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I came to this yoga studio thinking it'd be a relaxing hour of light stretching, maybe with the bonus of watching some bored housewives bend over in tight pants. What I got instead was something else entirely. The moment I pushed through those glass doors, the lavender scent hit me like a drug, and twenty pairs of hungry eyes locked onto me like I was the last man on earth. My cock twitched against my thigh, already sensing what my brain hadn't caught up to yet.

The room was warm—almost uncomfortably so—filled with the mingled scents of essential oils, female sweat, and something else I couldn't quite place. Something primal. The women turned to watch me move through the room, their eyes following my every step. They were all of a type: wealthy, well-maintained, wearing expensive sports wear that clung to their curves like a second skin. I'd been right about the MILFs at least, but wrong about everything else.

Then Sasha walked in.

She moved across the floor with a leonine grace, her deep bronze skin gleaming with a light sheen of sweat. Her sports bra—black, with mesh panels that did nothing for modesty—strained to contain tits that had no business in a yoga class. They bounced with each step, the deep cleft of her cleavage slick with perspiration. My eyes trailed down to her leggings, which might as well have been painted on. They vanished into the crack of her ass when she turned, showcasing every flex and ripple of her glutes.

"You must be new," she said, her voice honey-thick and knowing. Her smile revealed perfect white teeth, but her eyes—Christ, her eyes were predatory. "I'm Sasha."

"Yeah, I—" My voice cracked, and I swallowed hard. "First time."

She placed a hand on my chest. "Perfect. I love beginners. Let's put you right in the center. You'll be our focus today."

Her hand slid down to my wrist, fingers wrapping around it as she led me to a purple mat in the middle of the room. The other women formed a circle around me, unrolling their mats with practiced efficiency. None of them spoke, but the energy in the room had shifted. Intensified. I felt sweat break out across my back.

"Lie down," Sasha instructed, pushing gently on my shoulders. As I complied, she leaned in close, her tits pressing against my chest through the thin fabric of my t-shirt. "Today we're focusing on breath work and... alignment." The pause was deliberate, her smile wicked.

Before I could process what was happening, Sasha straddled my shoulders, her knees on either side of my head. The crotch of her leggings was right there, inches from my face, and I could see a dark stain of moisture that hadn't been there moments before.

"Ladies, observe as we demonstrate the proper method for activating the root chakra," she announced to the room. Then, in a swift motion that left me gasping, she peeled her leggings down to mid-thigh and lowered her naked pussy directly onto my mouth.

The first thing I registered was the heat—her cunt radiated warmth like a furnace. Then came the scent, musky and sweet, filling my nostrils until it was all I could breathe. Her pussy was bare, save for a perfectly trimmed strip of dark hair above her slit. The lips were puffy, glistening, already parted with arousal.

"Inhale," she instructed the class, as she settled her full weight onto my face.

Her thighs clamped around my head like a vise, cutting off the sound in the room until all I could hear was the wet, obscene noises of my tongue working against her folds. I had no choice but to lick—her pussy pressed so firmly against my mouth that I couldn't have escaped if I'd wanted to.

"Exhale," she continued, as if this were a normal yoga position. "Feel the energy flow through your body, ladies. Let it build."

She began to roll her hips, grinding her cunt against my tongue in slow, deliberate circles. The taste of her flooded my mouth—tangy, slightly sweet, with a salt undertone that made my cock strain painfully against my shorts. Her juices smeared across my lips, my chin, my nose. I couldn't breathe except in the brief moments when she shifted position, allowing me a quick gasp of air before she settled back down.

"That's it," she crooned, looking down at me between her thighs. "Use your tongue to follow the energy. Deeper. Harder."

I did as instructed, burying my tongue as deep as it would go into her hole, then dragging it up to circle her clit. Her pussy clenched in response, a fresh gush of wetness coating my face. The other women watched, some openly touching themselves through their leggings. One blonde in the corner had two fingers buried in her cunt, her eyes never leaving the scene before her.

Sasha's thighs began to tremble. Her grinding grew more erratic, more desperate. She dropped all pretense of instruction, now openly riding my face for her pleasure.

"Fuck, your tongue feels good," she hissed, one hand moving to grip my hair, holding my face firmly against her dripping slit. "Don't stop. Don't you fucking stop."

My jaw ached, my neck strained, but I kept going. Her clit was swollen now, a hard little nub that I flicked and sucked until she was shaking. I was dizzy from lack of oxygen, my world narrowed to the taste and smell of her cunt, the weight of her on my face, the slick heat of her arousal dripping down my chin.

"I'm gonna cum," she announced to the class, her voice breaking. "Watch how he takes it. Watch how I use his fucking face."

