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As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi-author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.

Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer 


Chapter one






Chapter One


Rachel turned up the volume of the playlist she'd found of Road Trip Tunes and sighed contently. It had been awhile since she and her husband Andrew had been able to have a getaway with just the two of them. Andrew had traveled plenty for business, but there was never an opportunity to bring Rachel along since his job kept him busy and on the move on those trips. But now Andrew was taking a long-deserved vacation, and the two of them were taking a leisurely drive up to Illinois to attend the wedding of one of Andrew's college buddies.

"You good, babe?" Andrew asked her that on a regular basis. She appreciated that he was always checking in on her.

"So good. We've got gorgeous weather, and so far no traffic!" Rachel slid her sunglasses down her nose a bit and peered over them at her husband. "You still good driving?"

"Oh yeah, I got this." Andrew smiled and patted Rachel's knee and gave it a warm squeeze. "I'm glad we got an early start to beat Atlanta rush hour."

Rachel asked him the question she'd asked him a few times the past week. "Are you sure you don't want to just get there in a day?" It was a full day of driving to get to the Chicago suburb they were headed to, but Rachel knew it was doable. Both she and her husband had been raised in the Midwest and both subscribed to the Midwestern mentality that if the drive was less than 15 hours it was easier to drive it than to fly it... and it could be done in a day.

"I'm positive!" Andrew looked at her again and winked with a laugh. "We've got plenty of time, and I'd like to stop and see the sights!"

Rachel chuckled. Despite Andrew saying that, he'd made no mention of any sights in particular he wanted to see along the way. Just that "we'll stop when we see something interesting!"

"I mean..." Andrew trailed off, contemplating what he wanted to say next. "Remember that ski vacation we took?"

She turned the music back down, since not it was clear this conversation was taking a little more serious turn. How could Rachel NOT remember that vacation?! Andrew had heard about a resort called Casselman's that catered to a specific kind of clientele, which ended up meaning Becca got fucked a few times by the accommodating staff while her husband watched. It was a new lifestyle for them at the time, and it was a welcoming and comfortable place to explore the hotwife life. They both enjoyed their time there immensely, but it had been some time since they had even discussed trying to do it again.

Rachel's eyes widened. If this was going where she thought it was going she was totally game. "Is there a place like Casselman's along the way?"

"Actually, I don't know. But couldn't we... try to do it ourselves?'

Now it was clear to Rachel. Andrew wanted to take his time on this drive to see if they could find a guy (or two?) to indulge them in their fantasies like they'd discovered at Casselman's. "So like... I'd be the one flirting and picking up a guy?" Her skin prickled at the thought.

"If you're comfortable with that, Rach, yeah."

Rachel sat with that for a moment. She loved Andrew dearly, and hadn't tried to catch another man's eye since they got married. The staff at Casselman's approached her. Did she still have it in her to flirt another man into her bed? To seduce another man not her husband? To get fucked by someone she might not even know that well?

A cascade of warm and fuzzy feelings ran down her body. Oh, she was definitely turned on.


Chapter two






Chapter Two


It was time to fill the tank, hydrate, and stretch the legs. Andrew realized with a jolt that the tank was low, and turned off at the very next exit.

"You couldn't go a few more miles to a more populated area?" Rachel said with a slight sneer. Small-town gas stations made her think of the movie Deliverance, a film she saw at the age of 13 with friends and it had haunted her ever since. She was a Georgia girl at heart, but not THAT kind of Georgia.

"I can never trust a gas gauge when it's that low." Andrew turned the car into the only gas station at the exit - a lonely small edifice surrounded by farmland on one side and trees on the other. It looked rundown and more than a little sketchy. Rachel gave her husband a look, and he looked aghast."What? It's fine."

"It's fine??" Rachel scoped out the place with wide eyes. "I bet they only have two kinds of beer and off-brand chips."

Andrew chuckled. "Okay, bet!" He got out to pump the gas as another vehicle pulled up, an old and rusty Ford truck, that parked at the other pump.

Rachel slumped in her seat, but knew she needed to get up and stretch her legs. It had been a few hours since their last stop, and she needed to get some water - flavored sparkling water, preferably, though she wondered if they'd only have some syrupy concoction in the tiny gas station that looked like it had been built in the 1950s and hadn't had much done to it since the early 90s.

"Fuck me..." Rachel breathed out as she stepped out into the humidity and took in the raggedy building in front of her. The man who'd arrived in the rusty Ford truck made a grunt that sounded like amused agreement as he walked past her to go inside. He looked like a typical blue-collar worker type, with dirty jeans and a dirty and torn t-shirt, and work boots that looked like they'd been lived in for a decade or two. And he had a really great butt.

Suddenly Rachel felt time slow down for a moment. She even thought she heard music playing as she watched this man walk ahead of her a few steps, and she could admire that great butt even better. How round it was. How his jeans fit him so well. How tempted she was to give it a nice solid smack.

