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Rain pattered against the windshield as Bryan drove home, his knuckles tight on the steering wheel. The 18-year-old star high school quarterback could still feel the adrenaline coursing through his veins after the victorious football game – the roar of the crowd, the thrill of scoring the winning touchdown.



The night was dark and stormy, but, as he pulled out of the parking lot, Bryan noticed a familiar figure standing next to a car. It was a woman…



“Is that Mrs. Evans?” he asked himself.



As he pulled closer, his eyes widened. The woman and her flimsy dress were drenched. Her hair was soaked and stuck to her skin. Bent over the open hood of her car, her dress crawled up her ass, revealing the bottoms of her soaked panties.



Feeling his headlights, she turned to face him. It indeed was Ava Evans, the mom of his teammate Bill. To be more specific, she was the
 MILF mom
 of his teammate. The brunette bombshell was the fantasy of every guy on the football team. With her full lips, perky tits, and plump ass, she had the ability to get every red-blooded male excited.



Bryan rolled down his window as he tried to keep his voice casual. “Hey, Mrs. Evans, need a ride?”



Rain cascaded over her, drenching her figure in a glistening sheen. Her sundress clung to her like a lover’s touch, outlining every curve and dip of her body with tantalizing precision. The fabric hugged her ample breasts, molding around them in a way that emphasized the swell of her bosom, drawing attention to the delicate valley between them. Bryan could see the outlines of the bra she wore underneath.



Above the rain-kissed fabric, her face bore an expression of subtle allure, framed by strands of brunette hair that clung to her skin like liquid gold. Her soft lips, painted in a shade of crimson that contrasted against the pale expanse of her skin, were slightly parted as if inviting a forbidden whisper or a stolen kiss. They were lips that Bryan had masturbated to countless times as he imagined them wrapped around his cock or screaming his name as he plowed into her pussy.



“God, yes,” she breathed, her blue eyes filled with gratitude. “Thank you so much, Bryan.”



She climbed into the car, leaving a trail of rainwater behind her as she settled into the front passenger seat. Her tits jiggled as she moved, barely held in whatever flimsy bra she wore underneath. And her nipples were erect and visible. Whether it was from the cold or from something else, Bryan did not know. However, he couldn’t help but stare at her incredible body, his mind racing with lustful thoughts.



“My hero,” she said. Leaning forward, she planted a soft, slow kiss on his cheek. Bryan gulped when he did. Her lips were pillowy yet firm. He didn’t know why, but feeling this MILF goddess kiss him even like that got something between his legs stirring.



“It’s no problem, Mrs. Evans.”



“I don’t know what I would’ve done if you hadn’t come.”



Bryan put the car in drive and began to pull away. “Well, I’m just glad I saw you.”



She grabbed his bicep and squeezed, the wetness of her hand and the warmth of her touch reaching his skin. “And I’m just glad that my rescuer is as handsome as you,” she said with a wink.  



Mrs. Evans drew in a series of slow, deliberate breaths, each inhale and exhale a conscious effort to compose herself. Her eyes remained locked on him, unwavering in their intensity. There was a distinct shift in her demeanor as an expression washed over her face – a naughty look that she wore whenever she saw Bryan.



“You played a hell of a game today,” she said.



“Thanks. It was a good win.”



Her hand ran down his bicep and onto his forearm, sending shivers down his body. However…



…then it dropped, and her hand landed on his gym shorts above his thigh – his inner thigh.



Bryan didn’t react – not intentionally, at least.



She began to rub his inner thigh, her fingers grazing his cock. Nonetheless, it was enough to increase that feeling between his legs. As much as he tried to stop it, he felt his cock start to grow. With each stroke, her fingers began to graze it more and more.



“Wow, Bryan, you’ve grown so much this past year,” Mrs. Evans commented. Her gaze went from his face to his cock as it continued to grow. “And it looks like you’re getting even bigger.”



Bryan felt his face heat up as she continued to praise him, his cock continuing to stir in his pants.



“Do you mind if I get this dress off? I’m freezing,” she said innocently.



Bryan did not even get a chance to answer.



Mrs. Evans crawled toward the back seat, her ass hanging inches from his face as she did. Once she was in the rear of the car, she grabbed her sundress by the hem and peeled it off in one quick movement.



