A Day in the Park
It was a warm sunny fall day.  As I strolled thru the park, it was very relaxing to see all the people enjoying the nice weather.  Some were sitting on blankets sunning themselves.  Others were off in the distance playing soccer.  It was a wonderful day.

Turning a corner, I noticed a young girl a short distance away stretching her body on a blanket.  She was very flexible, to say the least.    Being fascinated with flexible girls since I was in elementary school, I stopped to admire what she was doing.  I had a few fond memories of one particular girl in school whose name was Cindy.  She was a couple years behind me, petite in size and was capable of bending her body with ease into any position she wished.  I particularly enjoyed watching her bend her back.  She was able to fold her spine completely in half.  Strangely enough, this girl in the park somewhat resembled Cindy.  Smallish in size, she had blue eyes and short blonde hair.  About my age, she had smallish breasts, well-rounded butt and strongly defined legs.

After a few minutes of staring, I spotted a nearby bench and sat down.  From there, I was still able to see what she was doing. She had complete control of the splits and backbends and did them all with such ease and grace.  I was enthralled with the whole thing.  She was wearing halter top and very short shorts.  Spandex is such a wonderful material.  It clings so tightly to the body; it shows every inch of what it is covering.  This girl was thoroughly enjoying her exercises and was not concerned at all, who was watching.  It was as if she was there to entertain whoever wanted to watch as she effortlessly moved her body in and out of extreme positions.

I was there on the bench for nearly an hour when to my surprise she stood up and sent a gentle wave in my direction.  I blushed and instantly became afraid I had embarrassed her with my stares.  I put my head down and looked around, hoping, I guess, she was waving at someone else.  When I looked back up, she was walking toward me.  Oh my, what am I to do?  I was frozen.  From a distance, I heard her call my name.  “Michael!”  As she drew nearer, my name became louder.  “Michael!”  My mouth dropped open.  I looked up.  There she was not three feet in front of me.  She stood with hands on her hips, beads of sweat on her forehead.  She was beautiful.  “Michael, don’t you remember me?  I’m Cindy.”

I was speechless, mostly from embarrassment.  “Oh hello”, I said.  She began to giggle.  “Yes, I remember you, but I was a bit ashamed because I have been staring at what you were doing”.  “No need to be ashamed”, she said.  “I enjoy having people watch me bend.  I guess I have always been a closet performer”.  “So tell me, how you have been.  What have you been doing since elementary school?” she asked.  “You remember me from back then?” I asked.  “Of course I do!  You were one of the boys that used to watch me on the playground while I was bending.  I never miss a thing”, she said with another sweet little giggle.  I told her I was always a little uncomfortable watching her but what I saw her doing was so captivating.  I could not take my eyes off her.  She said she never minded my stares.  Actually, she used to fantasize about me being her boyfriend.  In addition, as such, would dream about performing for me and doing whatever I wanted her to do with her body.  She imagined me bending her into the most extreme positions.  Again, my mouth dropped open.

“Really?” I asked.  I never thought that was the case.  I was always a bit shy around the girls.  Nevertheless, I surely did love to watch the flexible ones.  “So what are you doing now”, she asked.  “Trying very hard to hide my embarrassment”, I said.  She laughed aloud.  “That’s sweet!” she said.  “Well, it’s such a nice day, how about we spend some time catching up on old times and enjoy the warm weather together”, she said.  “Really, are you serious?” I said.  She said that would be fun so we walked over and picked up her blanket.  For the next hour or so, we strolled thru the park coming across a vendor and his pushcart.  I got a soda and she got a Gatorade.  We found a lovely spot under a big tree and spread her blanket out so we could sit and talk some more.

Cindy asked me what my story was.  I told her my father passed away after elementary school and my mother and I moved in with my grandmother.  I finished high school and went to college back here in the city.  She asked about girlfriends and I told her I had a few as time went by but nothing very serious.  Now after graduating college with a degree in theater arts, I am looking for a job as a photographer.  “I do some freelancing to make ends meet, but I would really like to open my own studio”, I told her.    “That’s wonderful”, she said.  “Maybe you can take some pictures of me some day”.  My heart jumped and skipped a beat.  “Yes, of course!” I said nervously.  I began to sweat a bit.  Wow!   Just the thought of taking pictures of her beautiful flexible body made me very excited inside.