The movie scene vanished as he opened the door that had a real bell attached to it to announce customers arriving, and stepped aside to let Rachel go in first. She peered at him over the top of her aviator sunglasses and smiled her thanks. She hoped as she walked ahead of him to the cold drinks area that he checked out her ass as it wiggled in the sundress she wore, that no doubt clung to her a little more with the humidity.

Rachel opened a fridge door and enjoyed the blast of cold air on the front of her body, and closed her eyes to relish in the moment. She felt her nipples harden with the sudden coldness, but she also thought about what else the man with the rusty Ford truck had packing in his jeans and that helped her nipples tingle a little more.

The man chatted with the clerk a moment, and paid for a pack of cigarettes. Rachel stayed where she was, and saw her husband out of the corner of her eye finish gassing up their car. She was feeling flirty and horny and the cold beverage area was making her feel relaxed.

"You're gonna make everything boil up with how hot you are standing here."

It was Rusty Ford Truck, smirking at her with a fresh unlit cigarette in the corner of his mouth, leaning against the next fridge door.

Rachel blushed. It was an awkward compliment, but she'd gladly take it.

"That your man out there?" The unlit cigarette hung on his lips.

Rachel turned towards him, closing the door and letting her arms drop to her sides so her chest would push out a little more. Was this an opportunity that literally fell in her lap? "He is." She pursed her lips and smiled. "And we have an understanding."

Rusty Ford Truck let out a chortle and decided to pull his unlit cigarette out and put it back in the pack he'd just opened. "An understanding, huh?" He put the pack of cigarettes in the back pocket of his dirty jeans and leaned in closer to her. "That means he don't mind if you suck another man's dick, right?"

Rachel immediately felt the heat rise back up in her. Was this actually happening? She brought a hand up to pluck at the strap of her sundress. "He don't mind."

Rusty Ford Truck raised his chin in pleased acknowledgment. "Well how about that."

"This could be your lucky day," Rachel continued, then leaned in close so she could really breathe in the earthy tobacco scent on him and whispered, "that is... if you don't mind him watching."

Rusty Ford Truck raised an eyebrow, but he didn't walk away. Rachel took a quick glance down at the zipper of his dirty jeans and was pleased to see quite the bulge forming. Oh yeah, he wanted in.

Rachel stepped closer still, so her breasts brushed against him. "Where do you want it?"

Her new liaison looked deep into her eyes. This was a man who worked hard and lived hard. She wasn't sure what he was searching for in her eyes, but in the very least he thought through his next steps.

"I wouldn't want a lovely lady like you to get her knees dirty in a gas station bathroom," he started, then paused. "But I got a roomy truck if your man wants to lean in from the passenger side to watch."

Rachel quickly calculated that it would look like the two men were just chatting if she were crouched down polishing this man off. She didn't mind being in public and getting her rocks off, but she didn't want it to be too obvious.

Rachel smiled, then grabbed a flavored water brand she liked, and walked to the cash register with Rusty Ford Truck trailing her. She paid for her beverage, thanked the cashier, and paused to open the bottle and take a nice long drink from it. She wanted Rusty Ford Truck to get a good look at her body, at her long neck as she swallowed, at her chest as it swelled with satisfaction for getting hydration. The young cashier also caught a look but tried not to make it obvious. He blushed a little, and it only added to Rachel's boldness.

Rachel grabbed the hand of Rusty Ford Truck and walked him out of the store over to where her husband Andrew was leaning against the side of their car, waiting for her. He saw her holding another man’s hand and he quickly got caught up to the situation and smiled like a Cheshire Cat. Rachel loved the way his dimples deepened when he was getting a treat like this.

“This here is...” Rachel realized she didn’t know Rusty Ford Truck’s name, and wasn’t sure she really needed to. “This is a new friend.”

“Is that so?” Andrew looked him over approvingly.

“Yes, and he said he had something in his truck he wanted to show us.”

Rusty Ford Truck chuckled. “I suggest we park our cars around the back in the shade and free up these gas pumps.”

They silently agreed, each man hopping into his car. Rachel stayed put and leisurely made her way around to the back of the building, finishing her beverage. The dumpsters were in a fenced area, and just beyond that were some trees offering a nice bit of shade. Rusty Ford Truck parked in the furthest corner of the back parking lot, right next to those trees, and Andrew pulled up next to it. Rachel meandered over between them, her heart pounding as she geared up to this new encounter with a stranger in front of her husband. How perfect that they were able to find a willing participant so easily!

The truck smelled like a man musk and it delighted Rachel. Stale cigarettes and some leftover cheap cologne. There was dirt on the carpet, but Rusty Ford Truck wordlessly threw a clean sweatshirt on the ground, and Rachel climbed in beside him, closed the door, and knelt down to look up at this man in his dirty jeans who spread his legs a little wider to accommodate her. Down to business, then!

Andrew leaned in through the open window, and gently tousled her hair, a reminder that he was there should anything happen she didn’t like, and that he loved her. She flipped the bottom of her sundress up to show off the swell of her ass to him by way of appreciation.

