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The Showgirl

Our neighborhood is a typical suburban area a few miles from downtown.  The house next door had been up for sale for over a year.  From time to time, the realtor would bring prospective buyers with no positive results.  I lived alone and hoped the new buyer would be about my age.  Most of the children in the neighborhood had grown up and moved away making our block nice and quiet.

One afternoon, I was in the front yard mowing the lawn when I noticed the realtor’s car pull around the corner and stop in front of the house.  As she got out of the car, she gave me a friendly wave.  While we never really met, she had come by so many times it was as if we knew each other.  What really caught my eye was the other woman that also got out of the car.  She was a striking brunette, very tall, and a body a normal man dreams about.  She was wearing a tank top that could not contain her enormous breasts, and the tightest pair of jeans I have ever seen.  The high heels she was wearing emphasized her long muscular legs.  I just stood there wishing and hoping this one would actually buy the house.  They both went into the house and spent over an hour before they came back out.  As they walked down the driveway, they were both smiling.  The realtor gave me the thumbs up sign and my heart dropped.  The neighborhood, all of a sudden, became a great place to live.

Several weeks later, a moving truck pulled up in front of the house.  A few minutes later, a bright red sports car drove up and parked in the driveway.  My new neighbor got out of the car and walked in the front door.  This time she did not look as spectacular.  She was wearing her “moving” clothes.  I wanted to run over there and welcome her to the neighborhood, but thought better of it.  Now would not be the best time.  She would be too busy.  I decided to wait a week, or so, before I made first contact.  In the days following, I would see her come and go in her car.  I constantly wondered what kind of person she was.  I wanted to know everything about her.

As the months went by, I would only see her occasionally.  She would be gone for weeks at a time, and then she would be home for a few days.  When she was home, I would pace around trying to muster the courage to go over and welcome her to the neighborhood.  At last, the time had arrived.  She had been home for a couple of days so I decided that day was the day.  It was a warm sunny day; hot actually.  I rang the front door.  She answered wearing a pair of very tight cut-off jeans shorts and a white tank top.  Her presence was remarkable; I was speechless for a few seconds.  “Hello.  May I help you?” she asked.  I introduced myself and handed her a small bouquet of flowers and some cookies I bought the local market.  “My name is Dean.  I live next door and I wanted to welcome you to the neighborhood,” I said.  “Thank you so much.  My name is Julie.  Please come in,” she replied.

The inside of the house did not look like it was lived in much.  Packing boxes were still everywhere.  “Please forgive the mess.  I have not had much time to unpack all the boxes yet.  Come, please sit on the couch,” Julie said.  She quickly moved a couple small boxes making room for me to sit.  She went into the kitchen to put the flowers in a vase.  “Would you care for something to drink?” she said loudly.  “Oh, no, thank you.  I am fine,” I replied.  “It is awfully warm today.  Perhaps some ice cold lemonade” she said again loudly.  I joined her in the kitchen.  “Lemonade, yes that would be good,” I said.
After the flowers were taken care of, Julie placed the vase on the mantle and returned to the kitchen to fetch the lemonade.  As she walked back into the living room, I could not help notice how lovely she looked.  Her skin was smooth, glistening with a hint of perspiration due to the heat.  Her stride was that of a dancer; smooth and controlled.  It was difficult to keep from staring at her.  Julie was beautiful.  She handed me the glass of cold lemonade and sat with me on the couch.  I toasted her new dwelling and we took our first sip.  “Oh, that tastes good.  Refreshing too,” I said.  Thank you,” she replied.
“So, tell me about the neighborhood,” Julie said.  “Well, it is rather quiet now.  All the children have grown and moved away.  We all have been here for a many years and we look out for each other’s place when we leave for vacation, and such,” I told her.  “That’s good to know,” she said.  She told me she was a showgirl and her job takes her away for weeks at a time.  With that information, my thought about her being a dancer was confirmed.  “Yes, I have noticed already that you are away a lot,” Out of habit, I still have been watching over your place here,” I said.  She told me knowing that, she will rest easier when she is away.
“So, tell me Dean, what line of work are you in” Julie asked.  I told her I used to be a general contractor, but a larger company bought me out because we were doing so well.  “What you don’t work anymore?” she asked.  “Not really.  The money I got from the sale of my company allows me to live very comfortably now.  During the season, I coach at the local college,” I told her.  “What sport do you coach?” she asked.  “I work with the women’s gymnastics team,” I said.  Oh, really?  I used to be a gymnast,” she proclaimed proudly.  “This sounds interesting.  Tell me more,” she went on to say.  I told her I have been interested in women’s flexibility ever since I could remember.  I had taught myself anatomy and physiology focusing primarily on contortion.  After I semi-retired, I began hanging around the gym at the college and became friends with the coach.  When he learned about my knowledge on the subject, he asked me if I could help him working with the girls on their flexibility.  That was over five years ago.

