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Chapter 1

The moment Eva Cruz steps onto the treadmill, my cock twitches in my gym shorts. She's wearing those skin-tight purple leggings that hug every curve of her ass like they were painted on, and a sports bra that barely contains her massive tits. I try to act cool, pretending to focus on my bicep curls, but my eyes keep gravitating to her like she's got her own fucking orbit. Her husband Tony stands beside her, completely oblivious to how every guy in this place is mentally undressing his smoking hot Latina MILF wife.

Eva starts her warm-up, and holy shit. Those perfect tits bounce with each step, despite the compression of her sports bra. Sweat begins to glisten on her bronze skin, making her look like she's already been fucked hard. I shift my position, trying to hide my growing erection. At forty, Eva Cruz defies every law of nature — her body is tighter than most of the college girls I hook up with.

Her ass is a perfect heart shape, the kind you want to grab with both hands while you pound her from behind. And those legs — toned and smooth, leading up to what I imagine is the sweetest pussy in the neighborhood. The way her waist curves in before flaring out to those child-bearing hips makes my mouth water. Long black hair pulled back in a ponytail reveals her slender neck, and those full lips — fuck, I can't stop imagining them wrapped around my cock.

I'm not the only one affected by the Eva Cruz show. The weight area has suddenly become crowded with guys who normally wouldn't be caught dead doing light dumbbell work. The old dude on the elliptical has been on the same setting for twenty minutes, his eyes never leaving Eva's jiggling tits. Even the gay personal trainer keeps glancing over, probably appreciating her form from a professional standpoint, but still — nobody's immune.

Tony says something to her and walks away toward the water fountain, completely unaware he's married to every man's wet dream. What a fucking idiot. If Eva were mine, I'd never let her out of my sight — or my bed.

As I watch her perfect ass work that treadmill, my mind drifts to what it would be like to have her under me. I bet she moans in Spanish when she's really getting fucked good. I imagine her manicured nails digging into my back, those full lips parted in ecstasy as I thrust into her. Would she call me papi? The thought makes my cock throb painfully against my compression shorts.

Her breasts would feel heavy in my hands, those dark nipples hardening at my touch. I picture her looking up at me with those big brown eyes, begging me to fuck her harder. My eighteen-year-old stamina would give her something her husband probably hasn't delivered in years.

"Tyler Brady, right?"

The voice jolts me from my fantasy. I almost drop the weight I'm holding when I realize Eva herself is standing in front of me, a towel draped around her neck, her chest rising and falling with each breath. Up close, she's even more stunning — flawless skin with just a hint of makeup, and the scent of her expensive perfume mixing with her natural musk.

"Uh, yeah, that's me," I manage to say, grateful that I'm sitting on the bench which hides my raging hard-on.

"I saw your game last night. That three-pointer in the final seconds? Incredible." Her accent caresses each word, making even simple praise sound like foreplay.

"Thanks. Just doing what I do best." I flash her my signature smile, the one that gets panties dropping at parties.

"You're very talented." Her eyes drift down to my arms, my chest, then lower briefly before returning to my face. Did she just check out my package? "Such... natural ability."

"Been playing since I was a kid. But it takes more than talent. It's about stamina, knowing when to hold back and when to... release." I emphasize the last word, watching her reaction.

Eva's tongue darts out to moisten her lips, and my cock pulses in response. "Yes, timing is everything, isn't it?" She steps closer, lowering her voice. "Knowing exactly when to make your move."

"And you? What brings you to the gym so early?" I ask, though I couldn't care less about her workout routine. I just want to keep her talking, keep those eyes on me.

"Oh, Tony thinks I need to stay in shape." She rolls her eyes, gesturing to her perfect body. "As if I need any help with that."

"If you ask me, you don't need to change a thing." My eyes deliberately scan her body, lingering on her curves. "You're in better shape than most of the girls my age."

"Such a charmer," she laughs, but I can see the flush creeping up her neck. "You remind me of myself at your age. So... confident."

"I know what I want," I say, holding her gaze. "And I'm not afraid to go after it."

Eva leans in, close enough that I can feel her breath on my ear. "That's a dangerous quality in a young man like you."

"Dangerous for who?" I counter, my voice dropping lower.

"For married women who might forget themselves around such... enthusiasm." Her eyes flick to where Tony is chatting with the front desk staff, oblivious to our conversation.

I feel a surge of adrenaline at how openly we're flirting. "Maybe some married women need a reminder of what real enthusiasm feels like."

Eva's eyebrows raise, and for a second, I worry I've gone too far. Then a slow smile spreads across her face. "Perhaps they do."

She straightens up, adjusting her sports bra in a way that makes her breasts shift enticingly. "I should get back to my workout. Tony gets impatient."

"Don't let me keep you," I say, though that's exactly what I want to do.

Eva turns to leave but looks back over her shoulder. "I'll be doing squats next. I could use a spotter if you're not too busy."

My heart hammers against my ribs. "I'd be happy to help."

"I'll hold you to that, Tyler Brady." She walks away, her ass swaying with each step, and I swear she's putting extra swing in her hips just for me.

I watch her rejoin her clueless husband, my mind racing with possibilities. The gym suddenly feels ten degrees hotter, and my workout is definitely taking a different direction than I planned. But there's no way I'm leaving now. Not when Eva Cruz just invited me to get up close and personal with that perfect ass of hers.

Game fucking on.

I take my time racking my weights, trying to calm my racing heart as I watch Eva position herself at the squat rack. Her husband has disappeared somewhere — probably to take a call or hit the locker room — leaving us perfectly alone. Eva loads the bar with a couple of small plates on each side, then looks over her shoulder at me with those fuck-me eyes. "Ready when you are, Tyler," she calls out, her voice carrying a hint of challenge. My cock throbs in response, and I have to adjust myself before walking over. This isn't just spotting — this is foreplay.

"Just let me know if it gets too heavy," I say, approaching the rack. Eva gives me a look that could melt steel.

"Don't worry about me, papi. I can handle heavy things just fine."

Jesus Christ. The way she says "papi" makes my dick jump. I position myself behind her, close enough to spot but not touching — not yet. Eva ducks under the bar and lifts it onto her shoulders, taking a step back. Her ass is now inches from my groin, and I can smell her perfume mixed with the sweet scent of her sweat.

"How's my form?" she asks, glancing back at me with those big brown eyes.

"Perfect," I manage to say, my mouth suddenly dry. And it is — her back is straight, shoulders back, feet planted shoulder-width apart. But I'm not looking at her squat form. I'm looking at how her leggings have ridden up, creating a perfect camel toe that outlines her pussy lips.

Eva begins her first squat, lowering her body slowly. As she descends, her ass moves closer to me, and I instinctively step forward to spot her. The moment her ass makes contact with my crotch, a bolt of electricity shoots through my entire body. She has to feel my hardening cock against her, but she doesn't pull away.

"Good depth," I mumble, trying to sound professional while my heart pounds in my chest.

"Mmm, I like to go deep," she replies, pushing back up. The motion causes her ass to drag along my length, and I have to bite my lip to suppress a groan.

She drops into her second squat, and this time, there's no mistaking her intentions. As she reaches the bottom, she pauses and subtly — but deliberately — grinds her ass against my cock. The pressure and heat of her body against mine makes my head swim.

"You're an excellent spotter, Tyler," she purrs, rising up again. "So attentive."