“OK, it’s your turn to tell your story”, I said.  Cindy told me both her parents were still alive and doing well.  She moved out of the house after high school working odd jobs to pay the rent.  For the last three years, she has been working as the trainer in a local gym.  “Because of my natural flexibility, I have always been interested in working out and staying trim”, she told me.  I asked about boyfriends and she told me her story is similar to mine in that area.  “I just never found a guy who loved me for what I am.  “Mostly they were only interested in seeing me bend my body,” she said.  In my mind, I was telling myself I too am interested in her flexibility.  The thought of having a girlfriend like her was something I only dreamed of in the past.  We sat and talked for hours.  No subject was boring.  As we spent more time with each other, we began explaining our inner most thoughts about life in general.

The sun began to set.  I told Cindy I had a wonderful day.  At this point, I felt comfortable asking her if I could see her again.  Perhaps for coffee, maybe even a light dinner and a movie.  She was very excited about that and suggested maybe next weekend.  “Great!” I said.  “How about here in the park again Saturday?”  She said, “No, I want you to come to the gym and watch me workout.”  My heart again stopped and missed a beat.  She gave me the address and asked if twelve noon was a good time for me.  I said, “Yes, of course, that will be fine”.  It was a date then.  We parted and I watch her walk away.  Before she turned the corner, she looked back and waved with a huge smile on her face.

The Longest Week
That night, I slept like a baby.  As I was falling asleep, my thoughts were fully of Cindy.  Oh my, what is she thinking about me?  My fear is that she will think about all we talked about and may think I was just being polite.  I began to worry a bit that she may not care for me on second thought.  During the night, I dreamt of her and her limber body.  When I woke up, I was embarrassed.  In my dream, I found myself playing with her body while she bent it into the most extreme and exciting positions.  Her back flexibility was such that she very easily folded her spine in half.  Her upper back pressed tightly against the back of her legs.  Her leg flexibility was of equal measure also.  She easily did standing 270° oversplits and her frontbends were also tremendous.  There was no position she was not able to achieve.  Cindy was totally incredible.

As the days of the week drug on, I wished I had asked Cindy for her phone number.  At least, I could have called her and we could have talked some more.  It would have made it much easier.  As it was, I kept on thinking that this dream was going to end badly.  I prayed that I had not said something that offended her that day in the park.  I kept on going back and forth saying to myself, “She must have liked me or else she would not have smiled and waved at me as she left.  No, no, she knows that I am just like any other guy and it’s only her flexibility that caught my eye”.  I was a total wreck.  The few photography jobs I had during the week did not help much.  While doing the work, the only thoughts in my head were of Cindy.  “Damn, this is crazy!”

Friday night I did not sleep a wink.  I was worried and scared at the same time.  Constantly thinking about her had worked me up into a frenzy.  Now, it’s Saturday morning and I look like hell.  Have a nice breakfast and take a walk in the park.  That should settle me down a bit before I meet her at her gym.
The Workout
As I strolled thru the park, I felt warm and fuzzy remembering the wonderful time I had spent with Cindy a long week ago.  Again, the weather was clear and warm.  The gym was only a few blocks away from the park.  I sat on the same bench I sat on the week before and waited for the time to come when I could once again see my “dream girl”.  I had a little smile on my face.  Off in the distance I could see the same thing as last week.  People were picnicking and playing on the grass.  I began to settle down.  I thought, life is really good.

I glanced at my watch and it was time to go.  The short walk was very relaxing and I felt terrific as I opened the door of the gym and entered.  At the front desk was a beautiful girl with red hair and a perfect body.  She introduced herself as Shannon and asked if she could help me.  I told her my name and I had an appointment with Cindy.  To my surprise she smiled widely and said, “Oh yes!  Cindy has been talking about you all week.”  I will tell her you are here.  Please have a seat.  It will only be a minute”.