“I find that most interesting,” Julie said.  She told me she began gymnastics at a very early age.  She had always been very limber so her mother thought gymnastics would be a good sport for her to get into.  See loved it, but stopped just before high school when my body outgrew the sport.  “It became too difficult with my height and these,” she said as she pointed to her breasts.  I smiled and fully understood what she was saying.  “So, what did you do after that?” I asked.  “Well, a high school girlfriend of mine was a dancer and invited me to go with her to her dance studio one day and I was hooked.  I fell in love with modern jazz,” she told me.  I asked her if that eventually led to her current occupation.  “Yes, I was in many musicals on Broadway.  An agent spotted me one day and he began getting gigs for me in Las Vegas.  As time went by, I decided on becoming a showgirl because that work is not as strenuous,” Julie explained.
“So, that explains why you are away for periods of time,” I said.  “Yeah, but it’s my job and I love it so,” Julie explained.  I asked her what she did to stay in such beautiful condition.  With a blush, she told me she tries to workout at least four times a week, but it really depends on what the show schedule is and what gym facilities are available.  “When I am here, I will have to find a gym in the area or just work out here at home,” she said.  I told her there is a chain-type gym in town, or she could look into the community membership gym at the college.  She said she would consider those along with setting up a little gym here in the house.  “Well, I certainly will be happy to help you here if any construction is required,” I told her.  “That’s right; you used to be in the construction business,” she replied.

It was a lovely visit lasting about an hour.  We talked about many things trying to learn more about each other.  Before I left, we exchanged phone numbers and email addresses.
Back To Normal
The weeks and months went by after the little chat I first had with Julie.  She went away for a while and then came back.  We would chat on those occasions we would see each other.  It might be over the backyard fence or running into each other at the market.  I loved being with her.  Along with her incredible beauty, she had a personality that was so warm and caring.  I always wondered why she was still single.  I never inquired her age so I guessed she was about my age, give or take a few years.  It turned out we had a lot in common.  Movies, food, and sports were always topics of conversation.  We became fast friends.  I felt very good about my new neighbor and always looked forward to the time we spent together.  After a while, I sensed she felt the same way about me.
The New Gym
Julie had been away for the last ten days.  I had missed her.  I was standing on my porch having my morning coffee when I noticed her car parked in her driveway.  I smile to myself.  Later that morning, I was checking my emails and found one she had sent the night before from Las Vegas.  She wrote she had decided what to do about a gym.  She wanted to build one in her house.  I thought that was a good idea so I replied to the email by telling her if there is anything, I can do to help, I would be happy to do so.  Five minutes later, the doorbell rang.  It was Julie.  “Hello there.  Welcome back,” I said.  She thanked me as she came in.  We sat in the kitchen and discussed her idea about building the gym in her house.

“Since I know you are very familiar with exercise and what equipment is needed for a gym, I would hope you would have some ideas about how I should proceed,” she explained.  “Yes, I began giving it some thought after reading your email,” I told her.  I went on to explain before we talk about what equipment would be needed; I will have to know a couple of things first.  “Where in the house are you thinking of setting the gym up, and what kind of workouts are you going to do?” I asked.  Julie told me she would like to convert two of the four bedrooms in the house into the gym.  I thought for a second and saw no problem with that from a construction standpoint.  In addition, she wanted equipment that would allow her to do aerobic conditioning along with a little weight lifting.  The best part was she wanted to work on increasing her overall flexibility.  My mind began to race wondering if it was just a whim or if it was because she knew I did that kind of work at the college.
“Well, I am sure I can help you with all those areas, especially the flexibility part,” I told her.  A huge smile lit up her face.  “So, when can we start?” she asked.  “Is right now OK with you?” I replied.  “Yes, yes, yes,” Julie said grabbing my hand as she began running toward the front door.  Her excitement was exhilarating.  We ran to her house.  She showed me which rooms she wanted to convert.  I looked at both rooms and established it would require the removal of the common wall between the rooms.  It would be little messy, but no problem.  I sketched out a plan on a piece of paper and told Julie to change into some old clothes while I run home to do the same.  Her excitement grew.

In my old work clothes, I loaded my pickup truck with the tools I needed and backed the truck into Julie’s driveway.  I met her at the front door and handed her some tools.  Even with the work clothes, she was wearing; her body did a very good job telling you that it was still there.  The buttons on her shirt were straining to keep from popping open.  She noticed me looking at them and said, “Sorry about that”.  “No problem.  I always enjoy looking at them,” I told her.  She giggled as we walked into the house.  Three days later, we were finished with the construction portion of the job.  We made a list of the equipment she needed.  She went to her computer to see what was available online.  After an hour of searching, she found everything and delivery would begin in about a week.  “Good.  That will be enough time to install the hardwood floor and put the final touches on the paint and hardware.