Rachel felt emboldened and took charge. She unbuttoned Rusty Ford Truck’s jeans and the zipper easily slid down to reveal a pair of boxers with half-peeled bananas printed on them. It made her chuckle, and RFT grinned back down at her, amused that she enjoyed his choice in underwear. She rubbed the front of his boxers and felt his dick that she could already see and feel it getting large.

“Ooh, we got a big boy here...” Rachel tantalized with her open mouth and let her tongue lap at the air close to his cock, and dragged her fingernails across the hardened bulge, getting him primed.

She pushed up his shirt to get a peek at the washboard abs a working man with a truck like this would have, and let out a low whistle. “So much to like...!”

Rachel stroked from his abs down his thighs, getting a feel for the strength he had, and to watch his eyes flutter to have a woman like her touch him so tenderly. He took his ball cap off to wipe the sweat of the hot day from his brow, and Rachel admired that he wasn’t prematurely balding at all. Quite the specimen of a man!

“Shall we take a look?” She tugged at his boxer waistband, and Rusty Ford Truck arched so his clothes would pull down more easily. His engorged cock sprung to attention, and he smiled dopily and slid down a little more to put it right in her eager face.

Rachel wrapped her hand around the base, getting a feel for the girth, and admired the glisten of pre-cum forming at the tip. She locked eyes with Rusty Ford Truck, and took him in her mouth.

The eye lock didn’t last. RFT had to groan at the contact and his eyes rolled back in bliss.

“She can go deep, man.” Andrew had to contribute. She knew he wanted to grope her boobs, but he couldn’t quite reach them through the window of the car door, so he touched her hair and back and played with her dress straps while she started to slowly pump RTF back and forth in her hot mouth.

She flicked her tongue over his tip and enjoyed the jump his body made in response. She moaned her pleasure, knowing it would tickle his dick just a bit. He tasted like salt and sun and... like rain? Maybe that was due to whatever soap he used. It was not unpleasant.

Rachel adjusted her body to get a better angle on Rusty Ford Truck, and one of the straps of her sundress her husband had been toying with slipped down. RFT noticed and pulled the other strap off her shoulder, and now only a little bit of friction was keeping her dress up. Andrew helped the dress along and gave it a tug from behind.

Her suntanned tits bounced slightly as they were exposed, her sensitive nipples brushing against the fabric of the dress giving her a shiver of sexual pleasure. RFT’s eyes widened again seeing her large bare breasts and tried to reach out to touch them. He couldn’t adequately grasp them, so Rachel did him a little favor.

“How about this?” she offered, and slid his cock between her ample tits. She squeezed the sides together, his cock nicely lubed from her mouth.

“Fuck...” was all he could get out, and she felt more of his juices trickle down the inside of her dress. It turned her on more. She pumped him between her tits a few times more before taking him back inside her mouth. He wasn’t going to last much longer.

Rachel jiggled her hand up and down his shaft more vigorously and sucked him deeper to the back of her throat. She gagged just a bit, but it got the desired reaction from Rusty Ford Truck, as suddenly his whole body tensed up, and a rope of cum shot into her mouth.

Obviously she swallowed it like a pro, knowing Andrew would be pleased in her skills, and minimizing the cleanup for all concerned, but as RFT finally finished jizzing into her a little trickled out the side of her mouth and she wiped it away as he collapsed with pleased exhaustion and she moved to get up.

She jiggled her naked tits at him for a moment before pulling her dress back up. “That was hot.”

Rusty Ford Truck couldn’t find words just yet, but found a reserve of energy to finally grope at her tits, and pulled her dress back down to flick his thumbs over her still hard nipples.

Andrew laughed, still at his watching post at the open car window. “They are something, huh?”

“Hey!” An angry voice from the back of the gas station shouted. “What are you doing back here??”

It was the young cashier from inside, who did not look too pleased at the assignation going on behind his store while he was taking out trash. Rachel giggled, and hoisted herself out of the truck. She and Andrew stumbled into their car and he started it quickly and before she knew it he was backing out fast and getting them away from the angry gas station worker. Rachel managed to flash both Rusty Ford Truck and the cashier as she and Andrew sped off, laughing with delight.
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Chapter Three


"Fuck! That was fuuuuun!" Rachel screamed as she stretched her arms out feeling the air rush by as her husband laughed with amusement. "I am so HORNYYYYY!"

She screamed that last word and then plopped back into her passenger seat and managed to fix her clothes so she was a little more presentable. Her hair was flying every which way, she had cum on her chest and the taste still lingered in her mouth, and her heart was still beating fast from the adrenaline rush she'd just had.

"Baby, it was so hot to watch that." Andrew was beaming, and grasped her knee affectionately. "That dude was in ecstasy! He didn't know what hit him!"

Rachel giggled. "I hope that cashier didn't call the cops or anything."

Andrew shrugged. "Oh well. I bet he's the kind of guy who can avoid that kind of trouble generally. And what are they gonna do? We'll never be back there."

"I just wish I'd gotten that big dick in me!" Rachel squirmed in her seat and felt the heat reverberate in her core. "I was just warming him up!"

"Heh. I don't know, babe. That seemed like a lot of spunk. He may have needed a rest after that."

