

With a slow, deliberate breath, I stepped onto the yoga studio floor, the scent of sandalwood and sweat hanging heavy in the air. The room hummed with anticipation as the last few stragglers trickled in, men in gym shorts and tank tops, their eyes already scanning my body like a piece of meat. They were now in my domain, my sanctuary of controlled indulgence. There was a quiet energy in the room, a charged stillness that made my skin prickle.

As I emerged from the back room, a hush fell over the assembled students. Their gazes raked over my form-fitting yoga attire: a sports bra that left little to the imagination and high-waisted leggings that hugged every curve. I felt their eyes on me, hungry and anticipatory.

The studio was bathed in golden afternoon light streaming through tall, arched windows, casting long shadows across the polished wooden floor. A dozen mats were arranged in a semi-circle, each student seated cross-legged, hands folded in prayer, but their eyes betrayed them, they were not meditating, they were waiting. The air was thick with the mingling scents of coconut oil, fresh linen, and the faint musk of arousal.

My presence commanded attention. I stood at the front, barefoot, my dark hair pulled back in a loose bun, strands escaping to frame my face. My outfit was tight enough to accentuate every curve, the fabric clinging to my torso like a second skin. The sports bra was low-cut, revealing the swell of my breasts, and the leggings rode high on my hips, leaving nothing to the imagination.

With a coy smile playing at the corners of my mouth, I slowly reached down and hooked my fingers into the waistband of my high-waisted leggings. The movement drew every eye in the room, a collective intake of breath echoing through the studio. Maintaining steady eye contact with the nearest student, I began to peel the skintight fabric downward, inch by tantalizing inch.

The leggings slid past the gentle curve of my hips, the flare of my thighs, the delicate line of my calves, until they pooled around my ankles. I stepped out of them with fluid grace, now clad solely in a skimpy black athletic thong.

The flimsy black thong left little to the imagination, the thin straps disappearing between the pert globes of my ass. The triangular patch of fabric barely covered my mound, the edges riding high on my hips and dipping low between my legs. It clung to my most intimate areas, the dampness of my arousal already beginning to darken the material.

A chorus of appreciative groans and sharp intakes of breath greeted my revelation. Eyes widened and pupils dilated as the men drank in the sight of my nearly nude form. Some shifted restlessly on their mats, adjusting themselves discreetly as their cocks began to stir and swell beneath their gym shorts. Others licked their lips unconsciously, their gazes zeroing in on the tantalizing juncture of my thighs.

With a sultry smile, I raised my arms overhead, stretching languidly as I addressed the enraptured audience. "Welcome, everyone, to another invigorating session of Free Use Yoga," I purred, my voice low and inviting. "For those new to our special practice, remember - my body is yours to explore and enjoy throughout our time together. Don't hold back."

I walked slowly along the semicircle of mats, letting my hips sway hypnotically. "Let's begin by centering ourselves. Take a deep breath in..." As the men watched, transfixed, I demonstrated an exaggerated inhale, my chest rising prominently. "...and exhale fully." On the exhale, I released a soft moan, giving them a preview of pleasures to come. "Feel the tension melting away.”

"Alright everyone, let's transition into our first pose - the classic Cat-Cow stretch," I instructed, turning to face the mirrored wall. I placed my hands on the mat, fingers spread wide, and slowly lowered my torso until I was on all fours. My back arched deeply as I looked up towards the ceiling, presenting my nearly bare bottom to the class.

"Inhale and arch your spine," I guided, holding the Cow pose. As I did, I felt a warm presence approach from behind. Strong hands came to rest on my hips, thumbs digging into the flesh just above the edge of my thong. I couldn't see who it was, but I could feel the heat radiating off his body, mere inches from mine.

Without warning, the bold student hooked his fingers into the sides of my thong and yanked the flimsy garment down my thighs, exposing my most intimate area to the entire class. Cool air kissed my newly bared skin, making me shiver despite myself.

As I began to round my back, arching into the Cat portion of the pose, I felt calloused fingertips brush against my outer lips. They traced teasing circles, parting my folds to expose my glistening pink flesh to view. A low groan escaped me as he found my sensitive clit, rubbing firm circles around the budding nub.

My inner walls clenched involuntarily, growing wetter by the second under his skilled ministrations. The lewd sounds of my arousal filled the studio as he continued his sensual assault, two fingers plunging knuckle-deep into my dripping channel.

