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Chapter 1

I can't take my eyes off her. Mrs. Ben-Artzi is running on the treadmill across from me, her perfect tits bouncing with each step, and I'm pretty sure my dick is about to tear through my gym shorts. Her husband's right there next to her, but the poor bastard has no idea how many guys in this gym — including me — are undressing his wife with their eyes right now.

I'm supposed to be focusing on my bicep curls, but fuck that. The view is way better over here. Sara Ben-Artzi has to be the hottest MILF I've ever seen in real life. At forty, she's more than twice my age, but her body puts the high school girls I usually hook up with to shame. Being the 18-year-old star high school quarterback, I get plenty of action from the cheerleaders, but even none of them compare to this MILF babe.

Her sports bra can barely contain those massive tits. They're round and firm, defying gravity in a way that makes me wonder if they're real. But I've studied her enough times to know they are — they move just right when she runs. Her waist is narrow, flaring out to hips that were made for grabbing onto while pounding from behind. And that ass... Jesus. It's perfectly round and tight, the kind that makes my palms itch with the need to squeeze it.

Even her face is a goddamn work of art. Full lips that I imagine would feel amazing wrapped around my cock. Deep brown eyes that somehow manage to look innocent and filthy at the same time. Her brunette hair is pulled back in a ponytail, a few loose strands sticking to her neck where tiny beads of sweat are forming.

I'm not the only one noticing either. The personal trainer two machines down keeps finding excuses to walk past her treadmill. Some old dude on the rowing machine hasn't moved in five minutes; he's just sitting there staring. Even the guy at the front desk keeps glancing up from his computer. Sara Ben-Artzi is like a magnet for every pair of balls in this place.

Her husband, Benjamin, is completely oblivious. He's on the treadmill next to her, earbuds in, looking straight ahead with a vacant expression. Probably thinking about stocks or whatever the fuck old rich guys think about. If she were mine, I wouldn't let her out of my sight.

I set my weights down and grab my water bottle, taking a long drink while continuing to watch her. She increases the speed on her treadmill, her legs pumping faster, and I imagine those same legs wrapped around my waist.

That's when she catches me looking. Our eyes lock for a second, and instead of looking away embarrassed like most women would, she smiles. It's slight, barely noticeable, but it's definitely meant for me. My cock twitches in response.

A few minutes later, she slows her treadmill to a walk, then stops it completely. She wipes her face with a small towel, says something to her husband, and then — holy shit — she's walking straight toward me.

"Tyler, right?" she says, stopping in front of me. Her voice is husky, like she's just woken up, and it sends a jolt straight to my groin.

"Yeah," I reply, trying to sound casual while my eyes briefly flick down to her chest. Her nipples are hard, pressing against the fabric of her sports bra.

"I saw your game last night. That last-minute touchdown was incredible." Her eyes scan my body, lingering on my arms, my chest, and then — just for a second — my crotch.

"Thanks, Mrs. Ben-Artzi," I say, deliberately using her formal name to remind us both that she's married. Not that I give a fuck.

"Please, call me Sara," she says, taking a step closer. I can smell her now — a mix of expensive perfume and clean sweat. "How long have you been working out? Your form is... impressive."

"Been lifting since freshman year. Coach says I'm the strongest guy on the team." I flex slightly as I reach for my water bottle again, not being subtle about it.

Sara's eyes widen appreciatively. "I can see that. Those muscles must come in handy on the field... and off."

Is she flirting with me? I decide to test the waters. "They definitely have their uses."

"I bet they do," she says, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip. "Do you work out here often? I don't think I've seen you before."

"Just joined last month. The gym at school was getting too crowded." I let my eyes travel down her body again, making sure she notices. "The view here is definitely better."

She laughs, a sound that makes my cock stiffen even more. "Well, I'm here most mornings. Benjamin insists on keeping in shape." She glances over at her husband, who's now reading something on his phone while walking slowly on the treadmill.

"Looks like he's really pushing himself," I say with a smirk.

Sara rolls her eyes. "Benjamin isn't exactly... passionate about physical exertion."

The way she says it makes me wonder if she's talking about more than just working out. I picture Benjamin trying to satisfy her in bed and almost laugh out loud. No way that pencil-neck is giving a woman like Sara what she needs.

"That's too bad," I say, leaning in slightly. "Physical exertion can be pretty fucking satisfying with the right partner."

Sara's breath catches, and her cheeks flush pink. "Yes," she says softly. "It certainly can be."

For a moment, we just stare at each other, the tension between us thick enough to cut with a knife. I'm imagining bending her over right here in the middle of the gym, and from the look in her eyes, she might be thinking something similar.

"Well," she finally says, breaking the silence. "I should get back to my workout. It was nice talking to you, Tyler."

"You too, Sara," I reply, emphasizing her first name and watching as she walks away, her ass swaying hypnotically in those tight yoga pants.

Fuck. I need to adjust myself before someone notices the tent in my shorts. But one thing's for sure — this gym membership is already paying off.

***

I'm in the middle of my third set of bench presses when Sara appears above me, those perfect tits hanging tantalizingly close to my face. She's watching me push the weight up, her eyes glued to my arms and chest as the muscles flex and strain. When I rack the barbell, she smiles down at me with those full lips that I can't stop imagining wrapped around my cock.

"Impressive," she says, her eyes sparkling with something that definitely isn't innocent. "I wonder if you might help me with something?"

I sit up, wiping sweat from my forehead. "Sure. What do you need?"

"I need someone to spot me while I do squats," she explains, her voice dropping lower. "Benjamin is useless for that sort of thing. Too distracted by his phone."

My dick instantly hardens at the thought of standing behind Sara while she squats. Jesus Christ, is this really happening?

"Yeah, I can spot you," I say, trying to sound casual while my mind races with all the filthy possibilities. "Safety first, right?"

Sara laughs, a musical sound that makes my cock twitch. "Exactly. Safety first."

I follow her to the squat rack, watching her ass move in those tight yoga pants. Each step makes the firm globes of her cheeks bounce slightly, and I have to adjust myself discreetly. She sets up the barbell, adding weight to each side.

"I like to challenge myself," she explains, noticing my surprised expression at the amount of weight she's using. "I'm stronger than I look."

"I don't doubt it," I reply, my eyes running over her toned body.

She positions herself under the barbell, and I move behind her, close enough that I can smell her perfume mixed with the light scent of her sweat. It's intoxicating.

"Make sure you stand close," she instructs, looking back at me over her shoulder. "In case I lose my balance."

I step closer, my chest nearly touching her back. My hands hover near her waist, ready to grab her if needed.

Sara lifts the barbell off the rack and takes a step back. She widens her stance, pushing her ass out as she prepares for the first squat. My mouth goes dry at the sight.

"Here I go," she says, and begins to lower herself.

As she descends into the squat, her ass pushes back, making contact with my groin. There's no way it's accidental — she's deliberately pushing against me. I stifle a groan as her firm backside presses directly against my hardening cock.

"Am I doing this right?" she asks innocently, holding the position at the bottom of the squat, her ass firmly pressed against my bulge.

"Perfect form," I manage to say, my voice strained.

She rises slowly, maintaining contact with my groin the entire time, then immediately begins another squat. This time, as she reaches the bottom, she grinds subtly against me, a circular motion so small that anyone watching wouldn't notice, but I feel it like an electric shock through my entire body.

"Fuck," I whisper, unable to help myself.

"Did you say something?" she asks, glancing back at me with feigned innocence as she rises again.

"Just making sure you're good," I lie, my hands now hovering closer to her hips.

"Oh, I'm very good," she purrs, beginning her third squat.