By her third squat, I'm fully hard, my cock straining against my gym shorts. Eva's rhythm changes slightly, each movement designed to maximize contact between us. She's not even pretending this is just a workout anymore.

"Put your hands on my waist," she instructs, her voice husky. "For stability."

I place my hands on her narrow waist, feeling her warm skin through the thin material of her tank top. My fingers flex involuntarily, wanting to grab her, to pull her harder against me.

"That's it," she encourages as she drops into another squat. This time, when her ass presses against my erection, she moves her hips in a small circular motion before rising. I have to stifle a moan.

The gym around us continues its normal activity — weights clanking, music playing, people chatting — but we might as well be alone in a bedroom. The sexual tension between us creates an invisible bubble that no one else can penetrate. Or maybe they see exactly what's happening and are pretending not to notice.

Eva continues her squats, each one more brazen than the last. On her sixth rep, she leans forward slightly, changing the angle so my cock nestles perfectly between her ass cheeks, separated only by the thin fabric of our workout clothes. The friction is incredible, and my hands tighten on her waist.

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

"Problem?" she asks innocently, though her voice has that breathless quality that tells me she's just as turned on as I am.

"No problem at all," I reply, my voice low and rough. "Just enjoying the view."

She laughs softly, a seductive sound that makes my cock throb. "I bet you are."

The heat of her body seeps through our clothes, making me feel like I'm burning up. My dick is so hard it's almost painful, trapped against her perfect ass. With each squat, I can feel the outline of her ass cheeks, the crease between them providing the most exquisite pressure on my shaft.

I wonder if she's wet. The thought of her pussy getting slick while she grinds against me nearly makes me groan out loud. I want to slip my hand down the front of those leggings, to feel how wet she is for me, to slide my fingers into that hot Latina pussy while she pretends to work out.

Eva increases her pace slightly, dropping into her squats with more force. The impact of her ass against my groin sends waves of pleasure through my body. My breathing becomes ragged, and I know she can feel it on the back of her neck because she shivers slightly.

"How many more?" I ask, my voice strained.

"Just two," she replies, the words coming out breathy. "Unless you want me to do more?"

"Two is good," I say, not sure how much more of this sweet torture I can take without embarrassing myself.

She performs her last two squats with deliberate slowness, maximizing the contact between us. On the final rep, she stays at the bottom for several seconds, pressing her ass firmly against my erection and making a nearly imperceptible circular motion with her hips. If anyone is watching, they might think she's just stabilizing herself. But we both know exactly what she's doing.

Finally, she stands and returns the bar to the rack. When she turns to face me, her cheeks are flushed, and her nipples are clearly visible through her sports bra. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, either from the exertion of the squats or from arousal — probably both.

"Thank you for the spot," she says, her eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my shorts. "Is that something big in your pocket, or are you just happy to see me?"

The oldest line in the book, but coming from her lips, it sends a surge of heat through my body.

"Why don't you find out?" I challenge, surprised by my own boldness.

Eva's eyes widen slightly, and a slow smile spreads across her face. "Careful what you wish for, Tyler Brady. I might just take you up on that."

She reaches for her water bottle and takes a long drink, her eyes never leaving mine over the rim. A drop of water escapes from the corner of her mouth and trails down her neck, disappearing into her cleavage. I want to follow it with my tongue.

"What's next on your workout?" I ask, hoping to prolong our time together.

"Hmm," she considers, tapping a finger against those full lips. "I think I need to work my chest. Care to spot me for bench press?"

My cock, which had begun to settle down, springs back to full attention at the thought of hovering over her while she lies on the bench.

"Absolutely," I reply, unable to keep the eagerness from my voice. "I'm all yours."

Eva's smile turns predatory. "Yes," she agrees, "I think you are."

Eva leads me away from the squat rack, but instead of heading to the bench press area like she suggested, she moves toward a more isolated corner of the gym where the cable machines are set up.

"Changed my mind," she says with a wink. "I think I'd rather do some cable pulls first."

I follow her like I'm in a trance, my eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her ass. She selects a machine partially hidden from the main gym floor by a column — not completely private, but definitely more secluded. My pulse quickens as I realize what this means. She wants more.

"I'll need you close behind me for this one," Eva says, adjusting the weight pin to a moderate setting. "The weight sometimes pulls me off balance."

"I've got you," I reply, moving into position behind her.

She grips the cable handle with both hands and bends slightly at the waist, presenting her perfect ass to me once again. The position pushes her tits forward, straining against her sports bra. My mouth waters at the sight.

"Ready?" she asks, glancing back at me with those bedroom eyes.

"Always ready," I answer, my voice husky with desire.

Eva begins pulling the cable, her back muscles flexing beautifully with each repetition. I place my hands lightly on her waist, ostensibly to stabilize her, but we both know it's just an excuse to touch her. With each pull, her ass bumps against my crotch, reigniting the fire that had started during our squatting session.

By her fifth rep, my hands start to wander. My fingers spread wider, my thumbs tracing small circles on her lower back. Eva responds by pushing back against me more firmly, encouraging my exploration. The gym is busy, but in our little corner, with the column providing some cover, it feels like we're in our own world.

"You can move your hands," she whispers between reps, her breath coming faster now. "I won't break."

That's all the permission I need. My hands slide from her waist up her ribcage, feeling the smooth, warm skin beneath her tank top. I hesitate just below her breasts, giving her one last chance to stop this. Instead, she arches her back slightly, pushing her chest toward my hands.

I cup her breasts, feeling their fullness overflow my palms. Even through her sports bra, I can tell they're magnificent — firm yet soft, large but not saggy. Eva gasps softly as my fingers squeeze gently, testing their weight and resilience.

"Fuck," I mutter, unable to contain myself. "Your tits are perfect."

"Mmm, they like your hands," she purrs, continuing her cable pulls as if nothing unusual is happening, though her movements have become slower, more deliberate.

I massage her breasts, feeling them shift beneath my fingers. Through the fabric of her sports bra, I can feel her nipples hardening, forming stiff peaks against my palms. I brush my thumbs over them, and Eva's rhythm falters momentarily.

"You like that?" I whisper, my lips close to her ear.

"Dios mío, yes," she breathes, her Spanish accent thickening with arousal.

She presses her ass more firmly against my cock, which is now fully erect and straining against my shorts. The pressure of her firm ass grinding against me makes my head swim with desire. I pinch her nipples lightly through the fabric, and she has to bite her lip to keep from moaning out loud.

"If anyone looks over here..." she warns, though she makes no move to stop me.

"They'll see a dedicated trainer helping his client," I finish for her, my hands continuing their exploration of her incredible breasts.

Eva laughs softly, the sound sending vibrations through her body and into my hands. "Is that what you are? My trainer?"

"I can train you in all sorts of things," I promise, giving her tits another squeeze.

Her nipples are so hard now they're like small pebbles against my fingers. I roll them between my thumb and forefinger, and Eva's breathing becomes more ragged. She's still going through the motions of her exercise, but it's clear her mind is elsewhere.

"I bet you could," she says, her voice husky with desire. "A young stud like you must have so much... stamina."

The way she says "stamina" makes my cock throb painfully. I grind against her ass, no longer caring if anyone sees us. The risk of discovery only adds to the thrill.

"More than you can imagine," I tell her, my confidence surging. "I could go all night."

Eva pushes back against me, creating a delicious friction between her ass and my cock. "Such big promises from such a young man."

I squeeze her tits harder in response, feeling her hard nipples pressing insistently against my palms. "I always deliver on my promises."