Despite the intense stimulation, I maintained my flow, continuing to alternate between the Cat and Cow poses. Each time I arched my back, pushing my hips towards him, he would thrust his fingers deeper, curling them to hit that sweet spot inside me. Pleasure radiated through my core with each movement.

My breathing grew heavier, punctuated by soft gasps and moans that echoed obscenely in the studio. The other students watched with rapt attention, some palming themselves through their shorts as they imagined being in his place. Drool gathered at the corners of their mouths, their chests heaving with barely contained lust as they mirrored me in the stretch.

As I came down from another peak, I felt the blunt head of his cock nudging insistently at my entrance, smearing my juices along my slit. He was hard as steel, throbbing with need.

Unable to resist any longer, I pushed my hips back, impaling myself on his thick shaft in one smooth motion. A guttural moan tore from my throat as he stretched me wide, filling me so perfectly. I held the pose, trembling slightly as I adjusted to his size, feeling impossibly full.

Then, I began to move, undulating my hips in time with the Cat-Cow stretch. Each inward breath saw me sink back onto him, taking him to the hilt, while each outward exhale had me lifting up until just the tip remained inside. The dual sensations of the deep stretch and his cock moving within me was exquisite torture.

As we flowed through the poses, I could hear the increased rustling and grunting from the other students, knowing they were fighting to keep their attention on their own movements as I was sensually filled by a big cock right in front of them.

Between panting breaths and the lewd squelching of his cock pistoning in and out of my sopping cunt, I managed to croak out instructions to the class. "Remember to...ahhh...breathe deeply as you hold this pose. Let your exhales...mmm...help you relax into the stretch."

I demonstrated by inhaling sharply through my nose as he hilted himself inside me, then exhaling slowly as he withdrew almost entirely, only to slam back in. My arms trembled as I extended them further, reaching for opposite ends of the universe, lost in the haze of pleasure.

"Feel the...oh god yes...the tension melting away. Your shoulders should be...haaahh...dropping down and back. And don't forget to...fuck! ...to breathe!"

With a few more powerful thrusts, he buried himself to the root inside my spasming sheath. His cock pulsed and twitched as he emptied himself deep within me, painting my insides white with his hot seed. The sensation triggered a small but intense orgasm, my walls fluttering and milking him for every last drop.

As the aftershocks subsided, I carefully lifted my hips, feeling his softened member slip out with a gush of combined fluids. Shaking slightly, I planted my hands on the mat and pushed myself up and back into Downward Dog, my ass still high and exposed. Rivulets of our mixed essence trickled down my inner thighs.

"Beautiful job," I panted, looking back at the class over my shoulder. "Now, let's transition into Downward Dog. Remember to keep your hips high and reach forward."

As I settled into Downward Dog, my back arched beautifully, presenting my glistening sex and perky ass to the eager students. Two men quickly moved into position - one sitting directly beneath the arch my body created, while the other approached from behind.

The man below reached forward, roughly palming my tits through the thin fabric of my sports bra. He pinched and tugged at my nipples, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core. At the same time, he fished out his rigid cock, slapping the swollen head against my cheek demandingly before he forced it into my mouth.

Behind me, another student gripped my hips, aligning his thick shaft with my dripping entrance. With one powerful thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside my slick heat, groaning at the tightness. He set a brutal pace, pounding into me with abandon as I struggled to maintain the pose.

A muffled moan vibrated around the thick cock stuffed in my mouth as the man behind me relentlessly hammered my g-spot. My tongue swirled instinctively around the throbbing shaft invading my oral cavity, coating it with saliva. Lewd slurping noises filled the air, mixing with the wet squelches of my pussy being railed.

Despite the overwhelming stimulation, I somehow managed to guide the class through the pose, my words coming out in breathless, broken phrases as the man below me thrust in and out of my throat. "Keep your... haaahh... weight balanced evenly on your hands and feet. Tuck your... mmmph... tailbone in and... ahhh... lengthen your spine!"

My arms shook with the effort of holding the position as I was used from both ends, sweat dripping down my face and chest.

The man kneeling beneath me leaned his head back, giving himself better access to my most sensitive area. His tongue darted out, laving broad strokes along my engorged clit.