This time, as she pushes back against me, I let my hands rest lightly on her waist. Her skin is hot even through the fabric of her top. I can feel her muscles working beneath my fingers as she moves.

With each squat, Sara gets bolder, grinding more obviously against my now fully erect cock. The thin material of my gym shorts and her yoga pants does little to disguise what's happening. I'm so hard it's almost painful, and the friction of her ass rubbing against me is driving me crazy.

"You feel so strong behind me," she whispers during her fifth squat, her voice breathy. "So... solid."

I know she's not talking about my muscles anymore. My cock is throbbing against her ass, and I'm sure she can feel every inch of it. The thought makes me even harder.

"Just trying to make sure you're safe," I say, squeezing her waist slightly.

"I've never felt safer," she replies, and I swear she pushes back even harder against my erection.

By the eighth squat, we've established a rhythm. She descends, grinds her ass firmly against my cock, holds for a second longer than necessary, then rises again. It's like we're fucking in slow motion, fully clothed in the middle of the gym.

I glance around, but no one seems to be paying attention to us. Her husband is still on the treadmill, now watching something on his tablet. The other gym-goers are focused on their own workouts. It's like we're in our own little bubble of lust.

"Just two more," Sara says, her breathing more rapid now, whether from exertion or arousal, I'm not sure. Maybe both.

As she lowers into her ninth squat, I take a risk and move my hands from her waist to her hips, gripping them firmly as she grinds against me. Her breath catches, and I know I've made the right move.

"Yes," she whispers. "Hold me tight."

For her final squat, she goes even lower, her ass pressing so hard against my cock that I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning out loud. She holds the position, subtly rocking against me, the heat between us building to an unbearable level.

When she finally stands, she doesn't immediately step forward to rack the weight. Instead, she stays pressed against me for a moment, her body trembling slightly.

"That was... quite the workout," she says softly.

"Yeah," I agree, reluctantly letting go of her hips as she steps forward to replace the barbell. "Intense."

She turns to face me, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her nipples visibly hard through her sports bra. Her eyes drop to the obvious bulge in my shorts.

"You're an excellent spotter, Tyler," she says with a sly smile. "I might need your help again very soon."

The look in her eyes tells me everything I need to know. This is just the beginning.

We're still at the squat rack, and I can feel my control slipping away. Sara starts another set, and this time I don't hesitate. As she lowers into her first squat, my hands slide up from her waist, moving boldly to cup her breasts. They're even fuller than they look, spilling over my fingers as I squeeze them through her sports bra. I expect her to pull away, to slap me, to cause a scene — but instead, she presses her ass harder against my throbbing cock and lets out a soft moan that only I can hear.

"Fuck," I whisper, emboldened by her response. My fingers find her nipples through the fabric, already hard little points that stiffen even more at my touch. I roll them between my thumbs and forefingers, feeling them pebble against my skin.

"Is this how you spot all the girls?" Sara asks breathlessly, continuing her squat as if nothing out of the ordinary is happening.

"Only the ones with perfect tits," I respond, giving her another squeeze.

She pushes back against me harder, grinding her ass right against my cock in a deliberate circular motion. My dick is so hard now it's straining painfully against my shorts, the head nearly poking out the top of my waistband.

"Keep going," I tell her, nodding toward the barbell. "Finish your set."

Sara obeys, lowering herself into another squat while I continue to massage her breasts. I can feel her nipples growing harder under my fingers, poking insistently through the sports bra. I pinch one lightly, and she gasps, nearly losing her balance.

"Careful," I murmur, my lips close to her ear. "Wouldn't want you to get hurt."

"Some things are worth the risk," she replies, her voice husky with desire.

As she rises from the squat, I let my hands slide down to her ribs, then back up, feeling the smooth curve of her breasts from underneath. They're full and heavy in my palms, yet perky enough to stand proud on her chest. I can't wait to see them bare, to taste her nipples, to bury my face between those perfect mounds.

Sara continues her squats, and with each repetition, she grinds her ass more deliberately against my erection. The friction is maddening, making my cock throb with need. I wonder if anyone can see what we're doing, but a quick glance around confirms that everyone is focused on their own workouts. Even her husband is still oblivious, now chatting with some guy by the water fountain.

My fingers find her nipples again, and I feel them stiffen to hard peaks against my touch. Sara moans softly, the sound making my cock twitch against her ass.

"They're so sensitive," she whispers, pushing her chest forward into my hands.

"I can tell," I reply, rolling the hard buds between my fingers. "I bet they taste as good as they feel."

"Why don't you find out sometime?" she suggests, her voice dropping to a seductive purr.

The invitation in her words makes my heart race. I squeeze her breasts one more time, harder than before, marking them as mine. She responds by pressing her ass firmly against my rigid length, creating a delicious pressure that nearly makes me groan out loud.

As Sara completes her final squat, she holds the position for a moment longer than necessary, her ass grinding deliberately against my cock. Then she slowly rises and steps forward to rack the barbell. I reluctantly let my hands fall from her breasts, already missing the feel of them.

She turns to face me, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright with arousal. Her gaze drops to the obvious bulge in my shorts, a tent so prominent it's impossible to hide.

"My goodness, Tyler," she says with mock innocence, loud enough now that someone could hear if they were paying attention. "Is that something in your pocket, or are you just happy to see me?"

I smirk, not backing down from her challenge. "Why don't you find out?"

"Maybe I will," she replies, her eyes never leaving mine as she steps closer. "But not here. Too many eyes."

She glances meaningfully toward her husband, who's now headed back to his treadmill, still completely unaware of what's transpired between his wife and me.

"Thanks for spotting me," she says in a normal voice, as if we hadn't just been engaging in foreplay right there in the gym. "You're very... hands-on."

"Always happy to help," I respond, adjusting myself as discreetly as possible. "Anytime you need a spot, I'm your guy."

"I'll remember that." She steps even closer, invading my personal space. Before I can react, she leans in and presses her lips to my cheek, close to the corner of my mouth. It's not a quick peck — her lips linger, soft and warm against my skin, and I feel the tip of her tongue dart out for just a second, tasting my sweat.

The kiss only lasts a moment, but it sends electricity shooting down my spine and straight to my cock. When she pulls back, her eyes are dark with desire, promising things that make my mouth go dry with anticipation.

"See you around, Tyler," she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. "Maybe in the sauna later? I usually have it all to myself around noon."

With that, she turns and walks away, her hips swaying hypnotically, as if she knows I'm watching every move. And I am. I can't tear my eyes away from her perfect ass, the way it shifts and bounces with each step. My cheek burns where her lips touched it, and my cock is so hard it's practically begging to be released from my shorts.

I watch as she rejoins her husband, acting as if nothing happened, as if she hadn't just had my hands on her tits and my cock pressed against her ass. As if she hadn't just invited me to meet her in the sauna later.

Noon, she said. I check my watch. Two hours to go. Two hours of imagining what will happen when we're alone in that hot, steamy room.

I've never wanted anything so badly in my life.


Chapter 2

The sauna is empty when I enter, just as I'd hoped. It's fifteen minutes before noon, but I couldn't wait any longer. My cock has been semi-hard for the past two hours, my mind replaying Sara's invitation over and over. The heat hits me immediately as I sit down on the wooden bench, wrapping a towel loosely around my waist. My skin is already slick with sweat, and my thoughts quickly turn to Sara — her perfect tits in my hands, her ass grinding against me, her lips on my cheek. Before I know it, my hand is sliding beneath my towel, wrapping around my hardening shaft.

