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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."
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