Bryan glanced in the rearview mirror, his eyes transfixed on her skimpy bra and panties – undergarments that did little to contain the tits and ass of this sexy MILF. Her nipples were hard from the cold, poking through the thin lace.



Bryan’s mouth went dry. The sight of her large, firm breasts jiggling and dancing with his car’s movements made his cock throb painfully against the confines of his pants. He tried to focus on the road, but his mind was consumed by images of Mrs. Evans’s perfect body.



“Ah, that’s better,” she sighed, stretching her arms over her head and arching her back. The action caused her breasts to thrust forward even more prominently.



Bryan wetted his lips subconsciously and shifted uncomfortably in his seat, feeling the growing bulge in his shorts grind against the fabric. His cock throbbed with desire as he fought to keep his eyes on the road ahead. The rain outside only added to the steamy atmosphere inside the cart – the droplets against the windshield created a percussion track that matched the rapid beat of his heart.



He again glanced at Mrs. Evans, who was now sitting cross-legged in the backseat, her eyes locked on him. A small smile played on her lips as she seductively ran a finger across them before biting it.



“Maybe we should get you home as quickly as possible,” he suggested, his voice cracking with desire.



As Mrs. Evans continued to stretch and let out a soft moan, her hand brushed against something unexpected in the back seat. A wicked grin spread across her face as she held up a used condom and a pair of panties.



“Looks like someone’s been having a little fun back here,” she teased, waving the items in front of Bryan, who turned a deep shade of red.



“Uh, yeah, it was…” he stammered, trying to find the right words. “The head cheerleader and I… last night.”



“Ooh, naughty boy,” Mrs. Evans purred, her voice dripping with lust. “Tell me… was it a blowjob or did she let you fuck her?”



“Uh…”



“C’mon, give me the good stuff, Bryan,” she said.



“Mrs. Evans, are you okay?”



“I’m more than okay,” she said with a smile. Mrs. Evans leaned forward, giving Bryan the best view of her hanging tits that he could’ve asked for. “Now tell me about you and your little girlfriend.”



“Well… we did it doggy style.”



“Ooh! So naughty.”



Bryan smiled, his cheeks flushed and his cock still hardening.



“Speaking of naughty,” she began, tossing the condom and panties aside. “I’ve got a story for you. You know, when I was a cheerleader, I lost my virginity in the back of a car just like this one.”



Bryan’s heart pounded in his chest as he listened, his hands gripping the wheel tighter. He could barely focus on the road.



“Shit, it was so fucking hot,” she moaned, her eyes glazed over with lust as she recalled the memory. “My boyfriend at the time had this huge cock, and he shoved it into my tight little pussy right there in the backseat. I remember how much it hurt at first, but then it started to feel so good.”



He couldn’t help but imagine her young body writhing in ecstasy, her legs wrapped around her lover’s hips as he pounded into her. The thought of her taking a cock for the first time ignited an inferno of desire within him.



“He jammed his dick until his balls were slapping against me. And then he just kept pounding…” Mrs. Evans said, as she began to clap her hands to mimic the sound of skin slapping against skin. “And pounding me… and pounding me…”



Bryan gulped.



“I must’ve orgasmed three times. But when he finally came, he pulled out and shot his load all over my face. I wore his cum all night long, like some sort of filthy trophy. Shit…” She let out a sigh. “I wish my husband would fuck me like that.”



“Fuck,” Bryan muttered under his breath, feeling his cock throb painfully at the thought of a young Mrs. Evans covered in her lover’s cum.



“Does that turn you on?” Mrs. Evans asked, her voice low and seductive. She shifted in the backseat, her legs spreading ever so slightly to give him a glimpse of the damp spot forming on her panties.



“Mrs. Evans,” Bryan said, “not that I don’t mind you doing… well whatever it is that you’re doing in my car. But you’ve been acting so weird with me lately.”



Her smile grew. She leaned forward, her hand touching his chest. “Well, silly…”



Bryan kept his eyes on her tits as she brought her lips to his ears.



“Maybe,” she hotly whispered, “it’s because you remind me of that boyfriend… and I want you to fill my pussy, too.”



