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The rain pounds against my windshield like a thousand tiny fists. My truck's wipers work overtime, but they can barely keep up with the downpour. I'm still riding the high from tonight's game — we demolished Central High 42-14, and I threw for three touchdowns. My shoulder pads and helmet sit in the passenger seat, and I can still smell the grass stains and sweat on my jersey.

The storm came out of nowhere during the fourth quarter, sending most of the crowd running for cover. Now the roads are slick and dangerous, but I don't give a shit. I'm Tyler Brady, starting quarterback, and I've got steady hands whether I'm gripping a football or a steering wheel. And after turning eighteen last weekend, I feel damn invincible.

That's when I see her.

A figure hunched over a car on the shoulder, rain soaking through her shirt and pants, clinging to every outline of her body. Her curves are unmistakable, even in the storm. I squint through the rain to be sure, but I already know. It's her. Eva Hayek. Holy fucking shit. Sudden adrenaline hits me hard. Desire. The ultimate MILF fantasy stranded on the side of the road. The woman we all stroke ourselves thinking about when we're alone in our rooms.

I can barely contain the excitement. Mrs. Hayek. She's Miguel's mom, but none of us give a damn about that detail when we're imagining what's underneath those tight dresses she wears to our games. She's every guy's dream come to life, straight out of a porno. I think of the way she stands on the sidelines in high heels, cheering us on. The way she smiles, flirtatious and bold, making all of us lose focus and screw up our plays.

The crazy way she moves, with the body of a college cheerleader and the face of a model. The woman's got it all. I can't believe my luck. Changing a tire by herself and soaking wet. Jesus. Even her hair is sexy, slicked back by the rain. And now here I am. Just turned eighteen, practically a man, and I've got my chance to finally make a move. Show her what a real quarterback can do.

She might be old enough to be my mom, but that makes it even hotter.

I pull over without thinking, my heart already starting to race. Not from the game anymore — from something else entirely.

"Mrs. Hayek!" I call out as I jump from my truck, rain immediately soaking through my jersey. "You okay?"

She looks up, and fuck me, even drenched and frustrated, she's absolutely stunning. Her dark hair clings to her face, and that sundress she's wearing has become practically transparent from the rain. I can see the outline of her bra, the curve of her incredible tits, the way the fabric molds to every perfect inch of her body.

"Tyler!" she says, relief flooding her voice. "Thank God. My car just died, and my phone has no signal."

"Come on, get in my truck," I say, already moving toward her. "You're soaked."

She doesn't hesitate. As we run toward my vehicle, I steal glances at her body bouncing beneath that clinging dress. Her nipples are hard from the cold rain, pressing against the thin fabric, and I have to adjust myself before we reach the truck.

We tumble inside, both of us breathing hard and dripping wet. The cab feels smaller with her in it, filled with her scent — something floral and intoxicating that makes my head spin.

"Oh my God, Tyler, you're my hero," she pants, pushing her wet hair back from her face. Water droplets run down her neck, disappearing into her cleavage, and I follow their path with my eyes. "Look at you — you've gotten so big and strong since the season started."

Her hand reaches out and touches my arm, feeling the muscle there. The contact sends electricity through my entire body.

"I should get in the back and get out of these wet clothes," she says, her voice taking on a different tone. "I don't want to catch cold."

Before I can respond, she's climbing over the center console, her ass brushing against my shoulder as she moves. I catch a glimpse of her panties — black lace that's as soaked as everything else. My cock immediately starts to harden in my jeans.

"It's okay, isn't it?" she asks, settling into the backseat. "I mean, we're both adults here, right?"

I twist around to watch her, my mouth going dry. Every fantasy I've ever had about Mrs. Hayek is suddenly feeling very real and very possible.

"Yeah, totally fine," I manage to say, my voice cracking slightly.

She reaches for the hem of her sundress, and my heart stops. "I hope you don't mind, Tyler. I just need to warm up."

She pulls the dress over her head in one fluid motion, and I nearly fucking lose it. There she is, Eva Hayek, sitting in my backseat in nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties. This Mexican MILF is about to make me blow my load. Her tits are even more incredible than I imagined — full and round, spilling slightly over the cups of her bra. Her stomach is flat, her hips curved perfectly, and those panties leave almost nothing to the imagination.

