish up and head to the change room, pulling my sweat soaked clothes off of me and gratefully slipping into my dry, clean jeans and blouse. A shiver crawled up and down my spine as images of Mark in the changeroom, his body free of pesky clothes and dripping with sweat invade my mind.It’s not fair, where did this come from? Sure it has been a few… well, eight months since I last got laid, but this is just lewd. What am I, a teen boy staring at his hot teacher? Get a grip Rachel!

I leave the changeroom and as I am about to walk past the men’s Mark happens to come out, and we end up walking towards the entrance together. 

“What a feeling hot yoga gives you, eh? It’s exhilarating,” he says conversationally. And it’s true. I can feel it deep within me, a healthiness that fills me from top to bottom.I never believed those cleanses or getting rid of toxins, but it feels like I just sweated out all the poisons in my body.

“That’s a great way to describe it. It feels... so freeing.”

“Want to grab a quick bite at the café? I must confess I have already eaten dinner but I like to eat after a good yoga session, even if I am drenched in sweat. I tried the gym’s cafe last time I came, it’s actually quite good.” 

I’m shocked. This guy wants to get something to eat with me? He’s way out of my league.Sure I’m cute, but guys who sculpt their bodies into something that beautiful deserve the same from a woman. Shut up Rachel, he’s asking you to get a bite to eat, it doesn’t mean anything. 

“I am a bit peckish!” I say, and cringe internally at my choice of words and over-eager tone.Who the hell says peckish anymore? Did anyone ever say it other than my mother? 

“I was hoping you would say that,” he says, looking over at me with a smile.That smile looked a little too knowing for my taste. Shit, has he noticed me checking him out? I’ve been practically drooling over his body all night.

             He leads me past the reception desk and into the small café, which is almost empty. It is a seat yourself set up, and I am pleasantly surprised as he pulls out a chair for me.I wouldn’t have thought he’d be a gentleman… I feel ashamed for imagining him doing such dirty things to me.We sit down and a serve comes by to drop off menus and water, and makes his exit as we politely decline drinks.

“So, what made you decide yoga?” he asks interestedly.

              Quick, think of a less embarrassing reason than it was either start yoga or continue my 8pm routine of eating a bag of chips and binge watching a new show.“Well, I was handed a business card and decided to come on a whim. Have you been going to this studio for a while? You don’t seem like the type who needs a beginner class anymore.”

“This is my second time at this studio. I’ve been doing yoga for five years now, and like you I was handed a business card and decided to check out this gym.”

              The waited comes around again, and we order. He is having a burger and fries, and I chose a garden salad.No reason to cancel out the calories I burned off at yoga with anything substantial.

“Five years, that’s dedication. I honestly have trouble sticking with exercise plans for more than a week, much less a year. How do you keep going?”

He chuckles ruefully before answering. “Well, I didn’t have much of a choice. I manage a construction company now, but five years ago I was doing the manual labour. I took a bad fall and lost a lot of my flexibility, and the doctor insisted I give yoga a try. The guys made fun of me for a while, but I’ve found it isn’t just physically great, it also is a perfect way to manage stresses.”

“Maybe I should try falling off a building, I need something to give me a kick of motivation,” I say and instantly regret making light of his obviously serious past injury until he starts to chuckle.

“Oh, I wouldn’t try anything so drastic as that. I find that for starting out, it can help to have someone to help motivate you. When I started going to the gym in university, me and my buddy would take turns driving each other in the morning. Nothing like someone yelling at you at 6am to get your ass in gear!”

“6 am? If anyone woke me up that early they better watch out.”

The food arrives, and I tuck in eagerly. The garden salad is light and refreshing, with a light but fresh tasting ranch style dressing that is miles above anything that came out of a bottle. He tucks into his burger with the same eagerness, and the first few bites are enjoyed in silence as we savour the tastes of our well earned meal.

“6 am is when the gym was empty. Our university was too cheap to buy more than one squat rack so it was essential to make the drive up as soon as possible. Luckily it was only a five minute drive. My latest gym is twenty minutes away, which is one of the reasons I am considering this one. I live out by Elwood, so it’s barely a ten minute commute.”