I lean back against the wooden wall, spreading my legs slightly. The heat of the sauna envelops me, making my skin flush and my breathing deepen. My cock throbs in my hand as I start to stroke myself slowly, up and down, squeezing slightly at the base before sliding up to the sensitive head.

"Fuck," I mutter to myself, closing my eyes and picturing Sara. In my mind, she's naked, those perfect tits finally free from her sports bra, her hard nipples begging for my mouth. I imagine her on her knees in front of me, looking up with those big brown eyes as she takes my cock between her full lips.

My strokes get faster, more urgent. My free hand pushes the towel aside, exposing my cock to the steamy air. It stands tall and thick, the veins prominent along the shaft, the head swollen and sensitive. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, making my hand slide more easily as I pump up and down.

I picture Sara bent over in front of me, her ass high in the air as I position myself behind her. In my fantasy, I grab her hips and thrust into her hard, making her cry out with pleasure. I imagine how tight and wet she'd be, how her body would respond to mine.

"Sara," I whisper, my hand now moving rapidly. My balls tighten as I get closer to the edge, the pleasure building at the base of my spine. I'm completely lost in my fantasy now, imagining Sara's moans, the way she'd beg me to fuck her harder, to fill her completely.

I'm so absorbed in my own pleasure that I don't hear the door open. It's only when a gasp cuts through the steamy air that I realize I'm no longer alone. My eyes fly open to see Sara standing there, frozen in the doorway, her eyes wide and fixed on my exposed cock.

For a moment, neither of us moves. I should cover up, apologize, do something — but I don't. Instead, I maintain eye contact with her, my hand still wrapped around my shaft, though I've stopped stroking.

"I'm sorry," she finally says, but she doesn't leave. Instead, she steps fully into the sauna and closes the door behind her. "I didn't realize anyone was in here."

"Liar," I say with a smirk. "You told me to meet you here at noon."

A small smile plays at her lips. "So I did." Her eyes drop back to my cock, still hard and throbbing in my hand. "Don't stop on my account."

Heat floods my face, and it has nothing to do with the sauna. My cock twitches under her gaze, and a drop of pre-cum forms at the tip.

"Who were you thinking about?" she asks, moving closer, her eyes never leaving my exposed length.

"Who do you think?" I reply, my voice rough with desire.

She sits down on the bench across from me, her small towel barely covering her thighs. "I felt how big you were earlier," she says, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "When we were doing squats. But seeing it..." She trails off, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "It's even more impressive than I imagined."

My cock throbs at her words, and I give it a slow, deliberate stroke, watching her eyes follow the movement. "I was just getting started," I tell her.

"I can see that." Her gaze is hungry, almost predatory. "I can't believe you're so... big. For someone your age."

"Age has nothing to do with it," I say, stroking myself again, bolder now. "It's all about genetics... and blood flow."

She laughs softly, her eyes never leaving my cock. "Well, your blood seems to be flowing just fine."

"Want to feel for yourself?" I ask, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. It's a bold move, especially considering we're in a public sauna where anyone could walk in at any moment. But the risk only adds to the excitement.

Sara's breath catches, and for a second, I think I've gone too far. But then she leans forward slightly, her eyes dark with desire.

"I thought you'd never ask," she whispers, her gaze locked on mine as she slowly reaches toward my throbbing cock.

Sara's hand wraps around my cock, her fingers barely able to close around its thickness. Her touch is electric, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body. Her skin is soft but her grip is firm and confident — this is a woman who knows exactly what she's doing. I let out a low groan as she begins to move her hand up and down my shaft, her eyes fixed on my face, watching my reaction to every subtle change in pressure and speed.

"Fuck," I hiss through clenched teeth as she squeezes slightly at the base before dragging her hand upward.

"You like that?" she asks, her voice a sultry whisper that cuts through the heavy steam surrounding us.

"Hell yes," I manage to respond, my hips involuntarily bucking into her hand.

She smiles, clearly enjoying the power she has over me. Her thumb swipes over the head of my cock, spreading the pre-cum that's leaking steadily now. The slick wetness makes her hand glide more smoothly, increasing the pleasure that's building within me.

"I've been thinking about this all morning," she admits, her strokes becoming more rhythmic. "Ever since I felt you behind me during those squats."

My breath comes in short pants as her hand works its magic. She twists her wrist slightly on the upstroke, adding a new dimension to the sensation that makes my toes curl.

"I have a confession to make," Sara says, her pace slowing teasingly. "I saw you last night."

I look at her, confused. "What do you mean?"

"After your game," she continues, her hand still moving on my cock. "In the parking lot. With that cheerleader."

My mind races back to last night. After scoring the winning touchdown, I'd hooked up with Megan, a junior varsity cheerleader, in my car. We'd fogged up the windows pretty good with a heavy make-out session that led to her going down on me.

"You were watching us?" I ask, my cock somehow getting even harder at the thought.

Sara nods, her eyes darkening with desire. "I couldn't look away. I was with Benjamin, heading to our car, when I saw you two. He didn't notice, of course. But I did."

Her hand moves faster now, gripping me tighter. "I saw when she went down on you. Saw your face when she took your cock in her mouth." She leans closer, her breath hot against my ear. "I couldn't believe how big you were. How thick. It made me wet just watching."

"Jesus," I groan, the confession sending a fresh wave of arousal through me. The idea of Sara watching me, getting turned on by seeing me with another girl, is unexpectedly hot.

"I touched myself last night," she whispers, "thinking about what I saw. Thinking about what it would be like to be in her place."

The mental image of Sara pleasuring herself while fantasizing about me pushes me dangerously close to the edge. I reach out and grab her wrist, stilling her movements.

"Slow down," I warn her. "Or this is going to be over way too fast."

She smiles, pleased with the effect she's having on me. Then, without warning, she leans forward and presses her lips to mine. The kiss is hungry, desperate, her tongue immediately seeking entrance. I open my mouth to her, our tongues meeting in a passionate dance that only intensifies the desire coursing through my veins.

My hands find her hair, tangling in the silky strands as I deepen the kiss. She tastes like mint and something uniquely her, and I can't get enough. Our tongues battle for dominance as her hand resumes its movement on my cock, slower now but no less intense.

When we finally break apart, we're both breathing heavily. Her lips are swollen from the force of our kiss, her eyes glazed with lust.

"Benjamin doesn't know how to fuck me," she confesses, her voice a desperate whisper. "He hasn't properly fucked me in years. It's always so... polite. So boring."

The raw need in her voice makes my cock throb in her hand. "What do you want, Sara?" I ask, my voice rough with desire.

"I want to be fucked like I deserve," she says, her eyes locked with mine. "Hard. Deep. Until I can't remember my own name."

"I can do that," I promise, and I mean it. I want nothing more than to bend her over and pound into her until she screams.

"I know you can," she says with a smile that's pure sin. "But first..."

Without another word, she reaches behind her back and unclasps her sports bra. She pulls it off in one fluid motion, revealing her perfect breasts to my hungry gaze. They're even better than I imagined — full and round with large areolas and hard, pink nipples that beg to be sucked.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I breathe, reaching out to cup one breast in my hand.

She lets me touch her for a moment, arching into my palm as I squeeze gently. Then she pulls away, sliding off the bench and onto her knees in front of me. The sight of Sara Ben-Artzi, this gorgeous 40-year-old MILF, kneeling between my legs with her tits out is almost enough to make me come untouched.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she says, her gaze fixed on my throbbing cock. "Wondering how you'd taste."

Before I can respond, she leans forward and wraps her lips around the head of my cock. The wet heat of her mouth engulfs me, making me groan loudly enough that I'm momentarily worried someone might hear.

