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CHAPTER ONE

Alex had gone for the cheapest car on the lot, the one with the worryingly high mileage—unsurprisingly, it had broken down halfway through their cross-country trip.

But what happened later that night, after the rental company had sent out a tow truck, was a surprise to all three of them: him, his wife Sloane, and the driver.

“It can happen with some of those smaller companies,” the latter said to the young couple in his deep timbre, his eyes on the road and his meaty, ringless hands casually turning the steering wheel. “You think you’re saving a few bucks, then bam—you’re the guy who just retired the piece of shit they’ve been running down past its sell-by date.”

“How can they get away with that?” Sloane asked, her sweet, pretty face scrunched up in the closest expression to anger that she could muster.

He shrugged. “Ts and Cs. They know they’ll be fine, while you guys get fucked.”

Alex glanced over at Sloane, sitting next to him on the bench and in between the two men. He knew she hated swearing, or even slightly rough language. But she was a good actress, and they were in a bind, so she smiled politely at the man who had agreed to drive them to the nearest motel—over an hour away—before he took the run-down three-door to the repair shop, or more likely the scrapyard.

“I’m Keith, by the way,” he told them, eyes still on the road.

“Alex, and Sloane,” he nodded from the other end of the cabin. “Nice to meet you. And thanks again for doing this.”

“No problem, buddy. But just so you know, I’m gonna have to pull over for gas at the next stop.”

Alex suppressed a sigh. It seemed like something this guy could have dealt with on the way out to meet them. But it was one in the morning, they were in the middle of Butt-Fuck Nowhere, and it wasn’t like Uber was an option.

He had already had reason to remind himself of all that, before they had even hopped into the cabin.

When Keith had first seen Sloane—dressed for the heat in a crop top and little denim shorts—the guy hadn’t exactly kept his eyes to himself. Alex was pretty sure Sloane had noticed, too.

But the guy had a friendly face, for whatever that was worth, and he seemed harmless. Mid-forties, so maybe a full two decades older than them; tall and stocky, with just a hint of a beer belly; his clothes a little grubby, which was understandable given his work. He was sociable, with the air of a typical ‘guy’s guy’.

Just… a little unsubtle.

He would have to take what he could get.

———

“Sorry, it’s a little hot in here,” Keith said a few minutes later, at the same time glancing over at Sloane in a look that flicked up and down the length of her body.

What the hell, Alex thought to himself. That was the initial, in-built reaction to seeing another man so blatantly check out your wife, after all.

But something else happened.

He hadn’t ever been the type to get overly jealous or insecure. Mentally, emotionally, even physically, Alex just wasn’t the type of man who would blow up and spark conflict over something like that. Even though that look had been so brief, and almost instinctive, objectively it was still kind of inappropriate.

Down the years he had actually taken a small amount of pride in knowing other guys liked the look of his partner. It was validating in a way. Nothing over the top, and nothing that he had ever expressed out loud to Sloane—it wasn’t like he was the type to encourage her to dress in revealing outfits, so he could flaunt her like some kind of trophy (not that Sloane, as grounded and headstrong as she was, would have ever agreed to it).

But right now—with the couple squeezed into that small, stuffy cabin in the hot summer evening, having dressed down for their long, now-aborted drive over to the next town and a pre-booked hotel room that would go empty for the night—Sloane was about as ‘on display’ as she ever would be. That little top and those short denim shorts showed the full length of her legs, more than a glimpse of her midriff, even her bare shoulders and neck adding to a look that would essentially be considered half-naked in any other circumstances.

And as she sat there and waved away Keith’s apology, a slight sheen now over her brow, the top of her chest and her thighs—nothing like the sweat that Alex could feel pooling beneath his arms and elsewhere, but visible nonetheless—he found that he liked how she looked right now.

More to the point, he liked that another guy was seeing it.

And he liked that this other guy was so clearly looking.


CHAPTER TWO

They kept on through the darkness, nothing in the truck’s headlights but asphalt and woodland to either side.

It was quiet at first, with the initial introductions and small talk out of the way. It was now that uncertain point in the journey where the group would either fall into a slightly awkward but wholly acceptable silence—it had already been a long and stressful evening, after all, and none of them really wanted to be doing this at this time of night—or begin a proper conversation that would probably drag out until they reached their destination.

It turned out Keith was looking for the latter.