“I live in Elwood as well! I’m right by the park.”What a lucky coincidence. It’s going to be hard being at home alone when I know a guy like this is in the neighbourhood. 

He looks pleased and surprised. “No kidding, eh? I’m just a few streets down from you. Are you planning on going to the next hot yoga in two days?”

My plans were actually to crack a bottle of wine and re-watch Titanic.“Yes, I was planning on going. It will be great to get a routine in. This salad dressing is amazing by the way, good idea to come by.”
              

“If you’d like, I could give you a ride to yoga. Maybe me knocking at your door will help you get into a routine - don’t worry, I promise not to come at 6am. I value my safety a little too much.”

“That sounds perfect. It’s at eight again, correct?”

“That’s right. Here, pass me your phone and I’ll plug in my details.”

I hand over my phone, and our hands graze as I give it to him.Look how big his hand is compared to mine, mine could get swallowed up in his and you couldn’t even see it. I’d love to feel those hands roaming over my body, grabbing whatever they like. 

We finish up and pay the bills, then walk to our cars and say out goodbyes. He drives a large truck, dirtied from use, which normally would seem out of place in suburbia but makes sense for a construction manager.Looks like he sometimes longs for when he was working with his hands.I drive home distracted. Thoughts of Mark are possessing mymind, interrupting my thoughts. I can feel the wetness between my thighs as I walk in the door. I walk to the bathroom to have a shower, and as I turn it on and the water heats I pull off my clothes, shivering and not just from the cold. My look at myself in the mirror, nude with my nipples hardening and then hop in the shower, losing myself in the hot steam. I soap myself and cannot help but start to play with my hard nipples, rubbing them between my thumb and fingers, feeling the suds sliding off them as I pinch them.I’m so sensitive right now.I imagine that it is Mark’s hands on my nipples, and I pinch them harder, as hard as I can.His hands could pinch so much harder than this, he could have me screaming in pain if he wanted to, holy fuck he could do anything he wanted to me and there is nothing I could to stop him from spanking me, forcing me to deepthroat his cock, forcing himself into me no matter how hard I tried to resist.I have watched bdsm porn before, imagining that I was the slut getting whipped and tied up, but never before have Iimagined being taken by force by a man I’ve seen in person. My hand slides down between my legs, teasing myself, and I slide a finger in as I imagine him in this shower, pushing my roughly against the wall and pinning me there as he mounts me, his cock stretching my pussy and fucking my so deeply as I am crushed helpless against the wall. I grab the shower nozzle and aim it at my clit, the pressure feeling almost painful in the intensity of the pleasure. I love to do this to myself, to give myself so much pleasure it is unbearable, until I can no longer take it anymore.But if I was with him, I couldn’t choose to stop. He could make me cum and then abuse my oversensitive pussy, make me cum over and over until my legs were shaking and I beg him to stop, and then he could choose whatever he likes. Oh, oh God it feels so gooood. The pleasure overtakes me completely, and I feel the waves of my orgasm shudder through me, my legs, weak from yoga, giving out slightly as I am forced to use the slipper shower walls for support and pull the showerhead from my pussy quickly as the hot jets become painful in their intensity. 

I finish up my shower and am lost in a haze.What the hell Rachel? You meet this guy and suddenly want to submit to him? Where is this coming from? Oh God but I’ve never felt such an animal attraction to anyone. I need him, I need his cock and I need his strong arms to take me however he wants to. 

The next days passin a blur. At work I am distracted, and Johnson, my coworker, asks me if I’m alright.I can’t very well tell him that I keep picturing me on my knees, Mark’s hands on the back of my head forcing me to deepthroat hismassive cock.Finally, it is Thursday and with only an hour to spare until yoga, I finish getting ready. I look at myself in the mirror critically. I went yesterday and splurged on some new yoga pants, pretending to myself that they would be just another way to keep going to yoga but knowing in my heart that the real reason I got them is because they make my ass look fantastic. I’m wearing a lower cut shirt, showing off slight cleavage.I can’t wait to feel his eyes looking down my shirt, imagining me naked. 