She finishes her final rep and slowly releases the cable, letting it return to its starting position. When she turns to face me, her cheeks are flushed, and her eyes are dark with desire. I reluctantly drop my hands from her breasts, already missing their perfect weight.

Eva's gaze drops to the obvious bulge in my shorts. "Is that a protein bar in your pocket, or are you just happy to spot me?"

I smirk, emboldened by our exchange. "Why don't you find out for yourself?"

She glances around the gym, making sure no one is watching us too closely. Then, with a boldness that takes my breath away, she brushes her hand against the front of my shorts. It's the briefest of touches, but it sends electricity shooting through my entire body.

"Impressive," she murmurs, her eyes widening slightly. "Very impressive indeed."

Before I can respond, she leans in and presses her lips to my cheek. But this is no innocent peck — her lips linger, soft and warm against my skin, and I feel the tip of her tongue dart out to taste me. The kiss lasts only seconds, but it feels like an eternity of pure bliss.

When she pulls back, her lipstick has left a mark on my cheek, branding me as hers. The smell of her perfume fills my nostrils, making me dizzy with want.

"Thank you for your help, Tyler," she says, loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. Then, in a whisper meant only for me: "I can still feel your hands on my tits."

A shiver runs down my spine, and my cock twitches in response. Eva's eyes sparkle with mischief and promise as she reaches for her water bottle and takes a long drink. I watch, mesmerized, as her throat works, imagining those lips wrapped around a very different part of my anatomy.

"I think I need to cool down," Eva announces, fanning herself theatrically. "It's getting very hot in here." Her double meaning couldn't be clearer.

"Yeah," I agree, my voice rough with desire. "Definitely hot."

She gives me one last smoldering look before walking away, her hips swaying with deliberate provocation. I watch her go, the phantom feeling of her perfect breasts still lingering on my palms, the taste of her skin on my lips where my face brushed against her neck.

This workout is turning out to be the best of my life. And something tells me it's about to get even better.


Chapter 2

The sauna is empty when I enter, the cedar walls radiating heat that immediately draws sweat from my skin. I wrap a towel around my waist and settle onto the wooden bench, leaning my head back against the wall. My body's still amped up from my encounter with Eva, my cock semi-hard just from the memory of her perfect tits in my hands. The steam fills my lungs as I take a deep breath, trying to calm down, but all I can think about is how her nipples hardened under my touch, how her ass felt grinding against my dick. Fuck, I need release.

I glance at the door, making sure it's closed and no one's about to walk in. The gym isn't too crowded today, and most people avoid the sauna anyway. I should have a few minutes to myself. My hand slides under my towel, finding my cock already thickening with anticipation. I close my eyes and wrap my fingers around my shaft, giving it a slow stroke from base to tip.

"Eva," I whisper, allowing myself to fully indulge in the fantasy now.

In my mind, she's on her knees in front of me, those full lips parted as she takes me into her mouth. I stroke myself faster, imagining her tongue swirling around the head of my cock, her big brown eyes looking up at me with that mix of innocence and hunger that drives me wild. My breathing quickens as I picture her perfect tits bouncing as she bobs up and down on my dick.

Sweat drips down my chest as the heat of the sauna intensifies, adding to the sensations coursing through my body. I tighten my grip, mimicking what I imagine Eva's pussy would feel like — hot, tight, and wet. My hips start to thrust up to meet my hand, the wooden bench creaking slightly beneath me.

"Fuck," I groan, lost in the fantasy.

I'm imagining bending Eva over, watching my cock disappear inside her from behind, her ass jiggling with each thrust. I can almost hear her moaning in Spanish, begging me for more. My hand moves faster, my cock rock hard now, pre-cum leaking from the tip and making each stroke slicker.

The door to the sauna suddenly swings open. My eyes fly open in panic, but instead of quickly covering myself, I freeze — because standing in the doorway, wearing her slutty sports bra and tight leggings, is Eva fucking Cruz.

Her eyes immediately lock onto my exposed cock, widening slightly as she takes in what I'm doing — and more importantly, the size of what I'm doing it with. Instead of screaming or running away, a slow, seductive smile spreads across her face.

"Don't stop on my account," she purrs, stepping fully into the sauna and letting the door swing closed behind her.

My heart hammers against my ribs, but my cock doesn't flag at all — if anything, it gets even harder under her appreciative gaze. Eva's eyes never leave my erection as she moves closer, her clothing barely covering her essentials, revealing miles of toned, tan legs and the upper swells of her magnificent breasts.

"I, uh..." I stammer, not sure if I should apologize or continue as she suggested.

Eva sits down next to me on the bench, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell her perfume mixing with the cedar scent of the sauna. Her eyes still fixed on my cock, which is now standing at full attention, my hand still loosely wrapped around it.

"So this is what I felt pressing against me earlier," she says, her voice low and husky. "Even more impressive than I imagined."

My confidence surges at her words. "You like what you see?"

"Very much," she admits, licking her lips unconsciously. "I felt how big it was when we were working out, but seeing it..." She trails off, her eyes drinking in the sight of my erection.

"You can touch it if you want," I say boldly, hardly believing the words coming out of my mouth.

For a moment, I think I've gone too far. Then Eva's hand reaches out, her manicured fingers wrapping around my shaft just above my own hand. The contact sends a jolt of electricity through my entire body.

"Jesus," I hiss as her cool fingers contrast with my overheated skin.

"Just Eva will do," she jokes, beginning to stroke me slowly, exploring my length and girth with obvious appreciation.

I remove my hand, giving her full access. Her grip is perfect — firm but not too tight, her palm sliding smoothly along my shaft. When she reaches the head, she swirls her thumb through the pre-cum gathered there, using it to lubricate her downward stroke.

"You know how to handle a cock," I say, my voice strained with pleasure.

"Years of practice," she replies with a wink. "Though not many as impressive as yours."

Her strokes become more confident, finding a rhythm that has me fighting not to cum too quickly. The heat of the sauna, the risk of being caught, and the surreal reality of having this gorgeous MILF jerking me off combine to create an almost unbearable level of arousal.

"I saw you last night," Eva says suddenly, her hand never stopping its delicious movement on my cock.

"What?" I manage to ask, struggling to focus on her words.

"In your car, with that little cheerleader," she continues, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Parked behind the school after the game."

My stomach drops for a second — I had indeed hooked up with Brittany, one of the cheerleaders, after last night's game. We'd parked in what I thought was a secluded spot.

"You were watching?" I ask, equally embarrassed and turned on by the thought.

"Not intentionally," Eva says, her hand speeding up slightly. "I was driving by after picking up Tony from his poker game. But once I saw what was happening..." She bites her lip. "I couldn't look away."

The idea of Eva watching me fuck another girl sends a fresh wave of arousal through me. My cock twitches in her hand, and she smiles knowingly.

"You like that, don't you? The thought of me watching you."

"Fuck yes," I admit, beyond any pretense now.

"I couldn't believe how big your cock was," she continues, her voice dropping to a whisper. "The way that girl's eyes rolled back when you pushed into her. The way she screamed." Eva's breathing quickens, and I notice her free hand has moved to her thigh. "I sat there in my car, watching you fuck her, and all I could think about was how much I wanted it to be me instead."

Her confession nearly makes me lose it right there. My hips buck involuntarily, pushing my cock harder into her stroking hand.

"You could have joined us," I say, picturing Eva climbing into my backseat, showing that cheerleader how a real woman fucks.

