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YOGA CLASS 

(ALICE)

I’m in the yoga studio with Taylor, my best friend, and everyone else, including the instructor, is running late. So we start on our own, our mats so close they’re practically touching on the shiny wooden floor. Soft music hums in the background from the speaker we already know how to set up via Bluetooth, since Natalie, the instructor, always asks us to do it.

“Butt straight up, Alice,” Taylor says seriously, mimicking the teacher, and we both burst out laughing.

“Stop it, she’ll be here any minute,” I whisper, “what if she hears you?”

“Yeah? Then what? She’ll spank me? You’d like to watch that, huh?”

I smile at her silliness. That’s just Taylor—her jokes always take a sexual turn. She acts like a girl with experience, but as her best friend, I know it’s all just an act.

“I know you’d let her spank you,” I tease back, and she laughs.

“Yeah, I would. She’s hot.”

“Taylor!”

“What? It’s true. Don’t you think so? Too old for you or what?”

“Be quiet, you goof, that’s what I think!”

“Alice, stop panicking. You need to re-lax. Downward dog.”

I laugh at her carelessness. She’s fun to be around, but damn, she can stir up trouble even in the calmest moments.

Natalie, our teacher, isn’t too old. I mean, judging by her age, yeah, she could be our mother—probably in her forties. But she’s gorgeous and youthful, never letting her age get in the way of her spontaneous outlook on life.

I go on all fours and push my bottom up, and… I catch my scent. Shit, I forgot to use my deodorant. Even worse, I left it at home.

“What now?” Taylor catches my contorted face.

“Ah, nothing,” I reply, frustrated, already picturing the whole room filling with my scent as panic creeps in.

Taylor drops out of the pose, sitting on the mat. “You’re thinking about Natalie spanking me, huh? Dirty girl.”

“Stop it, it’s worse than that. Do you have a deodorant stick?”

“Nope, sorry. You don’t need it, though. Don’t worry, you smell like flowers.”

“What? You can smell me?”

“Sure.”

“Shit, why didn’t you say something?”

“You don’t need to do anything,” she smiles.

“If you can smell me, then anyone else can too.”

“Seriously, stop panicking. You smell nice, come here.”

She leans in like she wants to check, to get a closer sniff.

“You serious?”

“Yeah, don’t worry, come here. I’ll tell you if it’s bad,” she says as directly as only she can.

“You’re smelling my armpit? That’s gross.”

“Only if it smells bad. But yours doesn’t, I already know. I can smell it from here. Come!”

She moves closer to my mat and grabs my arm, no questions asked. My heart skips a beat—she’s so close all of a sudden, it’s unnerving. She’s not just anyone; she’s my best friend, my first kiss, and honestly, my only kiss. We practiced for guys once, but since then, I see her differently. Since feeling her lips on mine, my mind often wanders to what it would be like if our kiss lingered longer, if we took it further, if I could feel more of her skin.

And now? Her damp body next to me, her warmth radiating, mixing with mine. She just entered my personal space like it’s nothing. And her eyes are on my… armpit?

She grabs my arm, pushes it up, and what can I do? I let her, because what else is there? She’s careful, not diving too quickly into unknown territory.

“Wow, that’s… nice,” she says, and I feel blood rush to my cheeks.

Nice? I’m speechless.

She sniffs harder, her nose almost touching my skin, her inhale long and deep, taking it all in.

“Oh my god,” she murmurs, and it knocks me out. Why does she look like she’s having an orgasm?

“Come on,” I say, trying to play it cool, but inside I’m praying she inhales again. Having her so close, so into me, it’s making me throb at lightning speed.

Taylor smirks, her breath warm on my skin, and I’m frozen. “Do you mind if I… you know, do this a little more?” she asks, and my heart’s hammering so loud I’m sure she hears it.

“Are you sure?” I mumble, my voice wobbly, feeling like this could easily get too weird.

She nods, her hair brushing my shoulder as she leans in again, inhaling deeper.

“Mm, I don’t know why, but I love your smell, Alice.” Her voice is low, almost too serious, and I’m trembling now, her nose grazing my armpit, the closeness overwhelming.

“Really?” I whisper, barely believing this is happening, my best friend sniffing me so intimately.

“Isn’t this… wrong?” I ask, my face burning, but Taylor’s eyes glint with mischief.

“I don’t know, I don’t care. It’s so good,” she says, and I shiver, a gasp slipping out as her lips brush my skin, a soft nip sending a rush of heat through me.

To someone else, I’d be gross right now, but the way she’s looking at me makes me feel… beautiful? There’s no act in her expression—she really loves my scent. I mean, I get it, I like it too, but it’s mine, and I’m used to it. Seeing her take it in so eagerly is something else. Surreal.

“Shit, this is so hot,” I breathe, not pulling away, even though I’m mortified, my body leaning into hers, our closeness making my head spin.

My heart’s pounding as Taylor’s eyes gleam with something raw and intense, like she’s seeing me for the first time.

“What if someone comes in?” I can’t shake the fear that someone could be watching. The doors are closed, I think, but still, anyone could barge in and see us.

“Sorry, I can’t stop,” Taylor says, and her relentless drive pushes me further, the excitement peaking with the rising danger.

I get it—I love her smell too. I’ve noticed it many times; she’s my best friend, as close as it gets. But I’m secretly adoring her, and that’s different. They say love is blind. She could do anything, and I’d still love her, still crave her taste. And now, seeing her melt like this… because of me?

“This can’t be… Isn’t this a bit too… dirty?” I whisper, my voice so quiet I’m not sure she hears, my eyes flicking to hers, nervous and excited all at once.

“Dirty?” Her lips curl into a smile. “Who cares when it feels so… right.” She leans in, pressing her soft cheeks into my armpit, and now I’m the one melting.

I’m so embarrassed to admit how good it feels to have her this close in such an intense moment. But I can’t show weakness—I need her to know I want this. I want it bad.

“So right… and wrong at the same time,” I say, cringing at my lame words.

“That’s what makes it even naughtier,” Taylor says, turning my slip into fire.

Her eyes are wet, her chest quivering as her tongue grazes my skin for a second, the excitement getting the best of her too. My pussy must be soaking by now, drowning in a mix of shock and an intense rush of arousal.

Her lips linger on my damp armpit, and my gasps turn into moans. She presses her beautiful, soft face against my skin, caressing me in this pheromone-loaded spot. If she likes me here, she’d like anything on me.

I’m so close to opening up completely to her. This moment is so much more than I ever hoped for. Taylor, my secret crush I wasn’t ready to admit, is one touch away from unraveling me, making me give her everything.

Shivers run down my spine with every stroke, and my kitty throbs, my clit pulsing in sync with my heartbeat. I’ve touched myself so many times fantasizing about Taylor—and now here we are, her real touch making me wet so fast.


COMING IN LATE 

(NATALIE)

I’m white-knuckling the steering wheel as I park the car, sweat trickling down my skin. Damn AC’s busted again, and I was just at the shop last week! I’m losing it.

“Okay, Natalie, chill,” I mumble to myself, keeping it calm. “Breathe, in and out. You can’t roll into yoga class all frazzled—you’ve gotta set the vibe.”

Next time, I’m leaving ten minutes early, and it’ll all be fine, right?

Ohhhm… Ohhhm…

I step out of the car, and the cool air feels like a sweet kiss on my damp skin. Today’s my favorite group—five girls, all total gems. I don’t know why, but I’m kinda pumped for this.

Okay, fine, I know why. They’re all cute. And young. Maybe they make me feel a little younger, too.

I head into the changing room, drop my bag to slip on my yoga gear, and then I hear it—moaning from the studio that… doesn’t sound remotely like yoga.

I creep toward the almost-closed door and…

Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!