Sara takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before flattening along the underside of my shaft. Her eyes never leave mine as she begins to bob her head, taking more of me with each downward movement.

"Holy shit," I mutter, my hands finding their way to her hair again. I don't guide her movements — I don't need to. Sara knows exactly what she's doing, alternating between long, slow strokes and quick, focused attention to the head.

When she pulls back to catch her breath, a string of saliva connects her lips to my cock. Her hand replaces her mouth, stroking firmly as she looks up at me with those big brown eyes.

"Is this what you were thinking about?" she asks, her voice husky. "When you were touching yourself before I came in?"

"Yes," I admit, my hips jerking as her thumb brushes over the sensitive spot just below the head. "This and more."

"Tell me more," she purrs before taking me back into her mouth, deeper this time, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat.

All coherent thought leaves my mind as Sara continues her skilled oral assault, her mouth hot and wet around my throbbing length. This is better than any fantasy I could have conjured up.

I can't take it anymore. The sight of Sara's perfect lips wrapped around my cock, her big tits swaying beneath her as she bobs her head — it's too much. I thread my fingers through her hair, gripping it tightly at the roots. Her eyes widen as she realizes what I'm about to do, but there's no fear in them — only excitement. With a groan that comes from deep in my chest, I thrust my hips forward, pushing my cock deeper into her willing mouth.

"Fuck yes," I hiss as I feel the head of my cock hit the back of her throat. Sara doesn't gag or pull away — instead, she relaxes her throat and takes me deeper, her eyes watering slightly but never breaking contact with mine.

Emboldened by her response, I start to thrust rhythmically, my grip on her hair tightening as I essentially fuck her face. Each forward movement sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body, my balls slapping lightly against her chin.

"Take it," I command, surprised by the dominance in my own voice. "Take all of it."

Sara moans around my cock, the vibrations adding another layer to the intense sensation. Her hands grip my thighs, nails digging into my skin, not to push me away but to steady herself as I control the pace.

The wet, slurping sounds of her mouth working my cock fill the steamy sauna, mixing with my grunts and her muffled moans to create an erotic soundtrack to our forbidden encounter. Each thrust produces a lewd, wet noise that only makes me harder, more desperate to push deeper into her hot mouth.

Sweat drips down my chest and back, both from the heat of the sauna and the exertion of face-fucking this gorgeous MILF. Her mascara is starting to run, black streaks trailing down her cheeks as tears form in the corners of her eyes — not from pain, but from the physical reaction to taking my thick cock so deep in her throat.

"You like this, don't you?" I ask, already knowing the answer. "You like being used by a guy half your age."

Sara responds by reaching up to cup my balls, gently rolling them in her palm as I continue to thrust into her mouth. The dual stimulation nearly sends me over the edge, but I grit my teeth and hold back, determined to make this last.

I look down at her, this beautiful, sophisticated woman on her knees before me, naked from the waist up, her perfect tits bouncing with each thrust, her lips stretched wide around my cock. It's a sight straight out of my wildest fantasies, made even more erotic by the knowledge that her husband could walk in at any moment.

The thought of Benjamin finding us like this — his wife on her knees, eagerly taking my cock down her throat — sends an unexpected jolt of excitement through me. I thrust harder, faster, driven by a primal need to claim what isn't mine.

"That's it," I growl, my hips pistoning forward. "Take this young cock. Show me how much you want it."

Sara's eyes roll back slightly as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she grips my ass, pulling me even deeper into her mouth, silently begging for more.

The heat building at the base of my spine warns me that I'm getting close. The combination of Sara's skilled tongue swirling around my shaft, her hand massaging my balls, and the wet heat of her mouth is pushing me toward the edge faster than I'd like.

I slow my thrusts, wanting to prolong this moment, to burn it into my memory forever. Sara seems to sense my struggle, pulling back slightly to focus her attention on the sensitive head of my cock, her tongue flicking rapidly over the most responsive spots.

"Shit," I groan, my fingers tightening in her hair. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

She hums in appreciation, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through my core. When she takes me deep again, I feel her throat constrict around the head of my cock, a deliberate swallowing motion that nearly makes my knees buckle.

The slick sounds of her mouth working my cock grow louder, more obscene. Saliva coats my shaft and drips down to my balls, making everything wet and slippery. Sara's hands move from my ass to my thighs, then back to my balls, constantly touching, squeezing, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

I thrust deeper, harder, feeling my control slipping away as pleasure builds to an almost unbearable level. Sara takes everything I give her, her eyes locked on mine, filled with a hunger that matches my own.

"I'm going to — " I start to warn her, but she just doubles down, sucking harder, moving faster, clearly intent on bringing me to completion.

Just as I feel myself about to explode, about to fill her eager mouth with my hot cum—

The door to the sauna swings open, and through the thick steam appears Benjamin, Sara's oblivious husband. Panic surges through me like an electric current. Sara freezes, her mouth still wrapped around my cock, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she shifts position, ducking lower between my legs as I quickly adjust my towel to cover her head. My heart pounds so hard I can hear it echoing in my ears, but a perverse thrill races through me when Sara, hidden beneath my towel, resumes her slow, quiet sucking.

"Oh, hello there," Benjamin says, squinting through the steam. He's wearing glasses that have immediately fogged up, further obscuring his vision. "Tyler, right? From last night's game?"

"Yeah, that's me," I manage to say, struggling to keep my voice steady as Sara's tongue swirls around the head of my cock. I clear my throat. "Just, uh, getting some heat therapy for my muscles."

Benjamin nods, completely unaware that his wife is on her knees between my legs, her mouth full of my cock. "Smart. I do the same after my squash games. Mind if I join you?"

Before I can answer, he's already settling onto the bench beside me, just a few feet away. I shift slightly, making sure the towel is arranged to hide Sara completely. Her mouth never stops its work, though she's moving more carefully now, her actions subtle and nearly silent.

"Great game last night," Benjamin says conversationally, leaning back against the wall. "That final touchdown was quite impressive."

"Thanks," I reply, trying to focus on his words and not on the exquisite sensation of Sara's hot mouth sliding up and down my shaft. "I was really... driving hard... at the end there."

Sara gives my cock a particularly forceful suck at my choice of words, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

"The way you pushed through those defenders was remarkable," Benjamin continues, oblivious to my struggle. "Have you been playing football long?"

"Since I was... ah... little," I say, as Sara's tongue does something incredible against the sensitive underside of my cock. "But I've really grown... into the position... these past couple years."

"I can see that," Benjamin says with a nod. "You have the perfect physique for it. Very strong."

If only he knew that his wife is currently testing the strength of my self-control in the most challenging way possible. Sara's hand has now joined her mouth, stroking the base of my shaft while her lips work the head. The dual sensation is almost too much to bear.

"Do you think you'll play in college?" Benjamin asks, wiping sweat from his brow.

"I'm hoping to... go all the way," I reply, the double meaning making Sara increase her pace slightly. I can feel her silently laughing around my cock. "I like to... push myself... as deep as I can go."

"That's the spirit," Benjamin says enthusiastically. "My college days were nowhere near as athletic. I was more of a bookworm, I'm afraid."

"Different strokes for different folks," I say, and Sara nearly chokes trying to suppress her laughter, her throat constricting around the head of my cock in a way that sends sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine.

"Indeed," Benjamin agrees, completely missing the innuendo. "Although sometimes I wish I'd been more physical in my youth. My wife is always telling me I should work out more."

"Your wife seems very... physically fit," I comment, unable to resist. "She must... work hard... at it."

"Sara? Yes, she's always been disciplined about exercise. Been trying to get me to be more active for years." He laughs. "She's probably off doing laps in the pool right now."