Rachel leaned over to her husband, so her lips were near his neck. "You don't always need that much of a break with me." She kissed his neck and stroked his thigh. "Do you want to fuck your wife?" She kissed him again, and let her hand roam to his crotch.

"Babe, be careful, I don't want to crash." He warned her lovingly.

Rachel acquiesced and fell back into her seat. "No, we don't want that." She got a wicked grin on her face. "We should find another guy for me to fuck."

Andrew paused. Rachel could tell by the look on his face that he was contemplating this and was definitely not insulted or hurt. He just liked to think through logistics when creating a plan. "Can you hang on a bit until we cross the state line and get a few more miles in?"

She chuckled. "Yeah, I can do that. Gotta get closer to the destination, that's true." She flicked at her nipple through her dress. "I'm gonna be a horny mess when we get there, though."

***

Andrew's dick was straining in his jeans, and he knew he was driving faster than he normally would. They didn't have a major time constraint, but his libido was telling him otherwise. Getting to watch his wife have sex in any form with another man turned out to be a huge turn-on for him, and watching her suck a man off had absolutely set him off. He was starting to sweat a little bit from the blue balls he was giving himself.

"How about we try the next rest stop?"

Rachel's face brightened and softened as she looked at him. He found his love for her grew the longer they were together, and the fact that she not only understood but encouraged and also enjoyed this hotwife lifestyle just solidified his love for her.

"I'll take that as a yes," he responded and took note that the next rest area was only a few miles away.

Rest areas have kind of always had a reputation for being a little shady. Frequently they aren't staffed, and people can get up to their own nonsense should they choose. Sometimes they're busy and crowded, and other times they're deserted. Andrew hoped they'd find a rest stop that was at least a little more deserted... and had the kind of guy who would be open to the good times he and his wife were into.

The rest area they found themselves at had a number of informational plaques installed in probably the 70s or 80s about the area's history and some of the indigenous plants, so there was a paved path that went around the building and a large lawn area for dogs and kids to run in. The kind of place where people aimed to stop for a little longer pause on a road trip. And at least for the moment, Andrew and Rachel were the only ones there, but there was another car, so there had to be someone else. It didn't take long for the only other person at the rest area to walk up with a small dog on a leash.

The dog barked at Rachel and Andrew, and Rachel cooed with delight at the little toy dog who was making a valiant attempt to protect its owner. Rachel looked at the owner, a good-looking and well cared for middle-aged man with a grey streak in his dark hair that she was always partial to, and her eyes asked for permission to give the little dog some pets.

"Oh, he's super friendly," the man encouraged. "I've kept him cooped up too long. He's full of energy right now."

Rachel crouched down and let the little excitable dog give her some kisses and she gave him some rubs behind the ears. "Oh, what a cute dog!"

"His name is Jack." The middle-aged man was getting a good look at her cleavage that was not being held in by her sundress very well.

"Hi Jack!" Rachel shook the little dog's paw. "I'm Rachel by the way." She stood up, cradling Jack. "And this is my husband Andrew."

"I'm Harold." He took his dog back and set him back on the ground. "I'm on my way to DC from Arizona."

"Oooh! Quite the long haul, huh?" Rachel was turning her feminine wiles on high. This older man was pulling it out of her. She took a step closer to him. "Did you take a look at the plaque about the local wildflowers?"

"I walked by, but I didn't read any of them." Harold was noticing the look in Rachel's eye, and glanced over at Andrew. Andrew smiled back at him, encouragingly.

"Well you should absolutely take a few moments and check it out!" Her hand brushed Harold's as she walked off to the side of the building. "Would you like to join me?"

Harold seemed curious and dumbfounded, and once again looked over for Andrew's response. Andrew used his eyes to indicate Harold should follow Rachel, and then held back to follow and watch Harold approach Rachel, who was making a show of reviewing the infographic on wildflowers that was probably 30 years old.

Rachel put her hand on Harold's shoulder once he got close and whispered, "If you want me, daddy, you're welcome to me." Harold's eyes widened. Rachel was delighted with this, and giggled. "Unless you're not into it or something."

"No, I…" Harold gulped. "I wasn't expecting to be propositioned at a rest stop."

Rachel threw back her head and laughed. "And I hadn't anticipated propositioning anyone!" She leaned against Harold so the swell of her breast rubbed his arm. "But man am I horny! And my man knows my needs."

"You want to touch her?" Andrew interjected. "Go right ahead. She's fresh and tight, man."

Harold licked his lips. Rachel thought people didn't really do that, but this man totally licked his lips. What fun!

Rachel turned her back towards Harold, bent over slightly, and pulled her soaked panties off while she shimmied to add to her appeal. Andrew felt drops of sweat prick his hairline and neck. God, she was such a hot bitch. She hung the panties off her hooked finger and looked over her shoulder at Harold, and winked.

"Would you like these?" She tossed them to him, and he caught them and swept them up to his face to smell them in one quick motion. It made Rachel laugh, which was a sound that had developed a Pavlovian response in Andrew to get horny himself.