At the same time, the man behind me redoubled his efforts, gripping my hips bruisingly tight as he jackhammered into my spasming cunt. The dual assault on my senses was almost too much to bear - the obscene slapping of flesh on flesh, the wet schlick of his cock churning my cream, the electric zings shooting from my clit straight to my core. I could feel another massive climax building rapidly, my inner muscles starting to quake and ripple around his pistoning shaft as I fought to hold my position.

With a guttural roar, the man behind me slammed home one final time, burying himself to the hilt as his cock jerked and pulsed. Thick ropes of hot cum painted my inner walls, flooding my womb with his potent seed. His hips stuttered erratically as he pumped me full to overflowing, excess semen bubbling out around his shaft and running down my thighs.

Almost simultaneously, the man below me thrust deep into my throat, his balls drawing up tight. He held me in place by my hair as he erupted, spurting jet after jet of salty-sweet spunk directly down my gullet. I swallowed convulsively, trying to keep up with the sheer volume, but some leaked out the corners of my stretched lips.

Finally spent, they both pulled out in tandem.

As the two men disengaged, I slowly lowered my hips to the mat, coming out of Downward Dog. But instead of collapsing, I arched my back and lifted my chest, sliding into Cobra Pose. My hips remained pressed firmly against the floor, while my upper body rose, supported by my hands beneath my shoulders.

The new position caused rivulets of their combined release to ooze out of my well-used hole, trickling along my folds and pooling on the mat beneath me. I held the pose, chest heaving, a picture of debauched yoga bliss with my sports bra askew and my most intimate places on shameless display.

"Beautiful," I panted to the class, voice husky. "Cobra pose is excellent for... mmph... opening the chest and strengthening the spine," I managed to get out before a large hand grabbed my chin, tilting my head up. Another student had approached, his erect cock bobbing mere inches from my face.

Without preamble, he shoved forward, burying several inches of his thick shaft past my lips. "Mmmph!" I grunted in surprise, eyes widening as he began to rock his hips, fucking my face with shallow thrusts. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils as he used my mouth for his pleasure.

He picked up the pace, gripping my hair tightly as he pistoned in and out of my mouth. Tears pricked the corners of my eyes from the intensity, drool leaking down my chin and splattering on my heaving chest. The wet, obscene sounds of him violating my throat echoed through the studio.

Just as I thought I might pass out from lack of air, he abruptly pulled out. I gasped and sputtered, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his spit-shined cock. Before I could catch my breath, he aimed himself at my face and let loose a torrent of cum. Thick, pearly ropes crisscrossed my cheeks, painting my parted lips and splattering across my straining sports bra. The sticky fluid dripped down into my cleavage as I held perfectly still, accepting my facial glazing like a good slut.

Panting softly, I looked up at the student who had just used my face, a satisfied smirk playing at the corners of my cum-glazed mouth. "Mmm, excellent job," I praised breathily. "Your technique was... impressive."

Wiping a stray dollop of jizz from my cheek, I turned my attention back to the class. "Alright everyone, let's transition into Bridge Pose now. This inversion helps to open the chest, strengthen the glutes, and stimulate abdominal organs."

I rolled onto my back and bent my knees, planting my feet flat on the mat near my shoulders. Slowly, I began to lift my hips, interlacing my fingers beneath me to support my lower back as I arched up into a graceful bridge. The movement caused the cum on my tits to pool in the valley of my cleavage.

As I held the bridge pose, displaying my glistening, well-fucked pussy to the class, a man knelt between my splayed thighs. He wasted no time burying his face in my dripping folds, his tongue delving deep to lap up the copious amounts of cum and arousal coating my inner walls.

"Ohhh fuuuuck," I moaned wantonly, my hips bucking against his eager mouth. The vibrations of his groans against my sensitive flesh sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body.

Even as ecstasy threatened to overwhelm me, I managed to gasp out instructions to the class, my voice hitching with each swipe of the man's talented tongue. "Re-remember to... ahhh... focus on your breathing! Inhale deeply through your nose and... oh god yes... exhale slowly through your mouth. Let the sound of my... mmm... pleasure guide you!"

My thighs began to tremble and quake around his head as he worked me closer to the edge. He sealed his lips around my clit, suckling hard as he thrust two fingers knuckle-deep into my fluttering channel. The dual stimulation proved too much to bear.

With a keening cry, my orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. My back arched sharply, pressing my hips higher into the air as I ground myself against his face.