The irony of his statement while his wife is enthusiastically sucking my cock is almost too much. I feel a dangerous laugh building in my chest and quickly turn it into a cough.

"Are you alright?" Benjamin asks, concerned.

"Just the heat," I lie, as Sara takes me impossibly deep, the head of my cock pressing against the back of her throat. "Gets to me sometimes."

"It can be intense," he agrees. "Especially if you're not used to it."

If he only knew just how intense things really are right now — if only he knew that his wife’s lips are wrapped around my cock. The forbidden nature of what we're doing, the extreme risk of being caught, has turned this already erotic encounter into something transcendent. Each subtle movement of Sara's mouth, each careful stroke of her hand, is magnified by the danger.

"Speaking of intense," Benjamin says, completely unaware of the tension filling the small space, "that hit you took in the third quarter looked painful. Are you okay?"

"Never better," I reply truthfully, as Sara's mouth works magic beneath the towel. "Sometimes you have to... take the hard hits... to get the ultimate... satisfaction."

"Well said," Benjamin nods approvingly. "That's a good philosophy for life in general."

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, the familiar tightening that signals I'm close to the edge. Sara must sense it too, because her movements become more purposeful, more focused.

"I should probably get going," Benjamin says, standing up. "I've got a conference call in thirty minutes. It was nice chatting with you, Tyler."

"The pleasure's all mine," I say, fighting to keep my voice steady as Sara sucks harder, bringing me right to the brink.

Benjamin heads for the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. "Oh, have you seen my wife around, by any chance?"

Sara's mouth freezes around my cock, and I can feel her tense beneath the towel.

"Haven't seen her," I manage to say, the lie coming easily despite the overwhelming sensations threatening to overtake me. "But if I do, I'll tell her you're looking for her."

"Thanks," Benjamin says with a smile. "Enjoy the rest of your sauna."

As the door closes behind him, the dam breaks. The tension, the risk, the forbidden nature of what we've been doing — it all crashes over me at once.

As soon as the door clicks shut behind Benjamin, I'm done for. The combination of Sara's skilled mouth, the danger of almost being caught, and the pent-up arousal from our entire encounter sends me hurtling over the edge. My hands grip the wooden bench as my hips thrust upward one final time, driving my cock deep into Sara's willing throat. I bite down hard on my lip to keep from shouting as the first hot rope of cum erupts from my pulsing cock.

"Fuck!" I hiss through clenched teeth, my entire body tensing as I empty myself into Sara's eager mouth. Pulse after pulse of hot cum shoots down her throat, and she takes it all, swallowing rhythmically around the head of my cock, milking every last drop from me.

The intensity of my orgasm is unlike anything I've experienced before. It starts at the base of my spine and radiates outward, making my toes curl and my vision blur. Wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me, leaving me breathless and trembling.

Sara doesn't pull away until I'm completely spent. When she finally emerges from beneath the towel, her face is flushed, her hair disheveled, and her eyes wild with a mixture of fear and excitement. A small trickle of my cum escapes from the corner of her mouth, and she catches it with her tongue, never breaking eye contact with me as she swallows it down.

"Holy shit," I whisper, still trying to catch my breath. "That was..."

"Intense," she finishes for me, her voice slightly hoarse from the rough treatment her throat just received.

"I can't believe he didn't realize," I say, a shaky laugh escaping me as the adrenaline continues to course through my veins.

Sara's eyes sparkle with mischief. "Benjamin doesn't notice much beyond his work and his golf game." She leans in, bringing her lips to my ear. "Besides, he never would imagine his wife would be on her knees sucking a teenager's cock."

The crude language coming from her elegant mouth sends a fresh jolt of desire through me, despite having just experienced the most powerful orgasm of my life.

"That was so fucking risky," I say, shaking my head in disbelief. "But so hot."

"The risk is half the fun," Sara replies, reaching for her discarded sports bra. She pulls it over her head, her perfect breasts disappearing from view. I mourn their loss even as I adjust my own towel, making sure I'm decent again.

"Did you really tell him you'd tell me he was looking for me?" she asks, a laugh bubbling up from her chest.

"What else was I supposed to say?" I grin, still riding the high of our narrow escape. "That his wife was too busy swallowing my load to talk to him?"

Sara's laugh fills the small space, genuine and carefree. "I would have paid good money to see his face if you had."

"We should probably get out of here before he comes back looking for you again," I suggest, though I'm reluctant to end our time together.

Sara nods, checking her reflection in a small mirror she pulls from her gym bag. She fixes her hair and wipes away the smudged mascara beneath her eyes. Within moments, she looks composed again, like a respectable married woman rather than someone who was just enthusiastically deep-throating a teenager.

"How do I look?" she asks, turning to me.

"Like the hottest MILF bitch in town," I reply with a smirk.

She rolls her eyes but looks pleased. "Good. That's the goal." She stands, adjusting her yoga pants. "You should wait a few minutes before leaving. We don't want to be seen exiting together."

I nod, understanding the need for discretion. "When can I see you again?" I ask, surprised by how eager I am for a repeat performance.

Sara's eyes darken with renewed desire. "Meet me in the yoga studio in fifteen minutes. It's usually empty this time of day." She leans down, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispers, "I want to feel that big cock inside me."

My spent cock twitches valiantly at her words, already beginning to recover. "Fifteen minutes," I agree, my mind racing with anticipation.

Sara gives me one last, lingering look, her eyes traveling down my body and back up again, as if memorizing every inch of me. Then she slips out the door, leaving me alone in the steamy sauna.

I lean back against the wall, a satisfied smile spreading across my face. Fifteen minutes until I get to fuck Sara Ben-Artzi. The hottest MILF I've ever seen. Right under her husband's nose.

Life doesn't get much better than this.


Chapter 3

The yoga studio is dimly lit when I push the door open, just as Sara promised — empty except for her. She's arranged a mat in the center of the room, her back to me as she performs a simple stretch, reaching for her toes. The position makes her ass look even more incredible in those tight yoga pants, and my cock instantly begins to harden again. When the door clicks shut behind me, she turns, a slow smile spreading across her face. No words are needed — the hunger in her eyes says everything.

"Lock it," she instructs, and I reach behind me to slide the bolt into place. The sound of it clicking feels definitive, sealing us in our own private world.

I cross the room to her, my eyes never leaving hers. "Fifteen minutes, as promised."

"Eager, aren't you?" Sara teases, but her rapid breathing betrays her own impatience.

"Let me help you with your stretches," I suggest, my voice dropping to a lower register as I move behind her. "Proper form is important."

"Is that right?" she asks, playing along. "And you're an expert, I suppose?"

"I know my way around a woman's body," I reply, placing my hands on her hips. "Start by bending forward again. Reach for your toes."

Sara complies, folding at the waist with impressive flexibility. Her ass pushes back against me as she reaches down, her fingertips easily touching the mat. I move my hands from her hips to her waist, then slide them slowly up her sides, feeling the contours of her body through the thin material of her top.

"Now spread your legs wider," I instruct, nudging her feet apart with my own. "It gives you a deeper stretch."

Sara widens her stance, the position making her ass press more firmly against my growing erection. I lean forward, my chest against her back, and whisper in her ear, "How's that feel?"

"Good," she breathes, her voice already thick with desire. "Very thorough."

My hands continue their exploration, sliding around to her front, tracing the taut muscles of her stomach before moving upward to cup her breasts through her sports bra. Her nipples are already hard, pressing against the fabric, and I roll them between my fingers, eliciting a gasp from her.