“So, how’d you two meet?”

“High school, actually,” Sloane replied breezily. Alex knew she never tired of answering that question—she enjoyed the look of surprise this fact always brought about, and the compliments that would sometimes follow, however loaded.

Keith’s reaction fell into that camp.

“Oh, boy,” he said, puffing out his cheeks and looking over wide-eyed at both of them for a moment. “If I’d married my high school girlfriend…”

He trailed off, the intimation clear, but then he brought it back. He raised a hefty forearm and made a gesture as though to remove an invisible hat by its brim.

“I doff my cap to you. When you know, you know.”

“We did,” Sloane said, giving Alex an earnest little smile.

And then Keith said the line—the one Alex had heard so often by now that he had his response locked down.

The driver looked over and held eye contact for a fleeting moment before turning back to the road. “You’re a lucky man.”

“That, I am.”

The pretext was there, if Keith needed it. Sloane had been the one who had raised the question of a lift, taking on the mantle of charming a necessary favor out of a stranger as she often did. She was the ‘people person’, the charismatic one, and, thinking more cynically, the pretty young woman. Alex hadn’t heard all of their conversation—at the time, he had been stuck on the phone with the desk at the motel, navigating a bad signal that prolonged the call—but he could tell that his wife had brightened up Keith’s evening.

Still, no guy ever says that about a woman that he himself wouldn’t be interested in, in some capacity.

Sloane had heard it before, on the few occasions when someone had been forthright enough to say it in front of her, and each time she had simply laughed it off. Alex’s dipshit friend, his gregarious aunt, that creepy old cab driver in Chicago that one time.

This time was different.

She didn’t make a sound. And as Alex peered at her in the lull that followed, he saw her blush.

Then, when she sensed her husband watching her and met his gaze, she self-consciously looked away almost instantly.

That was new. Unprecedented. Like she had been caught stealing from the cookie jar.

He watched her and waited for her to look up again. When she did, her cheeks were red, there was a little more sweat on her brow, and there was a guilt in her wide eyes that actually made him unsure which of them he should pity.

“Finally,” Keith sighed, pointing up ahead. “How many miles to each damn gas station out here? I’m in the wrong business.”

Alex laughed politely and fidgeted as they decelerated toward the sign. He was experiencing a curious discomfort, a twitch between his legs, and he was worried that Sloane or even the driver might notice.

He waited out the torturous minute or two as Keith pulled the cumbersome truck and its payload onto the forecourt and lined up beside a dedicated pump for larger vehicles.

“Be right back,” he grunted.

And then he turned, climbed out, and left the couple alone.

———

“What was that?” Alex whispered.

“What was what?”

He lowered his eyelids. Come on.

Sloane wiped her face, a little flustered and defensive, and spoke far too quickly.

“I don’t know. He was just being friendly, and I didn’t know what to say. It’s late. I’m too tired to think properly.”

He glanced out of his window and made sure Keith was far enough away not to suddenly return to the cabin and catch them unawares. He was busy with the pump, simultaneously pulling at the top of his grimy T-shirt to dab at his forehead in the smothering humidity.

“I think you liked the attention.”

She scoffed. “I think you’re reading into things.”

“That isn’t a denial.”

It wasn’t. Like most things that came out of her mouth, a denial from Sloane was always unambiguous.

Which was why her next response didn’t seem totally out of character, even if it was an arresting thing to hear.

“An attractive man said something charming to me. So sue me.”

That twitch in his crotch became an abrupt spasm. He was very quickly learning something new about himself.

Could he tell her?

His mouth was starting to feel dry. His heartbeat thumped through his body so hard that he could actually see his limbs bounce a little with each pulse. He felt a rush of excitement, dark and forbidden, that seemed to wash away all rationality.

As he looked at his wife now, it was like he was looking at a new woman. Maybe not a new woman, but a new version of the woman he knew—which was more thrilling.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

The question caught him off-guard. He had still been trying to figure out what to say next, intending to press her to explain herself first, but now he found himself on the backfoot.

“Just… I’m trying to…”

“Spit it out.”

She held back a laugh as she said it. In the rare moments when he was this frazzled, she would often tease him, and even now she was playing with him. It struck him now as a defensive move.

“I’ve never seen you… take a shine to someone. Usually I’m the one getting called out for not keeping my eyes to myself.”