The unmistakable outline of Bryan’s erection strained against his shorts. With a sultry smile, she again climbed into the front passenger seat.



“Tell me, Bryan, do you fantasize about me? About my tits?”



“Y… yes.”



With a smile, she unclasped her drenched bra and threw them aside. Her nipples were not hard – they were diamonds. The sight of her tits, firm yet massive, hanging in the air almost made him cream his shorts. “Do you think about my lips wrapped around your cock?” she asked.



“Hell, yeah. Everyone on the team jerks off to you.”



“About stuffing my pussy and grabbing my tits as I scream your name?”



“Yes… Mrs. Evans.



“Call me Ava… everyone I have sex with calls me Ava.”



“…sex?”



“I’ve seen the way you look at my tits. And you’ve seen the way I look at you. Seeing you makes me feel young again… makes me feel horny. So let’s not play games anymore.”



Bryan couldn’t reply. He felt her gaze burning his erection as it strained against his gym shorts.



She leaned over to kiss him hungrily as their tongues met in a passionate clash. Her naked breasts pressed against him, sending shockwaves of desire coursing through his veins. The taste of the rain on her lips mingled with the sweetness of her lip gloss as he explored her mouth with his own, fingers tracing the outlines of her teeth and tongue, mapping every curve and valley of her soft lips.



The car was filling up with the scent of wet clothes and warm skin, and Bryan could feel his cock throb harder against his shorts with each passing moment. Ava’s nipples brushed against his chest, leaving trails of wetness from where they’d been pressed against the fabric of her bra. He could feel her heart racing too – it mirrored his own, as if they were two lovers lost in a world all their own.



Reaching over, she traced a finger along the length of his throbbing cock through his pants. “My, what an impressive package you have there,” she whispered.



“Fuck, Ava,” Bryan groaned, his hands crushing the steering wheel in an attempt to maintain some semblance of control.



“Rumors travel fast among us moms, you know,” she continued, leaning closer to him so that her breath tickled his ear. “We all heard about how you fucked the coach’s wife in the locker room after practice. She couldn’t stop gushing about your stamina and size.”



“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, the erotic imagery threatening to push him over the edge. He thought about the way the coach’s wife had moaned when he filled her completely, her legs wrapped around his waist as they fucked on the cold tile floor.



“Guess you’ve got quite the reputation, huh?” Ava whispered, her lips brushing against his earlobe. “Makes me wonder if you can live up to it.”



Their lips met again, and Bryan could feel her heart racing as her tits pressed against his skin.



“I’m not a whore. But here’s the thing, Bryan,” she admitted, her voice barely audible above the sound of the rain hitting the car roof. “My husband just doesn’t do it for me anymore. I find myself fantasizing about you every single night, touching myself while I imagine how good it would feel to have you deep inside of me.”



His heart raced, blood pounding in his ears. He could hardly believe what he was hearing. This gorgeous, insatiable woman wanted him just as much as he wanted her.



“Every time I close my eyes, I see us together,” she murmured, her fingers tracing delicate circles around his nipples through his shirt. “I picture you taking me hard and rough, dominating me like no one else ever has.”



“Ava, I…” he trailed off, unable to find the words to express the lust that consumed him.



“Tell me, Bryan,” she purred, pressing her body against his as if trying to absorb every ounce of heat and desire from him. “Do you want to make those fantasies come true? Do you want to fuck me right here, in this car, while the rain beats down around us?”



“Fuck, yes,” he admitted, his voice barely audible over the pounding of his heart and the relentless rain outside.



Rain lashed against the windshield, the wipers working furiously as Bryan struggled to concentrate on the road. Every nerve in his body felt electrified, the tension between him and Ava crackling like lightning. He could barely breathe, let alone focus on driving.



“You’ve got a big problem on your hands. Let me help with that,” Ava whispered, her nimble fingers deftly grabbing the elastic of his gym shorts and pulling them down, freeing his throbbing cock.



The sensation of her warm hand enveloping his dick sent shivers down his spine. With a devious grin, Ava placed a slow kiss on his neck and began to stroke him, her hand moving up and down his shaft in a slow rhythm that had Bryan groaning in pleasure. The sensation was incredible, and it felt like her touch ignited his entire body. His cock twitched and throbbed as she reached the tip, rubbing it gently before continuing to jerk him off.