"Much better," she sighs, wringing out her dress. "That was absolutely soaked."

I can't speak. I can't think. All the blood in my body has rushed straight to my dick, and I'm pretty sure she can see the bulge growing in my jeans.

That's when she reaches under the seat and pulls out a used condom and a pair of pink panties.

"Well, well, well," she says, holding them up with a knowing smile. "What do we have here, Tyler?"

My face burns red. Fuck. I forgot about those.

"Looks like someone's been having some fun in this backseat," she continues, twirling the panties around her finger. "These are cute. Whose are they?"

"Uh..." I stammer, trying to find my voice. "That's... from last night. The head cheerleader, Jessica. We, uh..."

"You fucked her back here?" Eva asks, her eyes lighting up with interest. "Tell me about it."

"Mrs. Hayek, I—"

"Call me Eva," she purrs. "And don't be shy. I want details."

My cock throbs at the way she's looking at me, like she wants to devour me whole.

"We hooked up after the party," I admit. "Right here in the backseat. She... she let me take her virginity."

"Mmm," Eva moans softly, and the sound goes straight to my groin. "That's so hot. You know, Tyler, that reminds me of my first time. I was a cheerleader too, just like Jessica."

She leans forward, her tits nearly spilling out of her bra, and I can smell her arousal mixing with her perfume.

"I was eighteen, and there was this football player — the quarterback, just like you. We went to homecoming together, and afterward, he took me to his car." Her voice drops to a whisper. "He bent me over the hood and fucked me so hard I could barely walk the next day."

"Holy shit," I breathe.

"But that wasn't the best part," she continues, her hand sliding down her stomach toward her panties. "When he was done, he pulled out and came all over my face. Covered me completely. And you know what I did?"

I shake my head, transfixed.

"I wore his cum for the rest of the night. Didn't clean it off until I got home. I loved feeling it drying on my skin, loved that everyone could see what a dirty little slut I was."

My cock is so hard now it's painful. Eva notices, her eyes dropping to my crotch with a satisfied smile.

"Looks like my story affected you," she says, licking her lips. "Good. I was hoping it would."

Eva's eyes stay locked on the obvious bulge in my jeans, and a slow, predatory smile spreads across her face. She looks like a lioness who's just spotted her prey.

"Tyler," she purrs, "you're so fucking hard right now, aren’t you?"

Hearing her say that word — fucking — in that sultry voice makes my dick twitch even more. She notices, and her smile gets wider.

"I think I need to get a closer look," she says, and before I know it, she's climbing into the front passenger seat. Her nearly naked body moves with fluid grace, all curves and soft skin. When she settles next to me, the small space fills with her intoxicating scent.

"Much better," she breathes, reaching over to run her fingers along my thigh. "Now I can see exactly what I'm doing to you."

Her touch sends shockwaves through my entire body. I'm so fucking aroused I can barely think straight.

"You know, Tyler," Eva whispers, leaning closer until her lips are almost touching my ear, "the rumors about you have been spreading around town."

"What rumors?" I manage to croak.

"About your cock," she says bluntly, her breath hot against my neck. "Word is you're absolutely massive. Mrs. Patterson, the coach's wife, she's been bragging to all the other moms about how incredible you are in bed."

My head spins. Coach Patterson's wife, Linda, and I had hooked up a few weeks ago when I was over helping coach review game film. She's a hot blonde MILF in her thirties, and when she started flirting with me, I couldn't resist.

"She told us all about how you fucked her brains out on her kitchen counter while her husband was at the store," Eva continues, her hand sliding higher up my thigh. "Said you've got the biggest cock she's ever seen, and she's had quite a few."

"Mrs. Hayek — Eva — I—"

"Shh," she cuts me off, pressing a finger to my lips. "Let me tell you a secret, Tyler. My husband... he can't satisfy me anymore. He's gotten lazy, selfish. Small."

Her hand moves even higher, almost touching my aching cock through my jeans.

"Every night after he falls asleep, I have to take care of myself," she whispers. "And you know who I think about when I'm touching myself?"

I shake my head, not trusting my voice.