“Yes, yes, and no.”

“Huh?”

“Yes, I don’t usually ‘take a shine’ to other people; yes, that’s usually you; and no, I’m not ogling like you do.”

“Yeah, but…”

She gave him a smug smile. “But...?”

“But you’re all…”

She added a raised eyebrow. “All…?”

“You were blushing when he said that. Like a schoolgirl.”

“So?”

“That’s a bit more than just stealing a look.”

She sat back and crossed her arms. “You never steal a look, Alex. I think you overestimate your capacity for stealth. You take a whole photoshoot for your memory bank.”

He hadn’t been ready for that, either. It was starting to feel a lot hotter in this little cabin.

He had to say it.

“Okay, if we’re just saying it how it is now—”

“We weren’t before?”

“—I think you wish you could fuck him.”

Her smirk collapsed. She stared back at him dumbfounded.

“Bingo,” he added.


CHAPTER THREE

“Alex,” she started, turning toward him in a panic, reaching out a hand in a move that seemed part reassurance and part saving face. “I swear—”

“Wait,” he said, glancing out through the window again.

Keith was still at the pump.

She watched on warily as he turned back to her and continued.

“I think… I like it.”

“… What?”

He lowered his voice. “I’m getting kind of turned on by it.”

“By what?”

“By you getting all turned on by him.”

“Who said I’m turned on by him?”

“You didn’t have to.”

Her eyes blazed back at him, not knowing what to make of this.

“This isn’t some kind of trap, honestly. I’m as surprised as you are. I think I actually find it hot thinking about… well, seeing you with another guy.”

He knew this was a big thing to come out with to his wife, his best friend, his life partner. Some things are supposed to stay secret.

The thing was, nothing ever really stayed secret between him and Sloane. On both sides—he was sure of that. She had confided in him secrets that would have blown the minds of many in their social circle, and he had been just as open about his own baggage.

That box had been opened a long time ago. With Sloane, judgment just wasn’t something he feared.

It was still a hell of a thing for her to hear, and he could tell from her expression that she was having a hard time finding a response.

“Listen,” she started, frowning. “Say I even wanted to do that—”

“You do.”

She rolled her eyes. “In less than an hour that guy is going to drop us off at our motel and we’ll part ways forever. And, you know, I’m married to you. So, no, it’s not something that had crossed my mind—at all.”

“That doesn’t mean you wouldn’t if you could.”

“Alex,” she said, with a little more annoyance. “The same thing could be said about you and any number of girls you’ve eyed up in front of me down the years. There are some things you don’t say to your spouse.”

“This is different, though.”

“Different how, exactly?”

Maybe the muggy night, the tiredness, the surreal feeling of traversing the empty woods at this late hour were all getting to him—but the idea in his head didn’t seem so far-fetched.

“I think you could do it. Tonight. For all the reasons you just said.”

“Have you lost your—”

“Think about it. You literally just said you’re attracted to this guy. I just said that turns me on. And we’re here on vacation, in the middle of fucking nowhere, where no one knows us. We’ll never see him again—even if we tried and it blew up in our face, it would all be over fast. Let’s just… live a little.”

Obviously, she stared back at him like he was crazy.

“‘Live a little’?! Our last conversation alone was half an hour ago. You’re telling me, in that time, you’ve developed some fetish for watching me fuck someone else—and you want me to do it, right away?”

He shrugged. “Seriously? Yes.”

“It’s late, Alex. We’ve had a crazy night. In another half an hour you’ll have come to your senses.”

Her response surprised him—and gave him the confidence to press the matter.

“You wouldn’t be engaging with me on this at all if you weren’t even slightly entertaining it. I know you—you would have shut this down in a heartbeat otherwise. But you haven’t. You’re that tempted by him.”

She blinked, stunned by all of this. But he could see more to her reaction.

She was swept up in his excitement. This was so wild, so sudden, so wrong, that it was almost infectious. She was flushed, her breathing short and rapid.

Maybe the night had gotten to him—and her.

“Fuck it,” he said—two words he knew better than to invoke in any context, let alone regarding the sanctity of his marriage. But, again, that was part of the appeal for him.

And he wasn’t alone.

She leaned over him and looked out the window. Her trim body in that tiny clothing, her dyed light brown hair tumbling against his chest, the wedding ring on her finger as she gripped the armrest in the door for support. Her eyes bore into the unsuspecting Keith as he returned the nozzle to its holder and made for the little shop.