Harold was clearly interested, and without breaking his focus on Rachel, handed the dog leash to Andrew, and walked up to Rachel with a purpose. He grabbed her hips and ground into her ass. Rachel piled her hair on top of her head to let the breeze cool her neck, and also show off her toned arms. This woman knew her assets and used that to her best advantage.

She dropped her hair on Harold's face, and he dug his face into her tresses getting more of her scent. He moaned in a way that Andrew frequently did when he was alone with his wife, and Andrew's dick twitched and grew in his pants.

He tugged the dog leash a little, but that dog was a good boy and sat still, paying attention to his human who'd found a hot bitch in heat and was taking advantage of the opportunity.

Harold lowered slightly to touch the back of Rachel's leg, and dragged his fingers up her bare skin, a move Andrew knew made Rachel shiver and mew like a kitten. Smart man. His fingers followed past the hem of the sundress up to her bare ass, and he grabbed a hand of a fleshy globe, and smacked the other one, causing all of Rachel to jiggle.

Andrew put his hands together, holding the dog leash in front of his pants as his cock pushed more against his zipper. He started to rub at it, wanting to just pull it out and jerk off. Harold didn't hesitate, and unzipped his fly as he got ready to act. His cock stood at ready attention. Maybe he takes his little blue pills regularly, thought Andrew with some appreciation.

Harold bent Rachel forward some, and lined himself up. Rachel's face went slack as she realized she was finally going to get fucked, and as this stranger impaled her, her eyes went back into her head and she let out a high-pitched gasp that made Andrew even more hot than he'd been.

Her new lover grabbed at her hips and pushed himself into her at a steady pace, with Rachel bracing herself against the wall. He had a good-sized dick, but from the looks of it, Rachel was taking him well and squeezing him for all he was worth. Andrew watched her pussy gape and take this new dick, and he thought about the previous times he and Rachel had made love and he could feel her inner walls and how tight she was. Andrew unzipped his fly and let his cock out so he could give it some attention. His hand wasn't her glorious pussy, but it would have to do while Rachel's pussy got the attention it needed.

Harold wanted more. He stepped closer to Rachel, continuing to thrust, and cupped her breasts in his hands. He pulled down the dress fabric as best as he could to gain access to her nipples that poked through and tugged them, making Rachel groan and yelp just a little bit.

"Oh baby..." Andrew breathed out. His dick was slick and he pumped it faster, the leash of the dog loosely around his other arm. His wife was so beautiful when she was in the throes of passion, and he could see she was glistening from the heat of the day and of her own horny body.

Now her lover whirled her away from the wall, and he braced his back against the wall, and had Rachel bounce off his dick facing Andrew. Andrew could see her voluminous boobs that had brought joy to other men today bounce with each movement. Andrew desperately wanted to suck her tits, to bury his face in her mound, to pull her off this unknown man and claim her himself, but this was not the time. He couldn't —

Rachel's breathing changed and Andrew knew she was close to climax. Andrew couldn't stop pumping his cock as he was close, too. This fuckboy Harold better finish soon or Andrew would have to, and that wouldn't do.

Rachel seized and Harold grabbed her closer, and the two of them rode the wave of climax, Rachel barely able to stay up as her body pulled pleasure through her. Andrew let out a roar of his own as the view of his wife getting railed by another man brought him to his satisfying conclusion as well, and ropes of cum poured out on the ground.

***

For the second time in a day, Rachel gathered herself back into her sundress, which at this point was sticky in a few places. She found her husband attempting to tuck himself back into his pants and struggling a bit with the remaining erection. It made her heart swell with love and affection that she and Andrew could indulge in this kink together and enjoy it as much as they did.

They paused for a moment in their car, spent from sexual exersions.

"You good, babe?" Andrew asked, adjusting his pants as his cock finally started to settle down.

"I'm good. How are you?" Rachel rolled her head to look at her husband. He took her hand and kissed the back of it tenderly.

"Very good."

"Then let's roll." They exchanged smiles and Andrew got the car in gear and got back on the road.
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Chapter Four


"Do you feel satisfied, Rachel?" They'd been on the road for some time with music softly playing, the sun starting to set, and the couple enjoying being with each other after their jointly invigorating encounters that day.

"Yes!" Rachel squeezed his thigh. "This has been fun! None of that was expected, and that added to my enjoyment." She looked at him lovingly. "We should think about finding a hotel for the night."

Andrew grunted in agreement. "It's already getting later than I had wanted to be on the road for. Want to see what's at the next exit?"

Rachel kept her eyes peeled for signs of a reliable motel chain they could crash in for the night, but instead saw a sign for a motel she'd never heard of.

"Looks like all that's here is some Sunflower Motel?" Rachel shrugged. "As long as the room's clean, I'm fine with it."

Sunflower Motel was just off the freeway, and looked like it had been built decades before but was being renovated. A few other cars and the cab of a semi-truck were in the parking lot, so Rachel didn't feel it was a Bates Motel situation. They were finding themselves in lots of almost lost-to-time locales on this trip, weren't they?