I took a chair and looked around.  It was a very large gym from what I could see.  Behind the desk where Shannon was sitting, the whole wall was glass.  You could see all the exercise equipment on the other side.  A lap pool was tucked into one of the corners and small exercise rooms were here and there.  The gym was not very crowded but I instantly noticed there were more women than men.  A good thing if I was interested in joining.
From the back of the gym floor, I saw Cindy waving at me and motioning for me to come back.  I pointed to her and Shannon told me to go in.  As I extended my hand to Cindy, she stepped forward and gave me a big hug.  As before, my heart jumped.  “Oh how nice to see you again”, she said.  “I have been thinking about you all week and prayed you would show up”.  I told her there was no way I would miss it after the wonderful day in the park we had last week.  She took my hand and led me into one of the small exercise rooms.  One wall was fully mirrored.  On another wall, a ballet barre was mounted full length.  There was wall-to-wall carpet and in one corner were a circus table and a stack of step pads.  Cindy told me this is her office.  She conducted flexibility classes for children and adults.

We moved to the stack of step pads and she told me to sit down.  Cindy wanted to show me what she does here.  My heart was beating one hundred miles per hour.  She noticed I was a bit uncomfortable with all this so she spoke softly:  “I know my flexibility makes you uncomfortable.  Most people are like that.  They love to see it but do not know how to react to it.  They are ashamed to admit they like it.  They are also afraid to ask questions about it fearful that they might offend me or put me off,” she said.  “I am experiencing all those things at the moment,” I told her.  She said she knew that and sensed the same thing the other day in the park.
“Relax, Michael,” she said.  “I thoroughly enjoyed that day in the park and I have been thinking about you all week.  I want you to watch me as I go thru a stretching workout.  I want you to ask me any question you like.  Ask me anything!  Nothing is sacred!”  I said, “OK, but this is all new to me.  I have always been fascinated by flexible girls and this is the closest I have ever been to one,” I told her.  She laughed and told me to sit back and enjoy.

Cindy was wearing a two-piece gym outfit; again in spandex.  She slowly walked to the center of the room, turned toward me, winked and smiled.  With her feet together and legs straight, she leaned forward lowering her upper body placing both hands flat on the floor.  With no effort at all, she pressed up into a handstand and spread her legs into a perfect straddle split.  She then brought her legs back together and walking on her hands she turned 90° to her left giving me a profile view of her body.  She then raised her head just a little and her spine began to bend.  The bend continued until her butt was sitting on her head.  Her legs were still straight.  She turned her head and looked directly at me, smiled again and bent her legs placing her feet on each side of her shoulders.  It was a perfect handstand backbend.  Holding this position for a few seconds, she lowered her feet to the floor and very slowly began to stand up while still in the very deep backbend.  So deep was the bend, her back was pressed firmly against the back of her legs.  Her hands continuously pulled on her legs to make the bend even tighter.

I was totally amazed.  All I could say was, “Wow!”  She giggled and slowly began bringing her upper body up out of the backbend.  When finished, she turned to me and asked how I liked that.  Of course, I was speechless.  Again, she giggled and said, “Surely you are curious and have a few questions”.  My mouth was dry and I began fumbling my words.  “I remember you bending in the schoolyard, but I don’t ever remember you bending your back like that.  Tell me all about your flexibility, how old you were when you discovered it and so on”, I said.  “OK, if you have time.  It’s a long story”, she said.  I told her I have all weekend if it takes that long.  She giggled again, and said, “Well, it won’t take that long but spending the weekend together does sound good to me”.  I thought to myself, “Oh my god!  This must be a dream”.

Cindy came over to me from the center of the floor.  She sat down a few feet in front of me with her legs in the lotus position.  “Before I tell you my story, tell me yours”.  Tell me everything.  I want to get to know all about you.  Tell me what you like and what you do not like.  Remember, nothing is sacred”, she said.  I really did not know where to begin.  I had already told her about the passing of my father and that I went to college here in the city.  She already knew about my photography.  My story is not exciting at all.  I was just an average guy going taking one day at a time looking for something that makes life fulfilling.  That was not what she was looking for.  She really wanted to know what fascinated me about her flexibility.  In my shyness, I explained that I have always found flexible women very exciting; watching them contort their bodies so easily.  I always wondered what it felt like folding the spine in half and seeing the legs and feet come from over the head.  I wondered if it felt good or are the contortions done purely for the thrill of doing something that most people cannot do. 