As the intense waves of pleasure finally subsided, I collapsed back onto the mat, chest heaving and skin flushed. The man between my legs gave my sensitive folds one last tender kiss before moving aside, allowing me to catch my breath.

After a moment, I pushed myself up to a seated position, wiping the sweat and other fluids from my face with the back of my hand. I took a deep, shuddering breath, centering myself once more.

"Beautiful job, everyone," I praised, my voice still slightly breathless. "That was quite the intense series of poses, wasn't it? Now, let's slowly bring ourselves back to standing."

I rose gracefully to my feet, the cool air a pleasant contrast against my overheated skin. "From here, we're going to take a Forward Fold."

I bent forward at the waist, grasping the backs of my ankles firmly. This position caused my pert breasts to swing heavily, swaying hypnotically with each slight movement. I felt utterly exposed and vulnerable, my dripping slit and puckered rear hole completely bared to the hungry gazes of the class.

As if drawn by a magnet, a man stepped up behind me. I felt the heat radiating off his body as he pressed close, the thick ridge of his erection nestling between the soft globes of my ass. He began to rut against me, sliding his shaft up and down my crack teasingly slow.

Large, calloused hands gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide apart. The cool air kissed my most intimate hole, making it clench reflexively. Then, the blunt head of his cock nudged insistently against that tight ring of muscle.

He rubbed the tip in circles, smearing my natural lubrication around and coaxing my sphincter to relax. When he deemed me ready, he applied steady pressure, popping past that initial resistance.

"Ooooh fuuuck," I groaned long and low as he sank into my tight ass inch by delicious inch. The burn of the stretch was intense, bordering on painful, but so exquisitely pleasurable. Soon, he was fully sheathed, his pelvis flush against my upturned rump.

As he began to move, sawing his thick cock in and out of my clenching asshole, I bit my lip hard to stifle the wanton moans threatening to spill out. The dual sensations of being split open and the blood rushing to my head from the fold made my vision swim.

Somehow, I managed to choke out instructions to the class, my voice strained. "Remember to... ahhh... keep your knees slightly bent. This takes the strain off your hamstrings and... oh god... allows you to fold more deeply."

Each powerful thrust punched the air from my lungs, making it difficult to speak coherently. Sweat poured down my face and back as I struggled to maintain the pose, my arms shaking with the effort of keeping my torso folded forward.

His grip on my hips tightened as he increased his pace, slamming into me with animalistic fervor. The obscene slap of flesh on flesh echoed through the studio as he ravaged my ass, each brutal thrust jostling my entire body.

"Fffuuuck!" I cried out, no longer able to contain my pleasure. Drool leaked from the corner of my mouth as I panted harshly, fighting to keep my stretch maintained even as he used me like a cheap fleshlight. My toes curled in the mat, fingers scrabbling for purchase as I teetered on the knife's edge of another mind-blowing orgasm.

Just as I felt my own climax barreling down on me, poised to shatter me into a million pieces of ecstasy, he buried himself to the hilt one final time. His cock jerked and pulsed as he unloaded deep in my bowels, pumping what felt like gallons of molten cum into my spasming depths.

The sensation of being so thoroughly claimed, marked inside and out by his seed, pushed me over the edge. "AAAHHHNNNNGGGG!!!" I screamed, my voice raw with rapture. My pussy clenched rhythmically, gushing clear fluid and the other men's cum down my trembling thighs as I came hard. Wave after wave of pure, unadulterated bliss crashed over me, my entire body convulsing uncontrollably in the throes of a mind-melting orgasm.

As the last aftershocks faded away, he slowly withdrew from my abused hole with a wet squelch. I could feel his thick load beginning to leak out, trickling down the backs of my thighs.

Shakily, I started to straighten up, rising one vertebra at a time until I was standing upright. My legs trembled like a newborn foal's, barely able to support my weight. Cum continued to dribble steadily from my gaping ass, leaving a trail on the mat beneath my feet.

I placed a hand on my lower back, arching gently to relieve the tension. When I turned to face the class, my expression was one of utter satisfaction, a blissful smile curving my cum-streaked face despite the slight wobble in my stance.

Still slightly dazed and unsteady from the intense anal reaming, I took a deep breath to center myself before addressing the class. My voice was husky and tinged with residual pleasure when I spoke.

"Okay everyone, let's transition into Warrior II pose now. This powerful stance builds strength and stability in the legs and core."