“If we did this,” she whispered, “where, and how?”

“I don’t know.”

She paused, the gears of her mind spinning. If she had been tired before, she certainly wasn’t now.

She pushed the door open and clambered over him.

“Fuck it.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Alex stared out from the cabin and through the windows of the shop while Sloane led Keith around, chatting animatedly.

The driver had been pleasantly surprised as she caught up to him outside the door, and now he was gladly letting her lead him along the aisles of candy and chips, not at all concerned that his night was getting derailed. Meanwhile the cashier glared daggers from behind the checkout, waiting to return to the adult magazine he had hastily shoved out of sight.

Sloane had him under her spell, Alex thought, as she told him some story with a beaming smile. The driver’s eyes were glued to hers.

That second point wasn’t strictly true. Again, he saw them wander downwards just for a moment, probably memorizing the image of her scantily clad body for later.

Little did he know, he could get much more of a memory than that out of his night.

It was crazy. Alex had never felt the desire to do anything like this before, but he was certain now that he wanted it.

He was willing—hoping—to gift his wife to this tow truck driver for the night.

Even more incredibly, she wanted to be gifted.

He was a lucky man, he thought, watching her as she flirted away with his blessing. She was beautiful. Though she was confident and she took no shit, she was deceptively baby-faced, with a button nose and naturally bee-stung lips to go with her big brown eyes. And, like him, she was in her mid-twenties—in the prime of life. This truck driver who had picked them up in the middle of the night wouldn’t believe his luck.

In fact, he literally might not believe it. This wasn’t normal, and Keith hadn’t exactly tried to make this happen. Plus, her husband was still there, for God’s sake.

Then again, he might believe it and reject them for any number of reasons. Two decades her senior, he might feel like he would be taking advantage, or even find the age gap off-putting. And he certainly couldn’t be blamed for being deterred by the idea of Alex being present.

But as he watched, the interest was clear. As unlikely as it seemed, there was a spark between them. Simple, lustful intrigue, and nothing more, but that was all it needed to be.

The craziest thing of all, Alex thought—watching as Sloane led Keith over to the magazine rack and pointed out something that probably wasn’t very funny, yet had them both laughing excitedly, to the annoyance of the cashier—was just how privileged he was, and how privileged Keith would be if this really happened.

She had only ever been with Alex.

Many, many men her own age had wanted her—there was no question.

But on this random night, in this random place, this random guy who had picked them up might be the one to finally experience her.

———

“You took your time,” Alex said, once everyone had settled back into their seats.

“Well, she insisted on paying,” Keith said. “You really didn’t need to, but thank you.”

Sloane pressed a hand against his bicep. “It’s the least I could do. You’re going so far out of your way to help us.”

Alex looked at her lap. “What’s in the bag?”

“Oh—I was in a silly mood,” she explained, as she reached into the plastic bag and withdrew…

A dirty magazine.

He looked at her incredulously. What kind of tactic was this?

She excitedly opened it and held it out over the dash, before a skittish-looking Keith could put the key in the ignition.

“As a single guy, what do you think of her?” she asked, dragging the magazine closer to the driver. Evidently she had confirmed that little factor while they were chatting in the shop.

“Nice lady,” he said, with a polite nod and a nervous laugh. “I prefer them more natural, though.”

“Okay then,” she said, gently pressing a hand against his forearm to stop him from starting up the truck while she flicked through the pages. “How about her, then?”

As they sat at the side of the empty forecourt, the cashier now busy with his own porno mag, she pointed out various girls in the photos and pressed Keith to assess their bodies. It was an obvious ploy to change the tone of the evening, but Alex wasn’t sure how much this was going to help.

Keith was engaging with it, though. Sloane’s manner was light and flirty as she sought his opinion on girl after girl; she adopted a curious tone, as though she were simply interested in what made a single guy tick and wanted to turn it into a game.

And then she made her play.

“You like natural ones, like… hers?”

Keith nodded and pulled an impressed face, otherwise restraining himself. “Yeah, that’s more my speed.”

“Really? Hers are just like mine.”

Alex felt his heartbeat go berserk and his cock lurch against his shorts. Did she really just say that?

He looked to Keith. The driver didn’t seem to know what to make of that, but Sloane was waiting for a reaction.