“When you see a flexible girl, a contortionist, doing her thing, do you find it erotic”, she asked.  I said, “Yes”.  I blushed lowering my head.  She laughed aloud and said, “So do I”.  I was blown away.  I looked up and asked, “You like flexible girls also?”  “No, no, that’s not what I meant.  I feel my flexibility is erotic.  I love bending because it excites me.  I find it very sensual.  When I conduct my classes, I work with people from all age groups; from very young girls to older women.  My oldest student is 70 years old and is amazing.  I love the work because I know it is helping people stay fit and well toned.  However, watching them bend does not excite me.  It is when I am bending for myself.  I love the sensations I feel while bending very deeply.  It all comes naturally to me, but it feels so good.  I often wonder what it would be like bending for a man who also loves the flexibility.  I have fantasized about making love to a man while I was bent in half.  How that might feel and how he may enjoy it.  That’s what I meant about it being erotic”, she told me.  Cindy went on to tell me that she was not sure if I was the man in her fantasies.  Only time will tell.  She told me that I was the first man she ever met that may like me not just for her flexibility.  Not sure why that was, but the time in the park together made her feel very comfortable with me.

“I am honored that you feel that way towards me,” I said.  “This really is a dream come true.  I kept my love for flexible girls a secret.  Nobody ever knew.  For years, I have searched magazines and books for photos of contortionists.  I have found my home on the internet.  Contortion is also loved and admired by so many other people in the world.  From time to time, I chat with them and we exchange photos and thoughts about contortion.  I love the fact and I am finally able to sit and talk to someone who feels the same way as me.  And, to actually be with and talk to a real live contortionist, well, I am beside myself,” I told her.  Again, she laughed aloud.  “Michael, you and I are going to become the best of friends,” she said.  She tapped me on the knee and got up moving again to the center of the room.  “Would you like to see more bending?” she asked.  “Yes, of course!” I said.  I told her I especially like backbends but splits and other positions showing leg flexibility are also wonderful.
Because she was sitting a while as we were talking, Cindy began shaking her extremities in all directions.  “This will only take a few seconds”.  “I am naturally very limber so I don’t need much warm up.  I like to practice what I preach though.  I am always telling my student to warm up before attempting a deep stretch”, she said.  “OK, I’m ready.  Let’s have some fun,” she said.  With feet about shoulder width apart, she raised her hands toward the ceiling.  Slowly, without effort she leaned back and bent her back sharply.  She continued down until her hands touched the floor.  With each hand, she grabbed a leg and pulled the bend tighter eventually folding her spine in half.  She held this posture for a couple of minutes, constantly wiggling her butt making the bend even tighter.  I saw no strain at all while she was doing this.
Next, she released her legs placing her hands back on the floor.  Leaning back a bit, she moved into a perfect head sit.  Her feet were still touching the floor.  She asked if I liked that move.  I said, “Yes”, and she then kept one foot on the floor while raising the other let toward the ceiling.  She was now in the backbend split.  It was beautiful, but there was more to come.  She grabbed the bottom leg and pulled it closer to her.  Again, her spine was folded in half, but this time her legs were in a split.  Wow!  Incredible!  Cindy untangled herself and stood straight up looking at me with a twinkle in her eye.  I was enthralled with how slowly she moved from one position to the next.  No strain or effort was apparent.  Her body seemed truly to be made of rubber.

“Now”, she said.  “Since you love deep backbends, watch this”.  Facing me, she bent backward and slid into a perfect backbend onto her elbows.  She lowered her knees to the floor and placed her chest on the floor behind them.  Moving her arms around she grabbed her knees and pressed the backbend into the most beautiful triplefold I have ever seen.  I could see her chin pressed very tightly on the floor.  She blew my mind when she raised her head up and tucked it firmly in front of her butt.  I almost collapsed when I saw that.  She saw my amazement and asked if I would like to come over and place my hands on her body.  She saw my hesitation and told me that if I did not want to do that it would be OK.  She told me she really would like to feel my hands touching her.  Slowly, I went over to her and knelt down next to her.  “Go ahead.  Touch and feel anything you like” she said.  I gently touched the upper thigh of her right leg.  I could feel the muscle pulled tight, but not straining.  As I gained courage, I used both hands moving them all over her body.  Her rib cage was very pronounced. I gently ran my fingers over each rib.  I reached in and felt the folds of skin produced by the extreme backbend.  At this point, I was tempted to touch her most private part but thought that would be too much for now.  She sensed what was going thru my mind and told me to feel free to touch “anything”.  I did, but only a glancing touch.  I did not want to force my good fortune.