With the floor finished, we were ready to begin installing the equipment.  It would take a few days to arrive so we had time to relax a bit.  Julie had the next four weeks to concentrate on the project before she had to leave for her next gig.  Two weeks later, the gym was completed.  New floor, mirror on one wall, ballet barre, mats and stair steps were all installed and ready for use.  Julie and I stood in the middle of the now sizable room and admired our work.  “I love it!  You have been so wonderful Dean.  Thank you,” she said as she gave me a big hug.  I hugged her back and told her I enjoyed the whole thing.  “Please tell me how I can ever repay you for all this,” she said.  “Oh, I am sure we will think of something as we go along,” I told her as my thoughts led me to how wonderful it will be when she allows me to stretch her beautiful body.

The Workouts Begin
Julie called to tell me she would be leaving in a couple of days.  She wanted to sit with me to design an exercise program she could begin when she gets back for her gig.  We sat on the floor and talked about what she wanted to accomplish in her new gym.  “Well, the cardio and weight lifting part in a no brainer, she told me.  She also said she is more interested in what I might be able to do to increase her flexibility.  “I am not sure right now.  I need you to show me what you can do right now,” I said.  “Give me a minute to change and I will show you,” she told me.

When Julie returned, my eyes almost popped out of my head.  Julie had changed into what I can only describe as dancer leggings with a g-string sewn into them.  The leggings portion was sheer white and the g-string was dark blue.  Her legs were truly those of a dancer, long and muscular.  To add to my amazement, she had on a dark blue heavy-duty bra designed to hold her very large breasts in place.  A towel was hanging over her left shoulder.  The last thing I noticed was the toe thongs she wore.  It was apparent Julie was ready for a good workout.  She handed me the towel and asked, “So, what do you think?”  I was speechless.  From what I saw of her body since she moved in to the neighborhood, I knew it was beautiful.  However, I never thought it would look like it did at that moment.  She laughed aloud when I hesitated to reply to here question.  “It’s show time!” she said as she went over and put on some soft music.  I went to one corner of the gym and sat in a chair.
Julie was a trained dancer and knew all too well how important it is to properly warm up.  She stood in the middle of the mat with feet spread apart and hands on her hips.  Beginning with slow upper body rotations in both directions, she increased them to the point where her head eventually grazed her legs at shin level.  I could not stand it any longer and asked if she minded if I walked about her as she moved.  “I don’t mind at all.  Feel free to look all you want,” she said.  As she continued her torso rotations, the back of her legs showed a nice stretch of her hamstring muscles.  Her butt was perfect.  As she leaned back, I could see that there was potential for increasing her back flexibility.
Next, Julie began doing forward lunges.  Her thigh muscles were very well defined and I saw good hip flexor range of motion.  She did a series of sets alternating legs to the front.  I lost count.  I was too busy enjoying the scenery.  “How do you like it so far?” she asked.  “I like it very much.  Now, I would like to see your splits both front and straddle.” I said.  She told me she was not familiar with that terminology.  I explained to her that “front” and “straddle” are terms common to contortion and described the difference.  She understood.  With that, she slid into a perfect front split.  Excellent leg alignment and toe point.  Her hips were flat on the mat.  She had a bit of difficulty with the straddle split so I made a mental note so we could work on that aspect in the future.  The opposite front split was just as good as the first one.  I noticed that she was looking at my facial expressions as I watched her beautiful legs flex and split.  “So, what do you think so far?” she asked.  “I like it very much,” I replied.  She smiled.
After reversing the split positions several times, she stood up and walked over to the ballet barre.  Grasping her right foot, she raised her leg up into a heel stretch.  Looking up, she rotated her hip sensuously and pulled the leg behind her head.  Holding the leg up with both hands, she held the pose in perfect balance.  “Excellent!  Is the left leg as limber?” I asked.  “You be the judge,” she replied.  She lowered the leg and grasped her left foot raising the leg up to the same height as the right.  Again, she held perfect balance.  The g-string sewn into the leggings did not leave much to the imagination.  Watching her performing a series of these heel stretches was a contortion fan’s fantasy.  Her style was sensuous bordering on erotic.  I was in seventh heaven.