“Oh, is that so?” he said, quietly—rhetorically.

But her trap was set.

She held his gaze, her eyes burning intensely now.

“Would you like to see them?”


CHAPTER FIVE

The guy looked like he didn’t know what had hit him. He just stared at Sloane, bewildered, and then even glanced quickly at Alex—only to be met with the same expectant look.

“Is this… some kind of prank?”

“No,” she said, stroking his arm, and wriggling seductively in her seat. “I want to show you them.”

Keith began to talk, but no words would come out. The vague, confused noise that he did manage suggested that he, too, had quickly found his mouth drying up.

Sloane looked over her shoulder at Alex, as if to give him a moment’s warning. And then she turned to face the driver with her back to her husband, sat up with her chest pressed outwards, and swiftly pulled up her crop top.

All he could see now was his wife from behind, holding her top above her bare, bra-less, perky breasts—which were only visible to Keith.

“Do you like them?” she asked, her voice almost a whisper.

“Uh huh,” Keith slowly replied.

“Would you like to touch them?”

There was silence for a moment, the two looking at each other, something of a private moment with Alex unable to see either of their faces. Whatever was quietly communicated between them, it ended with Sloane reaching out, taking his hand—which, Alex now noticed, was a lot rougher and dirtier than he had first realized—and gently pulling it to her breasts.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

Alex couldn’t quite believe any of this was real, yet he felt a strange relief at his own inner reaction. Seeing this initial, relatively small, yet incontrovertible red line being crossed had excited him, not repulsed him. Perhaps it was just the rush of it all, his abandonment of all common sense in pursuit of this strange new fantasy—but he didn’t feel any regret or worry.

Sloane may have had no experience of other men, but no one would have guessed it. She was drawn to this guy, for reasons that her husband was keen to understand better later, and she was taking the opportunity he had given her with both hands.

Both of Keith’s hands. She had just pulled his other up to her chest—and the truck driver was now massaging each of her breasts.

“That feels good,” she whispered.

Delicately, fluently, she whisked the top over her face and hair, and let it fall behind her onto Alex’s lap.

Her upper body was totally naked, and as she discarded the top he was given a glimpse of the heavy, calloused hands now mauling his wife’s breasts.

As if that wasn’t already enough to come to terms with, he had an unobstructed view as Sloane reached forward and pressed her hand against the growing bulge in the crotch of the guy’s jeans.

“You feel big,” she sighed, and Alex could hear the intrigued smile in her voice.

What have I done, he thought. And simultaneously: God, I hope he really does fuck her.

Only Sloane’s gentle moans and the ruffle of the denim beneath her hand could be heard in the cabin now. Keith was growing beneath her touch, happy to let her tease him to full hardness through the fabric while playing with her exposed breasts.

Alex glanced out the window, suddenly aware that they had been here for some time since paying. Sure enough, the cashier was looking in their direction, frowning at the massive truck and the car still in tow—no doubt wondering what was going on in that cabin, where he knew there was at least one man and one woman who had just bought a dirty magazine.

Alex was the only one who could be seen from the shop windows, and the dim lighting of the cabin was enough for the cashier to see this was a different man to the one who had entered the shop. That frown turned into something more like a scowl, and he shifted in thought—it looked like he was considering intervening.

“I think we should move somewhere more private,” Alex said.

He wasn’t even sure the others understood his reasoning. Sloane murmured her agreement, and Keith hurriedly started up the engine—the latter had the green light he needed now, and he wasn’t wasting any time.

They rumbled out of the forecourt and made their way down the quiet country road as it wound through the forest. After a few minutes, they saw an unpaved clearing up ahead, the kind typically used by hikers in the daytime to park before they set off on a trail—and, inevitably, by others for less wholesome activities by night.

Alex fought to slow his breathing and remain calm.

Out of nowhere, he had discovered a twisted, thrilling notion about his wife that had never before crossed his mind—and Sloane was immediately going to make it a reality.


CHAPTER SIX

She quickly unbuttoned Keith’s jeans and tugged the zipper down, just as he brought her closer with one rough hand against the small of her back.

Alex watched on, almost shaking with anticipation. What had already happened would have been unthinkable just an hour earlier. It still seemed unthinkable. But this…

She was about to hold another guy’s cock.