What… in God’s name is going on? What are Taylor and Alice doing? Why is Taylor’s face buried in Alice’s armpit? Dear Lord, am I hallucinating?

Naughty, naughty girls!

Look at me, I’m shaking! They’ve got me wet in a second, and I have no idea what to do.

No way this is actually happening. I glance around—nobody else is here. They were alone for, what, a few minutes, and this happens? Shit, Natalie, you’re watching two girls who are about to… what, exactly? They can’t be having sex here… or can they? Do I get to watch? Do I just let them keep going?

I panic and slip away from the door. But the next second, I sneak back, craving more, dying to watch them sin further. This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen, and it’s waking something in me I forgot about long ago.

They’re so innocent, so carefree, and so freaking hot! How didn’t I figure this out when I was their age? How did I let myself get like this? I can’t even remember the last time I cuddled up to someone, let alone had sex.

Dear Lord! Look at that—now Alice is lifting Taylor’s arm, sniffing her armpit? I can feel the wetness soaking my panties, cold against my increasingly sensitive skin.

“I like you,” Alice says softly, “since that kiss. You flipped a switch in me, and there’s no turning back.”

“Oh, Alice,” Taylor gasps, “I’d love more of that too. Why didn’t you just say it?”

“Really?” Alice asks, her voice vulnerable, shaky, just like my hands—my whole body, honestly.

God, please, let me see them kiss so I can die right here. And that’s exactly what happens—their gorgeous faces lean in, their lips slowly meeting, touching carefully, like my favorite fantasy coming to life.

I have a dream job, with beautiful girls stretching before my eyes five times a week. But this! My God, the cutest girls in this group kissing, smelling, getting so intimate with each other… This only happens in my fantasies, not real life.

Fuck this, I’m going in. I can’t just let them be—they’re in my studio, and I’m going to join them. Would they kiss me too? Lift their arms for me?

Yeah, right, like I’ve got the guts for that. I’m old, let’s face it. I’d scare them off and ruin the moment the second I showed up. All I can do is step away from the door and make some loud noise so they hear me and stop before I walk in.

Fuck, Natalie, when did this happen? Where’d the years go, and when did I lose all my nerve? I used to be bolder than this. These two hotties are going at it in my yoga studio. That’s got to mean something, right? So what the hell do I do? Just walk in and kiss them like it’s no big deal?

Nah, that won’t work. It’s not just that they’re best friends and I’m just their yoga instructor. I’m also twice their age—Jesus, more than twice! They’re nineteen, for God’s sake. And I’m just a divorced woman, wanting something that’s out of my reach.

But look at them! Damn, so soft, so young, so freaking hot! Is it wrong for me to want this so bad? To want them? Both of them?

I can’t think straight. I was their age once too. And what’s changed since then? Nothing. I still get drawn to women's beauty the same way I did twenty years ago.

My body’s trembling, and my pussy feels alive like it hasn’t in years. I want nothing more than for this beautiful scene to continue, even if I’m just watching. I want these young girls to go at it, to go all the way, to have desperate, naughty sex. I want to see their tasty pussies dripping, their mouths devouring their young, beautiful bodies.

Oh, damn, look at this. Such a deep, hot kiss! They’re gonna get it on, I’m telling you. No way I’m leaving now. I need to get closer, get a front-row seat… right fucking now!


HEAT 

(ALICE)

We pull back for a moment, breathing heavily, my heart pounding in my ears. Taylor’s taste is out of this world—if spring had a flavor, it’d be her. And her eyes tell me she feels the same about me.

She leans in, her lips trailing down my neck, heading toward my breasts.

“Please don’t undress me,” I whisper, though it’s my only wish right now—to be naked with her, to surrender completely to her tender lips, her touch.

“I won’t be able to control myself,” she says, her words muffled against my skin as her lips leave wet marks on me.

She lifts my arm again, and there she is, back on my sensitive skin, not caring about my forbidden scent. She dives in, plunging her face into me, our intimacy overwhelming.

Her warm moans make my whole body shake, and then she sniffs, inhaling me, taking me in like it’s the only thing she wants in life.

Her lips roam up again, her face against mine, her breath trembling as she extends her tongue, and…

The sound of footsteps snaps us apart, our bodies jerking back to our mats like springs.

“Hey, girls, sorry I’m late,” Natalie calls, rushing in, catching her breath without glancing at us.

Fuck!

There’s no way I want to break this magic with Taylor.

I look at her, and she’s not half as shocked as I am. I’m trembling, unsure if it’s from arousal or the adrenaline of almost being caught.

“No worries, we’ve already warmed up,” Taylor says, saving the day as I’m too stunned to form a single word.

For some reason, Natalie locks the door—something she never does. I try to strike a yoga pose, but my body’s too shaky, and the awkwardness betrays how stressed I am.

“Good girls,” Natalie says, finally making eye contact as she approaches, and… damn, her look tells me she knows what was happening just seconds ago.

She places her mat next to ours, much closer than usual, throwing me off even more.

“Seems like we’re alone today,” she says casually, kneeling before us. “What do you girls want to do?”

My heart’s still racing, my pulsing veins betraying my inner turmoil. I look at Taylor, hoping she’ll answer since my mouth is useless.

“What’s going on, ladies?” Natalie asks, her smile bright but mischievous.

Why does she look so different today? Like she knows more than she should? Her skin is gleaming, probably from rushing here. Or is there something else? She’s nervous, isn’t she? Shit, she saw us, didn’t she? And she locked the door? We’re so busted right now.

Of course Natalie saw us—look at her, her jaw’s trembling. She placed her mat next to us like she’s here to join us in something. Dear Lord, this can’t be happening.

I look at Taylor, praying for some kind of reaction since I’m frozen like a stone.

“I’m… kinda struggling to focus,” Taylor says, not nervous at all—it’s all a game to her, I can see it.

She’s keeping her composure, her gaze steady, fixed on Natalie. Wait, what? Am I… jealous?

My eyes drift back to our yoga teacher, and shit, it’s like a jolt of clarity hits me. I see beauty. So much of it.

In her forties, Natalie’s stunning, her body sculpted from years of yoga, her calm authority only heightening the tension in the room. But she just ruined my moment with Taylor, and… Taylor’s looking at her in a way that makes me hate my entire life.

Natalie lies back fully, her movement stirring a breeze that brushes us both.

“My mind’s wandering a bit today too,” she says, spreading her legs into a wide, open stretch, and holy shit, her leggings are… Wait. Yup! Wet. Her crotch is soaked.

I look away, out the window, probably my only escape now that the door’s locked.

“Maybe we should switch to some chill stretches, more relaxing, less intense,” Natalie continues, her body relaxed on the mat, while my inner world is rocked by an earthquake.

I can’t resist—her pussy is spread out before us, and I sneak another look. Holy Jesus, it’s wet, Natalie’s juices seeping through like there’s no fabric covering her.

My wide-open eyes meet Taylor’s, and I can tell she saw it too. She smiles at me, and now she’s speechless too.

I clench my inner muscles, like I’m trying to contain the flood of arousal. No way could I do this pose right now, with my pussy so worked up.

Taylor starts giggling, and I just want to strangle her.

“What?” Natalie smiles. “Not joining me? Is this some kind of resistance?”

Taylor’s giggles turn into full-on laughter, and I… Okay, that’s it, I’m jumping out the window right now.

“What’s so funny?” Natalie asks, shifting to a sitting position.

Did she do that on purpose? Please, God, don’t tell me this older woman is showing us her drenched leggings intentionally, her naughty juices right under our noses.

Taylor pokes me with her elbow, like it’s my turn to say something. I get it—I’ve been mute this whole time, and it’s weird, suspicious, and awkward all at once.

So fuck it. I’ll give these two women what they want. I’ll say something.