As Julie finished with the heel stretches, I asked her to show me her best back split.  She looked at me puzzled.  “I am not sure what you mean,” she said.  “I’m sorry, that’s another contortion term,” I said.  Explaining the posture, she quickly understood.  Facing the barre and grasping it with her left hand, she reached back and pulled her right foot up toward her head.  She only got it past half way and said, “Oh my, that’s a good one”.  I made another mental note for the future.  She had never tried that stretch so I told her no need to try the other leg.
When Julie was done at the ballet barre, I told her I had made some mental notes so far but I needed to see how flexible her back was.  She said she could do a pretty good bridge so I told her to show me.  Again, she was on the mat.  This time lying on her back with her hands flat on the mat next to her head and feet spread apart close to her butt, she took a few deep breaths and raised her hips up as far as she could.  I was very impressed.  I asked if she could make the backbend deeper by walking her hands towards her feet.  She did and the bend became more severe.  “Get your hips higher,” I told her.  She giggled and moved her hands closer to her feet.  “Is that as far as you can take it?” I asked.  “Yes,” she replied.  She came crashing down to the mat.  We both laughed.  “Oh, I really like that,” she said.  “I’m glad to hear that because I specialize in deep backbends.  If you like, I would be happy to teach you how to sit on her head,” I told her.  “Really?  I watched a contortionist do that in a show I was in a few years ago.  I thought it was amazing.  Yes, please teach me,” she said.  “Well, not today.  It will take a few months, but you have shown me you have good back flexibility even now.  If you are willing to put in the work, I am willing to push you all the way.  It’s up to you,” I said.  Julie stuck out her hand and said, “That’s a deal.  I am the student and you are the teacher.  Let’s shake on it”.  We shook hands and the “audition” was over.
“I need a cold drink.  How about you?” Julie asked.  I said yes.  When she came back with the drinks, I invited her to sit with me on the mat in the gym.  She told me she never really considered contortion, but she thought it would be good for her career if she had that ability for getting future gigs.  I told her she had a solid foundation for whatever contortion abilities she wanted to develop.  She asked me about my work with the gymnastic team at the college.  I explained that I do mostly passive stretching with them.  She had never heard that term before either.  “Is that another contortion term?” she asked.  “Not really.  Passive stretching is when someone stretches a person applying pressure to a body part in order to increase the stretch or bend.  “Shall I demonstrate?” I asked.  She said yes and I had her do a straddle split with her elbows on the mat.  When in the best position she could achieve, I told her I was going to kneel behind her and place my hands on her butt.  She giggled.  “As I began to push, you tell me when to stop,” I said.  I got into position admiring the beautiful sight in front of me.  Long firm muscular legs stretched as far apart as she could get them and perfectly round butt I was about to place my hands on for the first time.  I must have been taking too long as she asked, Hey, did you forget about me?”  “Oh, I’m sorry, I was just enjoying the scenery again,” I replied.  Again, she giggled.
I told Julie to make sure when to tell me to stop because the last thing we needed was to pull something.  She understood and I began push her hips down lower to the mat.  Surprisingly, they moved down a couple inches before she said stop.  I released my hands and told her to sit with her knees pulled up to her chest.  “Ah, that feels good,” she said as she rocked back and forth on her butt.  “That’s passive stretching,” I said.  “You know, I think I am going to like this contortion thing.  “Let’s do it again,” she said.  As before, I moved behind her.  She spread her legs into position and I pushed her butt down.  More ground was gained.  Her hips were nearly touching the mat.  I continued to push until she said stop.  I told her I was very pleased with what she was able to do with the straddle split.  “In no time at all, you will be able to sit flat on the mat in that position and roll you hips back and forth,” I said.  “That will be fun.  Shall we do some more?” she asked.  I told her that is enough for today.  I knew she was going to be a bit sore the next day and I knew she had a gig coming soon.  She needed to be at her best for that.  She understood.  We talked for a while longer.  Julie told me she really had fun and could not wait to get back and really begin working out and learning more contortion.  She looked forward to being able to sit on her head.  As she stood up and led me to the front door, I watched her beautiful body and her long legs stride down the hallway.  Julie had one of the “hardest” bodies I have ever seen.  To think I am going to have the chance to play with it.  Is life good or what?
Julie is Back
Three weeks later, Julie emailed me and told me she is taking the red eye tonight coming home.  My heart jumped for joy as I read on.  She told me she had been giving a lot of thought to doing contortion and she had decided to get very serious about it.  Her next gig is not for a couple of months so we will have lots of time to work on her body.  I love it when she talked that way.