"You," she breathes. "I think about you, Tyler. Your strong hands all over my body. Your huge cock stretching me open. I fantasize about you fucking me until I scream."

"Jesus Christ," I gasp.

"I've been wanting you for months," she admits, her fingers now tracing the outline of my erection through my jeans. "Every time I see you at games, in that tight uniform, I get so wet I have to excuse myself to the bathroom."

She suddenly grabs my zipper and starts pulling it down. "I can't wait anymore, Tyler. I need to see what all the fuss is about."

My cock springs free as she pulls it out of my boxers, and the cool air hits my heated skin. Eva's eyes widen as she takes in my size.

"Holy fuck," she whispers, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. "Linda wasn't exaggerating. You're incredible."

Her grip is firm and sure, nothing like the fumbling touches of girls my own age. She knows exactly what she's doing, and the way she strokes me has my eyes rolling back in my head.

"Does that feel good, baby?" she asks, her voice dripping with lust.

"Fuck yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand.

"Good," she purrs. "Because I want you to feel good. I want you to feel everything."

She starts stroking me with long, slow movements, her thumb swirling around the head of my cock. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, and she uses it to lubricate her movements.

"Now I want you to touch me," she commands, grabbing my right hand and guiding it between her legs. "Feel how wet you've made me."

She presses my fingers against her panties, and I can feel the heat and dampness through the lace. She's absolutely soaked.

"Slip your fingers inside," she whispers, moving her panties aside.

I do as she says, sliding two fingers into her pussy, and fuck, she's so wet and tight. She moans as I push deeper, her walls clenching around my digits.

"Yes," she hisses, grinding against my hand. "Just like that. God, your fingers are so much bigger than my husband's."

She's still stroking my cock as I finger her, and the combination of sensations is driving me insane. I can barely focus on driving, but somehow I manage to keep us on the road.

"Tyler," she breathes, leaning over toward my lap. "I need to taste you."

Before I can respond, her warm, wet mouth is wrapping around the head of my cock. The sensation is so intense I nearly swerve off the road.

"Shit!" I gasp, gripping the steering wheel with my free hand while continuing to finger her with the other.

She takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she bobs her head. She's incredible at this — way better than any of the girls I've been with. Her experience shows in every movement, every technique.

"You taste so good," she moans around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my entire body. "So young and virile."

She takes me even deeper, and I feel the head of my cock hit the back of her throat. She doesn't gag, doesn't pull away. Instead, she hums with pleasure, the sound driving me absolutely wild.

"Eva," I groan, my fingers pumping faster inside her pussy. "That feels so fucking good."

She pulls off my cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft.

"I love sucking your cock, Tyler," she pants, stroking me with her saliva-slicked hand. "I love how hard you are, how big you are. I want to make you feel better than any of those young girls ever could."

She goes back down on me, taking me deep into her throat, and I know I'm not going to last much longer if she keeps this up.

I can't take it anymore. Her mouth on my cock is driving me absolutely insane, and I'm about to lose control of both the truck and myself. Through the rain-soaked windshield, I spot a dirt road leading into the woods — dark, secluded, perfect.

"I have to pull over," I gasp, yanking the steering wheel hard to the right.

Eva lifts her head from my lap, her lips glistening with saliva and pre-cum. "Good," she breathes. "I need you inside me. Right fucking now."

I slam on the brakes as soon as we're hidden by the trees, throwing the truck into park. The rain continues to pound on the roof, creating the perfect soundtrack for what's about to happen.

Eva doesn't waste a second. She reaches behind her back and unclasps her bra, letting her incredible tits spring free. They're even more perfect than I imagined — full and round with dark nipples that are already hard with arousal.

"Like what you see?" she purrs, cupping her breasts and squeezing them together.

"Fuck yes," I groan, reaching out to touch them.

But she's already moving, sliding her panties down her legs and kicking them aside. Now she's completely naked in my truck, her body gleaming in the dim light. She's the most beautiful woman I've ever seen — curves in all the right places, skin that looks soft as silk, and a pussy that's clearly ready for me.

"Move your seat back," she commands, and I immediately comply, giving her more room to maneuver.