"This is an important part of the stretch," I murmur, my lips against her ear. "Increasing blood flow to all parts of the body."

"Is that what they teach in gym class these days?" she asks, a breathy laugh escaping her as I pinch her nipples more firmly.

"Special advanced lesson," I reply, grinding my hardening cock against her ass. The thin material of our workout clothes does little to disguise the heat building between us.

I guide her through another stretch, placing my hands on her shoulders and encouraging her to twist at the waist. As she turns, I press my groin more deliberately against her, making sure she feels every inch of my erection.

"You're very hands-on," she comments, pressing back against me.

"Best way to learn," I respond, my hands traveling down her back to grip her ass. "Let's try another position."

I guide her down onto the mat, positioning her on her hands and knees. Kneeling behind her, I run my hands over the curve of her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her yoga pants. Sara arches her back, pushing against my touch like a cat being stroked.

"This stretch is good for your lower back," I tell her, my voice rough with desire as I lean over her, my chest against her back, my cock pressing firmly against her ass.

"And what muscle does this stretch?" she asks, reaching back to cup my erection through my shorts.

"That's not a muscle," I growl in her ear. "But it's definitely getting a workout today."

My patience has reached its limit. I hook my fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants and pull them down in one swift motion, revealing that she's not wearing anything underneath. Her ass is even more perfect than I imagined — round, firm, and smooth — and her pussy is already visibly wet, glistening in the dim light of the studio.

"Fuck, Sara," I breathe, taking in the sight of her bent over before me, completely exposed and ready. "You're so fucking hot."

"Show me," she demands, looking back at me over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. "Show me how hot you think I am."

I don't need to be told twice. I pull my shorts down just enough to free my cock, which springs out, fully erect and throbbing with need. Positioning myself behind her, I run the head of my cock through her slick folds, coating it in her wetness.

"Stop teasing," Sara whimpers, pushing back against me. "I need you inside me. Now."

With one powerful thrust, I enter her, burying myself to the hilt in her tight heat. We both groan at the sensation — me at the incredible tightness gripping my cock, her at the sudden fullness as I stretch her inner walls.

"Oh my god," she gasps, her fingers digging into the yoga mat for support. "You're so big. So fucking big."

I grip her hips firmly, holding her in place as I pull back and thrust forward again, establishing a rhythm that has her moaning with each impact. Her body moves with mine, her ass slapping against my hips as I pound into her with increasing force.

The sight of my cock disappearing into her pussy, the sound of our bodies colliding, the scent of sex filling the room — it's all intoxicating. I feel powerful, dominant, as I take this beautiful woman from behind, her moans confirming that I'm giving her what her husband can't.

"Is this what you wanted?" I ask, my voice a low growl as I slam into her repeatedly. "This young cock filling you up?"

"Yes," she cries, her voice muffled as she buries her face in the mat to stifle her moans. "God, yes. Just like that."

I increase my pace, my hips pistoning forward with brutal force. Sara's body jerks with each thrust, her tits swinging beneath her. I reach around and grab one, squeezing roughly as I continue to pound into her from behind.

Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and wet and perfect. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure up my spine, building towards another explosive climax. But I'm determined to make this last, to make her remember every second of our forbidden encounter.

"Fuck me harder," Sara begs, pushing back against me to take me even deeper. "Make me feel it tomorrow."

I give her exactly what she's asking for, driving into her with all the strength in my young, athletic body. The yoga mat slides across the floor with the force of our fucking, and I have to grip her hips even tighter to keep us both in position.

Sara's moans grow louder, less controlled, and I know she's getting close. I am too, the tight grip of her pussy around my cock pushing me toward the edge. But I want to hear her scream first, want to feel her come apart around me before I let myself go.

The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes as I thrust deeper into her. Each moan that escapes her lips sends electricity down my spine, making my cock throb inside her tight pussy. The mat creaks beneath us, adding to the symphony of our forbidden encounter. Sara's back arches as she pushes back against me, matching my rhythm, her body begging for more.

"Fuck, Tyler... yes!" Sara cries out, her voice dripping with raw need. "Don't stop... please don't stop!"

Her words fuel my desire, driving me to pound into her harder. My balls slap against her with each thrust, creating a rhythmic percussion that mingles with our heavy breathing. The wet sounds of her pussy gripping my cock make me even harder, if that's even possible. I'm rock solid inside her, feeling every ripple of her walls squeezing around me.

"You like that, Mrs. Ben-Artzi?" I growl, gripping her hips tighter. "You like getting fucked by an eighteen-year-old?"

"God, yes!" she moans, her voice muffled as she buries her face in the pillow. "Your young cock feels so fucking good inside me!"

I watch, mesmerized, as my shaft disappears into her pussy again and again. Her ass jiggles with each impact, the flesh rippling in hypnotic waves. I can't believe I'm actually fucking Mrs. Ben-Artzi — this gorgeous MILF I've jerked off to countless times. The fantasy come to life is better than anything I could have imagined.

"Tell me how much you want it," I demand, slowing my pace to tease her. I pull almost all the way out, leaving just the tip inside her slick entrance.

Sara whimpers, pushing back against me desperately. "Please, Tyler... I need your cock so bad. Fuck me harder!"

Her begging sends a surge of dominance through me. I slam back into her with full force, making her cry out in pleasure. The room fills with the obscene soundtrack of our bodies connecting — wet slaps, throaty moans, and heavy breathing. My grip on her hips tightens, fingers digging into her soft flesh as I guide her movements, pulling her back onto my cock with each thrust.

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I grunt, my voice husky with lust. "So tight around my cock."

"Because you're so big," she gasps, looking back at me over her shoulder. Her eyes are glazed with pleasure, her lipstick smeared across her face. "You're stretching me so good, baby."

The sight of this gorgeous 40-year-old woman, with her perfect ass raised in the air and her brunette hair wild and messy, drives me crazy. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her hair, pulling it just enough to arch her back further. Sara lets out a high-pitched moan that turns me on even more.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I tease, giving her ass a sharp slap that leaves a red handprint on her skin.

"Yes! Spank me again!" she begs, pushing back against me harder.

I oblige, bringing my hand down on her other cheek while continuing to thrust inside her. The sting of my palm against her flesh makes her clench around me, increasing the pressure on my cock.

"Fuck! Tyler! Just like that!" Sara moans, her hands gripping the matt so tight her knuckles turn white.

I feel like a fucking god, making this mature woman come undone beneath me. Her pussy is soaking wet, her juices coating my shaft and dripping down her thighs. The slick sounds of our connection get louder as I increase my pace, slamming into her with reckless abandon.

"You're such a naughty MILF," I growl, leaning forward to whisper in her ear. "Getting fucked by a teenager while your husband's at work."

"I don't care," she pants, her breath hot and fast. "Your cock feels too good to stop. Fuck me harder, Tyler. Use me like the slut I am."

Her dirty talk pushes me over the edge of control. I grip her hips even tighter, using them as leverage to pound into her with everything I've got. Our skin slaps together, creating a steady rhythm that matches our frantic pace.

Sara reaches between her legs, her fingers finding her clit as I continue to thrust. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come soon," she moans, her voice shaking with pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her fingers work in quick circles. "Touch yourself while I fuck you."

The intensity builds between us, our bodies slick with sweat as we move together in perfect sync. My hands control her movements, guiding her back and forth on my cock, setting a pace that brings us both closer to the edge. Her moans get higher, more desperate, and I know she's getting close.

"You feel so fucking good," I groan, my fingers digging deeper into her hips. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body, threatening to push me over the edge. But I hold back, wanting to make this last as long as possible.