I stepped my left foot back about three and a half feet, turning it out at a 90 degree angle. Rising up tall, I extended my arms out to the sides at shoulder height, palms down. I bent my front knee, ensuring it didn't extend past my ankle.

"Find your balance, grounding yourself. Feel the earth energy flowing up through your legs, energizing your whole being. Hold this pose and breathe deeply, savoring the strength and grace within you."

As I held Warrior II pose, I locked eyes with an attractive male student across the room. The intensity of our gaze seemed to crackle with sexual tension. Slowly, deliberately, he began to stalk towards me, a predatory gleam in his eye.

Maintaining perfect form, I watched him approach, my heart rate quickening in anticipation. When he reached me, he circled behind without breaking stride. Suddenly, I felt his warm breath on my neck and the light touch of his fingertips grazing my hip.

Then, bold as brass, he slid his hand around to cup my mound possessively. Two fingers delved between my slick folds, stroking along my slit teasingly.

Even as the student's nimble fingers began to pump in and out of my dripping cunt, I somehow managed to continue guiding the class through the pose. My voice wavered only slightly, undercut by breathy little gasps and moans I couldn't quite suppress.

"Alright everyone, let's really focus on sinking those hips low now. Imagine you're reaching for something just beyond your fingertips with the crown of your head. That's it, nice and deep..."

His thumb found my clit, circling the sensitive nub in maddening little figure-eights. Sparks of pleasure shot up my spine, making my abs clench and quiver. I had to bite the inside of my cheek hard to keep from crying out.

"...Feel the power and control in your stance. Breathe into the stretch in your inner thigh..."

With increasing difficulty, I led the class through switching sides into Warrior II on the opposite leg. My words came out in short, panting bursts as the student's relentless finger-fucking drove me closer to the edge.

"Okay, now step your... ahh... right foot back. Turn the heel out... Mmph! Like this..."

I demonstrated the pose, but my form was sloppy, my hips rolling needily into his touch. Obscene wet sounds filled the air as he pumped faster, his palm grinding against my engorged clit.

"Hold... hold the pose now. Really... really press down through the... the back foot. Feel stable and strong..."

My thighs began to tremble violently, inner muscles fluttering around his invading digits. I was so close, teetering right on the knife's edge...

"AAAHHHHNNNNGGGG!!! OH FUCK, YES!!!" I threw my head back and wailed in ecstasy as my orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. My pussy clamped down HARD on his plunging fingers, rippling and gushing like a geyser. Clear juices spurted out around his hand, splattering obscenely on the floor and matting my inner thighs.

"Breathe... breathe into the pose..." I managed to gasp out between sharp cries of rapture, my voice ragged and desperate. "Let the energy flow through you... Mmmmnnngggg... just like this..."

My whole body shook and shuddered, back arching almost painfully as I rode out the intense waves of my climax.

As the last tremors of my earth-shattering orgasm finally subsided, my legs gave out completely. I would have collapsed to the floor in a boneless heap if not for the student's strong arm wrapping around my waist, holding me up.

Still panting harshly, I leaned heavily against him, my body limp and pliant. He brought his glistening, soaked fingers up to my face, brushing them against my swollen, cum-smeared lips in silent offering.

Unable to resist, I parted my lips and allowed him to slip his digits into my mouth. The taste of my own essence mingled with the lingering flavor of the other men's releases was intoxicating. I swirled my tongue around his fingers, cleaning them thoroughly as I gazed up at him with hooded, lust-drunk eyes.

With great effort, I peeled myself off the supportive student and turned to face the class again. My movements were sluggish and uncoordinated, like a sleepwalker.

"Let's... let's transition into Chair Pose now," I mumbled, my words slightly slurred. I demonstrated the pose, bending my knees and lowering my hips as if sitting back into an imaginary chair. The motion caused the student who had just finger-banged me senseless to lay back on the mat beneath me.

Before I could process what was happening, he grasped my hips and yanked me down onto his rigid cock in one smooth motion. "OH! Oh fuck!" I yelped in surprise, my pussy already so sensitive and sloppy from the previous attentions.

Straddling the student's hips, I tried desperately to maintain the chair pose as he began to thrust up into me with wild abandon. Each powerful surge of his cock made me bounce and wobble precariously.