“You’ve got a nice, wet pussy right there,” I mutter, and there it is. My words are out, just like these two crazy women wanted.

“Now you deal with that,” I say, crossing my arms.

What did they expect? I was kissing my secret crush, smelling her, melting into her. Then this woman came, wrecked the moment, and now she’s stealing my lover. Fuck that. I’m not leaving without causing some damage myself.

“Alice,” Taylor says in a hushed tone, finally getting it. Yes, I’m hurt, Miss Einstein.

“Oh, I’m so, so sorry,” Natalie says, and the energy shifts instantly.

Now we’re not a horny couple and an intruder anymore, but a trio of sorrow, each grappling with our own issues in this mess. At least we’re even, I think with a smile.

“I fucked it up, I know. I’m so sorry, girls,” Natalie says, her warm hand landing on my arm.

“I saw you earlier, and…”

Yes, I was right.

“And I just couldn’t resist. I wanted to come closer, hoping… I wouldn’t ruin the moment.”

I look at Taylor, and she’s still gazing at me, her eyes full of apology. Please, fate, decide already—is this a beautiful dream or a total nightmare?

My emotions stabilize. Taylor’s sorry, and this gorgeous woman in front of me still has her hand on my skin, admitting she liked our kiss. Maybe this moment still has potential.

“I’m sorry, Natalie,” Taylor breaks the silence. “We were having a really private moment here… for the first time.”

My heart melts—this is the Taylor I love, her heart in the right place when it matters most. I give her a loving look, but my eyes drift back to Natalie, curious about her reaction.

She lets go of my arm, her gaze softening as it falls to the mat.

“I’m so sorry. I really didn’t want to kill the moment,” she says earnestly, starting to stand, but I place my hand on her knee.

She freezes, her mature eyes vulnerable, her gaze piercing mine, clearly not expecting that.

I can feel Taylor’s stare burning through me without looking. Yeah, I know she’s stunned, but I can’t deal with her right now. Natalie—her presence, her ripe skin, her apologetic eyes—for some reason, I want this to linger.

“Stay,” I say, my hand already conveying the message.

“Holy shit,” Taylor whispers, and I hear a smile in her voice.

I turn to Taylor and feel Natalie’s warm palm cover my hand on her knee. Now that the energies are balanced, I let myself feel the moment fully. Taylor’s beautiful again, but Natalie’s touch feels disturbingly nice too.

“I don’t…” Natalie stammers. “I just want to… watch,” she says, smart enough to know starting slow is the only way to go.


ALL OR NOTHING

(NATALIE)

Damn if I don’t have fireworks in my chest right now. Are they letting me in on this? For a moment, I thought I’d have to disappear and close this yoga studio in shame forever.

But now I’m holding Alice’s hand, and she wants me to stay? These two gorgeous girls are leaning in, and… oh, if this doesn’t kill me, nothing will. Their mouths connect, starting a long, slow kiss that deepens by the second.

Through Alice’s hand, I feel their passion—so innocent yet so experienced, like they’ve done this a hundred times. It’s a kiss full of youthful curiosity, dripping with passion that’s about to explode. Their lips move together, and it feels like they want this as bad as I do.

My mouth’s watering, my body buzzing as I watch these two hotties in front of me, glowing in the warm studio air.

“Tongues,” I blurt out, directing them without thinking, my brain too fried to process.

Their lips curve into smiles as their tongues slip out, starting a dance that makes me lose my mind, putting on a naughty show just for me.

Alice’s grip on my knee tightens, telling me she likes my direction, loves me losing it over their naughtiness.

“More,” I whisper, squeezing her hand harder, showing how much I crave this.

Their tongues extend, fencing with each other as they start moaning, each sound sending my clit into a long-forgotten pulse.

They keep their mouths and eyes open, devouring each other, and I’m so connected to them through Alice’s touch and their electric auras. Damn, they smell so good, their scents blending around me like a mist of ultimate seduction.

“Closer, touch her a little,” I almost command, and Taylor doesn’t hesitate, her hand reaching straight for Alice’s inner thighs.

“Like that,” I say, surprised by how quickly she’s responding.

I was hoping for some light caressing, maybe Alice’s breasts, but Taylor means business. And Alice can handle it—she’s forgotten our touch as their kiss deepens, wet moans spilling from their lips.

It’s clear they’ve rehearsed this in their minds countless times, and now it’s time to let it all out. God, what did I do to deserve this?

“Is she wet?” I ask as Taylor’s hand starts touching Alice’s pussy through her leggings.

“You bet,” Taylor says, her words half-muffled as Alice’s insatiable kisses consume them.

Taylor’s teasing turns to firm rubbing, and I’d kill to swap my hand for hers, even just for a second.

Taylor’s too far gone to focus on giving pleasure. Her movements are almost an attack, claiming what she’s longed for, grabbing as much as she can before this miracle fades like a dream.

“You have no idea how beautiful this looks,” I tell them sincerely, and Taylor’s hand now finds the edge of Alice’s leggings, her fingers slipping under the elastic, diving toward heated flesh.

“Oh, Taylor,” Alice says, breathless, as their eyes lock, realizing how deeply connected they are.

Alice’s nails dig into my knee, her nerves peaking as Taylor’s fingers clearly find her most intimate spot.

“How’s that, Alice?” I ask, just to remind her she’s still on this planet.

“Oh…” she moans, unable to speak.

I turn to Taylor. “Still wet?”

“Soaked through and through!” Taylor says, a new edge of desire in her movements.

“Ahhhh,” Alice exclaims, and there’s only one explanation—Taylor’s finger just slipped into her.

“Oh my god,” I mutter, gripping her hand tightly, helping her navigate this sweet chaos.

I’m losing my mind, imagining what Taylor’s lucky hand is doing behind the fabric. It’s unreal—I just want more, more, more!

I try to say something, but my hands are faster. I hold Alice and help her lie back on the mat. She leans into my grip, and I gently lower her as Taylor starts pulling her leggings off her hips.

This is spiraling fast, and I grab Alice’s hand to stay connected, ensuring she feels safe. As she’s exposed, I do my best to comfort her. I want this so badly, and I’m seconds away from seeing her naked. My body trembles at the thought alone.

“Damn, Alice,” I hear Taylor say, and yes, Alice’s pussy is bare now.

Taylor takes her time, her eyes fixed on Alice’s naughty spot as she slowly peels the leggings and white panties off Alice’s legs.

A new scent hits my nostrils, and it’s surreal to know the air that brushed this young pussy is now in my lungs. I want to devour this flesh before me, and for a second, I almost scare myself—where’s all this lust coming from?

I’ve never been with a woman, never even tried. But look at me now, my eyes probably blood-red as I crave this girl’s flesh like a starving vampire.

Taylor and Alice share a sweet moment as Taylor gazes at Alice’s bare pussy for the first time, her face hypnotized. Alice puts a finger to her lip, smiling, then turns to me as if seeking reassurance.

“Have you two ever done this before?” I ask, and her sweet eyes gleam with adorableness.

“Unfortunately not,” Taylor says, and without looking, I know her mouth is close to Alice’s heat as Alice closes her eyes, melting with anticipation.

Taylor starts planting soft kisses around Alice’s mound, pressing her face into her thighs, slowly making Alice spread wider.

“Me neither,” I tell them, feeling so lucky we’re in this together. Our first time.

Taylor’s mouth opens, and she nips at that young mound, adorned with a rich line of pubic hair. She hesitates, savoring the moment before her first real taste.

“Taste her already, taste her for me,” I say, my horniness betraying me.

I want nothing more than to put my mouth on that hot flesh. I meet Alice’s gaze, and she looks at me with love, smiling at my insatiable desire.

I can’t help it—my arm moves on its own. I reach for her breasts, caressing them through her top, grabbing as much skin as I can, barely stopping myself from pouncing.