The doorbell rings, and I walk up to it, feeling nervous. I open the door to Mark’s welcome smile.

“Hello there yoga buddy,” he grins. His gaze drops slightly to my chest, then back up again in a moment.If I hadn’t been watching for it, I would have missed his look. I hope he likes what he sees at much as me.  

“Well hello to you as well. Ready to work up a sweat?” I say,surprised at how forward I am.I want this man so badly it’s turning me into quite a brass lady, if you can still call me a lady after how I came imagining him having his way with me. 

“Always. Shall we head out?”

“Sure,” I say, and he leads me to his truck. It’s big, dirty and powerful, looking like it has never been washed. “You never wash this thing?”

“Well,” he says as we climb into the truck, “It’s bad enough that I do yoga, I need someway to keep my masculinity. Plus, I save on water.”

He drives like he is does yoga. Strong, sure, and in control. We park and walk into Courts Yoga, and he holds the door open for me.

The class is torture, pure and simple. He is beside me, and I cannot focus, I’m devouring him with my eyes. The routine is longer and harder this time, sweat drips down our bodies as we sink into each pose. My legs are shaking by the time we are done, and I collapse on the floor at the end, gasping for breath in the heat.

“Here, let me help you,” he says, and I outstretch my arms for him to help me off the ground. I barely have to use my legs as he pulls me to my feet, feeling his strong arms on mine, holding me tightly.I’m standing face to face with him, I want to kiss him, I want him to fuck me right here in front of everyone, oh God what am I thinking. 

I change quickly and meet Mark in the hallway. He is smiling that knowing smile.It’s like he knows exactly what I’m thinking, knows that I’m been fantasizing about him since the first time I laid eyes on him.We walk to his truck, talking about the routine, and when we start driving he asks exactly what I was hoping to hear.

“Want to swing by my place for a smoothie before heading home? It’s a great, cool refresher after a night of hot yoga.”

“That sounds superb,” I say, biting my lip. I know exactly what swinging by his place means after the way we have been looking at each other all night. His arms on the wheel are so strong, and I remember the way he picked me up so effortlessly. I can feel my nipples hardening as I imagine him pinching them, spanking me, fucking me hard. We get to his house, which is only a minute from mine, and as we pull into the driving I cannot help but be impressed by the place. It is two stories, and looks modern, but not in the tacky new age avant guard style favoured by the delusional new rich. 

“You’ve got a terrific place,” I say, and I can tell by his quick look of pride that he is aware by what he has and the work he has put into it. 

“Thank you Rachel, one of the perks of managing a construction company is that you can build whatever you like. This was and is my dream home, and I bought the land, tore down the house that was there, and built this from the ground up with my coworkers.”

He unlocks the front door and we walk in, leaving our shoes by the door. We enter the kitchen, which is full of chrome steel and new appliances, and he goes to open the fridge. 

“What would you like? Banana strawberry? Mango blueberry?”

“Hmm,” I say, walking behind him, standing so close to him I can feel the heat from his sweaty body and look into the fridge, which has containers full of chopped up fruits. “Well, it’s your place so you should have whatever you like.”