"Keep your... ahhh... weight in your heels. Engage your... mmm... inner thighs. Squeeze the muscles together..." I panted out the instructions, my voice hitching and cracking with pleasure as I bounced on his cock. It was a miracle I could string two coherent words together given the way he was splitting me open on his thick shaft.

My arms reached out to the sides, trying to find balance as I rode him. The pose forced my back to arch beautifully, presenting my bouncing tits to the rest of the class. Rivulets of sweat and other fluids ran down my quivering body with every thrust.

With a final, brutal thrust, he lifted his hips off the ground and buried himself to the hilt inside my spasming cunt. His cock jerked and pulsed as he emptied his heavy balls deep in my fertile womb. I could feel the scorching heat of his release painting my insides, marking me as his.

"Aaahhnnnggg! Yes, fill me up! Great hip articulation!" I moaned shamelessly, grinding my hips down to milk him for all he was worth. My pussy clenched rhythmically, greedily swallowing every spurt of his potent cum.

Wave after wave of his thick essence flooded my channel, some leaking out around his shaft to drip obscenely down my thighs. I shuddered and mewled, lost in the exquisite sensation of being so thoroughly bred.

As he slipped out of my thoroughly used hole with a wet squelch, I rose unsteadily to my feet. Thick rivulets of pearly white cum oozed down my inner thighs, leaving glistening trails on my skin. I wobbled slightly, my legs weak and shaky from the relentless pounding they'd taken.

"Whew! What a workout, huh?" I said with a breathless laugh, trying to regain some semblance of composure. "Let's wind down now. Everyone please make your way to your mats and lie back for Happy Baby pose."

I demonstrated, lowering myself to the floor and drawing my knees up to my chest. Reaching for my big toes, I pulled my legs back and out to the sides, opening my hips wide.

As I rocked gently from side to side in the Happy Baby pose, savoring the deep stretch in my hips and lower back, I felt the copious loads of cum begin to leak out of my well-used holes. Pearly streams trickled down the cleft of my ass and pooled beneath me on the mat.

Lost in my post-coital bliss, I was startled by the sudden intrusion of a hard cock nudging insistently at my dripping entrance. Another eager student had positioned himself between my spread legs, his impressive erection bobbing mere inches from my gaping, cum-oozing pussy.

"Oh! Ahh, hello there," I gasped. Unable to resist, I rolled my hips forward slightly, coating his thick shaft in the creamy mixture of semen leaking from my holes. "Mmm, pick your hole, sir."

"OOOHHH FUUUCKK!!!" I cried out in a mix of pain and pleasure as the new student plunged his girthy cock deep into my tender, cum-filled asshole. The sudden stretch was intense, making my eyes roll back and my toes curl.

"AHH, yes, nice and deep! Great cock! Great stretch!" I moaned shamelessly, my voice echoing through the studio. Despite the overwhelming sensation, I remembered I was supposed to be leading the class.

"Everyone, remember to take nice, deep breaths now. Inhale through your nose, exhale through your mouth. Let all the tension melt away..." I instructed, my words punctuated by needy whimpers as he began to thrust. "Focus on relaxing your body completely. Feel the peace and bliss of total surrender..."

The student picked up the pace, slamming into my ass with reckless abandon. Each brutal thrust punched the air from my lungs, forcing strangled moans and gasps from my throat. The lewd, wet smacks of flesh on flesh filled the room as he used me like a cheap sex toy.

"Oh god, yes! Harder!" I wailed shamelessly, too far gone to care about maintaining decorum. My hands scrabbled at the back of my thighs, searching for purchase as he rocked my entire body with the force of his thrusts.

"Mmmnh, feel the energy... the life force... flowing through you all. Let it wash away stress and negativity..." I panted out between cries of rapture, somehow managing to continue the meditation guide despite the brutal ass-fucking.

As he continued to pound into my ass with animalistic fervor, his hand snaked down to find my aching clit. He rubbed the sensitive bundle of nerves in tight, fast circles, sending electric jolts of pleasure shooting up my spine.

"AAAHHHNNNNGGGG!!! OH FUCK, I'M CUMMING!! I'M CUMMING!!!" I screeched, my voice raw with ecstasy. My pussy clenched and spasmed wildly, gushing clear fluid all over his fingers and the mat below. My whole body seized up, back arching almost painfully as I rode out the intense waves of my climax.

Through the haze of my orgasm, I somehow managed to croak out, "Breathe into your pleasure... let it consume you... become one with the universal energy..."