Eva laughs, a sultry sound that makes my balls tighten. "Maybe next time." Her hand twists slightly on the upstroke, adding a new dimension of pleasure that has me gritting my teeth. "But right now, I want you all to myself."

Her strokes become faster, more insistent. Her other hand moves to cup my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. The dual sensation is mind-blowing, and I know I won't last much longer.

"Eva, fuck, that feels so good," I groan, beyond caring if anyone outside the sauna can hear us.

"I can make it feel even better," she promises, leaning closer so that her lips are just inches from mine. Her hand continues its relentless pace, her expertise evident in every movement. "Would you like that, Tyler? Would you like me to make you feel even better than that little cheerleader did?"

"God, yes," I gasp, my cock throbbing in her grip.

"I've been thinking about this cock all day," she confesses, her voice thick with desire. "Wondering how it would feel in my hand, in my mouth, inside me." Each suggestion makes my erection pulse harder. "And now that I have it, I don't want to let it go."

The combination of her skilled hand and filthy words pushes me closer to the edge. Sweat pours down my body, both from the heat of the sauna and the intensity of my arousal. Eva's own skin glistens, her chest flushed with desire, her nipples visibly hard beneath her towel.

"You're going to make me cum," I warn her, my voice strained.

Instead of backing off, Eva increases her pace, her grip tightening slightly. "That's what I want, papi. I want to feel you explode for me."

Her eyes lock with mine, filled with hunger and determination. In this moment, this sophisticated, beautiful woman is focused entirely on giving me pleasure, and the thought is as intoxicating as her touch.

"Show me what that big cock can do, Tyler," she urges, her hand moving in a blur now. "Show me what that cheerleader got last night."

Eva's hand continues its relentless rhythm on my cock, bringing me closer to the edge with each stroke. Unable to resist any longer, I reach for her, my hand curling around the back of her neck, pulling her toward me. Our lips crash together in a kiss that's all hunger and no restraint. Her mouth opens to mine immediately, her tongue darting out to dance with my own. She tastes like cinnamon gum and forbidden desire, and I groan into her mouth as her hand never stops working my shaft. I grip her waist, feeling the curve of her hips as I pull her closer. Our tongues battle for dominance, tasting, exploring. She tastes like mint and desire, and I can't get enough.

My eyes roll back into my head when she exhales a hot breath against my neck, causing shivers down my spine. Her hand slides down my chest, fingers tracing the ridges of my abs before dipping lower. When she cups my hardness through my shorts, I nearly lose it.

"Fuck," I grunt, breaking the kiss to catch my breath.

Eva's eyes are wild, her full lips swollen from our kiss. She presses her forehead against mine, our breaths mingling in the steamy air.

"You don't know how long I've wanted this," she confesses, her fingers squeezing my cock through the fabric. "How long I've been watching you, wanting you."

I capture her lips again, unable to resist. Our kiss is even more intense now, more desperate. My hands slide up her sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. She moans into my mouth, the sound making my cock twitch eagerly.

When we finally break apart, Eva's eyes are dark with need. She runs her tongue over her lips, tasting me there. "Tony hasn't touched me in months," she says, her voice low and bitter. "He doesn't see me anymore. Doesn't want me."

"He's a fucking idiot," I growl, cupping her face in my hands. I can't imagine not wanting this woman every second of every day.

She laughs, but there's a sadness there. "I haven't been properly fucked in years, Tyler. Years." Her hand slips inside my shorts now, wrapping around my bare cock. I hiss at the contact, her skin cool against my burning shaft. "I need this. I need you."

"You have me," I promise, my hips bucking into her grip. "All of me."

A mischievous smile spreads across Eva's face. She releases my cock and moves back slightly, her eyes never leaving mine. With deliberate slowness, she reaches for the hem of her sports bra and peels it upward. My breath catches in my throat as her perfect breasts come into view. They're full and perky, with dark nipples hardened into tight peaks. For a woman of forty, her body puts girls my age to shame.

"Jesus," I whisper, unable to tear my eyes away. "You're fucking perfect."

Eva preens under my gaze, her hands cupping her breasts, offering them to me. "Touch me, Tyler," she commands.

I don't need to be told twice. My hands replace hers, feeling the weight of her breasts, the softness of her skin. Her nipples press against my palms, and I roll them between my fingers, making her gasp.

"Yes," she moans, her head falling back. "Just like that."

I lean forward, taking one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud. Eva's fingers thread through my hair, holding me against her chest as I suck and nibble. Her moans echo in the small space, spurring me on.

"I need to taste you," she says suddenly, pushing me back against the wooden bench. Before I can process her words, she's sliding to her knees in front of me, her hands tugging at my shorts.

My cock springs free, hard and leaking at the tip. Eva's eyes widen, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"So big," she murmurs appreciatively, wrapping her fingers around the base. "So much bigger than Tony."

Pride swells in my chest at her words. I watch, hypnotized, as she leans forward, her mouth hovering over my cock. The anticipation is almost painful, my whole body tense with need.

When her lips finally wrap around the head of my cock, I nearly come on the spot. Her mouth is hot and wet, her tongue swirling around my sensitive tip with expert precision. I grip the bench beneath me, knuckles turning white as she takes me deeper.

"Holy fuck," I groan, watching my cock disappear into her perfect mouth. The sight is better than any porn I've ever watched. Eva Cruz, my neighbor's hot wife, on her knees, sucking my cock like it's her favorite treat.

She establishes a rhythm, bobbing her head up and down my length, her hand working what doesn't fit in her mouth. Her eyes never leave mine, and the intensity of her gaze makes my balls tighten. She's enjoying this as much as I am, and that knowledge is intoxicating.

Eva pulls back, letting my cock slip from her mouth with an obscene pop. "I've been fantasizing about this for months," she confesses, her hand still stroking me. "Watching you mow the lawn shirtless, seeing you at the pool. I've touched myself thinking about your cock, and now here it is." She licks a long stripe from base to tip, making me shudder. "Even better than I imagined."

She takes me deep again, her mouth working magic on my throbbing shaft. The way her tongue dances along the underside, the gentle suction, the occasional graze of teeth — it's clear she knows exactly what she's doing. This isn't her first time, and I'm grateful for her experience.

I tangle my fingers in her long hair, not guiding, just connecting. The heat of the sauna intensifies everything — the slick slide of her mouth, the sweat dripping down my chest, the overwhelming pleasure building at the base of my spine.

"Eva," I moan, unable to form more complex thoughts. My vocabulary has been reduced to her name and a litany of curses as she brings me closer to the edge.

She hums around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Her free hand cups my balls, massaging them gently as she takes me deeper than before. The head of my cock hits the back of her throat, and she doesn't gag, just swallows around me, her throat constricting in the most incredible way.

Our eyes lock, and in hers, I see a hunger that matches my own. A primal need that transcends age, marriage vows, and societal norms. In this moment, we're just two bodies craving release, connection, satisfaction.

And as Eva's skilled mouth continues its relentless assault on my senses, I know I'm lost to this woman completely.

I can't hold back anymore. The sight of Eva on her knees, her lips stretched around my cock, awakens something primal in me. My hips jerk forward of their own accord, pushing deeper into the wet heat of her mouth. She moans around me, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body. Her eyes widen briefly in surprise, then darken with lust as she realizes what I want.

"Is this okay?" I manage to grunt out, my fingers tangling in her damp hair.