I waited until Julie called or came over.  I knew she was going to be tired flying all night.  Sure enough, later in the afternoon, she called and asked if I could go over to see her.  I told her I had to go to the college to meet with the gymnastics coach.  I would see when I was finished.  She sounded a bit tired but it was very good hearing her voice again.  As I pulled into my driveway, I honked hoping Julie would hear that I was home.  Getting out of my truck, I looked over at her house and saw her standing at her front door.  We waved at each other.  “How was your gig?” I asked.  “Fine!  Come on over, I have something to share with you,” she replied.  She gave me a big hug as I went thru the door.  “I missed you,” she said.  That made me feel very good as I hugged her back.  Her body felt wonderful.  I missed playing with it.
We went straight to the gym.  I wasn’t thinking she wanted to workout figuring she was still tired.  Boy was I wrong!  “You said you have something to share with me,” I said.  “Yes, I do.  The show I was just in had a contortionist in it.  Her name was Oksana.  She was from Russia and boy, could she bend her body,” Julie told me.  “Oh, I would have loved to see that,” I said.  She told me she thought I would say that so she had Oksana pose for some photos.  She handed them to me to look at.

“Wow!  Wow!”  That was I could say.  The photos were terrific.  Oksana was a slim blonde-haired girl with a perfect body for contortion.  Her costume was quite revealing.  It was a fishnet body suit with a thong bikini.  That was it.  Her backbends were top notch along with all other aspects; splits, handstands, etc.  One photo showed her in one of the tightest standing backbends, I have ever seen.  “Tell me about Oksana,” I asked.  Julie told me she is twenty years old.  Born in Russia, her father owns a small circus, and mother is a contortionist also who is still performing.  Contortion was the only thing Oksana has ever known.  “When I saw her warming up, I could not believe my eyes.  I went over to talk to her and she was so warm and friendly.  I asked her many questions about contortion because I am interested in it and wanted to become more flexible,” Julie told me.  “Dean, I am so excited.  I want to begin my training right now,” she said.  “That’s OK with me, but I thought you would be too tired to train today given jet lag, and all,” I said.  She said she has been so excited about getting more flexible, she has had nothing but energy.  I told her to go change while I put together a plan of what we are going to do.  While Julie was changing, I thought of where we could begin.  I thought, after seeing Oksana’s backbends, she would probably want to work on that first.  I remembered about the need to work on her straddle splits too.

What I saw next knocked my socks off.  Julie came back into the gym wearing an outfit similar to what Oksana was wearing while posing for the photos.  Julie’s version of the costume was a bit different.  It was still a fishnet body suit, but the look is what was different.  Oksana was virtually flat chested.  To say Julie was large busted would be an understatement.  The only part of her body that was not visible was that covered by the thong.  I stood in the middle of the gym dumb founded.  “Do you like it?” Julie asked.  I could not speak.  I blushed.  She giggled.  “Sorry, I guess I should have warned you.  I had the costumer make it for me after seeing Oksana’s costume.  I told her maybe the costume is not appropriate for the work we are going to do here.  She asked why, “Oksana performs in it, why not here?  I told her costumes as this are designed to enhance the performance.  In the gym, nothing special is required.  Besides, I will be putting my hands on your body.  An outfit like this would be too distracting for me.  “Oh, don’t be silly.  I do not mind you touching me.  This is all about the training.  There is nothing sexual about it,” she said.
I was still having problems with the situation as I told Julie to stand in front of the mirror.  I asked her make a quarter turn to the right.  “Look at you.  Don’t you see anything sexual about that costume?” I asked.  “Not really.  I have been wearing things like this in shows for so long, I don’t give it second thought now,” she said.  “Well, I do!  Except for the thong, I can see your body completely,” I said.  I told her she has a beautiful body, I enjoy looking at it and I think I would be too distracted to train her.  “Oh, come on, Dean, give it a try,” she said.  I still was not sure.  She grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the mat.  “What should we do first?” she asked.  I had to step back a bit for her breasts were pressing slightly on my chest.  “How big are they, anyway?” I asked.  Julie told me they were 38DD, and all natural.  I broke into a sweat.  She saw my hesitation, placed both my hands on her breasts and told me to feel them.  “See, they don’t bite either,” she said.  Julie’s breasts felt wonderful, not too hard and not too soft.  I was amazed at how they felt.  Her nipples were just the right size too.

Julie sat me down and we had a talk about her body.  She told me her body had always been well developed.  Her breasts grew to that size as a very young teenager.  That is why she quit gymnastics as they always were getting in the way when she did floor work.  They also became a problem as a dancer.  Costumes were always hard to design for her body size.  She eventually admitted that perhaps her breasts were too large for this type of costume, but she was so impressed with Oksana, she wanted to look like her.  “What the heck.  Let’s play with it this one time,” she finally said.  I chuckled.  “OK.  Go warm up,” I said.  I was still a little bit nervous as she began stretching her legs on the mat.  She did some splits for a few minutes then lying on her back as she did heal stretches.  I must admit it really was fun watching her wearing the costume.  Every nook and granny of her body was fully exposed.  Next, she stood at the ballet barre and did some incredible standing heel stretches.  When she put the up leg behind her shoulder, her breast stood out so much I just had to walk over to her to catch the sight from different angles.  “Ahha!  You like them, don’t you?” she giggled.  “Of course I do.  What is not to like.  I’m only looking, not touching,” I said.  She giggled.
When she felt she was sufficiently warm she said she wanted to do backbends.  “Yes, I know, like Oksana,” I said.  She giggled again.  I told her she would probably never be able to get her back as flexible as Oksana, but I did remind her that I thought I would be able to get her to sit on her head.  “I think that will be flexible enough for me,” she said.  
I told Julie to walk over to the wall and stand with her back to it.  I wanted her to take a big step forward and put her hands on the wall behind her head.  Next, begin walking her hands down the wall keeping her feet firmly planted on the floor.  As she began getting her hands, lower down the wall, to move her feet a little closer to the wall.  She understood and began the exercise.  I was very surprised how far down the wall she was able to get her hands.  Her spine folded more than expected.  When she got down as far as she could go, I told her to straighten her leg and press her rib cage towards the ceiling.  Her spine folded even further.  “Excellent.  Now, hold it for a long ten count,” I said.  She had difficulty getting out of the bend so I helped her up by reaching around her waist and lifting her up.  “Whew!  That was fun.  How did I do?” she asked.  “Better than I expected,” I told her.  She told me her back was pretty flexible when she was doing gymnastics.  “In that case, we really have something to work with then,” I said.  Julie did the wall/backbending exercise another ten or twelve times before stopping.  She had a good sweat going so I told her to take a break.  “I really do like backbending,” she said.  I told her I was glad to hear that reminding her that backbends are my favorite contortion pose.  She smiled widely.