Their room looked like it was straight out of the 1960s and Rachel immediately loved it. It was clean and fun-looking, and the TV was not a period-accurate model but a modern flat screen that allowed for streaming options. Perfect for a night in with the hubby.

After a quick shower to wash off the sweat and cum of the day while Andrew flipped through the TV options for something to have on while they relaxed, Rachel put on a little negligee for Andrew's benefit.

Her husband let out a wolf whistle when she emerged from the bathroom. "Babe, I didn't think you could get hotter!"

Rachel giggled, and twirled to show off all of her. "You know I do it for you, babe!" She looked in at the mini bar, and pulled out a few of the small bottles and held them up for Andrew's approval. "We should have a little fun together tonight, right?"

"I'd like that, yes," Andrew said, and sat up. "Would you mind getting some ice?"

Rachel thought it was a little odd that Andrew would ask her to get the ice and not go get it himself, so she paused a moment. But of course, she loved her husband and didn't want to think too much of it. She looked down at what little she was wearing, and looked back at Andrew.

"You look fine," he insisted. "You'll only be a minute!"

She shrugged and slipped on her sandals, grabbed the empty ice bucket, and tossed her long hair over her shoulder before leaving the room in search of the ice maker.

It was dark out, the twilight hours, with only the sound of the cars going by on the highway. Oddly peaceful. The ice was located at the far end of the line of motel rooms, lit by aggravating fluorescents, and Rachel heard her sandals loudly clack clack clack on the pavement and echo in the little courtyard of the motel property. She saw the driver of the semi-truck hop out of his cab and she didn't think much of it, other than he appeared to be a good-looking man… as far as she could tell at this distance. He had a good shape, anyway.

Rachel felt the breeze lift up what little of her negligee she had on, and hoped she wasn't giving anyone a free show who didn't want one. She got her ice bucket filled and started her loud clack clack clack back to her room when the man from the semi sauntered up to her.

"You out here all by your lonesome?" The man was in a flannel shirt and jeans, giving off very 1970s Burt Reynolds vibes that Rachel immediately found attractive. What was it about a guy in a mustache like that and a smile that disarms so easily?

Rachel couldn't help but look him up and down, and when he noticed that her eyes were wandering he walked closer to her.

"Right now I am," Rachel responded as their connection intensified, "but my husband is waiting for me in our room."

"Your husband, huh?" Now this stranger was looking her up and down, and lingering on her décolletage with great interest. "If I were your husband I wouldn't let you out of my sight!" He propped his hand on the wall next to her and loomed even closer to her. "I'd want to keep you in bed, especially if you were wearing something like this." He played a moment with the fluffy trim of her nightie, getting very close to touching her bare skin. Rachel could feel herself getting hot at the anticipation of the touch that didn't come, and let out an involuntary moan.

The stranger smiled. "That's the kind of sound a woman like you should make all the time." His finger tipped up her chin to look up at him. "How about I take you back to my room and see how far I can spread those legs?"

Rachel visibly shivered. She had not anticipated getting approached like this and the surprise was absolutely delightful to her. Yes, she absolutely wanted to get railed by whoever this man who looked like 1970s Burt Reynolds was, and she knew it would be hard and rough and she would love every minute of it. She practically licked her lips, but resisted when she remembered Harold doing that very thing earlier, to her amusement.

"How about we do that," she agreed, gripping him by his bicep that was hard and large and turned her on even more to see it strain through his shirtsleeve. "But..." she glanced over at his large vehicle. "I want you to fuck me in the cab of your truck."

The stranger paused and a wicked smile came over his face. "Oh you're one of them parking lot bunnies, huh?"

"I don't know what that is, but it sounds alright to me!" Rachel grabbed her ice bucket in one arm and clutched her flannel-wearing paramour with the other and they started to walk back across the motel room sidewalk to where his truck was parked. She paused in front of her and Andrew's room, and left the ice bucket on the ground outside. "I'll see you in a few minutes, honey!" She called out a little loudly so he'd hear. She hoped he would come out and see.

"It'll be more than just a few minutes!" The stranger said with a slap to her ass, and she giggled as he chased her the few steps more to the cab of his truck. The sexual need in her skyrocketed suddenly, and she felt like she'd been sex-deprived for weeks when it had only been hours since her last encounter. Whatever had come over her today was strange but most welcome.

Rachel's new friend unlocked the door, and she hoisted herself up while he quickly followed, making sure he brushed up against her ass and "helped" her up by gripping her hip. Oh, he had rough hands. This was going to be a good roll in the hay, that was for sure.

The inside of the truck cab was surprisingly roomy. Rachel had never been inside one before, and sank into the narrow but comfortable bed behind the pilot seats.

The stranger got right on top of her, pinning her underneath him and getting a good long kiss from her. Rachel melted into the patchwork quilt on top of the bed that smelled vaguely of fast food and aftershave. And he didn't waste any time to peel off the negligee she had worn for Andrew's benefit, and toss it onto his dashboard.