She doesn't pull away to answer. Instead, she grabs my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth. The message is clear: she wants this as much as I do.

That's all the permission I need. I tighten my grip on her hair and begin to thrust, slowly at first, testing her limits. Her throat relaxes, accommodating my length with practiced ease. Fuck, she's good at this. So much better than the fumbling attempts of girls my age.

"Jesus, Eva," I groan, watching my cock disappear between those full, perfect lips. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

The steam of the sauna clings to our skin, making everything slick and hot. Sweat trickles down my chest, down my back, pooling at the base of my spine. The wet, slurping sounds of Eva's mouth on my cock echo in the small space, mixing with our heavy breathing and occasional moans to create the most erotic soundtrack I've ever heard.

Each time I thrust forward, Eva makes a little choking sound that should be concerning but is somehow the hottest thing I've ever heard. She's taking me deeper than anyone ever has, her nose occasionally brushing against my pubic hair when I push all the way in. Her mascara is starting to run, dark streaks painting her flushed cheeks, and even that is sexy as hell.

I've gotten blowjobs before — awkward, tentative ones in the back of my car or at parties — but nothing like this. This is on another level. Eva sucks my cock like she was born for it, like she's been starving for it. Her technique is flawless, alternating between deep throating and focusing on the sensitive head, her hand working in tandem with her mouth.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant, my vocabulary reduced to the basest expressions of pleasure. My balls tighten as she cups them, gently rolling them in her palm while her mouth continues its relentless assault on my senses.

Eva pulls back slightly, letting my cock slip from her mouth. A string of saliva connects my tip to her swollen lips. "Fuck my mouth, Tyler," she demands, her voice raspy and so goddamn sexy. "Use me. Take what you want."

The crudeness of her words, coming from this elegant woman, nearly makes me come on the spot. I bite my lip hard, fighting back the orgasm that threatens to overtake me. Not yet. I want this to last.

I grip her hair tighter, holding her head steady as I begin to thrust more forcefully. The wet sounds grow louder, more obscene — slurp, gag, gulp — as I face-fuck her with abandon. Her hands grip my thighs, not pushing me away but anchoring herself as I use her mouth for my pleasure.

"That's it," I growl, surprised by the dominance in my own voice. "Take my cock, Eva. All of it."

She moans around me, the vibrations traveling from my cock to the base of my spine. Her eyes water slightly from the intensity, but she doesn't break eye contact. The trust and desire I see there fuel my confidence, my aggression.

The sauna has become our private world, isolated from reality by walls of steam and desire. The wooden bench creaks beneath us as I thrust, the sound mixing with our moans and the wet, sloppy noises of our union. Everything is amplified in this small space — every sensation, every sound, every drop of sweat.

I change the angle slightly, and suddenly the head of my cock is hitting the back of her throat with each thrust. Eva gags but doesn't pull away, her throat constricting around me in the most incredible way. My eyes roll back in my head at the sensation, pleasure coursing through my veins like liquid fire.

"Jesus Christ," I moan, my thrusts becoming more erratic as I chase my release. "Your mouth... so fucking perfect..."

Eva's hands slide around to grip my ass, her nails digging into the flesh, urging me deeper, harder. She's not just taking this — she's demanding it. The realization that this gorgeous, experienced woman wants this so badly sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

My cock slides in and out of her mouth, glistening with her saliva. The sight is hypnotic, primal, better than any porn I've ever watched. This is real. This is happening. Mrs. Cruz, my neighbor's wife, is on her knees in a sauna, letting me fuck her face like she's my personal plaything.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight. I'm close, so close. My thrusts become more desperate, more forceful. Eva takes it all, her eyes watering, mascara streaking her cheeks, lips swollen and red from the friction. She's never looked more beautiful.

"I'm going to come," I warn her, giving her a chance to pull away. But Eva just moans and doubles her efforts, her tongue swirling around my shaft as I continue to thrust.

The wet sounds of our encounter grow louder, echoing off the cedar walls. Slurp, gag, moan — a symphony of forbidden pleasure that pushes me closer to the edge. My hips snap forward with increasing urgency, chasing the release that hovers just out of reach.

Eva's eyes lock with mine, full of desire and something like challenge. She wants this. Wants me to lose control. Wants to taste me. The realization is enough to —

The door to the sauna creaks. My heart stops, then kicks into overdrive. Through the thick steam, a figure appears — Tony. Eva's fucking husband. He can't see us clearly yet, but in seconds, he'll be close enough to witness his wife on her knees, my cock buried in her throat.

Panic and a perverse thrill war within me. We should stop. We need to stop. But my body doesn't get the message. I'm too close, teetering on the edge of the most powerful orgasm of my life. And Eva, instead of pulling away, takes me deeper, her eyes flashing with danger and excitement.

The forbidden nature of the moment, the risk of discovery, pushes me to a new level of arousal. As Tony steps further into the steam, my body tenses, suspended in that exquisite moment between pleasure and release, danger and ecstasy.

Through the haze of steam and lust, I watch in horror as Tony makes his way into the sauna. My heart hammers against my ribs, adrenaline flooding my system. But Eva doesn't stop. Her mouth continues its relentless assault on my cock, hidden beneath the thick cloud of steam. Tony can't see her through the mist, can't see what's happening just a few feet away from him. The danger, the forbidden nature of the moment, sends a new wave of arousal crashing through me.

"Tyler! Didn't expect to see you here, man," Tony calls out, his voice cutting through the tension. He navigates through the steam, completely oblivious to his wife kneeling between my legs.

Eva's eyes flash up at me, a wicked gleam dancing in them. She should be stopping, should be hiding, but instead, she takes me deeper, her throat constricting around my cock. I bite back a moan, trying to compose my face into something resembling normal.

"H-hey, Tony," I stammer, my voice embarrassingly high. I clear my throat and try again. "Just, uh, enjoying the heat."

Tony sits down on the bench next to me, close enough that if he leaned forward and looked down, he'd see everything. My heart beats so loud I'm sure he can hear it. Sweat that has nothing to do with the sauna's heat trickles down my back.

"Hell of a steam today," Tony comments, leaning back against the wall, his eyes closed. "Can barely see a thing in here."

Eva chooses this moment to swirl her tongue around the head of my cock, her eyes locked on mine in a silent challenge. My hips buck involuntarily, and I have to disguise the movement by shifting my position on the bench.

"Yeah," I agree, my voice strangled. "Really thick today."

Eva suppresses a laugh around my cock, the vibrations nearly making me lose it right there. I clench my jaw, fighting for control. This is insane. This is dangerous. This is the hottest fucking thing that's ever happened to me.

"Did you catch the game last night?" Tony asks, completely unaware that his wife is currently giving me the blowjob of my life not three feet away from him.

Eva's pace increases, her head bobbing faster, her hand squeezing the base of my shaft. I grip the edge of the bench, knuckles turning white with the effort it takes not to moan out loud.

"Yeah," I manage to say. "It was... intense. Lots of... action."

"That last play though," Tony continues, shaking his head. "Talk about coming from behind."

I almost choke at his choice of words. Eva's eyes dance with mischief as she continues to suck me off, her movements growing more confident as she realizes Tony truly can't see through the steam.

"Sometimes," I say, injecting as much normalcy into my voice as possible, "you just have to push through to the finish."

Eva's shoulders shake with silent laughter at my double entendre. She rewards me by taking me impossibly deep, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat. I disguise my gasp as a cough, earning a concerned look from Tony.