She pressed down harder, her pussy a hot, wet seal over my mouth and nose. I couldn't breathe at all now, spots dancing at the edges of my vision as she used me ruthlessly. Her thighs locked around my head, her cunt pulsing against my tongue as she came with a low, guttural moan that seemed to ripple through the room.

I felt every spasm, every contraction of her inner walls as her orgasm washed over her. Her juices flowed freely now, coating my face in her release. I swallowed what I could, the rest running down my neck and into my hair.

When the last tremor subsided, she peeled herself off my face, leaving me gasping for air. My cock was so hard it hurt, a wet spot visible on my shorts where pre-cum had soaked through the fabric.

"Now for the next position," Sasha said, her voice husky and satisfied. She turned around, still straddling me but facing my feet now. With deft fingers, she yanked my shorts down, my cock springing free to slap against my stomach.

A collective murmur went through the room. I was bigger than average, thick and flushed dark with blood, the head glistening with pre-cum. Sasha wrapped her hand around my shaft, giving it a few slow strokes that had me groaning.

"Reverse warrior," she announced, then sank down onto my cock in one fluid motion.

The wet heat of her cunt enveloped me, still pulsing from her orgasm. She was impossibly tight, gripping me like a fist as she settled fully onto my length. Her back arched, head thrown back, as she adjusted to the feel of me inside her.

"Christ," I choked out, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"Be still," she commanded, placing a hand on my hip. "I control the movement. You just focus on your breathing."

She began to ride me, reverse cowgirl style, her ass slapping against my thighs with each downward thrust. Her cunt made obscene squelching sounds as it sucked at my cock, so wet that I could feel it running down to my balls. She varied her pace—sometimes grinding in slow circles that had me seeing stars, other times bouncing quickly, her ass jiggling with the impact.

The women watched, several now openly masturbating. The room filled with the sounds of sex—wet slaps, heavy breathing, quiet moans.

Sasha glanced back over her shoulder at me, her lips curved in a cruel smile. "Don't even think about cumming yet, baby," she warned, clenching her inner muscles around my shaft. "We're just getting started."

I groaned, my hands fisting at my sides. I was already close, her pussy milking my cock with expert precision. Each time I felt the pressure building, the familiar tingle at the base of my spine, she'd slow down or lift up slightly, denying me the friction I needed.

"Please," I gasped, after what felt like hours of this sweet torture. "I need to cum. Please."

"Not yet," she said, picking up her pace again. Her ass bounced on my thighs, the sound of wet flesh slapping together echoing in the room. "You cum when I say you can cum."

She reached back to grip my balls, rolling them between her fingers as she rode me. The dual sensation of her cunt gripping my shaft and her fingers on my sac had me trembling, sweat pouring off my body.

"Look at him," she said to the class. "So desperate. So needy." She squeezed my balls, just on the edge of pain. "Beg me."

"Please," I whimpered, beyond shame now. "Please let me cum. I need it. I need to cum inside you."

She rode me harder, faster, her ass a blur as she slammed down onto my cock over and over. I was right there, teetering on the edge, every muscle in my body tensed in anticipation.

Then, without warning, she stopped. Fully seated on my cock, she clenched her pussy muscles rhythmically, milking me without moving.

"Breathe in," she instructed, her voice steady despite her exertion. The class inhaled as one. "Hold."

My cock throbbed inside her, desperate for release. I could feel her pulse against my shaft, her cunt still rippling from her own orgasm.

"Now bust out," she commanded, and slammed down one final time.

I exploded. There's no other word for it. My orgasm ripped through me with such force that I screamed, my back arching off the mat as my cock pulsed inside her. I felt each jet of cum as it left my body, painting her insides with rope after rope of hot seed. It seemed endless, my balls emptying completely as she milked mel.

"That's it," she crooned, grinding down to take every last drop. "Fill me up. Give it all to me."

The women watching moaned in unison, several of them cumming alongside me, fingers buried in their cunts as they witnessed my complete undoing.

When the last spasm faded, Sasha slowly lifted herself off my cock. A thick trail of my cum connected us briefly before breaking to drip onto my stomach. She smiled down at me, satisfied but far from finished.

"Class," she announced, turning to address the circle of women, "that was just our warm-up."
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I could barely walk when Sasha finally pulled me up from the mat. My legs quivered beneath me, cock still leaking cum onto my thigh as she led me through a door I hadn't noticed before. My face was crusted with her dried fluids, my chin still slick, and the taste of her cunt lingered on my tongue. She didn't speak as she guided me down a narrow hallway, just smiled that predatory smile that made my spent cock twitch despite itself. The moment she opened the door to what looked like a private studio, I knew I wasn't going home anytime soon.

The back room was smaller, dimly lit with several LED candles giving off a soft glow. The air was thicker here, warmer, with the same lavender scent but now mixed with something muskier. Two women waited inside, perched on the edge of a large padded table that dominated the center of the space. They looked up when we entered
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