He turns, hearing the heat in my voice and looks into my smoldering eyes.I’m practically begging to be fucked.We stand there for a second, the heat and tension unbearable.Kiss me, kiss me and use me.His mouth is on mine instantly, kissing me deep as his hand pull me close. I am pressed against his strong chest, his arms trapping me as his tongue invades my mouth, kissing me deeply and passionately. His hands slide down to my ass, and I feel him groping me hard, so hard.His hands are taking control of me.His hand slides down the back of my shorts, squeezing the bare flesh of my ass. He lifts me up as he continues to kiss me, and I wrap my legs around him, clenching my thighs and feeling my pussy rubbing against his muscular belly. He opens a door behind me as he lifts me, and suddenly we are in his bedroom and he drops me on his bed, mounting me by all fours, never stopping kissing me. His mouth is dominating mine, and is arm grope me, sliding up and down my body.Your hands are all over me, I can’t take this teasing, you’replaying with me, toying with my lust.He breaks the kiss off to rip my shirt off of me, and one hand moves to my shorts as the other undoes my bra, letting my tits fall out only to be pinched and toyed with. His fingers grab my nipple and pull hard, so hard that I gasp in pain but he doesn’t stop, twisting it cruelly. Shocks of pleasure travel through my body as the enormity of the situation overwhelms me,I am in bed with a man so much physically stronger than me that even if I wanted to stop he could overpower me and fuck me without breaking a sweat.Oh my God I’m so wet.His hand rubs against my clothed pussy, tantalizing me and causing  meto moan deeply in my lust. I want your fingers in my pussy, I want your cock to pound me like a slut.I try to pull his shirt off, and he takes it off, exposing the body I have been dreaming of for days. He has black chest hair covering a strong chest, with barely any fat covering thick, solid muscle. His sweat is dripping on me as he pulls of my shorts and panties, his mouth descending to my nipple. His tongue licks and sucks at my nipple, and it hardens painfully as jolts of pleasure flow through me and I open my mouth in a low, desperate moan.Oh fuck I can’t take this anymore. I can’t take it I need your cock I need your cock“I need your cock please Mark stop teasing me”oh fuck did I say that out loud I don’t care if he thinks I’m a whore I need to be pounded hard and now.

He pulls his shorts down and off letting his cock springs free. It’s massive, throbbing and dripping precum, and heavy balls show his hunger and need as he rubs  his cockhead against my begging pussy. “Please just put it in,” I moan as he teases me mercilessly, his cock rubbing against my sloppy wet pussy, sliding between the lips and driving me mad with desire. 

“I want to hear you beg, Rachel, I saw the way you’ve been looking at me. I’ve never seen a woman with such need in her eyes as you, and I knew the first day I saw you that you would be begging for my cock.”

“Please Mark, please fuuuck me I need it so bad.” The words are flowing out of my mouth uncontrolled, my dignity is gone in my desperation and I feel no shame as I beg for his cock. His hands go to my painfully erect nipples and pinch them hard as I beg, causing my words to stumble out in the pain. 

“I bet you went straight home after last yoga and played with yourself thinking of me, didn’t you Rachel you little slut,” he says.How the fuck did he know that, how does he know what I am thinking.His cock pulses as he grinds it against my pussy, and I can feel my hips thrusting desperately, trying to pull his member into me. 

“I did I couldn’t help it I wanted you so bad,” I manage to say between my moans of desire. 

“And what did you think about me doing?”

“Using me like a whore using me like your little fucktoyspanking me whipping me tying me up making me suck your cock making me cum over and over please just fuck me I need your cock so bad,” I moan and I feel completely and utterly out of control and he shoves his cock into my soaking wet slit in one powerful motion.Ohhh I’m so fulllll.He starts to pound me hard, fucking me and pulling me close with his powerful arms, and I am completely trapped in his embrace as he fucks me like a mad beast.He wanted me just as bad as I wanted him, he just knows how to control himself. 

Nothing has felt so good as his cock in me, nothing has ever made me so helpless and controlled, his huge, sweaty body covering me and his growls in my ear as he takes me like I have never been taken before. I’m losing control I can’t even think anymore this feels so fucking goodI’ve never been fucked like this before.He holds nothing back as he fucks me mercilessly, and I can only try to hold on, my hands trying to grab hold of something, anything, sliding over his sweaty, muscular back as he pounds me like a whore. I can hear my moans, constant and uncontrolled, louder than his primal growls and I can barely believe what is coming from my mouth. “Oh Mark give me what I need I need that cock of yours so bad fuck me harder”I sound like such a slut what am I saying oh God it feels so good.I can feel myself coming close to blissful release as his cock rubs against my g spot and he is pulling me so tight to his body that my clit is rubbing against his chest.I need to cum more than anything oh I’m so close don’t stop don’t stop“Don’t stop Mark you’re going to make me cum don’t stop Aaaaah!” My pussy starts to clench as pleasure overpowers me as his cock never stops its rhythmic pounding of me and waves of bliss wash over me.I’m cumming I’m cumming oh this feels sooo goood.“Yes Mark yes” I hear myself scream as the waves of my orgasm crash over my whole body and his cock keeps sliding in and out. 