Her movements were hurried now. With her heavy breaths filling the cabin, she dragged Keith’s underwear up and over the bulge, so that his member crudely sprang out. It was a similar length to Alex’s, but remarkably thick; flushed red and veiny as it surged to full size, with a slightly unkempt tuft of pubic hair at the base, it made for a particularly lurid image.

The contrast with Sloane’s delicate, pale hand as it haltingly reached out and gripped it was almost enough to make him pass out.

And then the moment, the next mind-blowing progression: she began to jerk his length.

“Fuck,” he grunted, savoring her slight curves with one hand—starting against her narrow waist, moving past her little shorts, and then slowly caressing her shapely bare thighs—while still enjoying her chest with the other.

Alex couldn’t remember even once spending this much time on her breasts. It felt like this guy was becoming more familiar with them than he was.

Maybe he had taken them for granted. Never again.

Her initial, tentative, uneven pumps of his cock—she wasn’t used to doing this, after all—eventually gave way to a steady rhythm, a tighter squeeze. The thick member in her hands pulsed, throbbed, oozed a little at the tip.

Sloane shifted a little closer. She seemed to be repositioning herself.

Wait. No way…

Somehow, amidst all that had happened so far—and with the end goal of Sloane literally fucking the guy—Alex hadn’t considered the possibility that she might do this. In some ways it was more of a boundary to cross, though he couldn’t put his finger on exactly why.

But she was doing it.

She pushed up onto her knees, never letting go, and then she gathered her hair loosely in one hand, flung it around the back of her neck, and draped it over one shoulder.

Then, bending and thrusting her ass back at Alex, her small but rounded ass cheeks straining at the denim pockets, she sunk low into Keith’s lap and took that thing in her mouth.

He had to crane his neck to see, to check that this was really happening. Sure enough, with her tight fist still bouncing along his shaft, her stretched lips were now sliding up and down the inches that her mouth could take.

Her pretty face was impaled on that bulky, sweaty, hairy cock, granting pleasure to this older man in a vulgar, completely unnecessary act. And it was all happening right in front of her riveted husband.

Then there were the sounds.

Her mouth squelched over his cock. She moaned hungrily, muffled as she was with her mouth stuffed. He grunted appreciatively.

His roaming hand slid over her shorts and squeezed greedily at her ass cheeks. Alex never handled her like that—he made a point of being respectful and gentle when he and Sloane were intimate, though he had merely assumed that was what she wanted.

It turned out she responded better to this rough handling.

She pushed her ass into his hand, willing him on, emitting high-pitched whines every time he groped and pinched her. She was increasingly restless, writhing on her knees, even with her face crammed full of his meaty cock.

Still sloppily servicing him, she casually reached back and released the button and zip of her shorts, before tugging them down to her knees. All that covered her modesty now were her thin, light pink panties; they were a casual style of underwear, given this was supposed to have been a casual night. Alex was gripped by the realization that she really was about to give it all up to this stranger.

As if he needed any further confirmation, the flimsy crotch of her panties shimmered wetly. Her arousal was actually seeping a little through the fabric.

Keith immediately dragged his hand over her almost bare ass, absorbing the feel of her young flesh. And then, her head now bouncing heatedly in his crotch, he slid his fingers around and between her thighs, gently rubbing the front of her panties.

“Mmm,” she whimpered through that thick mouthful, and she hungrily pressed herself against his fingers, spurring him on.

Alex watched in a daze. She had become an animal; she had submitted wholly to him. He was still trying to process her attraction to Keith, the striking contrast with her own husband. What did that mean?!

Those stocky fingers squeezed the flesh of her ass hard, so much that it became discolored. In fact, with his hands still slightly grey with dirt from his work earlier that evening, he was leaving smudges all over her body. It had an unexpected, visceral effect on Alex; the symbolism was stark.

She slipped her mouth free of his gleaming red glans, and wiped away the viscous strands of pre-come that still connected her lips to it.

His wandering thoughts were blown apart by her words.

“Fuck me.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

She shimmied her shorts and panties down past her calves until they fell to the floor of the cabin, before pausing to kick off her sneakers. Keith waited cock in hand, content to follow her lead for now.

Once she had shed the last of her clothing she swiveled on the bench and carefully lay back, presenting herself to him and relaxing her head against Alex’s lap. She looked up at her husband with a weak, sultry smile—and parted her legs for her roadside lover.