“Fuck, Ava,” he gasped as she began to stroke him expertly, her touch both gentle and insistent.



“Touch my pussy,” she encouraged, her blue eyes dark with lust, “Feel how wet you’ve made me.” She guided his trembling hand beneath the soaked fabric, allowing him to touch her slick folds, her heat radiating through his fingers.



Without hesitation, Bryan explored her folds, thrusting his fingers in and out. Her pussy was slick with arousal, hot and slippery against his touch. He pressed his middle finger against her clit, circling gently at first before applying more pressure as she leaned back in the seat, moaning in pleasure. Her hips bucked against his hand, and the sound of skin slapping against skin began to fill the car.



His free hand continued to grip the wheel, fighting against the overwhelming urge to lose control of the car. The rain drummed on the roof as they drove through the stormy night, their breathing heavy and fast.



“Holy fuck,” he muttered, unable to tear his focus from the beautiful MILF beside him, her skin flushed and her breath coming in rapid pants.



Ava’s body shook with every stroke of his fingers against her clit, her hips bucking  to encourage him on. She was wet and ready for him, her pussy lips parted invitingly, revealing a small patch of dark curls at the apex. Bryan’s cock throbbed in anticipation as she continued to jerk it off while he fingered her pussy.



“Oh…” she groaned, arching her back as he found her G-spot and pressed it firmly. “That feels so good.”



Her breasts bounced with each movement of her body as she rode out the waves of pleasure that rippled through her. Her scent filled the car, a mix of rain and desire mingling in the air. It was intoxicating, making him dizzy with lust.



As Bryan navigated the rain-slicked streets, Ava leaned over, her lips brushing tantalizingly against the head of his cock. Her tongue darted out, tracing teasing circles around the sensitive tip before engulfing him in the warm wetness of her mouth.



Bryan could feel his heart pounding in his chest as he watched her, her expression one of pure delight as she sucked him off while he drove through the dark and stormy night. Cheeks hallowed, her skillful mouth worked him over with such precision that he was soon closer to the edge than ever before.



“Fuck, Av… a…” he tried to speak, but coherent thoughts abandoned him as her skilled lips and tongue worked their magic on his aching hardness. Everything else seemed to fade away, leaving only the incredible sensations coursing through his body.



His heart raced, both thrilled and terrified by the erotic game they were playing. He knew it was dangerous, reckless even, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. Her plump lips slid smoothly up and down his cock, alternating between sucking hard and licking the sensitive head, driving him crazy. Bryan could feel her hot breath on his shaft and taste her sweetness as she took him deeper.



Bryan gripped Ava’s hair, losing himself in the pleasure. Her mouth was like a velvety glove that slid up and down his length in perfect rhythm, making groans escape his lips unbidden. She looked up at him with hooded eyes as she worked her magic, a smile teasing the corners of her full lips.



“Shit, you taste so good,” she purred, gazing up at him with those sinful blue eyes as she continued to pleasure him. “I want every inch of you inside me.”



“Holy fuck,” he groaned, his knuckles white on the steering wheel as he fought to maintain control. “You’re going to make me crash .”



“Then maybe,” she suggested, her voice dripping with desire, “we should find a place to stop.”



The car’s tires crunched on gravel as Bryan veered off the road and into a hidden, shadowy alcove. His heart thundered in his chest, blood pounding through his veins with a lustful fervor. The headlights illuminated the surrounding darkness, casting eerie, shifting shadows onto the trees.



“Perfect,” Ava breathed, her voice dripping with anticipation. She threw off her panties, leaving her body completely exposed to Bryan’s hungry gaze. Her full breasts, tipped with hardened nipples, glistened in the dim light.



“Make room for mommy,” she cooed, dropping to her knees in front of him. Her fingers wrapped around his throbbing cock, guiding it between her luscious tits. “I want you to fuck my tits, Bryan. Drive that big, hard cock between my funbags.”



“Hell, yeah,” Bryan groaned, the sensation of her soft breasts enveloping his cock almost too much to bear. He gripped the steering wheel, using it to steady himself as he began to thrust, feeling the delicious friction as he slid between her ample bosom.