Our bodies create the most erotic sounds I've ever heard — the wet slaps of skin on skin, the squelch of her soaked pussy around my cock and the symphony of our combined moans and gasps. It's better than any porn I've ever watched, and I'm living it.

"Harder, Tyler! Fuck me harder!" Sara demands, her voice breaking with need.

I tighten my grip on her hips, pulling her back onto me with each thrust, increasing the force of our connection. The power I feel is intoxicating — this gorgeous older woman completely at my mercy, begging for more of what only I can give her.

"Is this what you wanted?" I pant, driving into her with renewed vigor. "Is this hard enough for you?"

"Yes! God, yes!" she cries out, her body trembling beneath me. "Don't stop, don't fucking stop!"

I have no intention of stopping. Not when her pussy feels this good squeezing around my cock, not when her moans are filling the room like the hottest music I've ever heard. This is everything I've fantasized about and more — Sara Ben-Artzi, the sexiest MILF in the neighborhood, taking my cock like she was made for it.

Something snaps inside me. The animal part of my brain takes over as I stare down at Sara's perfect body beneath me. I'm done being gentle. With a growl, I wrap my hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her eyes widen. Her lips part in a gasp, and I can see the surprise and excitement flash across her face. This is what she wants — what we both want. Time to show this MILF exactly what kind of man I am.

"You want it rough?" I snarl, tightening my grip just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. "I'll give you fucking rough."

Sara's eyes roll back slightly, her lips forming a silent 'yes' as her hands reach up to grip my forearm — not to pull away, but to hold me there. The sight of this gorgeous 40-year-old woman surrendering to me sends a surge of power through my veins.

I flip her onto her back in one swift motion, never breaking our connection. My cock slides deeper at this new angle, making her gasp. I grab both her wrists and pin them above her head with one hand, maintaining my grip on her throat with the other.

"You fucking MILF slut," I growl, the words pouring out of me with a harshness I didn't know I possessed. "Getting fucked by a teenager. What would your husband think?"

The mention of her husband makes her pussy clench around my cock, gripping me tighter. Her lips curl into a wicked smile despite my hand on her throat.

"He can't fuck me like you can," she whimpers, her voice strained but dripping with desire.

I release her throat momentarily to give her ass a harsh slap, the sound cracking through the room. "You're just a desperate whore, aren't you?"

"Yes!" she cries out, arching her back. "I'm a desperate whore! Your whore!"

The admission drives me wild. I grab her hair roughly, yanking her head back to expose her neck. I bite down on the sensitive skin where her neck meets her shoulder, not hard enough to break skin but enough to leave a mark. She'll have to hide it from Benjamin later, and the thought makes my cock throb inside her.

"Take it, bitch," I hiss, pounding into her with brutal force. "Take this young cock."

Sara's moans turn to screams of pleasure, her body jerking with each powerful thrust. I return my hand to her throat, squeezing just enough to make her light-headed, watching as her eyes glaze over with lust and restricted oxygen.

"Harder!" she manages to gasp despite my grip. "Choke me harder while you fuck me!"

I tighten my grip, feeling her pulse race beneath my fingers. Her face flushes red, her eyes watering as she gasps for breath. I'm careful not to go too far, easing up just enough to let her breathe before squeezing again. The rhythm of my choking matches my thrusts — tightening as I drive in, releasing slightly as I pull back.

"This what you want, you MILF slut?" I taunt, watching her nod frantically, unable to speak. "You want the football stud to fuck you senseless and choke you out?"

When I finally release her throat, she gulps in air, her chest heaving. "God yes! Fuck me like a whore, Tyler!"

I grab her legs, pushing them back until her knees nearly touch her shoulders, folding her in half. The new position lets me drill into her deeper than before, and I can feel the head of my cock hitting her cervix with each thrust.

"Take it all, you fucking cumslut," I snarl, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. "Every. Fucking. Inch."

Each word is punctuated with a brutal thrust that makes her entire body shake. Sara's screams have dissolved into incoherent babbling, tears of pleasure streaming down her face. Her mascara runs in black rivulets, her lipstick smeared across her cheek from where I roughly kissed her earlier.

"I'm your little whore," she manages between gasps. "Your MILF whore. Use me!"

I slap her across the face — not hard enough to hurt, but enough to sting. Her eyes fly open in shock before darkening with renewed lust. She licks her lips, silently begging for more.

"You like that?" I growl, slapping her again, watching her cheek redden. "You like being treated like the slut you are?"

"Yes! Yes!" she cries, her hands clawing at my back, nails digging in deep enough to leave marks. "Treat me like a fucking whore! I need it!"

I pull out suddenly, flipping her over onto her stomach. Before she can react, I yank her hips up and slam back into her from behind, one hand grabbing a fistful of her hair, the other returning to her throat. The new angle makes her scream into the pillow, her whole body shuddering beneath me.

"Stupid fucking MILF," I hiss into her ear, tugging her head back painfully. "This tight pussy belongs to me now. Say it!"

"My pussy belongs to you!" she gasps, her words muffled by the mat until I yank her head up by her hair.

"Louder!" I demand, giving her ass another harsh slap that leaves a bright red handprint.

"MY PUSSY BELONGS TO YOU, TYLER!" she practically screams, her voice breaking with emotion and pleasure.

The declaration sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. My thrusts become even more savage. I don't care. Nothing matters except marking this woman as mine, showing her what a real man can do to her body.

"You better not fuck anyone else," I growl possessively, releasing her hair to grab both her hips, digging my fingers in so hard there will definitely be bruises. "This pussy is mine now."

"All yours," she sobs with pleasure, her words barely intelligible through her moans. "Only yours, Tyler. No one else's."

My hand finds its way around to her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pound into her from behind. Her whole body begins to tremble, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

"You going to come for me, slut?" I hiss, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Going to come on this teenage cock?"

"Yes! Yes! I'm coming!" Sara wails, her body convulsing beneath me as her orgasm hits her like a freight train.

The sight of this gorgeous, sophisticated woman completely undone by my cock, screaming my name as she comes, is almost enough to push me over the edge. But I hold back, not wanting this to end just yet. I slow my thrusts, letting her ride out her orgasm while maintaining my dominance over her.

"Did I say you could come, bitch?" I growl, feeling a rush of power as her body continues to tremble.

"No," she whimpers, looking back at me with tear-stained cheeks and smeared makeup. "I'm sorry... I couldn't help it."

"Bad girls get punished," I tell her, delivering another harsh slap to her ass.

Instead of protesting, Sara moans and pushes back against me, silently begging for more. I give her what she wants, spanking her again and again until both cheeks are bright red and hot to the touch. All the while, I never stop thrusting, maintaining the brutal pace that has her moaning like a porn star beneath me.

I feel my balls tightening, the pressure building at the base of my spine. My thrusts become erratic as I chase my release, Sara's pussy gripping me like a vise. I want to mark her, claim her in the most primal way possible. With a growl, I pull out, my cock slick with her juices and throbbing with need. "On your knees," I command, my voice rough with desire. "I want to come all over that pretty face."

Sara immediately complies, rising to her knees as I tower above her. Her eyes shine with eagerness as she looks up, lips parted and waiting. The sight of this sophisticated 40-year-old MILF on her knees, face flushed and hair disheveled, waiting for my load — it's almost too much.

"Beg for it," I demand, stroking my cock inches from her face. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, and Sara licks her lips hungrily.

"Please, Tyler," she whimpers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Please come on my face. I need it. I want to feel your hot cum all over me."

I grip the base of my cock tightly, pointing it directly at her face. "Open your mouth wider," I order, and she obeys instantly, her tongue extending slightly.