Alex had been debating freeing his own cock so that he might pleasure himself to the scene unfolding in front of him, but that was no longer an option. Her head was now blocking him from his crotch, and he didn’t dare do anything that would require her to move and risk interfering with her plans.

He had to let this play out naturally—he wanted to see exactly what Sloane intended to do with this man.

Keith turned awkwardly behind the wheel. He was a heavy-set guy, and the cabin wasn’t exactly made for this. But when he settled back into the seat on his knees and stooped over her, his cock mere inches from her entrance, the position looked workable enough. With this young woman lying across the bench and spreading her legs for him, it was surely enough to overcome any discomfort.

Sloane had taken a proactive, leading role for much of the evening. But she had only ever been with one man, and there had to be some limits to her confidence. Now, she relaxed her body and let him manipulate it as he saw fit while he lined himself up.

With one last wide-eyed look up at Alex—soft, loving—she took his hand in hers and interlocked their fingers.

He definitely wouldn’t be doing anything to sate his own arousal, then. He would be holding her hand instead.

Husband and wife watched as their ride for the night gripped his cock and lowered it to her folds.

The moment when that bare, sticky tip made contact with her entrance would remain seared into Alex’s brain forever.

As would the moment when the head disappeared inside.

And the wait—probably just a couple of seconds, though it felt like minutes—as the rest of that thick, veiny member sank inside, her breaths and involuntary cooing betraying the strain of taking that bulk.

And finally, the moment when he bottomed out inside her. That whole thing had disappeared into his wife; she was wheezing, panting at the sensation of it throbbing inside her, stretching her in ways she had never quite been stretched before.

And then, gripping her delicate body in his thick, rough hands, he pulled back and began to thrust.

“Oh, God,” she whined, her eyes glued to the alien sight between her thighs. She folded her legs behind his broad back, her ankles lightly crossed, like a final symbol of her gleeful acceptance of the new man now using her body.

Alex felt her grip on his palm and fingers tighten, almost painfully; it was as though his wife was letting out a little of the pressure by taking it out on him. He watched her body as it bounced against his, absorbing the impact of that first real thrust. He saw her lips part in a soft gasp, her eyes glazing over.

It was irrevocable now. She had taken another man inside her, and they were in full flow. There was a remarkable strength and vigor about Keith as he fucked her, her head grinding back and forth over her husband’s lap, still tightly gripping his increasingly clammy hand.

In an instant, her other hand slid down over her abdomen and then her mound, and she began to quickly rub her clit while he pounded her against the bench.

“Yes, yes,” she breathed.

Alex watched helplessly from the sideline, or whatever this was. His wife and her partner had quickly settled into a fast, powerful rhythm together, with her fingers working at several times the speed.

It was clear this was exactly what she wanted, what she needed—just a little longer, and…

“Oh, God,” she cried out, her fingers frantic as she went over the edge. Her eyes squeezed shut, her body undulated, her chest heaved. Her hand sharply squeezed his, over and over, in time with the thrusts of her lover’s cock.

Her high-pitched whine peaked and subsided into a continuous moan. Her eyes opened and locked on her husband’s; able to regain some kind of poise, she rode out the rest of her orgasm while holding eye contact with him, making him ride it out with her.

As her release died down, Keith accelerated. Together, the couple turned and watched the thick meat spearing her pussy.

Alex had relished the vulgar sight of that bare cock pounding his wife, but he hadn’t really considered why. Only now did he realize the risks they had taken.

Among other things, that guy could make his wife pregnant.

But it was too late to think about that.

It was happening.

“Oh, fuck,” Keith groaned.

With rapid, hard thrusts and a long sigh of relief, he came into Sloane.

Alex could only watch as the pearly white come smeared down the length of the shaft still plunging into her, and a thick glob began to ooze out at the sides.

His wife was pumped full of another man’s come. Mesmerized, enthralled, he just held her hand and let it happen.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The rest of the journey was quiet, tense—but mercifully short once they hit the highway. Within twenty minutes, they were at their destination.

Alex offered to tip Keith, feeling ridiculous for it, and he was grateful that the driver declined. He reminded Alex that his wife had paid for his gas, as though that had been their most significant interaction of the evening. Maybe it was intended as a subtle reminder of everything else she had done; maybe there was no hidden meaning at all. Either way, not one word was said about what had happened between Sloane and Keith.