She climbs onto my lap, straddling me, her wet pussy pressing against my throbbing cock. The heat of her is incredible, and I can feel how desperately she wants this.

"I've been dreaming about this moment for so long," she whispers, positioning herself over me. "About having your big cock inside me."

"Then take it," I growl, grabbing her hips.

She slowly lowers herself onto me, and the sensation of entering her is beyond anything I've ever experienced. She's so tight, so wet, so fucking perfect. Her pussy grips my cock like a velvet glove, and I have to fight not to come immediately.

"Oh fuck," she moans as she takes me deeper. "You're so big, Tyler. You're stretching me so good."

She starts to move, riding me slowly at first, her hands braced on my shoulders. But I need more. I need to fuck her the way she deserves to be fucked.

I grab her ass with both hands and start lifting her up and slamming her back down on my cock. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the truck, mixing with our heavy breathing and the rain outside.

"Yes!" she cries out. "Fuck me harder, Tyler! Use me!"

I don't need to be told twice. I flip her over so she's on her back across the bench seat, her legs wrapped around my waist. From this angle, I can drive into her with all the force my athletic body can muster.

"You want it rough?" I growl, pounding into her pussy with increasing intensity.

"God yes," she pants. "I want you to fuck me like the slut I am."

Her words drive me wild. I grab her tits roughly, squeezing and kneading them as I thrust into her. Her nipples are hard peaks under my palms, and I lean down to capture one in my mouth.

"Tyler!" she screams as I bite down gently, then suck hard.

I alternate between her breasts, licking and sucking and biting, leaving marks that her husband will definitely notice. The thought makes me even harder, and I slam into her with renewed vigor.

"You like my tits, don't you?" she gasps, arching her back to press them further into my mouth.

"I fucking love them," I mumble around her nipple, my words muffled by her soft flesh.

I pull back to look at her — hair wild, lips swollen, tits bouncing with each thrust. She's the picture of pure lust, and she's all mine.

"Harder," she demands, her nails digging into my back. "Fuck me harder than my husband ever could."

I grab her hips and really start pounding her, my cock driving deep into her pussy with each thrust. The truck rocks with the force of our fucking, the windows fogging up from our heavy breathing.

"Is this what you wanted?" I grunt, slamming into her so hard the breath gets knocked out of her lungs.

"Yes! Yes! Don't stop!" she cries, her voice getting higher and more desperate.

I can feel her pussy starting to clench around my cock, getting tighter and wetter. She's close, and I want to push her over the edge.

I slide one hand between us and find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles while I continue to fuck her. The reaction is immediate — her back arches off the seat and she lets out a scream that's probably audible over the rain.

"I'm going to come!" she wails. "Oh fuck, Tyler, you're making me come!"

Her orgasm hits her like a freight train. Her pussy clamps down on my cock so hard it almost hurts, and her whole body convulses with pleasure. She thrashes beneath me, her nails scratching down my back, her legs squeezing my waist.

"That's it," I growl, not slowing down. "Come for me, Eva. Come all over my cock."

She's still shaking from her orgasm, but I don't stop fucking her. If anything, I fuck her harder, driven by pure teenage lust and the need to possess her completely.

"Tyler," she gasps, her voice hoarse from screaming. "What are you doing?"

"I'm not done with you yet," I tell her, grabbing her tits again and squeezing them roughly. "I want to feel you come again."

Just as I'm building toward another rhythm, Eva's phone starts buzzing on the floor where it fell from her purse. The sound cuts through our heavy breathing and the rain on the roof.

"Shit," she gasps, glancing down at the screen. "It's John. My husband."

For a second, I think she's going to ignore it, but then a wicked smile crosses her face.

"Keep fucking me," she whispers, reaching for the phone. "Don't you dare stop."

"Are you insane?" I hiss, but my hips keep moving of their own accord.

"Fuck yes," she whispers into my ear, then swipes to accept the call.

She's damn crazy. And I love it.

"Hi, honey," she says, her voice somehow perfectly normal despite the fact that my cock is buried deep inside her pussy.

"Eva? Thank God," I hear her husband's voice through the phone. "I was getting worried. You said you'd be home by ten."

"I know, baby," Eva replies, biting her lip to stifle a moan as I thrust into her. "My car broke down, but I found someone to help me."