"You okay there, kid?"

"Fine," I wheeze. "Just the heat getting to me."

"Yeah, it's pretty hot in here," Tony agrees, wiping sweat from his brow. "Good for the muscles though. Speaking of which, Eva mentioned you've been helping her with some... what did she call it? Private training?"

My cock twitches in Eva's mouth at the mention of her name, at the irony of the situation. Eva's eyes gleam up at me, daring me to respond.

"She's... very dedicated," I say carefully. "Always pushing for more... intensity. Going deeper into the... positions."

Eva's nails dig into my thighs at my words, her mouth working faster, bringing me closer to the edge. The danger of the situation, the forbidden thrill of it all, heightens every sensation.

"That sounds like Eva," Tony says with a laugh, completely missing the subtext. "Always been the type to go all in once she sets her mind to something."

"She's very... thorough," I agree, my voice tight as Eva's tongue traces a particularly sensitive spot. "Really knows how to... work a guy to his limits."

Tony nods, oblivious. "She mentioned she wants to try that new position... what's it called? The downward-facing something?"

"Dog," I supply automatically, then bite my tongue. "Downward-facing dog."

Eva's eyes crinkle with silent laughter as she continues her relentless pace. I'm close now, so close. The pressure builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with imminent release. I need to come, but I can't, not with Tony right here, not with —

"You ever try that one?" Tony asks innocently.

"It's... challenging," I gasp, feeling my control slipping. "Takes a lot of... stamina."

Eva hums around my cock, the vibrations pushing me closer to the edge. Her hand cups my balls, squeezing gently, and I know I'm done for. There's no holding back now.

"I bet," Tony says, completely unaware of my struggle. "Eva's always had incredible stamina. Could go for hours in her younger days."

The irony of discussing Eva's sexual prowess while she's proving it firsthand is too much. Combined with the expert attention of her mouth, it pushes me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, unstoppable and all-consuming.

"You look flushed, man," Tony observes, leaning closer with concern. "You sure you're okay?"

I can't answer. My entire body is rigid with pleasure as I empty myself into Eva's eager mouth. She swallows every drop, her throat working around me, her eyes never leaving mine. The intensity of coming in her mouth while maintaining eye contact with her oblivious husband is beyond anything I've ever experienced.

"Just... feeling the burn," I finally manage to say, my voice rough.

Eva releases my cock with a final, silent pop, wiping her mouth discreetly before shifting further into the steam, completely out of Tony's line of sight.

"Probably been in here too long," Tony says, nodding sagely. "Easy to overdo it."

"You have no idea," I mutter, still trembling from the aftershocks of my orgasm.

"I should probably head out," Tony says, standing up. "Got that conference call in thirty. You coming?"

The unintentional pun nearly makes me lose my composure again. "I'll stay a bit longer," I say, not trusting my legs to support me just yet. "Still have some... tension to work out."

Tony nods, completely oblivious to the double meaning. "Suit yourself. See you around, Tyler."

He gives a casual wave and heads for the door, disappearing into the steam. The moment the door closes behind him, Eva emerges from her hiding spot, a triumphant smile on her swollen lips.

"Holy fuck," I breathe, still unable to believe what just happened.

Eva licks her lips, capturing a stray drop of my come. "I told you I was hungry for you," she purrs, her voice husky from our activities.

"You're insane," I tell her, but I'm grinning. "He could have seen us."

"That's what made it so hot," she replies, standing up and stretching like a satisfied cat. "The risk. The danger."

I can't argue with that. My heart is still racing, my body humming with residual pleasure and adrenaline. Eva leans down, capturing my lips in a deep kiss. I can taste myself on her tongue, and it's strangely erotic.

"Get dressed," she whispers against my mouth. "Meet me in the private yoga studio in ten minutes. I'm not done with you yet."

With that promise hanging in the air, she slips out of the sauna, leaving me breathless and eager for more. I quickly pull up my shorts, my mind already racing with anticipation for what comes next.


Chapter 3

The private yoga studio is dimly lit and quiet, the perfect setting for what we both know is about to happen. Eva is already there when I arrive, dressed in form-fitting yoga pants that hug every curve of her ass and thighs. She smiles at me, a predatory gleam in her eyes that makes my recently spent cock twitch back to life. The memory of her mouth around me in the sauna, of coming while her husband sat oblivious beside me, sends a fresh surge of desire through my veins.

"You came," she purrs, her accent thicker with arousal. "In more ways than one."

I close the door behind me, making sure it's locked. "Did you think I wouldn't?"

Eva stretches languidly, like a cat preparing to pounce. "I hoped you wouldn't. I'm not finished with you yet, Tyler."

The way she says my name — drawing out each syllable like she's tasting it — makes my skin tingle. I cross the room to her, confidence growing with each step. I may be younger, but what happened in the sauna has awakened something primal in me. Something dominant.

"On the mat," I command, surprised by the authority in my voice. "Let me help you stretch."

Eva's eyes widen slightly at my tone, but she complies eagerly, moving to the center of the yoga mat. I stand behind her, close enough that she can feel my breath on her neck.

"Arms up," I instruct. "Reach for the ceiling."

She obeys, raising her arms above her head, the movement lifting her breasts and elongating her torso. I place my hands on her waist, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her top.

"Now bend forward," I say, my voice low. "Slow and steady."

Eva bends at the waist, her perfect ass pushing back against me as she folds forward. I keep my hands on her hips, guiding her movement, my thumbs tracing small circles on her lower back.

"That's it," I murmur. "Feel the stretch."

She reaches for her toes, her flexibility impressive. I slide my hands up her sides, then down her arms, ostensibly helping her deepen the stretch. My body presses against hers, my growing hardness nestled against the cleft of her ass.

"I feel something," Eva says, a smirk in her voice. "But it's not the stretch."

I chuckle, pressing more firmly against her. "Part of your comprehensive training package."

Eva straightens and turns to face me, her eyes dark with desire. "What's next, coach?"

"Down dog," I tell her, the yoga pose taking on new meaning after my conversation with Tony. "Hands and knees on the mat."

She assumes the position, her ass raised invitingly in the air, her back arched. I move behind her, placing my hands on her hips, adjusting her stance. My fingers dig into the firm flesh of her ass, kneading it through her yoga pants.

"Perfect form," I comment, grinding my clothed erection against her. "You're a natural."

Eva pushes back against me, creating delicious friction. "I've had plenty of practice."

I run my hands down her thighs, then up again, each touch becoming more brazen. My fingers trace the seam of her yoga pants where it disappears between her legs. She's warm there, possibly wet already. The thought makes my cock throb painfully against my shorts.

"Next position," I say, my voice rough with need. "Child's pose."

Eva sinks down, her chest pressing against the mat, her arms extended in front of her, ass still raised. I position myself behind her, my groin aligned with her rear. With deliberate slowness, I press against her, mimicking the act we both crave.

"Can you feel how hard I am for you?" I ask, grinding against her. "How much I want to be inside you?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back against me. "I need it, Tyler. I need your cock inside me."

Her words snap the last thread of my restraint. I hook my fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants and pull them down in one swift motion, revealing her bare ass — no panties — and glistening pussy. The sight of her exposed and ready for me is almost too much to bear.

"Fuck," I breathe, taking in the view. "You're so wet for me."

"I've been wet since the sauna," she admits, wiggling her hips invitingly. "Since before that, if I'm honest."