All this touching and feeling went on for upwards to five minutes.  I was in heaven.  Then it dawned on me, poor thing, she must be in agony.  I stepped back and she slowly brought her body back to a “normal” position sitting on the floor with her legs bent closely to her chest.  “Did you enjoy that?” she asked.  “I certainly did” I replied.  She said, “Me to!”  Cindy told me she has never allowed anyone to do that prior to this.  She often thought how it might feel, but she never had met someone she would be able to trust.  “Michael, you are different.  I like you and I feel totally safe with you,” she said.
We had been in the room for well over an hour.  She told me she had a class to conduct in a few minutes.  “You are welcome to stay and watch, if you like”, she said.  I told her I would love to stay as long as it would not make her student nervous.  She said it probably would not since this is one of her “seniors” classes.  “I am sure the ladies would love to see you here”.  I will introduce you as my boyfriend and tell them you and I have no secrets together.  They will like that”, she said.

The Class
Cindy took me back out to the front desk and asked Shannon to entertain me for a few minutes while she showered and dressed for her next class.  She seemed truly pleased with the request and told Cindy she would take good care of me while she was gone.  I noticed a twinkle in her eye as she said that.  Shannon asked if I would like to sit behind the desk with her.  She was a beautiful red headed girl.  I could see that the time she spent here at the gym has paid off.  While her hair was short, it was extremely curly and almost stood straight out on the sides.  She had lovely round breasts that were on the large size.  Huge actually, compared to Cindy’s.  She had a very slim waist with a perfectly shaped butt.  She had beautiful legs, but not as muscular as Cindy’s. 

After a minute or two, Shannon asked me about my relationship with Cindy.  I told her we were friends and had only known each other for a week.  She told me Cindy was very excited about meeting you.  For the last week, you are the only thing she would talk about.  “Cindy really likes you”, Shannon said.  I told her I liked her too.  “I have never met a girl like her before.  She’s wonderful”, I said.  Shannon told me they have been friends ever since she started working here.  Cindy started a few months before her and was always amazed with her flexibility.  She works at it constantly.  “No wonder she is able to do what she does with her body”, she said.  She told me that she is somewhat flexible herself but not nearly as much as Cindy is.  I can easily do splits, but my backbends are terrible”, she said.  Cindy works with me from time to time, but I do not have the natural flexibility she does”, she said.  About that time, Cindy came back and invited me back to her “room”.  I thanked Shannon for baby-sitting me and said goodbye.

As we entered the room, a few of the women had already arrived.  They were middle aged, I would guess in their 50’s.  Cindy called them to the center of the room and personally introduced each of them to me.  Then, four more women entered, all the same relative age.  Again, I was introduced.  None of them displayed any shyness at all.  Actually, two of them winked at me as I turned to find my place in a corner of the room.  In all, there were seven women in the class.  All were dress in one-piece leotards and all of them retained very shapely figures.  It was easy to see that they all took their workouts very seriously and have doing it for a long time.

Cindy clapped her hands, leaned over and pushed the on button of the CD player.  No loud grinding music here; instead, very nice instrumental music with an enticing beat.  As Cindy led the way, the ladies slowly moved their bodies in all directions.  After a few minutes, they began doing jumping jacks.  This warm up went on for some fifteen minutes.  They were all beginning to perspire freely.  Next, Cindy had them stop and sit on the floor with legs in the lotus position.  They all leaned forward breathing in deeply and relaxing a bit.  The rest of the hour consisted of bending their bodies in numerous ways.  They did splits, backbends and near the end, attempted handstands.  It was great fun watching all this.  Imagine, me the contortion fan, watching women flex their bodies.  Some of the women were indeed very flexible, truly a tribute to their desire to stay healthy and fit.

Cindy dismissed the class and the women began leaving.  Several of them came over to me and asked if I enjoyed watching.  I told them I enjoyed it very much.  I also mentioned that they are indeed very flexible and should be proud of what they have accomplished.  One of them pulled me off to the side and whispered in my ear that her husband is so happy with what Cindy has taught her to do.  He loves bending me in bed and making love to my flexible body.  After over forty years of marriage, we have more fun now than we ever had.  I blushed and said goodbye.