The thrill of this is incredible. I'm fucking another man's wife while she talks to him on the phone, and the forbidden nature of it makes me even harder.

"Oh no," John says. "Are you okay? Do you need me to come get you?"

"No, no," Eva manages, her free hand gripping my shoulder as I continue to move inside her. "This Good Samaritan is taking very good care of me. He's being so... generous with his time."

She emphasizes the word 'generous' while looking directly into my eyes, and I have to bite my own lip to keep from groaning out loud.

"That's wonderful," John says. "I'm glad someone was there to help you out."

"Oh yes," Eva breathes, her voice getting breathy despite her efforts to control it. "He's really going above and beyond. He's so big and strong, and he's really... filling my needs right now."

I can't believe she's doing this. The double meanings in every word she says make my cock throb inside her, and I can see the excitement in her eyes as she plays this dangerous game.

"Well, make sure to thank him properly," John continues, oblivious.

"Don't worry," Eva gasps as I hit a particularly deep spot inside her. "I'm thanking him very thoroughly. He's being so hard-working, so dedicated. Really putting in the effort to satisfy me."

Her pussy is getting tighter around my cock as she talks, and I can tell she's getting close to another orgasm. The risk, the deception, the pure wrongness of it all is driving her wild.

"I love you, Eva," John says suddenly.

For just a moment, Eva's expression flickers — a flash of something that might be guilt. But then I thrust particularly hard, and her eyes roll back.

"I love you too, honey," she manages to say, her voice strained as she fights to control herself. "So, so much."

But even as she says it, she's grinding against me, taking my cock deeper, chasing her pleasure while her husband professes his love.

"I'll see you when you get home," John says. "Drive safely."

"Oh, don't worry," Eva pants, her orgasm building rapidly. "I'm in very capable hands. This ride is going to be... unforgettable."

She's right on the edge now, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock. I can see the strain on her face as she tries to hold back her climax until she can hang up.

"Okay, honey, I'll see you soon," John says. "Love you."

"Love you — oh God — love you too," Eva gasps, and I feel her pussy clamp down on me like a vise.

She manages to hit the end call button just as her orgasm crashes over her. This one is even more intense than the first — her whole body convulses, her back arching so far I'm afraid she might hurt herself. A strangled scream tears from her throat, and her nails dig so deep into my shoulders I'm sure she's drawing blood.

"Fuck! Tyler! Oh fuck!" she wails, no longer needing to control her voice.

The feeling of her pussy milking my cock, combined with the incredible wrongness of what just happened, pushes me over the edge. My own orgasm builds rapidly, starting deep in my balls and racing through my entire body.

"Eva," I groan, my thrusts becoming erratic. "I'm going to come."

"Yes," she pants, still shaking from her own climax. "Come inside me, Tyler. Fill me up."

That's all it takes. With a final, deep thrust, I explode inside her, shooting rope after rope of cum deep into her married pussy. The pleasure is so intense I see stars, my whole body shuddering as I empty myself completely inside her.

We collapse together, both of us breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat. My cock is still buried inside her, and I can feel our combined fluids starting to leak out around my shaft.

"Holy shit," I pant, trying to catch my breath.

"That was incredible," Eva whispers, running her fingers through my hair. "You're amazing, Tyler."

She pulls my head down and kisses me, her tongue sliding into my mouth. It's softer now, more intimate than the raw lust from before.

"I can't believe you answered the phone," I say when we break apart.

She laughs, a rich, throaty sound. "That was the hottest thing I've ever done. Did you hear how he told me to thank you properly?"

"If he only knew," I chuckle.

"Mmm," she purrs, clenching her pussy around my softening cock. "But this can't be just a one-time thing, Tyler. I need more of this. I need more of you."

She traces patterns on my chest with her finger, looking up at me with those incredible dark eyes.

"John's going out of town tomorrow night," she says, her voice taking on that seductive tone again. "Business trip. I'll be all alone in that big house."

"Yeah?" I ask, already feeling my cock starting to stir again.

"Come over around eight," she whispers, pressing her lips to my ear. "I'll cook you dinner, and then... we can have dessert."
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