After a few minutes rest, I had her do another backbending exercise.  This one involved the both of us standing facing each other.  I told her to spread her feet apart about shoulder width and lean back while I have my arms around her waist.  She did exactly as I instructed.  As she leaned backward, the view was spectacular.  No matter how far she lowered her torso, large parts of her breasts were still visible from my vantage point.  Also, the pressure her pelvis put on my thighs was very exciting, but I knew I had to control myself and concentrate on what she was do.  Again, I was surprised with her back flexibility.  She was able to touch the floor with her hands.  I told her to relax her spine and let gravity pull her upper body to the floor.  As she did that, she was able to touch the floor with her fingertips.  This gave me an idea.  I had Julie back at the wall walking her hands down to the floor.  As she reached the floor, I told her to move her feet closer to the wall.  What happened next surprised both of us.  Relaxing her spine, she was able to fold it more than either one of us thought possible.  She held the bend as long as she could before crumpling to the floor.

“On my God, that was wonderful.  It hurt like hell, but I enjoyed it,” Julie said.  I told her I enjoyed watching her doing it.  Her breasts were mashed against the wall and her legs were beautiful as they strained to keep her hips up.  I explained to her that perhaps the back flexibility she had as a teenager might not have left her completely.  If so, we have a lot to work with and progress will come more quickly that anticipated.  She was very happy to hear that.

For the rest of the session, we continued bending her spine until she could not take it anymore.  I explained that she would probably be sore the next day.  “We should not bend like this until the soreness has subsided.  Tomorrow, if it is really bad, I can give you a rub down and that will help a lot,” I said.  “Well, let’s see how it goes,” she replied.  With that, I went home with wonderful thoughts of what I had seen that day: a beautiful body bending in a very revealing costume and photos of an excellent contortionist.
A Very Private Session
The next morning Julie joined me for coffee.  As she walked in, the soreness I anticipated had set in.  “Really bad?” I asked.  “Yeah, I expected my back to be sore, but the soreness in my thighs is surprising,” she said.  I explained that was probably due to the backbends against the wall.  “You were pressing pretty hard.  I could see your legs shaking while you were pressing your spine to fold,” I said.  “What do you think I should do about it?” she asked.  “You should rest them for a couple of days, or at least, until the soreness goes away,” I told her.  I suggested a message would be helpful.  “Oh yeah!  That would be great.  Your place or mine?” she asked.  I was not too sure how to respond to that question.  She was too quick with her “Oh yeah”.  “I’ll tell you what.  Go home and take a nice hot bath.  Soak for at least thirty minutes.  When you are finished, call me and I will go over and give you a massage.  How’s that?” I said.  She said that sounded good and left.

Almost an hour later, Julie called.  “OK, I am ready,” she said.  I walked over there and rang the doorbell.  She did not answer.  I rang again.  Still nothing.  “Julie!” I called out.  I rang the bell again and waited.  I was getting a bit worried so I tried the doorknob; it was unlocked.  I slowly walked in calling her name.  “I’m in the tub,” I heard her say.  “I thought you said you were ready,” I yelled back.  “I am.  Come on back,” she said.  I was not sure what was going on here.  Why would she call and say she was ready if she was still in the tub?
I slowly walked into the bathroom and was surprised at what I saw.  Julie was still in the tub.  All you could see was her head.  The rest of her body was completely covered with bubbles.  “What are you doing?  You said you were ready,” I said.  “I am.  I am ready for you,” she replied.  “Oh no!  I’m not falling for that trick.  Besides, it is not fair.  If we were to do what you have in mind, I’m afraid it would damage our friendship.  It is tough enough as it is, having my hands all over your beautiful body when I am contorting you.  Now, cool off and I will wait for you in the gym,” I told her.  With a frown on her face, Julie said, “Well, you can’t blame a girl for trying”.  Fifteen minutes later, she strolled into the gym.  Except for a red g-string, she was nude.  “Julie, did you not hear what I said?” I asked her.  “Yes, I did.  I am only expecting to get a massage,” she said.  “Well, you could have put on something a bit more appropriate,” I told her.  “Ah, I figured anything else would just have got in the way.  I am fine with just this,” she said as she pointed to the g-string.  “You are becoming and very naughty girl,” I said.  She giggled and gave me a wink.