“Ohhhh,” Alice moans slowly as her eyes close, and I know Taylor’s tongue just hit her.

Fuck this, I’m going in. I’ll risk it all. If they kick me out, so be it. I lean forward, my lips landing on Alice’s chest, and she doesn’t even flinch. She expected it, this little minx, her sweaty skin so tasty I could faint.

My nose is in heaven as I glide over her soft, perfect skin, still holding her damp hand as my other hand pulls her top up, slowly but firmly, freeing her breasts. I move my lips closer to her nipple until it grazes my cheek, guiding my mouth to suck gently, lips first, with a hot breath, then subtle tongue touches.

Her nipple feels spicy in my mouth, like she’s spilling some secret essence onto my tongue, a micro-dose of her richest pheromones driving me wild. It’s too late—I’m already dying for this and never want it to stop.

Alice’s breathing quickens, her moans louder, matching Taylor’s. I glance down and see what I expected—Taylor’s gorgeous lips devouring Alice, spreading slickness around like it’s a pussy-juice party.

“How does she taste?” I ask, and Taylor’s naughty eyes catch mine over Alice’s mound. “Like magic?”

“Wanna try?” she asks wickedly, and Alice moans loudly, knowing this will only bring more trouble to our naughty trio.

I lift my body, and Taylor meets me halfway, her lips gleaming with Alice’s slickness. There it goes—my first girl kiss, enriched with the taste of another girl’s pussy.

It feels like cheating. The human body isn’t built for this much arousal. I could die right now, but that’d be a mistake—I need more of this delicious taste, Taylor’s naughty breath carrying Alice’s salty sin to my tongue.

Taylor’s tongue is an alien that could undo me, the perverted mix of flavors touching the deepest corners of my soul.

Alice likes it, I can tell from her moans, her jealousy gone. Taylor’s kiss is rich, abundant, like she wants so much more. I’m scared she’ll break it, and that would leave me empty. With every second, she shows me she wants this, and I’m dying for someone to finally appreciate me as I am, something I haven’t felt in years. To hell with everything—if this young girl’s tongue is destroying me like this, so be it.

I don’t want Alice to wait too long. My hand blindly finds her stomach and slides lower, finding her sinful mound. I’m too hungry, too greedy—I immediately slip my fingers down her slick folds.

“Ohhhhhh,” her moan fills the room, just like her naughty scents already have. It’s her loudest moan yet, twisting my stomach as Taylor deepens our kiss.

I don’t know what more I need to be convinced. Taylor’s kiss lingers, and Alice moans for me like crazy. This must be it, right? Do they want me to go all in, or am I just a voyeur who’s gone too far?

My fingers drown in rich slickness, and it’d be so easy to enter this heavenly body, this untouched girl lying so perfectly before me. But I delay penetration, letting my fingers savor the moment, gliding through her soaked folds, feeling so different from my own.

I bring my slick fingers to Taylor’s mouth, and she licks them like she’s starving for Alice’s warmth.

“Yeah, just like this,” I say, watching her eager tongue dance between my fingers, licking more than there is to lick. I lean in to meet her tongue with mine, playing through my fingers, sweet tingles shooting from my fingertips straight to my core.

I return to Alice’s little cunt, and now there’s no mercy—two fingers slide straight into her, hooking onto her upper inner walls.

“Ahhhhh!” Alice howls, setting another record for her loudest moan.

I know how to work that little pussy, feeling so small in my palm. She’s surprisingly tight, just like I was at her age, and my two fingers fill her perfectly.

Taylor leans down to watch up close, and I finally meet Alice’s eyes again. She’s crying, tears leaking from those gorgeous eyes, her gaze distant, like I’ve unlocked something with my touch.

“Oh, I can give you so much more of that,” I murmur tenderly, leaning in to kiss her tears away as my other hand slides back into her delicious body, exploring her inner heat.

“You’re gorgeous,” Alice breathes, her breath enchanting against my face.

I collapse onto her lips, my kiss fervent as my fingers dive deep, deeper than before.

She tries to moan, but our kiss is too demanding, stealing her breath, making us unable to swallow our drool, so we just let it spill.

“Dear God,” I hear Taylor mutter, her breath hot against my wrist as she watches me send her stunning friend to heaven.

“More…” Alice breathes into my mouth as I circle her naughty hole, finding her weak spots to exploit.

I shift into a higher gear—if this cute girl wants more, she’ll get it. My hand moves faster, more determined, two fingers working as one to give her pleasure.

“You like it?”

“More!”

This is no game anymore—she’s demanding it, and I’m not here to say no. I’m hers; I want to give her everything, to be there for her in this heart-shattering moment.

I pull out just to thrust back in, fucking my fingers in and out as this horny girl deserves. Our kiss breaks as she can’t move her lips, her mouth agape, her eyes wet again.

She’s on the verge of an orgasm, and I snap, pulling my fingers out with a loud, wet sound.

What am I doing? I said I’d just watch. But look at me now, stealing their first orgasm? These girls deserve each other—it’s their first time, and I’m not here to ruin it.

My fingers ache from letting that sweet heaven go. But I need to. The good part is, I can bring my hand to my mouth and… yes, taste Alice, smell her on my fingers, spill her naughty essence over my lips.


VULNERABLE

(ALICE)

“Why? Why’d you stop?” I ask, panicking, but seeing her taste me on her fingers so desperately almost feels better than having her inside me.

Jeez, Natalie is something else. She had me completely surrendered with just a few touches, working me like she knows my pussy better than I do.

“I’m sorry,” she says, still half-enjoying her fingers against her mesmerizing tongue, but there’s regret in her eyes.

“For what?” I ask impatiently, I want her back on me, now!

“You girls should finish this. I don’t want to…” she says, her insight too sweet, and the next moment, Taylor’s mouth is already on me.

"Ohhh," I hear myself exhale.

I’m too lost to respond as my kitty’s too far gone for me to have any control. Taylor feels perfectly good, but she lacks the experience Natalie hinted at.

I look down, and Taylor’s gorgeous eyes meet mine. We both smile at the mess we’re in. Oh, I feel her now, feel her so good. She can finish me off, this gorgeous girl—I’m all hers.

My head falls back as her tongue enters me, showing me how much I prefer something inside me over just teasing.

“Yeah… Just. Like. That,” Natalie says, her voice dripping with desire.

I can hear how much she wishes she were in Taylor’s place, tasting me down there. It pours fuel on my fire, making me hornier than I ever knew I could be.

My hand reaches for my clit as my moans grow louder, urging Taylor to keep making love to me.

And as if it wasn’t steamy enough, Natalie ups the ante. I catch a glimpse of her pulling off her leggings and panties, exposing her milf pussy like it’s nothing.

Holy fuck! That’s another woman’s pussy right there, and I absolutely did not expect it to hit me this hard.

“Wow!” I blurt out, fully aware of how desperate I sound as this new view knocks me out. Natalie’s spread thighs give me a whole new kind of heart attack, her scent filling the air, as filthy as the dirtiest dream I’ve ever had.

Taylor’s moans get louder as her tongue pushes deeper, and it all intensifies seeing Natalie’s pussy gleaming with slickness, her fingers finding her clit, making careful strokes across her heat.

Her gaze locks on me, undoing me, bringing my climax closer by the second. I never noticed until now how gorgeous and sexy this woman is, and the age-gap barrier I once saw was just a stupid idea.

Her kiss was fresh yet mature, ripe, not just erotic but caring, and watching her work her pussy now is not just incredibly sexy but somehow nurturing too. I don’t know, maybe I’m losing it, but she feels like a goddess, her wicked allure nothing short of heavenly.

“Ohhhhh,” I moan as the sensations overwhelm me, my orgasm not approaching but crashing through me in jolts, then washing over me in a massive wave.