Even as the aftershocks of my intense orgasm still rippled through me, he showed no signs of slowing down. If anything, his thrusts grew even more frenzied, determined to wring every last drop of pleasure from my quivering body.

"Oh god, oh fuck, don't stop! I'm gonna... I'm gonna... AAAHHHH!!!" My words dissolved into incoherent screams of rapture as he brought me crashing into yet another mind-melting peak. My vision went white, my mind blanking out from the sheer overwhelming intensity.

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt in my convulsing ass. Then, with a guttural groan, he pulled out and fisted his throbbing cock.

"Fuuuck!" the student grunted. Aiming his spit-shined cock at my heaving tits, he began to stroke furiously. With a shuddering moan, he erupted like a geyser, painting my soft mounds with thick ropes of hot, sticky cum.

"Oooh yes, fantastic work! Mark me!" I mewled wantonly, relishing the feeling of his seed splattering across my sensitive skin. By the time he finished, my breasts were glazed in a generous helping of his spunk, the pearly liquid dripping down my curves.

Gasping for breath, I struggled to release my legs and let them fall to the floor, the cum on my tits and ass starting to cool and tackify.

"Alright everyone, for our final pose, let's come into Plow Pose. Lift your legs up and over your head, keeping your knees bent. Your feet should aim to touch the floor behind you, parallel to your shoulders."

I demonstrated, carefully maneuvering my wobbly, cum-soaked body into the position. My legs lifted high, soles of my feet pressing into the mat near my head. The movement caused more of the various fluids coating my holes to leak out obscenely.

"This pose stimulates the abdominal organs, increases flexibility, and is said to bring clarity and insight. Take some deep breaths here as we start to conclude our practice. Namaste!"

Just as I settled into Plow Pose, feeling utterly spent and satisfied, I heard the rustling of movement behind me. Before I could react, a pair of strong hands gripped my hips. The musky scent of arousal filled my nostrils as a muscular man stepped above me, straddling my body and folded over legs as he fisted his massive cock.

"Mmmph! Oh!" I grunted in surprise as the student mounted me, his heavy cock probing at my sloppy, cum-filled entrance from above. With one smooth thrust, he hilted himself inside my battered pussy, groaning at the slick, sloppy tightness.

He set a deep, powerful rhythm, sawing in and out of my abused hole from above. The lewd, wet sounds of him plowing into my cream-pied cunt echoed through the studio.

The extreme angle of Plow Pose allowed the student to penetrate me impossibly deep, his thick cockhead kissing my cervix with every powerful thrust. Each impact sent shockwaves of intense sensation radiating through my core and gave me a front row view of my own pussy being absolutely hammered.

"AAAHNNNNGGG!!! Oh fuck, so deep! You're... mmmnnh... hitting my womb!" I wailed, my voice muffled against his sweaty ass cheeks. Tears of overwhelmed pleasure pricked the corners of my eyes.

My hands flew to my own tits, kneading and tugging at the cum-glazed mounds as he used me like a cock sleeve. The combination of deep penetration and stimulation to my sensitive nipples quickly pushed me towards another cresting wave of ecstasy.

The student's hips blurred with the ferocity of his thrusts, pounding into my battered cunt with single-minded determination. The wet slap of flesh on flesh and my escalating moans filled the room as he chased his release.

"Oh god, oh fuck, I can't... I'm gonna... AAAHHHH!!!" My words dissolved into a wordless scream of rapture as my orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. My pussy clamped down VICIOUSLY on his pistoning shaft, rippling and gushing around him.

At the exact moment of my peak, he hilited himself fully, his swollen cockhead ramming against my cervix. With a guttural roar, he began to erupt, flooding my spasming sheath with what felt like gallons of molten seed.

His cock jerked and pulsed as he pumped what seemed like an endless stream of thick, virile cum directly into my waiting womb. Shot after shot of scalding seed painted my insides, the pressure building until I could feel my belly beginning to swell slightly from the sheer volume.

"Oh fuck, so much... so full... Aaaahnnn!" I mewled weakly, my pussy fluttering and milking his spurting shaft for all it was worth. The feeling of being so thoroughly bred, stuffed to bursting with potent semen, was indescribably erotic.

As his climax finally began to taper off, the excess cum started to backflow out around his still-twitching cock. Pearly rivulets seeped out from where we were joined, running down the crack of my ass and pooling on the mat beneath us.