“You like that, don’t you?” she asked, a wicked smile playing on her lips.



“Fuck, yes,” he admitted, his voice strained with pleasure. He couldn’t deny the primal satisfaction he felt from dominating her this way.



Her nipples hardened even more as he continued to pump into her cleavage, the head of his cock teasing her clit with every thrust. Ava moaned. Loudly. Her breasts jiggled with every move he made, the sensation driving her wild. His hands gripped her hair tightly as he fucked her tits, and she moaned in pure ecstasy at the feeling of being so thoroughly dominated.



Every time his cock emerged from between her breasts, she leaned forward, capturing the tip of his dick in her mouth and teasing it with her tongue. Her kisses were wet and sloppy, and they only made him pound into her soft tits with more vigor. Watching her boobs bounce and jiggle as he thrusted into them turned Bryan on like nothing else could.



“Ava… get on my cock,” he panted, the lustful fog in his brain demanding something more intense, more intimate. “Ride me like a whore.”



Her blue eyes blazed with desire. She straddled him, positioning herself above his rock-hard erection as she shoved her tits in his face. “Show me what you’re made of, Bryan.”



“You’re mine, bitch,” he warned, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust upward and pulled her down, burying himself inside her with a single, powerful move. The sensation of her tight, wet heat engulfing him was indescribable, sending shivers of ecstasy down his spine.



“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed.



Ava leaned forward, her chest pressed against him as she rode him hard. Her breathing was ragged and heavy, and her skin was scented with the musky aroma of arousal. She arched her back, letting out a low moan as their hips met in a rhythm of desire. The friction between them was exquisite, her wet heat caressing every inch of his shaft, and Bryan could feel his orgasm building.



He gripped her hips, pulling her down into each thrust as he lost himself in the pleasure of their forbidden encounter. The rain pummeled the metal roof above them, almost drowning out their frantic breathing and the slapping of skin against skin.



Ava’s juices slicked up his shaft, making him slide in and out of her needy mouth with ease. Her lips parted before she bit down on her bottom lip. Ava’s body danced with every movement, grinding against him like an experienced seductress. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples grazing his chest.



“Fuck me! Harder“ she cried out, her voice filled with need. “Make me cum!”



He obliged, driving into her with a primal ferocity that elicited moans of pleasure from both of them, their bodies slamming together in a wild, frenetic rhythm. He reveled in the feeling of control – of possession – as he took her completely, forcing her to submit to the force of his desire.



Ava rode him hard, her hips moving in time with his thrusts as she tried to find release from this insatiable need. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, leaving bruises that only added to the animalistic passion as he fucked her relentlessly. He could feel her wet heat engulfing him completely, her pussy clenching and unclenching around his achingly hard cock with every thrust. The sensation was incredible, unlike anything he had ever experienced before.



Her mouth found his earlobe, biting it gently as she whispered dirty things. “Make me your bitch. Treat me like a dirty whore,” she moaned, her breath hot and ragged against his skin. “Make me your fucking cum dumpster!”



His grasp on her hips tightened, driving deeper inside her with each powerful stroke. Their breaths came in harsh gasps and grunts, mingling together in the cramped space of the car. The scent of wet leather mixed with rain and sweat filled the air as they moved together like two predators caught up in a primal dance.



“Please, don’t stop,” she begged, clinging to him as her body began to tremble, the first waves of her orgasm washing over her like a torrential storm. “Keep going, Bryan. Make me cum again!”



“Hell, yeah,” he growled as he continued to pound into her, chasing after his own release.



Bryan’s mind reeled with the intoxicating scent of Ava’s arousal, his eyes locked onto her luscious body as she continued to ride him. Her hips undulated with each thrust, her breasts bouncing in perfect harmony with their passionate rhythm.



Just as Bryan began to feel the familiar pressure building within him, Ava’s phone buzzed on the dashboard. Her eyes flickered toward it, and a wicked grin spread across her face. “It’s my husband,” she breathed, reaching for the phone while she still rode Bryan’s cock.



“Answer it… but don’t you dare stop,” Bryan replied.