“Oh, shit!” I gasp as I strum my clit, vibrating to the rhythm of Taylor’s tongue while keeping my eyes fixed on Natalie’s gorgeous, motherly gaze. I want her dirty cunt so bad!

“Yeah, Alice, come for her, come for me,” Natalie says, her voice deeply erotic, her words casting a spell over her throbbing body.

She’s circling her ripe clitoris, and I can feel how much she loves seeing me like this, shattering before her, shattering for her.

“The most beautiful day of my life,” I hear her say as Taylor’s tongue keeps going, prolonging my high, keeping me riding this wave of pure sweetness.

“Yeah, lick that beautiful kitty,” Natalie says as her eyes finally shift to Taylor.

Beautiful kitty? Why does Natalie’s talk about my pussy push me so much further? Do I have a crush on her without realizing it? How was I so blind before? How can she mean so much to me right now?

“I didn’t know I had such dirty yoga students in this class,” she adds, her strokes confident on her soaked folds.

“I didn’t know either,” I smile, my breathing still heavy as Taylor finally pulls away from my wet center, and I’m spent like never before.

“There goes my virginity,” I tell these two beautiful women, knowing I’ve never felt so accepted and wanted in my life.

“I knew it,” Natalie smiles, her fingers making wet sounds as she plays with her lips, spreading them for me, teasing me with her naughty, ripe perfection.

Taylor comes up to my lips. “Did you like it?” she asks, not waiting for an answer as she kisses me again, bringing my own taste from down there to my face. I’d probably care, if I weren’t too damn horny.


DIRTY

(NATALIE)

This is crazy. This yoga studio will never be the same. I’m masturbating in front of these two girls like I’m teaching them something. I don’t recognize myself. All the wasted years, all the withheld pleasure—it’s all pouring out in this dirty moment with these two miraculous young women.

I almost hate having my hand on my pussy. It feels so familiar, so unexciting compared to what’s in front of me. I ache for these two bodies; I want them both and almost feel guilty for objectifying these poor girls.

They just wanted to experiment, but now I’m here, my lust bigger than both of theirs combined. I’m seconds away from taking them in ways they can’t even imagine.

“Will you return the favor, Alice?” I ask, surprised by how horny I sound.

Alice smiles and leans toward me, her expression still shattered from the long climax she just had. Why is she coming for me?

“I meant a favor to Taylor,” I smile, but it doesn’t stop her. And Taylor, that gorgeous woman, she’s coming too.

“Your pussy’s out,” Alice smiles, and yeah, I’m definitely not fighting her.

Their mouths meet mine, and wow, just like that, we’re kissing—a perfect threesome, two distinct flavors, two tongues dancing in my mouth at once. It’s pure indulgence, a sensation I’ll never fully shake.

“Ohhh… you both taste so tempting,” I murmur as my saliva mingles with theirs.

Their tongues wickedly tease the edges of my lips, their scents so freshly sinful I can barely stop myself from sinking my teeth into them.

“I was about to say the same,” Taylor says, and in that moment, I feel her—her hand boldly grabs my ass. Taylor’s in control now, setting the rhythm, and I’m the one following.

I can’t hold back—I bite her chin, too hard, but I couldn’t help it.

“Ouch,” she pulls back, half-confused, half-ready to strike back.

Alice’s tongue glides down my neck, and Taylor’s lips land on my cheek, her teeth grazing me with the gentle precision only a woman can muster.

Her mouth travels back to the corner of my lips, where I meet her with my own tongue, thirsty for her naughty taste.

Meanwhile, Alice ventures lower, past my neck, over my breasts, and finds my left armpit. Really? I’m a candidate for that too? A fleeting doubt vanishes as she pushes my arm higher, burying her nose deeper.

“Oh my god, Taylor, you need to try this,” Alice says, and fuck… I’m dying.

“Seriously?” I murmur, praying this isn’t a dream.

It’s not that I enjoy her nose on my skin, but the fact that she wants to go there… I’m shaking, completely vulnerable to her will.

“Seriously,” Alice says, her words muffled against my skin.

Taylor grabs my right arm and lifts it. Now I’m at the mercy of these two lustful young women, my arms raised, their naughty mouths appraising my armpits like I’m on display.

“This is unreal, Natalie,” Taylor says as she dives into my damp valley.

For a moment, I’m almost embarrassed. I haven’t shaved in nearly a week, and I know there’s soft stubble alongside my scent. But watching them press their noses so eagerly into my skin, I know there are no barriers between us.

Every cell in my body trembles as the girls explore me so intimately, and just when I think it can’t get any better, I feel Taylor. Her warm hand lands on my spread pussy, and the wet sound tells us both how much slickness she finds there.

“Holy fuck,” Taylor squeals, so excited she can barely handle it. Her teeth sink into my armpit while her fingers spread my juices along my folds.

Her fingers wander curiously, brushing my anus too—I’m sure it’s no accident.

“Ahhhhh,” I sigh, feeling her need flow into me, sensing how much she wants more—both physical pleasure and the rush of my scent and taste.

“You smell like dirty, naughty sex,” she says, her eyes glassy now.

Holy fuck, I never thought I’d see her like this. With Alice, I could tell she was desperate, but now she looks possessed, like she’s about to burst.

I could tell them how honored I am that they’re giving me this moment of deep adoration. I’m on my knees, weak, my need leaking so much I feel like I might soak the yoga mat.

But this moment goes deeper than that. I sense Taylor needs more than just satisfying her urges.

“What’s wrong, little one?” I ask softly, like I’m offering help in this overwhelming moment.

“Could I be in love?” she asks, her eyes fragile like a doe’s.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’m in love too, with both of you,” I comfort her, stroking her with a smile.

I lower my right arm, guiding her head deeper into my armpit, letting her sink into the path she’s chosen, her nose pressed tight, lips grazing my skin.

I moan, letting Taylor know she can have my pussy. Let her feel what my body’s like inside, twenty years older than hers but pulsing with the same intense need.

“Fuuuck,” I hear Taylor’s voice from under my armpit as her mouth breaks free for a moment, her fingers getting braver.

Now she’s got two fingers in me, exploring, this naughty young girl, like she knows what she’s after. She moves inside me, my pussy perfectly open for her, set just right for her to go deeper and wreck me with precise touches.

“Oh, fuck, Taylor, you’re good at this,” I say, my praise genuine, hoping she keeps this rhythm.

I see heaven coming as Alice grabs my top and pulls it over my head. My breasts spill out, and both girls lean into them. It’s so naughty—they don’t go for my nipples but press their hot cheeks against me, like they’re seeking comfort in a mother’s arms. It feels insanely good, but Taylor’s fingers in my needy heat make it even better. I pull their heads to my chest, letting them have my breasts, the need to share my body with them growing relentlessly.

I feel Taylor’s mouth creep to my nipple and bite it softly, and fuck, a jolt of electricity shoots through me, a strong pulse straight to my heated core, where her naughty fingers are eagerly exploring.

“Fuck, too much,” I gasp, and Taylor, that naughty girl, pulls her fingers out and moves to my other, dirty hole.

Now both are nibbling my nipples, and I’m losing myself in all this beauty. The only thing grounding me is the doubt Taylor’s fingers stir. Does she just want to tease my ass, or go inside?

“Huh,” Taylor exhales loudly, and I feel how serious she is about it.

I hit a real hurdle here. I’ve never let anyone go there—my ex tried, but I shut it down. This time’s different, though. I’m loved, and I’m in love. I’m surrendering completely to the passion of these two girls who want me more than anyone ever has. They’re melting over my naughty armpit scents, moaning at my touch, looking at me with tears. This isn’t just sex—it’s basking in perfection, and I won’t ruin it for anything.

“Go for it,” I say before I even realize it.