Lunch
After all the women left the room, Cindy came over to me and asked how I liked it.  “Very interesting and exciting at the same time”, I said.  “Well!  That sounds like we need to discuss it more fully.  How about you take me for a late lunch and we can talk about it”, she said.  “That would be wonderful”, I replied.  Cindy went and took a shower while I went back out and sat with Shannon at the front desk.  She asked how I liked the class.  “You know that is the first time Cindy has ever allowed a man in to watch the class”, she said.  She also told me that some of the women were very happy to have you watch them.  One of them even commented that she would like to take you home to show you some “very” flexible moves.  I blushed again.  “You’re really a nice guy”, Shannon said.  “Now wonder Cindy likes you.”
Cindy came out dressed in a very nice little summer dress.  It accentuated her body exquisitely.  She was also wearing thong sandals with bare legs.  We said goodbye to Shannon and walked a few blocks to a little café.  The waitress sat us at a cozy little table in the back corner.  We ordered soft drinks and told her we would be ordering food after we talked a while.

Cindy began the conversation. “So what do you think about my ladies?” she asked.  “I like them just fine”, I replied.  I told her it was fun to see women of that age bending and stretching.  They seemed to be enjoying it so much.  I also told her that one of them whispered to me that her husband loves her flexibility.  Cindy laughed.  “Yes, that’s Mary.  “She is a real sexpot.  She is always asking me if I use my flexibility to entertain my boyfriends”, she said.  I did not think it was appropriate to go there at the time so I blushed and changed the subject.

“So, tell me more about your life since I last saw you on the playground in elementary school”, I said.  Cindy began telling me that she led a dull life growing up.  It was not until high school that she began having fun.  She was a cheerleader.  Everybody loved to watch her do high kicks and splits.  All the football players wanted to date her, but she kept to herself.  She knew that all they wanted was to play with her flexible body.  After graduating from high School, she moved away from home hoping to begin a life for herself.  She began working different jobs but did not really like them until she began working at the gym.

I asked why she thinks that is.  She told me that her whole life was about her flexibility.  “I have always been this way”, she said.  Her earliest memories are of her bending into different positions to get her mother’s attention.  “Mom was always very proud of me and would play games with me having me sit on my head and putting both her feet behind my head in human knots.  I loved being limber.  It is fun and I love how it makes me feel”, she said.  “And, how does it make you feel”, I asked.  She told me it allows her to feel in control of things at all times.  “It’s, I guess, a defense mechanism.  When things are not going well, I can go into my room and fold myself anyway I want.  I can do anything I want.  I have never found a position I could not get into; the more extreme the bend, the better.  Like doing a human knot where my legs are completely behind my back.  On the other hand, doing a standing backbend where I push my shoulders completely through my legs.  I am sure there are not many girls who can do that”, she explained.
I asked her if she minds being called a contortionist.  She said, “No, why do you ask”.  I told her some people conjure up all kinds of bad thoughts when the word is spoken.  They think it is dirty or even pornographic for a girl to do such things.  “Heavens no!  If anything, contortion is beautiful and should be considered a form of art,” she said.  I told her I believe the very same thing.  Ballet dancers spread their legs and that is considered art.  Why shouldn’t a contortionist who can do the same thing and much much more be considered an artist also?  She agreed fully.

Cindy wanted to know more of my feeling about girls who are contortionists.  “To tell you the truth, you are the first contortionist I have ever met in person.  If they are all like you, the world is indeed a wonderful place.  I think you are terrific and I like you very much”, I said.  She reached across the table and grasped my hand.  “I feel the same way about you too”, she said.  “What’s so special about me”, I asked.  “You are sweet and considerate.  You see me as a regular person, not just a bendy girl.  I sense you respect me as a person”, she said.  I told her it is very hard for me to express my feelings about her.  For years, I dreamed about being with a flexible girl and now it has come true.  “Just knowing you and being here with you right now is the best thing that has ever happened to me”, I said.