Ava smiled and kissed Bryan deeply before answering, her wet skin still slapping against his in lustful desire.



“Hello?” she purred into the receiver, her voice dripping with seduction as she rolled her hips against Bryan, coaxing another groan from him.



The muffled sound of her husband’s voice filtered through the call.
 “Ava, where are you?”



Bryan felt a thrill of danger at the thought of being caught, his arousal heightened by Ava’s devilish defiance.



“Oh, I just stopped… to help a friend,” she replied, her double entendre sending shivers down Bryan’s spine as Bryan’s cock plunged in and out of her at a feverish pace. “He needed a hand with something…
 big
 .”



“Are you okay?”
 her husband asked, concern evident in his voice.
 “I was worried when you didn’t come home right away.”



“Don’t worry, darling… mhmm…” Ava cooed, riding Bryan harder now, the wet sounds of their bodies colliding filling the car. “I’m handling it just fine. In fact, I’ve almost got it all… worked out.”



The rain pounded against the car, almost drowning out their feral moans and gasps as they moved together. Their bodies slapped against each other in perfect rhythm, skin on skin like two people caught in some primal erotic ritual. Every thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through them both, making them lose themselves in their lustful trances. Ava’s breasts bounced wildly with every movement, her hard nipples rubbing against Bryan’s chest and face as they fucked frantically.



“What’s that sound?” Tom asked. “It sounds like clapping.”



“Oh… that? It’s just – yes! Yes!” Ava’s hair fell loose around her face as she threw her head back, letting out animalistic cries of pleasure that echoed in the enclosed space of the car.



“Darling?”
 Tom said.



“Yes! Shit!” Her eyes rolled back as Bryan buried his face in her tits as he kept thrusting into her until his balls were slapping against her skin. “I mean… that’s just the… TV.”



“Oh… okay. Well, please hurry home.”
 her husband said, completely oblivious to the salacious act transpiring between his wife and Bryan.



“I – shit!! I… will…”



“Okay. I love you.”



“I… love… you… too!” As her words ended and the call disconnected, her second orgasm rippled through her. Ava’s entire body shuddered, her cry shaking the car and drowning out the rain. Her pussy muscles clenched around Bryan’s cock, pulling him over the edge with her. “Yes! Yes!”



Bryan groaned with satisfaction, feeling his orgasm building within him as their bodies connected. She moaned his name as he drove into her one last time, their hips meeting in a furious rhythm that left them both panting and spent. His pulsating cock crossed the threshold.



He came inside of her, his cum shooting deep into her pussy. He buried his face in her tits once more, suckling on her soft skin as he felt himself emptying into her. She clung to him, her nails digging into his shoulders, as their release consumed them both.



The stormy night outside seemed to fade away, replaced by the warmth of their shared passion. His cum oozed from her pussy, leaving a sticky trail between their sweaty bodies as they breathed heavily. The scent of sex and rain filled the air, mixing with the musky smell of their arousal. Ava’s body shuddered underneath him as she rode out the final waves of pleasure, her mouth agape in a silent scream.



Their bodies trembled together, both completely spent, yet unwilling to break their illicit embrace. The heady scent of their lust hung thick in the air, a testament to the carnal secret they now shared.



Raindrops trickled down the foggy windows, casting a dim glow on the entwined bodies of Bryan and Ava. Their breaths mingling in the air, Bryan’s green eyes locked onto Ava’s blue ones as they shared a knowing laugh.



“Wow,” Ava panted, her fingers tracing circles on Bryan’s sweat-slicked chest. “You’re even better than I imagined.”



“Thanks,” Bryan grinned. He leaned in to capture her full lips in a deep, lingering kiss, tasting the remnants of their passion.



“Fuck, that was amazing,” Ava whispered against his mouth, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasms.



Bryan’s thoughts filled with images of her writhing beneath him, the heat and wetness of her pussy enveloping him like a vice. A shiver of pleasure raced through him at the memory.



“Tomorrow night I’ll be home alone. I want you to come over,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. Ava’s eyes darkened with desire, her hand sliding down to cup his spent cock. “I can’t wait to feel you inside me again.”



“Tomorrow night,” he whispered, sealing their illicit pact with a searing kiss.
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