I’m not just letting her—I’m asking her?

Taylor’s eyes meet mine, her slick fingertip circling my hidden rim.

“Go ahead…” I say again, wanting her to feel accepted.

I feel this urge to bare myself, to let my vulnerability show. I trust her—I trust them both. Damn, I could explode just from the sheer intimacy we’ve built here.

Her finger still teases around my forbidden hole, dipping into my pussy juices to slick me up.

“You sure?” she asks, her voice trembling sweetly.

“What are you two up to?” Alice asks, and no, I won’t hide a thing from her.

Taylor giggles, her eyes bouncing from Alice to me and back. There’s so much love in their eyes—melting, confused, adorable love.

“Taylor’s a naughty girl,” I tell Alice, figuring she’ll get the hint.

“I figured that,” Alice smiles.

“I love you both,” I say, my voice shaking, and suddenly tears flood my face.

I didn’t know how much was pent up inside until now, as it pours out, showing me how much was waiting to be freed. I never dreamed of anything like this—being in this position with two young souls, so beautiful, so tasty, so eager, doing all the wrong things with me!

“Natalie?” Alice says, rising with concern, wiping tears from my cheeks.

“I’m okay,” I smile, but my lips tremble hard. “You have no idea how much this means to me.”

Taylor knows what my tears mean, so she doesn’t hesitate. She slides into me, and there’s no turning back.

“Ohhhh!”

Taylor kisses my breasts, nibbling gently, while her finger goes deeper, circling inside, stretching me, digging through my tight walls.

It feels unreal. These two girls are ready to go all out—with their older teacher? Am I really the one who deserves all this? Am I the one they trust so deeply to ask for something as intimate as anal play? Or is this just a dream…

“How’s it going down there?” I laugh lightly, seeing Taylor lost in a deep trance.

“You liking it?” she asks softly, her breath heavy, like she’s been holding it without realizing.

“So wrong, isn’t it?”

“God, it’s my new favorite thing. But only if you like it?”

“I love it—because it’s you,” I say softly, seeing how much it affects her.

Shit. Now tears come to Taylor’s eyes. Not just tears—sobs, real crying.

“Fuck, don’t get too mushy, I’m getting jealous again,” Alice says, and I pull her close quick.

“Don’t be, you can try too,” I laugh, but I’m not sure if I went too far.

“Try what?”

“I mean…”

“I don’t know…” she says, hesitation in her voice, but curiosity rising too.

Taylor wipes her tears on my breasts and says, trembling, “Alice, you must try it.”

Alice looks at her doubtfully, then at me, then back at Taylor.

“Only if you want,” I reassure her, but for some reason, I want her finger too—I want us balanced, no jealousy.

“You have to, Alice,” Taylor repeats, grabbing her hand and placing it on my burning pussy.

“Ohhh…” slips from my lips, because her touch feels like nothing else.

Alice smiles, a bit shy, but she grabs my core firmly.

“Feels so nice,” I tell her, my eyes closing, stroking her back, her sweaty skin sticking nicely to my touch.

Alice’s hand moves over my crotch, exploring gently, much softer than Taylor. I lower myself a bit, pressing my hips harder against her hand. She gets it and goes rougher, her fingers spreading my juices more eagerly.

“You’ll love it, it’s so insanely beautiful,” Taylor says, wiping tears that have stopped for now.

“You naughty girls,” I reply, my voice quivering with pleasure.

Alice's fingers go further, and yeah, now her middle finger’s on my anus.

“My god, that’s so...” Alice says, and I’d blush if I weren’t already so flushed.

“Yes?” I laugh, because there's just nothing else I could do.

“It’s so deeply intimate,” Alice says, her fingertip circling the opening, her breath catching.

“I like it,” I tell her, sensing she still needs confirmation.

“Isn’t it crazy?” Taylor says, staring wide-eyed, stroking my chest, her fingers tangling with Alice’s.

“You two are the best thing that’s ever happened to me,” I say, swallowing a lump to stop another burst of tears.

“Keep going,” I say lustfully, the dirtiness of the act overpowering me.

“Deeper?”

“More…” I sigh.

“Wow, how beautiful!” Alice murmurs, and it’s so clear how connected she is to me right now.

“Right?” Taylor says, and kisses me like her true love, a wet French kiss that could choke me with passion.

I mumble into her mouth as Alice grunts lewdly, twirling her finger in me, testing, then starting to fuck me.

“Ohhh, so wrong,” I mutter, and Taylor’s hand catches my clit, pinching and pulling, enough to trigger an unstoppable avalanche.

“Ahh, ahh, ahhh!” I moan, and they both know what’s up, so they speed up, and that’s it—these two girls, my yoga students, are fucking me, each with their hand, and I can’t do anything but explode.

Now Alice pushes her tongue deep into my mouth as I drown in a climax. I can’t get enough of them, even now, with my three holes filled, I still crave them, want them more than anything in the world.

The orgasm comes in waves, but it’s nothing compared to the overwhelming tsunami of lust washing over me. It’s almost like I don’t want to come, so this endless pleasure won’t end.

I grab their butt cheeks, Alice’s naked skin hot in my palm, her young, tight flesh making my orgasm stronger, if that’s even possible. In my other hand, I feel Taylor’s firm ass through her leggings, and I could never decide which feels better.

My lust keeps accelerating as my hand involuntarily snaps, spanking that young little ass cheek on my left, making a loud snap echo off the room’s walls.

A loud “Ahhh” fills the room, but it’s not Alice—it’s Taylor.

“Fuck, spank her again,” she says, and I don’t even know if she really said it, my climax still quaking through my body.

My hand swings again, and now I hear two moans—one from Taylor, the other from Alice, who desperately wants to keep filling my mouth with her naughty tongue.

I almost forget how hard their fingers are working in my crotch, as my senses are consumed by my new discovery—spanking!

“Oh, you girls like that, huh? I should’ve known you’re naughtier than you look!”

They both smile as their hands slow down, and I grab their little asses, gripping them firmly like I want to lift them with a single squeeze.

“I think… I have a thing for that,” Taylor says, her mouth coming to my face, pushing Alice away like it’s finally her turn to taste me again.

I feel it’s her turn now, and this staggering girl, so full of unexpressed passion, deserves my full attention.

“You want to watch me spank your friend?” I ask softly, my words muffled against her damp cheek. “Or would you like to be spanked?”

“Both,” she says before her tongue raves over my mouth, licking me, devouring me like she’s losing it completely. Her eager kiss shows how much she trusts me with everything—like she’s melting into me, craving my lead in this wild moment.

My hand wanders behind her leggings, into her warm, damp crotch, sliding through her butt crack, all sticky and fantastically heated. Just inches further, my fingers push into a wet mess, a pool of delicious slickness. My mouth goes dry, my tongue aching to jump out and taste that mess more than a kid wants ice cream.

Alice collapses on the mat, and now it’s just me and Taylor in this sinful dance. I need to free this little booty from the fabric and land some slaps on it. Oh dear Lord, why does the mere thought of that make my blood boil so fast?

Not only did I uncover my sapphic side today, but there’s this urge in me to spank her butt, to swing my hand across that tight, young backside and see it tremble under my swing. Something inside wants to see a red mark on her skin, and I’m wondering… What’s happening to me? Who am I? Where have I been hiding all this time?

I knew women turned me on, but I never had the courage to try. If the chance came up, I’d have taken it, of course. But it never did, so I waited years. And years.

Now I see it’s not just physical attraction—there’s a burning desire in me for this girl to surrender completely, so I can do whatever I want to her. She must trust me fully, like I’m her every desire.

Do I want to hurt her? Make her feel pain? No, it’s not that. I need to know she’s mine, though, completely under my control. And when she moaned so sweetly as my hand snapped against Alice’s skin, I can’t think of anything but doing it again.