They thanked him again, bid him a good night, and left him to set out once more with their crappy rental car still on his truck.

They were at the motel. Finally, they were alone.

They checked in, entered their room, and threw their bags on the floor.

As they stood by the bed, Sloane turned and looked up at him, almost warily. He could see her trying to read him, to gauge the impact of her infidelity. Had it all been a mistake?

He didn’t need to say anything. He picked her up and held her, kissing her deeply. He had almost forgotten where her mouth had been, and was given a sharp reminder, but he ignored it. He didn’t want to pull away and make her worry. Besides, the musky edge to her taste just fueled his new, sordid desire for her.

He tugged off the top she had thrown back at him in Keith’s cabin. Then he flung her onto the bedspread and pulled off the shorts that she had left in the footwell—was it his imagination, or did they seem kind of dusty now?

All that remained were her panties. They seemed wet again.

And then he realized.

Keith’s come was oozing out of her.

He yanked them down her legs and fumbled to undress himself. Meanwhile, Sloane watched him with a kind of bemused awe—she had never seen him like this. There would be plenty about this night to unpack later, but right now all that mattered was that she clearly liked the effect she had had on her husband.

He climbed on top of her. His cock had been rigid and unrelenting ever since Sloane had first begun to seduce the driver. Her eyes widened at the sight of it: reddened and throbbing from his long, frustrated arousal, it seemed to stand harder than ever as he lowered it between her legs.

She wrapped herself around him while he pressed inside her. She felt different. Maybe it was all in his head—was it even physically possible for her pussy to feel ‘used’, ‘stretched’?

One thing certainly wasn’t in his head. Her entrance was still slick with the remnants of the man before him.

He knew none of this was normal, or remotely advisable. But he also knew nothing had changed between them. She pressed a delicate kiss to his lips, as full of unconditional love as always, if not more so. He felt no distrust toward her, and he felt no scorn from her.

Their relationship, their marriage, was too robust for any of that. Processing it throughout the rest of the drive, Alex had wondered if an act as abrupt and reckless as what they had done that night was more likely to be attempted by a couple without their closeness. Conversely, their deep-rooted trust—and an almost clairvoyant ability honed over the years to predict each other’s reaction to almost any turn of events—was what had made this all possible.

When he had revealed his excitement at the idea of her with another man, he had known she wouldn’t judge him, though he certainly couldn’t have known that she would really act on it.

When she had gone through with it, she would surely have known that her husband had been serious, that she could trust him in return—but that didn’t mean there was nothing more to talk about.

“Was it what you thought it would be?” she asked, as he slid all the way inside her and paused to enjoy the simple fact that he was taking his wife back for himself.

“Even better,” he breathed, slowly rising and sinking back into her.

She stroked his back and tightened her thighs around him.

“I didn’t know you would like that kind of thing.”

“Neither did I.” He continued to gently push inside her, to soak up the feel on each stroke. “I didn’t know you would like that kind of guy.”

She let out a little laugh. “Neither did I.”

They kissed. His movements were soft, drawn-out, but the firm grip of her thighs implored him to give her more.

“I don’t need you to make love to me right now,” she whispered. “I need you to fuck me.”

He pushed up on his palms and gave her a harder, deeper thrust. She gasped, closed her eyes, smiled, luxuriating in it.

“Again…”

He did as she requested. Within moments he was pounding her against the mattress, using her the way the truck driver had just used her, gripping her hips where they had been smeared by his dirty hands.

“Come for me,” she whimpered. “Show me that it’s okay.”

He didn’t need to be asked—after what he had just seen her do, he had been struggling not to come.

But freed by her demand, he immediately relaxed and it happened. He felt each blast more vividly than ever, felt her appreciation as he made her his once again. They grasped and clawed at each other, kissed feverishly, as he flooded her pussy and took it back from her earlier lover.

And when it was over, her tongue still lashed against his, and their bodies still writhed together. Reclaiming her was a holistic moment—he needed to feel every part of her again. And she needed him to.

When they finally parted from their kiss he withdrew from inside her, but their bodies remained interlocked.

“Would you ever want me to do it again?” she whispered.

He smirked. “Are you asking me if I want you to, or are you asking me to let you?”

She pressed her lips to his, a final slow, lingering kiss, and then she raised them to his ear.

“Both.”

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.
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