I quickly shove my shorts down, freeing my cock. It springs up, hard and ready, the head already leaking with anticipation. I position myself behind her, rubbing my tip along her slick folds, teasing her entrance.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, needing to hear her say it.

"Fuck me," Eva pleads, looking back at me over her shoulder. "Fuck me hard, Tyler. Make me feel it."

With a grunt of satisfaction, I push forward, sinking into her tight heat in one long thrust. We both cry out at the sensation — her walls gripping me like a vise, my cock stretching her completely.

"Jesus Christ," I groan, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling. "You're so fucking tight."

"And you're so big," she gasps, her inner muscles fluttering around me. "Bigger than Tony. Fuller."

The comparison to her husband sends a surge of primitive pride through me. I grip her hips tighter and begin to move, pulling out almost completely before slamming back in. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the studio, punctuated by our moans and grunts.

"That's it," Eva encourages, matching my rhythm. "Fuck me like you mean it."

I increase my pace, pounding into her with abandon. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of our coupling. Sweat begins to bead on my forehead, trickling down my back as I put every ounce of energy into fucking this gorgeous woman beneath me.

"You like that?" I pant, smacking her ass with an open palm. The flesh jiggles deliciously, a red handprint blooming on her skin. "You like my young cock in your married pussy?"

"Yes!" she cries, her voice breaking with pleasure. "God, yes! I love it!"

The dirty talk fuels my lust, pushing me to new heights of dominance. "Tell me how much better I am than him," I demand, punctuating each word with a hard thrust. "Tell me how much you love my cock."

"So much better," Eva moans, her words falling out between gasps. "Your cock is perfect. So big, so hard. Fills me completely. Tony never — ah! — never fucks me like this."

I reach around to find her clit, rubbing the swollen bud in tight circles as I continue to slam into her from behind. Her walls clench around me at the added stimulation, drawing a groan from deep in my chest.

"That's right," I growl, my hips snapping forward with increasing force. "This pussy is mine now. Mine to fuck whenever I want."

"Yours," Eva agrees, her voice breathy and desperate. "All yours. Whenever you want it. Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I'm lost in the primal rhythm of our bodies, in the wet heat of her around me, in the symphony of our moans and the slap of flesh on flesh. My hand moves from her hip to her hair, tangling in the dark strands and pulling gently, arching her back even more.

"Fuck, you're a dirty MILF slut, aren't you?" I growl, the crude words spilling from me without thought. "Getting fucked by a teenager while your husband's at work."

Instead of being offended, Eva moans louder, clearly turned on by my words. "Yes! I'm your slut! Your MILF whore! Use me, Tyler. Use me hard!"

Her words drive me wild. I pound into her with renewed vigor, my grip on her hair tightening, my other hand still working her clit. The room fills with the sounds of our passion — wet slaps, desperate moans, filthy words exchanged in the heat of desire.

"Going to make you come on my cock," I promise, feeling her walls begin to flutter around me. "Going to make you scream my name."

"Yes, yes, yes," she chants, her body tensing beneath me. "I'm close. So close. Don't stop."

I adjust my angle slightly, hitting that spot inside her that makes her cry out with each thrust. My fingers move faster on her clit, matching the relentless pace of my hips. Eva's moans grow louder, more desperate, her body trembling with impending release.

"Come for me," I command, my voice rough with exertion and lust. "Come all over my cock, Eva. Now."

Something primal takes over me. I'm no longer the teenager next door — I'm a man claiming what's mine. My hand slides up Eva's back, over her shoulder, and around to her throat. I grip it lightly, testing her reaction. Her eyes widen, then darken with desire. She pushes back against me harder, taking my cock deeper, a silent plea for more. I tighten my grip slightly, careful not to hurt her but firm enough to restrict her breathing just a bit. The effect is immediate — her pussy clenches around me, a long, throaty moan escaping her lips.

"You like that?" I growl, surprised by the roughness in my voice. "You like being choked while I fuck you?"

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible. "Harder. Everything harder."

I've never been rough with a girl before, never dared to push these boundaries. But Eva isn't a girl — she's a woman who knows exactly what she wants. And right now, she wants me to dominate her completely.

I tighten my grip on her throat, my other hand digging into her hip as I slam into her with renewed force. Each thrust is punishing, the sound of my hips meeting her ass echoing through the studio like gunshots. Eva's moans grow more desperate, more primal, the slight restriction on her airway intensifying her pleasure.

"Such a fucking whore," I hiss, the words pouring out of me unchecked. "Tony's at work while his slut wife gets pounded by the neighbor's kid."

"Yes," she chokes out, her pussy gripping me tighter at my words. "I'm your whore. Your MILF slut."

I release her throat momentarily, allowing her to catch her breath. Then I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back so I can see her face — eyes glazed with pleasure, mouth open in a constant moan, cheeks flushed with exertion and arousal. The sight feeds something dark and hungry inside me.

"Dirty bitch," I snarl, slamming into her harder, faster. "Taking my young cock so well. Better than all those college girls."

Eva whimpers, her body trembling beneath me. "Use me," she begs. "Use me like the whore I am."

I pull out suddenly, earning a cry of protest from Eva. Before she can complain further, I flip her onto her back, grabbing her legs and pushing them up toward her chest. I re-enter her in one brutal thrust, bottoming out inside her.

"I want to see your face while I fuck you," I tell her, my hands finding her throat again. "Want to watch you take my cock like the MILF slut you are."

Eva's eyes roll back as I squeeze her throat, her inner walls clamping down on me like a vise. In this position, I can go even deeper, hitting spots that make her whole body shudder. I release her throat, allowing her to gasp for air, then clamp down again, establishing a rhythm that matches my thrusts.

"Tyler," she moans when I release her again. "Fuck, Tyler, I'm going to come. Make me come on your cock."

Her words spur me on. I pound into her mercilessly, my thumb finding her clit and rubbing hard circles over the swollen bud. Eva's back arches off the mat, her body tensing as her orgasm approaches.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her pussy begin to pulse around me. "Come for me, you dirty MILF whore. Show me how much you love my cock."

"Yes, yes, YES!" Eva screams, her body convulsing as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy clamps down on me rhythmically, milking my cock, trying to draw out my seed.

The sight of her coming undone beneath me, the knowledge that I — an 18-year-old — have reduced this sophisticated, beautiful woman to a quivering mess, sends me racing toward my own climax. My balls tighten, the pressure building at the base of my spine.

"Going to come," I grunt, my rhythm faltering as I near the edge. "Where do you want it?"

"Face," Eva gasps, still riding the waves of her orgasm. "Come on my face. Mark me."

Her request nearly makes me lose it right there. I pull out quickly, shuffling up her body until my cock is level with her face. Eva looks up at me, eyes wide and eager, lips parted in anticipation. I grip my shaft, pumping it furiously, the head aimed at her flushed face.

"Open your mouth," I command, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Stick out your tongue like a good slut."

Eva obeys instantly, her tongue extending, eyes locked on mine. The sight of her, so eager and submissive, sends me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I explode, thick ropes of hot cum shooting onto her waiting face. The first streak lands across her cheek and nose, the second across her extended tongue and lips, the third and fourth decorating her forehead and other cheek.

"Fuck," I moan, watching my seed paint her beautiful face. "Take it all. Every fucking drop."

Eva moans as my cum lands on her, her tongue darting out to catch what she can. She looks utterly debauched — hair a mess, face covered in my seed, lips swollen from our earlier activities. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen.