“Undress,” I whisper as we finally break our kiss, and her hands pull her tight leggings off her divine hips at lightning speed.

Taylor’s eyes lock on mine, then catch Alice’s gaze, and a shy smile spreads across her lips. I haven’t seen anything more adorable in my entire life.

“Oh my god,” I blurt out without realizing it.

My focus is on this naked body revealing itself inch by inch—gorgeous, slender legs wrapped in the smoothest skin the world’s ever seen.

I should’ve known Taylor’s pussy would be the smoothest of us three. Above her clit, there’s a tiny, neatly trimmed patch, just enough to frame her curves perfectly.

“Oh, Taylor,” Alice says, just as shocked as I am.

Before us is a divine masterpiece, stripped bare, and Alice and I can only pick our jaws up off the floor.

“Do you really want me to spank you?” I ask, catching my breath, my heart racing with an unexplainable rush.

“Yes, please,” Taylor whispers, barely audible, her boldness melting into a soft, obedient girl.

“Here, lie down,” I tell her, a bit firmer now.

She obeys like it’s a military order, no hesitation, her gaze almost timid through those long lashes.

“Lift your tushy,” I say slowly, like a doctor at a checkup. I’m sure she’d do it anyway, but as she follows my orders so perfectly, I can’t help it—I love her obedience. It’s like I ordered a cocktail, and this gorgeous, stunning little booty is up in the air, just for me.

“Alice, hold her hands. She won’t be using them now.”

Taylor stretches her arms forward, sliding them across the yoga mat into Alice’s grip. She pushes her ass higher toward the ceiling, like she’s reading my mind. This naughty girl really wants my spanking, and the pressure in my head spikes beyond control.


SPANKED BY NATALIE

(TAYLOR)

I’m gasping for air. My body doesn’t even know how to breathe anymore. I’ve never been this turned on in my life. I can feel the air brushing against my bare ass. I’ve never offered it up like this, but now I’m presenting it to Natalie. My yoga teacher. My secret fantasy.

I can’t count how many times I’ve fantasized about her. She’s a goddess, completely unaware of her otherworldly beauty. She runs her humble little yoga studio, oblivious to how my eyes ache to see her stretch out in front of me, showing off her curves, guiding me into yoga without knowing what my heart truly craves.

She has no idea how many times I’ve slipped my fingers inside myself at home, imagining they were hers. I’ve dreamed of her pulling me close, kissing me, pressing me against her hot, wet skin.

And what’s happening today? It’s so much more than I ever dared to dream. Alice and I broke the ice, and yeah, I want her too. When this chaos settles, I’ll definitely settle the score with her.

But right now, I can’t think of anything but Natalie. My secret love. My hidden obsession. Please, nobody pinch me. Let this dream go on forever.

Today’s yoga class started divine, but what’s happening now is beyond breathtaking. Natalie’s eyes are practically blood-red with excitement. Alice holds my hands, my arms stretched helplessly before me, my face pressed roughly against the yoga mat. Waiting for Natalie’s hand is the naughtiest thing I’ve ever felt.

Is she really going to spank me? Why do I want this so badly? Maybe it reminds me of the first time she touched me. I remember exactly—she was adjusting my yoga pose, and her hands landed on my hips. They were so warm, so caring. One touch was enough to make me feel a safety I never got at home. My parents… ugh, I don’t want to think about them. If I could sell the emptiness they gave me, I’d be rich.

But now, Natalie—this gorgeous woman, probably my mom’s age—claims me as her own. Her kisses are hot as burning coals. Fragrant, warm, intoxicating. And her dedication, the way she sees me, connects with me like no one ever has. Alice is my best friend, sure, but nothing matches the depth in Natalie’s eyes when she looks at me.

God, it was so naughty when she spanked Alice earlier… and now she’s claiming me. She wants me to offer myself up, to trust her completely.

“Ohhh,” I moan involuntarily, craving her naughty touch.

I’m dizzy with anticipation. I can’t wait to feel the passion hiding in her hot hand.

Smack!

The sound echoes through the room, and I still don’t know what happened. I was so ready for it, I didn’t even feel it.

All I hear is Alice’s heavy breathing, and I know she’s as turned on as I am.

Smack! Again.

“Ow,” I groan, needy.

It’s not a cry of pain—it’s a naughty plea for Natalie to swing again, to take me again, to risk her strike being too hard or too soft.

“So unbelievably hot,” Alice breathes, her tight grip on my hands betraying her excitement.

My face is pressed into the mat, and I’m struggling to swallow. I feel saliva slipping through my half-closed lips as I stare at Natalie, her stunned expression. Her chest heaves with naughty desire.

“Had enough?” she asks seriously. “Are you going to behave this naughty in my yoga studio again?”

God, she’s gorgeous, especially when she’s trying to be strict. But I know who Natalie is—a gentle, beautiful soul who’d never hurt a fly.

“You dirty teacher,” I tease, just to rile her up.

I want her to push further, to go to the edge, to find her true strength. And I’m her doll, her playground. Let her have me completely.

Smack!

“Oh, shit,” I blurt out involuntarily. That one hurt.

Before I can fully react, her hand comes down again.

Smack!

“Think you can keep teasing me?” she says, and I can see she means it.

Oh, yes, Natalie. This gentle soul who’s just ignited… and for who? For me?

“Natalie, I love you! I'm your good girl!”

Smack!

“Ouch!”

Smack!

“Fuck!" I cry, "Spank me as much as you need, Natalie!”

Her hand freezes, and all I hear is heavy breathing. I don’t know why I said that. I could cry from pure pleasure, but it’s all too much. I don’t know if it’s okay to cry, if it’s okay to enjoy this so deeply.

I feel Alice lean over my head, her kiss landing on my neck.

Meanwhile, Natalie moves behind me, out of my sight.

“I don’t need to spank you,” she says from behind, and I feel her hot hands on my stinging cheeks, amplifying the burn.

“I need to make love to you,” she adds, and yes, again tears stream from my eyes.

This woman is my goddess. I feel my juices dripping from my pussy for her, running down my thigh. And I feel her closeness, her nose naughtily sniffing me.

“But this already was love-making,” I reply, and right then, another slap lands on my ass.

Smack!

“Ohhh!”

“This?” she asks, her face so close to my wet pussy.

“Yes, Natalie, I’m yours. You can do whatever you want with me.”

Alice clearly gets the depth of this moment, and her kisses on my neck intensify. She’s not gripping my hands tightly anymore, but I still can’t move them until my mistress gives permission.

“This is what I want, what I need,” are Natalie's last words before her hungry mouth engulfs my pussy from behind.

“F-f-ffuuuck!” I moan in pure ecstasy as this divine woman takes me from behind, and I arch my ass even more to let her have me however she wants.

Alice reaches out and grabs my breasts while Natalie practically rolls her face across my spread-open pussy. I feel her skin gliding through my slick folds, bathing in my juices.

“So gooood,” I tell her, begging her to keep going. It’s my only desire.

Smack!

“Shit!” I blurt out, that one stung hard.

She slaps my ass again, not holding back. It stings, a red-hot pain flashing through my head.

“Ow,” I mumble, and I swear, if she touches me one more time, I’m going to come.

“Anything,” I gasp, “anything for you.”

Alice’s fingers slip under my top and somehow find my nipples, and that’s it—that’s my limit, the most my body can take. I feel like I’m going to explode, like I can’t hold anything back anymore.

“You have such a pretty pussy,” Natalie says, her tongue pushing into me, persistent and strong—and that’s exactly what I need to send me crashing down.

My body convulses, a powerful orgasm hitting me out of nowhere. I’m coming, and even though I try, I can’t lift my ass higher to meet Natalie’s lips again.