We ate and talked for hours.  No topic was left untouched.  Finally, the waitress asked if we needed anything else.  I looked at my watch and we had been sitting there for over six hours.  We left the café and walked down the street holding hands.  I asked her if she lived far.  She said no just a few blocks away.  I then asked her if I could walk her home.  She smile and told me she was hoping I would ask her that.  As we approached her apartment, I asked her why she allowed me to touch her while she was doing the triplefold.  “I wanted to find out what type of guy you really were.  While you were touching me, I looked at your eyes.  That told me everything about you.  You are not with me now because I am a contortionist.  You are with me because you like me as a person”, she said.  Cindy told me that if she had seen lust and physical excitement in my eyes, she would have known then that she would not ever be with me.  I felt honored, and I told her so.  She gave me a hug and a gentle kiss on the cheek.  As she was running up the step to her front door, she told me to meet her at the gym again tomorrow at noon.  I said I would be there.  “Sleep well”, I shouted.
Another Gym Session
The next day, after a huge breakfast, I walked to the gym.  My brain was going a thousand miles per hour.  I slept soundly, waking up with Cindy on my mind.  I think I am falling in love with this girl, I began saying to myself.

At the gym, Shannon was again sitting at the front desk.  “Hello, Michael”, she said with a big grin on her face.  “Did you have a wonderful night last night?” she asked.  “Yes, I did actually” I replied.  “But why do have that grin on your face?” I asked.  She told me Cindy had come bouncing in an hour before and she said she had a great night with me.  I blushed, and began getting a bit annoyed.  “We did not spend the night together, if that is what you mean, Shannon”, I said with a bit of anger.  Suddenly, Cindy came to join us.  “What did you say to Shannon about last night”, I asked her.  She said she told her she had a wonderful night with you last night.  Why?” she asked.  “Well, it seems Shannon thinks we slept with each other last night”, I said.  Cindy looked at Shannon with disbelief.  “No, no!  That’s not what I meant at all”, Cindy said.  After the gym, we went to the café and talked until late.  Michael walked me home and that was it”, she explained sternly to Shannon.  Shannon was embarrassed.  She explained she did not mean any harm by her comments.  She said she liked us as a couple.  We were a good match.  Cindy and I looked at each other and began to giggle.  We accepted Shannon’s apology and proceeded to her “room”.  As we looked back, we could see Shannon with her head down on the desk pounding her hands on the top of her head.  We laughed openly.  It was cute.

Cindy opened the door for me.  As I walked into the room, I heard the lock being set.  Hmm, I wonder what she has in mind for me today, I thought.  She was wearing a loose fitting sweat suit.  It looked nice on her, but I prefer seeing more of her lithe body.  Cindy grasped my hand and led me to a chair not far from a circus table standing in the middle of the room.  Before, I sat down; she turned me around and kissed me full on the lips.  Not just a gentle peck, but a soft slow long kiss.  She pressed her body close to mine.  I put my arms around her and I could feel the full length of her body against me.  It was wonderful.  I began to get very excited.  She felt it also but did not move away.  Our lips parted and she told me how happy she was to have me here again.  As she pulled away, she said, “I have something very special to show you today.  Are you ready?”  “Yes”, I said with a nervous crack in my voice.  She slowly began removing the sweat suit.  She was wearing a lovely lacey bra bright yellow in color.  My heart stopped.  “You like?” she asked.  I could not answer.  I nodded my head in approval.  Next, she turned around, bent over a bit and began pulling down the pants.  Oh my gosh, I thought.  She was wearing a matching thong the same color as the bra.  She stepped out of the pants completely, kicked them aside and came to me.  “You still like?” she asked.  I was still speechless.  She put both her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down onto the chair.  “Now, you just sit there and enjoy the show.  This contortionist wants to please you”, she said.