I had spread a blanket out on the floor.  Julie laid down on it face down.  It was very difficult maintaining my composure.  Her body was gorgeous.  I knelt down next to her and applied oil to my hands.  “OK, let’s work on the back first,” I said.  I began slowly working on the muscles of her lower back.  Her skin felt wonderful.  Julie moaned sensuously as I massaged the upper portion of her butt.  I could feel how tight her muscles were.  In time, the tension in her back subsided and I worked on other parts of her back.  I patted her butt and told her to roll over.  On her back, she parted her legs slightly and raised her arms above her head.  She looked very inviting.  As I looked at her body more closely, no hair was visible anywhere except on her head.  Her underarms were smooth without a hint of stubble.  I suspected the same to be true under the g-string.  I told Julie to point to the area on her thighs where she was sore.  She grasped my hand and placed it on her inner thighs.  Before releasing my hand, she made it a point to slide my hand over the g-string.  It was warm and smooth without a hint of hair.
“Now, stop that!” I said in a scolding manner.  “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself,” Julie replied.  I began massaging her inner thighs.  She had several little knots in each side.  As I worked, it was easy to find the cause of her soreness.  What I needed to have her do next I knew would cause me great difficulty.  “Julie, please don’t take this wrong, but I need you to spread your legs as far apart as you can.  I need to press deeper to get to those knots,” I told her.  “It will be my pleasure, sir,” she said with a wink and a smile.  I leaned back away from her as she pulled her knees to her chest.  Grasping a foot with each hand, she slowly began spreading her legs until her feet were touching the floor.  She began to giggle.  As I stared at that vision of female beauty, my thoughts were confirmed; she was indeed smooth down there.
I began kneading the knots in her inner thighs.  It was a bit painful for her but I continued until they began melting away.  “They feel pretty bad, huh?” she said.  “Not really.  They are working out fine,” I said.  Eventually, the job was finished.  I gently patted her g-string and said, “You’re done!”  Julie sat up and wrapped her arms around her knees.  “Yes, that feels so much better.  You have great hands,” she said.  I told her I have had a lot of practice since I retired.  I went into the bathroom and retrieved a bathrobe for her.  “Here, put this on before you catch a chill,” I told her.  We sat and talked for a few minutes about how she has fallen in love with contortion.  “I really want to get as good as I can.  Bending is all I think about these days,” she said.  I began to laugh saying, “Well, considering what you are wearing at the moment, it looks like you have been thinking about other things too”.

An Unexpected Break Through
Several weeks went by and we continued working on Julie’s backbends.  Her progress was steady and I was very pleased.  One day, while working out, Julie mentioned she had received a call from her agent.  A producer from Paris had seen her and wanted her to be in a new show he was putting together.  “Paris?  Wow, that sounds exciting,” I said.  “Yes, it’s a great opportunity, but I am not sure about it,” she said.  “What do you mean, not sure about it?” I asked.  Julie told me she was having so much fun learning contortion, she really did not want to get away from it now.  The gig in Paris would be for three months.  “I would be as stiff as a board when I get back,” she said.  I told her no she would not if she contorted a few days a week while she was away.  “You’re legs are fine, except for some work we need to do on straddle splits.  As for your backbends, I will give you a series of exercises you can do privately.  By the time you get back, you will be better than ever,” I told her.  She felt better and said she would take the job.  “I will miss you,” she said as she gave me a big hug.  I knew I would miss her too.  The night before she felt for Paris, Julie made a wonderful dinner for both of us.  It was very romantic replete with candles, wine and soft music.  The next morning she was gone.

A day or so after arriving in Paris, Julie emailed me telling me about the flight and the housing accommodations they had made for her.  It got to the point; we were emailing each other daily, sometimes several times a day.  We were having a running conversation.  I felt like I was right there with her the whole time.  I loved it.