But instead, her hand rushes in, and two fingers slide into me, gripping me, hooking into my wet horny hole in the most divine way.

Her fingertips massage me from the inside, and now it’s really hitting—the real climax, the one that’s been building since this fairy tale began.

“Fuck me!!” I scream, unable to control my words.

“Come, you naughty girl, come hard on my fingers,” Natalie says, her voice dripping with urgent need, pouring fuel on my already raging fire.

“Ohhhh,” I hear Alice near my ear, and when I finally move my hand, I feel her soft tummy.

God, I’m so close to her pussy—just an inch more, and I could grab her.

My hint with my hand was enough. As soon as Alice shifts forward, my fingers land on her cool, soaking-wet pussy. I don’t wait a second—I slide my fingers inside her, and yes, I’m in her now, my best friend. I can only hope my touch feels as good to her as Natalie’s fingers feel to me.

My orgasm is still rolling, and now, as I massage Alice’s insides and hear her heavy breathing, it feels like another wave is coming.

“Shit,” Alice says as Natalie confidently fucks me with her fingers, the wet, smacking sounds filling the entire studio.

Oh yeah, I know she’s loving it, the little minx. I get rougher, and every move inside her pulls out louder moans.

“Shit, Taylor,” Alice says—or at least I think she does. I don’t even know what’s real anymore.

My orgasm is definitely building into a new wave, and it’s driving me wild to see how close Alice is to spilling over my fingers.

Her pussy isn’t just wet—her juices are practically pouring down my fingers, and I have no choice but to keep a steady rhythm, in and out, in this chaos of sensations.

“My god, I’m coming,” she tells me, and yes, my golden Alice, my best friend, my confidante, my first kiss—she’s coming on my fingers now.

“I’m going to hell,” I hear Natalie say as she revels in our double orgasm.

And I totally get her. This much pleasure shouldn’t be legal. Two sinfully gorgeous women, so devoted to this moment. So many divine scents, it’s impossible to decide which smells naughtier.

“Me too,” I murmur as my climax finally fades, Natalie’s fingers slowing their rhythm, perfectly in sync with me, like she knows exactly what I’m feeling.

I try to bring Alice back to earth the same way, but her tight little pussy is still riding my fingers so eagerly that I don’t want to stop too soon.


FINISHING OFF

(ALICE)

Oh, that orgasm was so good—I never want this pleasure to end. My god, Taylor and her fingers inside me—it’s so much better than my wildest fantasies.

Her fingers found me at just the right moment. Their spanking show got me so wet that if I’d even brushed my clit, I swear I’d have lost control completely.

I’m pushing my needy pussy against her slender fingers, but I know the orgasm is fading, and everything has to end sometime.

She slowly pulls her fingers out and, naughty but oh-so-gentle, brushes them over my clit, like she knows exactly what I crave most after coming.

“Come,” she says, lifting her head, and only now do I see how wrecked her face looks from being pressed into the floor.

“Where?” I want to ask, but her gestures already show me what’s happening.

Taylor gets up and pounces on Natalie, nudging her playfully, flipping her over. Natalie lands on her back with a laugh, her bent legs shooting up, opening the way to her soaking-wet pussy.

“Come on!” Taylor says when she sees me hesitating.

But I’m not hesitating because I don’t want this. My ears are still ringing from the orgasm, and I barely know what’s going on.

“Oh, you think you can lick me?” Natalie laughs, and I’m not sure if it’s a challenge or genuine doubt.

“Watch me,” Taylor says, her confidence bolder than ever.

I get it—today she’s living out a huge fantasy. All the naughty comments she’s made over the year make sense now. She’s really into Natalie. And in this naughty mess, I don’t even care anymore. They’ve both shown me so much love, so much acceptance, that there’s no room for jealousy.

Taylor pushes Natalie’s thighs back even more, making her ripe pussy arch out perfectly.

“Now this is what I call a Sun Salutation,” Taylor laughs, and I can’t believe her nerve—where did she get this boldness all of a sudden?

Natalie laughs too, and I see a bittersweet glint in her eyes, like she’s also getting a long-awaited wish fulfilled. I move closer to Taylor’s mouth, now inches from Natalie’s spread pussy.

“This is so damn sexy,” Natalie says, seeing two faces hovering over her perfectly curved mound.

“Natalie, your pussy smells so good,” Taylor says, and even I’m embarrassed that she’s talking to our teacher like that.

But when I see how warmly and happily Natalie takes it, my doubts melt away again. Natalie’s shown she’s just like us—just born a few years earlier. Otherwise, there’s no difference. Why can’t I shake the feeling that I have to treat her differently than my friend?

“My pussy can’t wait for your lips to explore it,” Natalie says naughtily, and my god, this is all so wicked and wrong. I have to admit, I'm very eager to see what this ripe heat tastes like.

Taylor looks at me and sticks out her tongue, and I do the same. Our tongues touch and start flicking against each other. Natalie’s breathing gets loud, and I totally get it—there’s nothing hotter in the world than a lesbian tongue kiss.

And as we flick, we slowly move toward her pussy. Our tongues start vibrating on Natalie’s pussy, over her swollen clit.

“Ohhhh!!!”

Yeah, that’s the reaction I expected. It’s so sexy, even my clit twitches.

“Mmmm,” Taylor hums, and I can feel she’s dripping with pleasure too.

“Fuck, girls, this won’t take long,” Natalie says, her face contorted with intense pleasure and anticipation.

Taylor’s tongue gets firmer, and I follow suit as we both dance over Natalie’s clit.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!!!”

Natalie wasn’t expecting this. Neither was I. Nobody was. Taylor and I start kissing wildly, pulling Natalie’s pussy into our kiss, and yeah, that’s enough to send this woman over the edge into orgasm.

Taylor reaches out and slides two fingers into Natalie while our tongues carefully flick over her clit again.

The sounds coming from Natalie now can’t be put into words. It’s pure, 100% destruction, the crown jewel of ultimate pleasure.

Taylor smacks her lips on Natalie’s pussy, then on my mouth, back to her pussy, and back to me. Natalie’s juices cling to our lips and drip over Taylor’s fingers as she keeps thrusting with steady, fateful strokes.

The whole scene is so naughty that I can’t help myself. I reach out with my free hand to Taylor’s ass and stroke her needy pussy from behind. It’s my fantasy coming to life, probably the last thing I’ll remember about this sinful moment—before I pass out from overwhelming pleasure.


STARS

(NATALIE)

“Arghhh, ah, argh!!”




Those are probably my sounds—I don’t even know anymore.

All I know is that these two tongues have shocked me, thrown me into something I could call a double orgasm.

Watching these two girls kiss over my pussy was so fantastically beautiful and naughty that I didn’t even need their touch to come. But when I felt them, it unleashed a massive volcano inside me, erupting like never before.

I’m shaking like a broken engine, a wrecked body ruined by this gorgeous duo, now giggling at my helplessness. Their eyes sparkle, their skin glows, and everything around is white light.

Just an hour ago, I was dry as a desert. Wasted years without a drop of love. Now I’m blooming, drenched in my own juices mixed with these two god-sent girls.

My whole studio smells of sex, of these two beautiful bodies and souls that woke the woman in me who’s been asleep all this time.

We collapse on our yoga mats, spent, faces turned up like we’re staring at stars. Maybe we’re actually seeing them, I don’t know. I don’t know much of anything right now, except that I’m in a very good company. Two giggling goddesses, still reeling from what just happened.

Taylor’s hand finds mine, and I reach for Alice’s. We’re a perfect trio, a grinning threesome, holding hands, hearts overflowing while this moment lasts.

Yeah, there’s still hope for me.

And I want more.











Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating. There’s nothing I love more than hearing your thoughts! Your honest review fuels my writing and guides what I create next. Thank you for taking a moment to share one!
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