"Damn," was all he could get out as he gave her a once over, admiring her large tits and toned abs. He unbuttoned his flannel shirt to show off his burly chest covered in hair as Rachel had fully expected, looking even more like Burt Reynolds, and dove his head to her breasts. His hands squeezed them together, his thumbs found her hard nipples and flicked slowly as his mustache tickled her skin and he kissed the slopes where they met in the middle.

Rachel caressed his head, digging her fingers into his hair and admiring how lush and full his locks were. She enjoyed how her body curved to this new lover and how clearly excited she got knowing that another man was going to fuck her. Andrew, you'll want to see this! she willed to her husband in her mind.

The stranger's hands left her tits to scoop underneath her, bringing her even little closer to him, and his mouth took in one of her slightly sore but erect and ready nipples in his mouth with a suction force.

"Fuck!" Rachel gasped. Having already had a few erotic adventures today, she didn't think she could still have the same sensitivity, but her arousal was kicking in fiercely. Her skin tingled with anticipation, and his body felt so good pressing against her, his muscles pulsating with her.

One of his hands moved to go between her legs, and Rachel felt herself get wet immediately as his fingers brushed her intimate folds. He played there for only a few moments, getting used to her feel before pushing a finger inside, getting another gasp out of her.

"Ooh, you're tight!" His thumb circled around her clit, and she spread her legs until they were touching the seats on either side of her. He grinned. "See? I thought you were flexible." He hooked his free hand under her knee to prop it up and moved it over his shoulder getting just a little deeper. "Oh yeah!"

He stretched to kiss her mouth again, and she darted her tongue into his mouth to show her enthusiasm, and then sucked on his lower lip as he slowly withdrew from the kiss, getting a lovely deep groan from him.

"Mmm, I wonder if you taste that good everywhere..."

Rachel took the hint and loved the idea. She slid up so her head was more upright, and the stranger held her legs aloft and knelt down on the floor of the cab to have a better perch to access her snatch. He withdrew the finger that had been playing inside her and licked it.

"I think you do."

He kissed the inside of her outstretched thigh, and then nibbled it just a little, and Rachel mewed, and her body jostled. The stranger liked that, and did it again on the other thigh, and then sucked on her tender skin sharply.

"Gotta leave a mark, huh?" Rachel breathed out.

"Abso-fucking-lutely, my little slut!" And with that he licked up her hot entrance, getting a long, drawn-out taste.

He spread her folds with his fingers, the shock of the surprisingly cold air hitting her intimate crevices and increasing her sensitivity, and when his lips started to suck on her pearl she bucked. Her stranger was intent on his quest, and held her center firm with his fingers and lips, sucking and licking and probing. Rachel could barely contain the waves of pleasure that shot through her with each intimate caress, and found at one point she was banging the back of the front seat with her fist. Her stranger enjoyed getting her to just the edge and backing down, hearing her moans and yelps and getting another punch to his seats. He lapped at her bud, and dove his tongue into her channel, and at one point sucked on her so good her thighs snapped back together and squeezed his head.

When that moment of shattering sensation subsided, the stranger finally paused to look up at her from between her legs. "That's when I know I did it right."

"Fuck yeah!" Rachel grasped his head and the two of them adjusted their bodies to kiss. She could feel pleasure fluid and his saliva spilling out of her onto the patchwork quilt and hoped it wasn't a family heirloom. But she didn't have too long to contemplate the effects of sex juices on old fabric when he looked at her intently, rose to his knees on the narrow bed, and pulled her body so her wet center was closer to him. Then he unzipped his pants and pulled them down off his thighs. Rachel loved the force and intent he showed, and grasped at the swollen large dick that was so much closer to her now.

The stranger took a moment to look out his window, and Rachel thought there might be someone outside, but honestly didn't care who or what. She just needed this delicious-looking dick inside her before much longer. She felt insatiable. She felt feral. She felt like a wanton woman who would not survive unless she got railed good and hard by this exact specimen in front of her.

"Such a good bitch," the stranger said softly, admiring her from where he loomed over her as she stroked his cock. Rachel could only nod. And then he pushed himself into her.

Each thrust shook her, and she could feel that he was hitting the bottom of her. It hurt in a way that she loved – Andrew could do this to her too, at the right angle. Did he find out where she went? He heard her call through the door, right?

She didn't have the mental space to dwell on it much longer – her current lover latched onto her hips to get his thrusts to hit home even harder. Her tits bounced and she knew he had to enjoy that sight. Her arms flailed, and finally she could grab onto the arm rest of the front seat to steady herself a little bit so she could concentrate on feeling the intense pleasure this man was giving her. Fuck. She was getting close to the edge again. She felt herself squeeze around his hot cock, and her mouth dropped open as she anticipated the orgasm that was about to come over her.

But then he stopped.

"What the —" Rachel didn't understand. Why would he stop when she knew he could feel her about to come? His eyes glowed. He pulled out in a swift movement, and flipped her body so her back was to him and she was between the front seats, barely able to look out the window. Anyone who happened by would see her. She got excited by the thrill again like she did in the back of the gas station.