The pressure builds to an unbearable level as I stroke faster, my hand a blur along my shaft. Sara's eyes never leave mine, her expression one of pure submission and desire. This is what power feels like — having this beautiful older woman begging for my seed.

"Fuck... I'm gonna cum," I grunt, my muscles tensing as the first wave hits me. "Take it, you fucking MILF whore!"

The first rope of cum shoots out with surprising force, landing across her forehead and into her hair. The second splashes across her cheek and lips, some of it landing on her extended tongue. Sara moans as if she's tasting the most delicious thing in the world, her eyes closing in ecstasy.

"Yes! Give me all of it!" she urges, her hands gripping my thighs to steady herself.

More cum erupts from my cock, covering her other cheek, her chin, her nose. I aim the final spurts directly at her open mouth, watching as she eagerly swallows what lands inside. It's the most intense orgasm of my life, leaving me light-headed and weak-kneed as I empty myself onto her gorgeous face.

When the last drop has been squeezed out, I take my still-hard cock and smear it across her face, mixing my cum with her saliva and tears. I use my cock like a paintbrush, dragging it through the streaks of white that mark her skin, rubbing the head against her lips and cheeks.

"Look at you," I say, my voice thick with satisfaction. "Marked with my cum like the slut you are."

Sara's eyes open, glazed with desire as she looks up at me. Her face is a mess — streaks of cum mixed with mascara and lipstick. It's the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen.

"Clean me," I order, pressing the head of my cock against her lips.

Without hesitation, Sara opens her mouth, taking me inside. Her tongue swirls around my sensitive head, licking away every trace of cum and her own juices. I hiss at the sensation, my cock still hyper-sensitive from my orgasm. She doesn't stop, though, sucking gently and running her tongue along the underside of my shaft.

"That's it," I groan, my hand finding the back of her head to guide her. "Clean every inch."

Sara works diligently, her mouth moving from the head down to the base, not missing a spot. She even dips lower, licking my balls clean before returning to the shaft. Her eyes remain locked on mine the entire time, showing her complete submission to my desires.

When she's satisfied that I'm completely clean, she releases my cock with a pop, licking her lips to capture any remaining drops. "Was that good for you?" she asks, her voice soft and slightly raspy.

I run my thumb across her cum-covered cheek, smearing it further. "Better than I ever imagined," I admit, helping her to her feet. Her legs are shaky, and she leans against me for support.

We collapse onto the mat together, our bodies slick with sweat and still humming with pleasure. Sara nestles against my chest, seemingly unconcerned about the mess on her face. We lie there for a moment, catching our breath, the reality of what we've just done slowly sinking in.

"That was..." Sara trails off, apparently unable to find words adequate enough.

"Fucking incredible," I finish for her, tracing patterns on her bare shoulder.

She nods, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. "I haven't been fucked like that in... well, ever."

The compliment sends a surge of pride through me. I, Tyler, an eighteen-year-old, just gave this experienced woman the best sex of her life. I've spent countless nights jerking off to fantasies of Mrs. Ben-Artzi, and now I've lived out every one of those fantasies and more.

Suddenly, Sara sits up, glancing at the clock on the nightstand. "Shit! Benjamin might be home soon. We need to get dressed."

Reality crashes back like a bucket of cold water. I leap off the mat, searching for my discarded clothes scattered across the floor. Sara does the same, moving with surprising speed for someone who was just thoroughly fucked.

Just as we get dressed, the door swings open without warning. My heart nearly stops as Benjamin's figure appears in the doorway. His eyes narrow as he takes in the scene — Sara and me standing suspiciously close, her hair still disheveled despite our efforts to fix it, a telltale cum smeared on her face. Fuck. My mind races for an explanation, but my body freezes in place. We were so close to getting away with it.

"What's going on here?" Benjamin asks, his gaze flicking between his wife and me. He adjusts his glasses, peering at us with growing suspicion.

I take a small step away from Sara, trying to look casual but probably failing miserably. My heart pounds so hard I'm sure they can both hear it. I open my mouth to speak, but no words come out.

Sara, however, recovers quickly. "Oh, Benjamin! You startled us," she says with a nervous laugh that somehow still sounds natural. "Tyler was just helping me with a new stretching routine I read about in Fitness Magazine."

I nod eagerly, perhaps too eagerly. "Yeah, Mrs. Ben-Artzi mentioned she was having some lower back pain, so I was showing her some stretches that helped me after basketball injuries."

Benjamin's eyebrows rise above his glasses frames as he steps further into the room. His eyes linger on the rumpled mat that we didn't have time to fix.

"Stretching?" he repeats, the doubt evident in his voice.

Sara moves toward him with the confidence of a woman who's never done anything wrong in her life, despite still wearing my cum on her face. "I pulled a muscle earlier, and Tyler was helping me stretch some things out."

My cheeks burn at her double entendre, and I have to look away to keep from smirking. Sara's quick thinking is impressive as hell.

Benjamin steps closer to his wife, frowning as he examines her face. "What's that on your face?" he asks, pointing to the cum she wears.

Sara doesn't miss a beat. She touches the some cum with her fingertips, then laughs with convincing embarrassment. "Oh! How embarrassing. Tyler brought over a protein shake sample — vanilla flavored. I was trying it out after our workout, and I guess I spilled some. So clumsy of me."

I'm in awe of her ability to lie so smoothly. I jump in to support her story. "It's a new brand I've been using. High in protein, helps with muscle recovery. I thought Mrs. Ben-Artzi might like to try it since she's getting into fitness."

The detail seems to convince him, and his shoulders relax slightly. He's buying it, or at least wanting to. I can see him wrestling with his suspicions, wanting to believe his wife isn't cheating on him with the teenage boy from next door.

"So, these stretches," Benjamin says, turning to me with a still-skeptical expression. "They're helpful for back pain?"

I force myself to make direct eye contact, channeling every ounce of innocence I can muster. "Absolutely, sir. They've really helped me after games. I can show you too if you'd like."

Benjamin waves his hand dismissively. "No, no. My back is fine." He looks around the room once more, his eyes lingering on the mat. "It looks like quite the... vigorous stretching session."

Sara laughs, the sound light and carefree. "Oh, you know me. I never do anything halfway. I'm afraid I went a little overboard with enthusiasm."

She's not wrong about that, I think, remembering how she screamed my name as she came.

Benjamin's face softens as he looks at his wife. Despite my guilt, I feel a pang of sympathy for the guy. He clearly loves Sara and wants to believe her. "Well, I appreciate you helping Sara, Tyler," he says, though his tone suggests he'd prefer if I didn't offer any more "help" in the future.

"No problem, Mr. Ben-Artzi," I reply, edging toward the door. "Always happy to be a good neighbor."

"Tyler was just leaving," Sara adds, smoothing down her dress with a practiced gesture. "He has homework to finish."

"Right," I say, nodding gratefully at the exit she's providing. "AP Calculus test tomorrow."

Benjamin steps aside to let me pass, his eyes still watchful. "Good luck with that. Sara, let’s get going, too."

"Of course, honey," Sara says sweetly. "Let me just show Tyler out."

She walks me out of the room, maintaining a respectable distance in front of her husband.

Once he's out of sight, Sara turns to me, her eyes dancing with mischief and lingering desire. "Thank you for the stretching lesson, Tyler," she says, her voice slightly louder than necessary, presumably for Benjamin's benefit if he's listening.

"Anytime, Mrs. Ben-Artzi," I reply, matching her volume.

She leans closer, lowering her voice to a whisper. "Same time next week? And maybe you can test our my ass next time."

"Hell, yeah."

Thursday can't come soon enough.
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