I got busy working with the girls at the college.  As I stretched them out, my thoughts were always with Julie.  One day it dawned on me that I might be falling in love with her.  I really wanted to be in love with her, but I did not want to loose her as a friend.  We shared everything.  The distance between us allowed us tell each other our inner most secret thoughts.  I was sure she felt strongly about me, but neither of us would say the words.  One day Julie sent and email telling me she was having some pain in her lower back.  Not a serious pain, but rather more like a dull ache.  I asked her if she had been bending more severely lately; she said no.  I told her to take a few days off to rest the back and see if that helps.  I began worrying about her.  If I was there, I would have been able to assess the situation more accurately.  I did not hear from Julie for a few more days.  I began to really worry.  I emailed her several times explaining my concern and asked if I should go to her.  She did not reply for another two days.  I was in a frenzy by then.  What has happened to my beautiful Julie, I kept thinking.  
Then, one night at two o’clock in the morning, the phone rang.  Those types of calls are usually bad news.  “Dean?  It’s Julie,” the voice said on the other end.  I sat up as my heart began to race.  “Julie!  Are you OK?  I have been worried sick about you since you emailed me about your back,” I said.  “I am fine.  Excited actually,” she said.  She told me that the dull ache persisted for a few days.  She complained about it to the company doctor there.  He looked at her and suggested she go see a chiropractor friend of his.  The chiropractor found the problem, gave her an adjustment and her back now is great.  “It’s so great now, I can even sit on my head,” she said with excitement in her voice.  I began to relax.  “Julie, I am still worried about you,” I told her.  “No, no!  I am fine.  I was worried for a few days there, but it is good now.  Sorry, I did not email you, but I am fine now.  I miss you, darling!  I love you!” she said.  I could not speak.  My heart began racing once again.  “Dean?  Are you still there?” she asked.  “Yes, yes, I am still here.  I love you too, Julie,” I said.  She told me she could not wait to get home and see me again.  It would be another five weeks before her return. 
After that phone call, we emailed each other constantly.  We were as two little kids; so happy to be together even though we were thousands of miles apart.  Several days before she was coming home, she emailed telling me she has a big surprise for me when she gets home.  I pressed her for more information.  All she would say is, “You will have to wait to see it.  You will love it”.
You can imagine my excitement the day she returned.  I knew when she would be landing so I estimated when she would get home.  I was sitting on her front porch when she drove up the driveway.  She got out of the car and ran to my waiting arms.  We kissed deeply.  She felt wonderful in my arms.  I wanted to take her at that moment.  “No, you will have to wait until I show you the surprise I have for you,” she said.  As I carried Julie’s luggage into the house, she stepped into the shower to clean up a bit.  I was sitting in the living room happy that she was finally home.  I could not think of ever being happier than I was at that moment.  I heard her turn off the shower water and telling me, she wanted to work out.  I was surprised that she would have energy to bend her body.  The flight was eleven hours long.  Maybe she just wanted to work some kinks out of her body.  “OK, I will meet you in the gym,” I yelled back.
When Julie walked into the gym, I literally fell out of the chair.  She stood in front of me with her hands on her hips.  Again, she was wearing that delightful g-string she had tempted me with before.  “I thought you said you wanted to work out,” I said.  “Well, kind of.  After I warm up a little, I will give you your surprise,” she said.  It was not until that very moment I realized just how much I had missed her.  I could not take my eyes off her body.  Her skin looked so soft and smooth.  As she went thru some warm up exercises, she moved very sensually giving me smiles and winks as she went.  I was very aroused.  “OK, are you ready for your surprise?” she asked.  “I think so,” I replied as I sat down on a chair.  “Yes, I can see that,” she giggled.
Julie, very seductively walked up to me, leaned over, gave me a sweet kiss on the cheek, and stepped back a few feet.  She raised her arms over her head and began arching her back.  She did not stop until her head was between her legs.  She spread her legs a little bit further and tilted her head up until it was pressed tightly against the g-string.  She looked me straight in the eye, giggled and winked.  I stood up and walked around her to see this most beautiful contortion from all angles.  “Oh my God, Julie,” I said.  “Do you like it?” she asked.  “No, I don’t like it.  I love it!” I proclaimed.  She remained in that tight backbend so I could gently touch every part of her beautiful body.  I moved my hands over her widely spread rib cage.  I could see her stomach rising and falling as she breathed.  I was amazed that she could stay in the bend for such a long time.  When she finally came out of the bend, she said “Surprise!”  We were both so excited.  Julie jumped into my arms wrapping her legs around my waist.  “I do not understand.  A couple of weeks ago you were having problems with your back.  What happened?” I asked.  Julie told me the adjustment the chiropractor had made on her back had done the trick.  “When he cracked my spine, it was like cracking a knuckle.  Instantly, the dull ache went away.  The next day, I began bending again and I noticed I was able to really “crunch” the backbend. I feel that was the break through I had been looking for.  Ever since then, I have been working on perfecting your surprise,” she explained.  I told her I have heard stories like that happening, but I never really put much credence in them.  “Oh, please do it again,” I said.
Again, she easily folded her spine.  As I walked around her soaking in all the angles her sharply contorted body presented, I asked her if I could try to make the bend tighter.  “Yes, of course.  Do anything you like,” she said.  I knelt down directly in front of the thighs.  She smelled wonderful and the sight was unforgettable.  I reached around and placed my hands on her shoulders.  “I am going to pull your shoulders towards me.  If the pressure is too much, tell me to stop,” I said.  She understood.  As I began to pull, I could feel her spine bending further.  It was incredible.  Her spine was incredibly folded in half.  My Julie has finally become a contortionist of the highest order.  When I released my hold, she noticed my aroused state, untied the g-string and let it fall to the floor.  When I moved back a few inches, the sight was unbelievably smooth and beautiful.  I kissed it gently in worship.  I cannot say what happened next.  Sufficed to say, we were both transported to a dreamlike place.
Ever since, Julie and I have lived together.  Not in the same house, but the arrangement is terrific.  Both of us had been single for so long, we enjoyed our privacy from time to time.  We are madly in love with each other.  She continues to work as a showgirl and I still do my thing at the college with the gymnasts.  Our bending sessions continue as always, but now Julie is doing extreme contortions of all types.  If I were asked how good life is, this contortion fan would be hard pressed to put it into words.

The End