Her stranger entered her from behind, her entrance so slick she didn't feel him until he started his pumping rhythm once more. But the area between the front seats wasn't quite wide enough to accommodate her without being uncomfortable, and she breathlessly let out a, "Wait."

Her stranger paused, and she was grateful for the moment to adjust and move forward a little bit, but then realized now he wouldn't have much room to maneuver, so she scooted to face out the passenger side window and that's when she saw Andrew. He was standing outside, phone at the ready, like he was filming. He had heard her!

"Baby…" she called out softly. Her stranger adjusted himself to their new alignment and saw what she saw.

"Oh yeah, your man asked me to fuck you senseless." He pushed into her again from behind. "He said you came even harder like this."

Rachel blossomed with love for Andrew, and fell on all fours as this burly stranger shook her body over and over with his dick. She let out cries each time, knowing that Andrew was close enough to hear her. She wanted him to want her even more, knowing she was getting thoroughly claimed by a man who had a passing resemblance to Burt Reynolds.

"Give him your fried eggs," her stranger ordered, and their two bodies moved so her bouncing tits were now pressed against the passenger window. Rachel jolted up and down, her body mostly stuck to the window, her breath clouding it, her sweat smearing it. Andrew stayed there, alert with his phone filming all of it, and even as an erotic eruption began to take hold of her she couldn’t help but think the video would be so hot to revisit later.

The stranger pulled her back so his fingers could pull at her stiff nipples, and that was the final push she needed to let the orgasm take hold fully. Rachel cried out, her body tensed, her toes curled, and the handsome stranger rode her through it all. She wasn’t going to miss a single shudder of it. Her core clenched around his cock, and her lover roared, tightening his body grip on her, and the two of them joined in their erotic connection.


Chapter five






Epilogue


Days later, Rachel was still a little sore, and Andrew teased her about it. She was so spent after their road trip adventures she stayed in bed for hours later than she normally would have, and Andrew got to gently reclaim her a few times. He showed her the video he’d taken of her night liaison with the trucker who looked like Burt Reynolds and Rachel got so hot and bothered Andrew got them both to come within a minute.

As the got ready to attend the wedding reception of Andrew’s buddy from grad school, Rachel made sure her lady bits were shaved and smooth, and paraded around their hotel room in a lacy thong and strapless bra that made her cleavage look even more appealing.

“The groom told me his new bride is interested in being a hotwife,” Andrew commented casually as he knotted his tie and observed Rachel bending over in her thong to retrieve her high heels.

“What fun for them both!” She set the shoes down and carefully stepped into them, her calves sharpened, and her ass looking even more fantastic. “Did you suggest it to him?”

“He asked me how we enjoyed it, and I told him a little bit about our past encounters. And then I updated him when we got to town.” He winked.

Rachel giggled, and stepped into her tight dress that Andrew would have to zip up for her, and shimmed it over her hips. “If any of the groomsmen are interested in a little more hotwife action…”

Andrew stepped behind her and started to drag the zipper up her back. “… I may invite them to indulge with us as well.” Then he kissed her neck, and gave her ass a quick smack. “My hotwife is quite an experience.”


Next in Series


Which filthy hotwife is next?

Next in series:  Hotwife Takes It… Easy by Delores Swallows

Luke and Harriet are on vacation in America having just attended The Hotwife Key Party. They delay their trip back to the UK for a few days and head down towards Mexico on the Pacific Coast Highway. During a stopover in San Diego, they come across a volleyball tournament and stay to watch.
Glowing with a golden tan, Harriet soon becomes the centre of attention for one of the men’s teams. The young, tall college guys just won’t leave her alone.
Luke is a little concerned because, even though Harriet is a hotwife, she’s just had a very busy weekend. He points out that this break was so she could take it easy, but Harriet has other plans.
She assures him she can take it…. Easy!

Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer 
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As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi-author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.

Book 1: A Hotwife Summer by Aila Glass 

Book 2: A Hotwife On Fire by Alexa Sommer

Book 3: A Hotwife Exposed by Daisy Dennis

Book 4: A Hotwife On The Go by Cyra Wilde

Book 5: A Hotwife in The Sand by Kyle Canon

Book 6: The Hotwife Next Door by Kevin Jaxon

Book 7: The Hotwives New Husband by Sean Geist

Book 8: A Hotwife Playa Cabana by Hank Dolworth

Book 9: A Hotwife Marooned by Olivia Lawless

Book 10: A Hotwife Gets Wet by Anya Knightly

Book 11: A Hotwife Anniversary by Dilana Rose

Book 12: A Hotwife At The Hideaway by Zoey Adams

Book 13: The Hotwife Getaway by Lillia Wett

Book 14: A Hotwife Bares It All by Hardison Parker

Book 15: A Hotwife Road Trip by Devon Haze

Book 16: A Hotwife Takes it... Easy by Delores Swallows
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Devon Haze is an erotica writer in the Midwest who enjoys rock stars, voyeurism, and writing out her fantasies.

Sign up for the Devon Haze mailing list and get a free story.

Find more Devon Haze stories on Amazon and Medium.
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