With a low groan, the student slowly withdrew his softening cock from my cum-sloppy hole. As he pulled out, a veritable flood of pearly seed poured out of my gaping, twitching pussy. It gushed out in a thick, steady stream, forming a rapidly expanding puddle on the mat beneath me.

"Ohhh wow..." I panted, utterly spent and dazed from the relentless fucking and breeding. My limbs felt like jelly, barely able to support my own weight. Slowly, I lowered myself down into Corpse Pose - lying flat on my back with my arms and legs splayed out limply.

"Mmmnh... and that, my friends, concludes today's invigorating yoga session," I mumbled, my words slightly slurred.

"Now, um, if anyone still has any... any remaining energy or, ah, fluids to release, this would be the perfect time to do so," I said, my voice husky and strained. I spread my legs wider in clear invitation, putting my messy, cum-oozing holes on lewd display.

"My body is here for your pleasure and completion. Don't hold back, give in to those urges. Paint me with your essence, mark me as yours," I purred, reaching down to spread my puffy, well-used lips, showing off the pearly streams still leaking out.

As I languidly explored my own messy, cum-slick folds with my fingers, three shy students approached hesitantly. They stood over my prone form, cocks out and stroking, clearly worked up but unsure.

"That's it, don't be afraid," I coaxed softly, spreading my legs wider to give them an unobstructed view of my self-pleasure. "I want to see you let go, paint me with your pent-up release. You've earned it after such a thorough, energetic practice."

Emboldened by my encouragement, they moved closer, aiming their drooling tips at my various glistening surfaces - my face, tits, and pussy. Their strokes quickened as they neared the edge, grunts and moans filling the air.

I began to rub my sensitive clit faster, matching the frantic pace of the students' stroking. Lewd wet sounds filled the air as I frigged myself shamelessly, my other hand kneading a cum-splattered tit.

"Yes, just like that! You're all doing so well," I praised breathlessly, locking eyes with each of them in turn. "Don't hold back now. Give me everything you've got!"

My words seemed to push them over the precipice. With synchronized groans, they aimed and erupted. Thick ropes of hot, sticky seed arced through the air, splattering across my face, tits, and still-leaking pussy. I moaned wantonly as I was marked by their combined efforts, rubbing my clit faster, chasing another peak.

"AAAAHHHHNNNNGGGG!!! OH FUUUUCKKK!!!" I screamed in utter ecstasy as the intense sensations of their combined releases and my own frantic ministrations catapulted me into yet another mind-shattering orgasm. My back arched sharply off the mat, toes curling as waves of pure bliss radiated out from my core.

As I came, my pussy spasmed violently, gushing a torrent of juices. The clear fluid spurted out in powerful jets, soaking the already drenched mat beneath me and adding to the mess of semen painting my body. I shook and writhed uncontrollably, lost in the throes of my earth-shattering climax.

The students continued to stroke themselves through their orgasms, extending their pleasure as they watched me convulse and squirt so spectacularly.

Panting heavily, I lay sprawled out on the cum-soaked mat, my naked body glistening with the combined fluids of multiple partners. I gazed up at my students with a blissful, satisfied smile.

"You know, there's really no better way to cap off an invigorating yoga session than with a big, shared release like that," I said, my voice husky and sated. "Thank you all for being so open, present, and enthusiastic today. Your participation made this an unforgettable experience for me."

Slowly sitting up, I ran my hands over my sticky curves, scooping up some of the cooling semen and bringing it to my lips for a taste.

Rising gracefully to my feet, I stretched languidly, arching my back and pointing my toes. The movement caused rivulets of the mixed fluids coating my thighs to drip down onto the mat with obscene plops. I held each pose a bit longer than necessary, giving my students an eyeful of my glistening, well-used body.

"There we go, nice and loose," I said with a satisfied sigh, lowering my arms. "Remember, the real practice begins when you leave here. Carry this sense of openness, connection, and bliss with you into the world."

With a final wink and a blown kiss, I gathered up my towel and headed towards the showers, leaving a trail of pearly droplets in my wake.

I hope you, dear reader, enjoyed this erotic tale of a free-use yoga class. Thank you for joining me on this intimate journey. Remember, the ultimate goal is always to explore pleasure, expand boundaries, and connect with others in a safe, consensual space. Until next time, namaste!
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