When the last pulse subsides, I smear the head of my cock through the mess on her face, rubbing my seed into her skin like a primitive marking. Eva's tongue darts out, licking the tip clean each time it passes near her mouth.

"Such a good MILF slut," I praise, my breathing still ragged. "Look at you, covered in my cum."

Eva smiles up at me, not at all bothered by the mess on her face. "Clean me up?" she asks, her voice innocent despite the filthy request.

I offer her my cock, which she eagerly takes into her mouth, sucking it clean of any remaining cum. The sight of her — face covered in my seed, lips wrapped around my softening cock — is something I'll jerk off to for years to come.

When she's satisfied with her cleaning job, Eva releases my cock with a pop. "We should get dressed," she says, though she makes no move to do so. "Tony might come looking for me."

The mention of her husband brings reality crashing back. We're in the gym's private yoga studio, both naked, Eva's face covered in my cum. If Tony walked in right now, there'd be no explaining this away.

"Shit," I mutter, suddenly anxious. I help Eva up, looking around for something to clean her face with. I spot a small towel on a nearby shelf and grab it, handing it to her. "Here."

She takes it with a grateful smile, wiping my seed from her face. There's something incredibly erotic about watching her clean herself, about knowing that moments ago, she was marked as mine.

We dress quickly, adjusting our clothes and trying to look as normal as possible. Eva's hair is still a mess, but there's not much we can do about that. She runs her fingers through it, attempting to tame the wild strands.

"That was..." I start, not sure how to finish the sentence.

"Incredible," Eva supplies, her eyes meeting mine. "Better than I imagined. And I imagined it a lot."

Pride swells in my chest at her words. "Me too," I admit. "Though the reality was way better than any fantasy."

Eva steps closer, pressing a soft kiss to my lips. It's surprisingly tender after the roughness of our encounter. "This isn't a one-time thing," she murmurs against my mouth. "I want more of you, Tyler."

The promise in her words sends a thrill through me. "You can have me whenever you want," I tell her, meaning every word.

She steps back, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Good. Because I want you a lot."

I'm still catching my breath, my body humming with satisfaction, when the door to the studio swings open without warning. Tony stands in the doorway, his eyes narrowing as he takes in the scene — Eva and me, both flushed and disheveled, standing suspiciously close. My heart slams against my ribs, panic flooding my system. Even though we're both dressed, there's something unmistakably intimate about our proximity, about the lingering electricity between us. And despite Eva's efforts with the towel, there are still traces of my cum on her face, glistening in the studio's soft lighting.

"What's going on in here?" Tony asks, his voice sharp with suspicion.

I freeze, my mind racing for an explanation, any explanation that wouldn't result in Tony beating the shit out of me. Eva, however, doesn't miss a beat.

"Tyler was just helping me with a new stretch routine," she says smoothly, stepping away from me with casual ease. "It's for my lower back problems. Remember I told you about them?"

Tony's eyes flick between us, unconvinced. "You look... sweaty."

"It's an intense workout," Eva shrugs, running a hand through her tousled hair. "Tyler really knows how to push my limits."

I swallow hard at her choice of words, fighting to keep my expression neutral. My cock, despite having just emptied itself all over Eva's face, gives an interested twitch at the memory.

"What kind of stretch requires you to stand that close?" Tony presses, stepping further into the room. His gaze is piercing, searching for any sign of deception.

Eva laughs lightly, as if his suspicion is amusing rather than justified. "Show him, Tyler."

My eyes widen in panic. Show him what? I have no idea what stretch could possibly explain our flushed faces and Eva's disheveled appearance.

Eva senses my hesitation and takes control, moving to the center of the mat. "It's a partner stretch," she explains, bending forward at the waist. "Tyler stands behind me to make sure my form is correct while I reach for my toes."

I catch on quickly, moving into position behind her, careful to maintain a professional distance this time. "Right," I say, my voice only slightly strained. "It's important to keep the back straight while stretching the hamstrings."

I place my hands on Eva's shoulders, demonstrating the "correct" position. The irony of touching her so innocently when minutes ago I had my cock buried inside her is not lost on me.

Tony watches, his suspicion not entirely dispelled. "And this helps your back?"

"Immensely," Eva confirms, straightening up. "Tyler has a natural talent for... physical instruction."

I can't help but notice the way she pauses, the subtle emphasis she places on those last two words. My cheeks burn, and I pray Tony doesn't pick up on the double entendre.

"If you say so," Tony mutters, his eyes still moving between us. Then his gaze fixates on Eva's face, and my heart stops. "What's that on your face?"

Eva's hand flies to her cheek, fingers brushing against the spot where, despite her efforts with the towel, a small streak of my cum still glistens. "Oh, this?" she says, with a nonchalance that amazes me. "I spilled some of my protein shake earlier."

Tony steps closer, examining the substance with narrowed eyes. I hold my breath, certain that he'll recognize it for what it is, that he'll connect the dots and realize I just painted his wife's face with my seed.

"It looks... sticky," he observes.

Eva laughs, the sound only slightly forced. "It's vanilla flavored. Very sweet. Got all over me when I was trying to shake it." She wipes at her face with her fingers, then brings them to her lips, licking them clean with deliberate slowness. "See? Vanilla."

I nearly choke at her audacity. She's literally licking my cum off her fingers in front of her husband, claiming it's protein shake. The tension in the room is suffocating, a heady mix of fear and forbidden excitement.

Tony grunts, not entirely convinced but unable to dispute her explanation. "You should be more careful. That stuff isn't cheap."

"You're right," Eva agrees, her eyes briefly meeting mine over Tony's shoulder. There's a wicked gleam there, a secret amusement at our shared deception. "I'll try not to waste it in the future."

I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. The double meaning in her words is clear to me, if not to Tony. She's not talking about wasting protein shake.

"Anyway," Tony says, checking his watch, "we should get going. I've got that meeting in an hour, and you said you wanted to stop by the store on the way home."

"Of course," Eva nods, gathering her things. She turns to me, her expression perfectly innocent. "Thank you for the session, Tyler. It was... incredibly satisfying."

"Anytime," I reply, hoping my voice doesn't betray the storm of emotions raging inside me. "That's what I'm here for."

Tony gives me a nod, his earlier suspicion seemingly faded. "Thanks for helping Eva with her... stretches. She's been complaining about her back for weeks."

"Happy to help," I say, forcing a casual smile. "It's good to have someone who can reach those hard-to-get spots."

Eva makes a small choking sound that she quickly disguises as a cough. Her eyes dance with mirth as she meets my gaze, a silent acknowledgment of our shared joke.

"We should schedule another session soon," she suggests, her tone professional but her eyes promising so much more. "Maybe try some new positions."

"Definitely," I agree, maintaining the facade. "There are plenty of other stretches I'd like to show you."

Tony, oblivious to the subtext, checks his watch again. "We really should go," he reminds Eva, placing a hand on her lower back — the same back I'd been gripping as I pounded into her from behind just minutes ago.

"Coming," Eva says, and I have to bite my lip to suppress a laugh at her unfortunate choice of words.

She gathers her bag and water bottle, moving toward the door with Tony. As her husband steps out into the hallway, Eva turns back to me, her eyes drinking me in one last time. Then, with Tony's back safely turned, she brings her fingers to her lips, blowing me a kiss that's anything but innocent. Her tongue darts out, licking her lips suggestively, before she winks and mouths, "Next time."
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