He kisses me deeply, running his hands through my sweaty hair, slowing his thrusts with remarkable control. He pulls his cock from me, and it is dripping from my juices and his precum, glistening and huge.It looks so hungry, it looks so angry and demanding, throbbing and pulsing and so fucking sexy.

“You’ve got yours, now it’s my turn,” he says commandingly, and lays beside me, pushing my head down to his massive cock. He forces my mouth onto it, and I can taste my juices on him mixed with his precum, and I fight my gag instinct as he roughly bobs my head up and down on his huge cock. His member fills my mouth completely, rubbing against my tongue as he grabs me by my hair and head pulling me up and down forcefully.I’ve never deep throated before he can’t push my mouth any further he can’t.“Please I can’t breath,” I try to say but only a muffled moan comes out as he forces two thirds of his cock deep into my throat, and I realize my moans of desperation are only turning him on more as he manhandles my head, forcing me to serve him.  “Play with my balls,” he says, and with his other hand grabs my arm and pulls my hand to his balls, and I rub them and pull, and he grunts in pleasure and increases the tempo that he pushes my mouth up and down, his cock deep in my throat as I struggle to accommodate his girth.Oh my God it’s so massive I feel like such a whore gagging on his cock but there’s nothing I can do he has me trapped and holy fuck I love being used like this.I am growing desperate to breath, barely getting any air through my nose as he pushes my mouth farther and farther down his cock, forcing me to deep throat his massive rod. 

“You’re such a good cockslutting little whore,” he says, and it feels so right to be called this, “Oh yeah I’m going to fill that sexy little mouth with my cum.”

His cock starts to pulse and grow even harder.I don’t think I can handle this load.I try desperately to pull my head away from his cock, to let him cum over my mouth but he has different ideas and growls as he pushes my mouth deeper on his cock.My lips are on his balls holy shit I can feel them clenching oh God he’s cumminghe’s filling my mouth I can’t handle this.I swallow desperately as his cock explodes in my mouth, sending wave after wave of his salty load into my mouth, and I can’t keep up, cum leaking from my lips as he lets go of my head and I gasp for air as his cock keeps shooting hot strands all over my face, his growls louder than ever. Finally it is over, and I am panting for breath, finally able to breath properly again. 

“Mmm, you’re amazing Rachel,” he gasps, out of breath as well. I grab a handkerchief from his bedside table, wiping the cum from his face as I gasp for air. “Holy fuck Mark that was the most intense lay of my life.”

“I knew you were a slut for me as soon as I saw you,” he says, smiling confidently. “Have you ever been used like that before?”

“No,” I say truthfully. “I had a boyfriend that spanked me a few times, but nothing like that.” 

“And you enjoyed it?”

I shudder with pleasure. “More than anything Mark.”

“Then we’ll have to do it again. Now, I think we have some smoothies to drink, unless you’ve had enough to drink already.”

“I’d love a smoothie, just let me go get cleaned up.”

I walk to the bathroom, and look in the mirror, shocked at my appearance. Cum is on my bright red face, sweat dripping from me and a look of utter satisfaction on my face. I clean up, drink water, and meet Mark in the kitchen where the sound of a blender running emanates. He hands me a blueberry mango smoothie, and I drink deep, the cooling liquid relaxing me. We sit and drink, and then I go and put my clothes on. He drives me home and we chat and joke the entire way.I don’t feel embarrassed at all... in fact that was the best sex of my life.That night I have the most relaxing sleep of my night, and wake up completely refreshed and filled with anticipation of more to come. I can’t wait for next yoga class.                                                             

                                                       Fin
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