Cindy, looked gorgeous. Slowly she turned, walked toward the table and around to the back of it.  She put both hands on the top of the table, blew me a kiss and placed her chest on the table kicking her legs up and over her head.  She place each foot on both sides of her head.  Wow, what a view, I thought to myself.  Next, she grabbed the front edge of the table and pulled her chin closer to the edge.  As she slowly lowered her legs down over the edge of the table, she gave me a wink.  Her legs were so low over the edge; she was completely sitting on her head.  From what I could see, her butt was pressing very tightly onto her head.  Again, she asked, “You still like?”  The sight was so beautiful. I almost began to cry.  Here was this lovely contortionist making love to me without touching me.  I was over five feet away from her and was ready to explode.  With all my strength, I said, “Cindy that is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen”.  She giggled and told me to come to her.  Still in this most extreme contortion position, she told me to feel her body, all of it, if I so desired.  I could not believe my ears.  I slowing began touching her belly.  It was tight with the stretch.  Her skin was so soft and she smelled wonderful.  I slowly began using both hands to touch her.  My excitement was clearly noticeable and she asked again.  “You like?”  I could not answer.  After a few minutes of touching every part of her body, it dawned on me that she may be getting tired holding that position.  I stepped back and asked if she would like to come out of the pose.  “Oh no, I am very comfortable and will stay here as long as you like”, she said.
I noticed that she was smiling as she saw my state of arousal.  I did not know what to do next so I stepped back.  As I did, she got herself out of that position and once again stood behind the table.  “You make me so happy”, she said.  “I make you happy?” I replied.  “You can easily see that it is really the other way around”, I said.  She laughed and came close to me.  “I don’t mean to tease you.  You make me happy because you truly appreciate me as a person.  What I can do with my body only adds to it all.  I am just as excited as you are right now”, she said.  I grabbed her and pulled her hard against my body.  “Cindy, I think I am falling in love with you”, I told her.  “Oh, Michael, I know I am in love with you, my darling”, she replied.

I was ready to take her immediately, but she pushed me away and said, “No not yet.  I have much more to show you”.  She went back to table.  This time she was on top doing a perfect front split on the edge.  With a little smile on her face, she bent her back placing her head and neck flat again the back of her rear leg.  Perfect!  Now, with another little smile, she began lowering her head well past her leg and the edge of the table.  She kept on going until her shoulder was completely below her rear leg.  My god, I thought.  This girl has no bones what so ever.  I had never dreamt the human spine could bend that sharply.  Nevertheless, there it was in full view.  To add to the sight, I could see the bend was achieved without effort.  She looked as comfortable as anyone sitting in a chair did.  What she was doing was completely normal as far as she was concerned.  Again, I went to her.  With my hands, I touched every inch of her body.  When I touched her private parts, she giggled.  “You like?” I asked.  She said yes, very much so.  As I stepped away, I said, “Forgive me Cindy but I have to make love to you right here and now”.  She slowly got up off the table and pressed her body to mine.  “Not now or here,” she said.  I was devastated.  She explained that she had a class to conduct in a few minutes.  “We will have to wait until later.  You can stay and watch the class if you like”, she said.  Of course, I agreed.  Cindy put on her sweat suit.  A few minutes later, the first student arrived.
Very young girls attended this class.  The oldest was 12 or 13.  They all were extremely flexible.  Given their age, I was not surprised.  What they lacked was the control Cindy had expertly conquered.  They were all wearing leotards and looked cute as they moved from one position to the next.  I could see that their flexibility was not natural as Cindy’s was.  From time to time, they strained to achieve deep bends and folds.  They all were delightful to watch.
When the class was finished, it was all I could do to hold myself back.  I grabbed Cindy and pulled her close to my body giving her a long wet full kiss.  “No, not here.  Let’s go to my apartment”, she said.  We ran out the door passing Shannon at the front desk without even saying goodbye to her.  She shouted: “Go get him Cin!” as we ran out the front door.  We ran all the way to the apartment.  The rest of the afternoon and evening we made slow passionate love to each other.  Cindy allowed me to bend her into any position I wished.  She loved it so.  Later that night as we lay in her bed completely sated, she told me she felt so complete now.  She finally met a man that loved her for what she was and not just for her flexibility.

The Rest of the Story
Cindy and I have been married for six years now.  We have a beautiful daughter.  We named her Shannon after Cindy’s best friend at the gym.  She is now four years of age, and, yes, she has inherited her mother’s flexibility.  Little Shannon loves to be stretched and bent just as her mother was when she was a little girl.

Cindy continues to work at the gym.  The number of students she has now has become somewhat troublesome.  She liked it better when she had only a few classes.  Now, she is conducting six classes a day.  From time to time, she comes home exhausted.  However, to my ultimate joy, she is never too tired to bend for me when we make love.

As for me, I opened a photography studio and it is doing very well.  As can be imagined, over the years I have taken thousands of photos of Cindy doing contortions.  There were so many, Cindy suggested I publish of book of them.  I did just that and it is doing very well.  I titled it simply: “Contortionist”.  Many of the photos I took are of her posing nude.  Of course, those were not part of the book.  They are too personal and for our private enjoyment only.  In this case, some things are indeed sacred.
The End
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