
        
            
                
            
        

    Roadtrip: A Hotwife Caught Cheating While Her Husband Watches
Lana Ellis
© 2016
This is a work of fiction. All characters and events reside solely in the author’s imagination, and an resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are consenting, and are eighteen years of age or older.
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.



Roadtrip: A Hotwife Caught Cheating 
Also by Lana Ellis
 Don't forget to sign up to my mailing list for news, updates and advanced previews of upcoming releases!




Roadtrip: A Hotwife Caught Cheating
It was hot out and barely past daybreak. It was going to be a scorcher for sure, and way too hot to put the top down on the convertible. Even just the short journey from their front door to the car had Pete uncomfortable.
His wife, Amy, on the other hand, seemed to thrive on the heat. She had a perfect tan that she maintained with pride, and she loved luxuriating in the sun. She had the window rolled down, her face turned up to the sky as the warm breeze flowed over her. Her eyes were shaded by a pair of designer, over-sized sunglasses.
“You never mentioned having a friend who’s famous,” she said, curling a strand of her golden hair around her index finger, one side of her mouth quirking up in the beginnings of a grin.
“Hunter isn’t famous,” Pete said, and then, under his breath, “not really a friend, either,”
“He seems pretty famous in your hometown, at least,”
Pete didn’t have a response for that, not one that he wanted to share. Hunter Olsen was king of Nowhereville, Idaho. A big fish in a little pond, he was a nobody out in the real world. He’d been hot shit back in the day, and it still made Pete’s guts twist with jealousy. The hatred had burned out to an uncomfortable irritation the further away he got from his awkward teens. 
Nonetheless, when news reached him that Hunter’s football aspirations had been cut short by an injury, he’d savored it. He hadn’t been able to resist reaching out with his ‘condolences’, really just an opportunity to namedrop his firm. They’d kept back in casual contact since then.
“What makes you say that?”
A shrug was all he got in return.
“Did you look him up on Facebook?”
Amy laughed.
“Yeah. You got me. I was curious. You haven’t been home in more than ten years, I wanted to know what the big deal was with this guy,”
Pete cleared his throat.
“There’s no big deal,”
“Well you guys must have been good friends if you’re going all this way to help him out,”
“Not really,” Pete admitted. He changed lanes, satisfied with how the car purred and responded to his touch. It was to be expected, she was fucking expensive after all. He couldn’t wait to see Hunter’s face. His car, his clothes, his wife… He was the big-shot now. Hunter was just a washed-up has-been who peaked in high school, right around when he was making Pete’s life a living hell. 
“He got divorced last year, right?”
“Yeah,” Pete smirked. He made his expression blank after a few seconds of scrutiny from his wife, sensing her intuition working double time. She had a vaguely disapproving air. “He wanted a fresh start, I told him how good life is out here,” he added with a shrug.
Amy clearly wasn’t buying it.
“Sweetie, you do want to help this man, right? Please, tell me this isn’t about proving something to someone you didn’t get along with back in school,”
“Of course I’m going to help him,” Pete said, deliberately answering a different question to the one his wife asked. Amy scoffed. He couldn’t see her eyes, but he knew she had rolled them at him.
“He was pretty awful to me, honey,” Pete said, feeling the need to defend himself somewhat.
“Well, the best revenge is a good life!”
“I agree. And I have a good life,”
“That you want to rub in this man’s face,” she tutted. He was finding it hard to tell how much she genuinely disapproved and what was just teasing, but she’d agreed to come along for the ride. At the end of the day, that was what mattered.
***
It was mid-afternoon when they pulled up outside the address Pete had jotted down. Once they’d come off the highway, he’d recognized the small town he’d left behind. There was less greenery and more concrete than he remembered, but the roads were still the same.
“Jesus, he even lives in the same neighborhood. I think this is his mom and dad’s address,” Pete said, barely able to hide his glee. Hunter Olsen, still living with his parents at thirty? Oh that was too good. This is going to be delicious, he thought. If only he knew… 
“Holy shit, it is. I remember his folks being out of town one Halloween, Hunter had a kegger here. The same fucking house as when he was seventeen,”
“Try not to sound so thrilled about it Pete, for goodness sake,” Amy scolded. Pete decided to rein it in, she sounded sincerely irritated with him. He couldn’t help it. Sweet, sweet karma.
The front door swung open as Pete parked up in the driveway. His stomach lurched as the man came into his periphery, waiting for him to kill the engine. He knew it was Hunter right away, even if he’d lost that cocky swagger and shit-eating grin. He was broad enough to fill the whole door-frame, and to Pete’s disappointment, he was still in decent shape. He’d hoped for Hunter to be balding, overweight, and sad. He seemed to be none of those things, as he shot them a killer smile.
“Wow,” Amy said quietly. Pete felt like he’d been punched in the gut. He looked across at his wife, saw she was studying the other man keenly over the edge of her sunglasses.
It was the first pang of regret Pete felt, but it wouldn’t be the last.
They got out of the car and Hunter shook Pete’s hand.
“Hey man, you look great,” he said. Pete smiled, wanted to feel smug, but the way Amy was looking Hunter up and down had him on edge. It wasn’t supposed to be like that.
“You too, you’re in good shape!”
“I’ll say,” Amy muttered, her lips quirked up in a smirk. Pete could feel sweat popping under his arms, across his shoulders. He shot her a look, trying to warn her against saying things like that. He’d heard rumors of Amy’s wild ways back in college from friends she wasn’t in contact with anymore. She’d assured him they were just jealous and trying to stir up trouble between them, and reasoned they both had a past.
The way she looked right then—like she was thirsty, and Hunter was a cool glass of ice-water—made Pete’s pulse pound. He caught a glimpse of wild Amy, hidden beneath the sweet and devoted exterior she maintained throughout their day to day married life.
“Thanks,” Hunter chuckled, stretching his arms up over his head to lock them around the back of his neck. The movement made the hem of his polo shirt rise, and Amy’s eyes devoured the strip of exposed flesh it bared below his navel.
Pete cleared his throat.
“Hunter, this is my wife, Amy. Amy, Hunter,”
“Pleasure to meet you,” Hunter said, accepting her outstretched hand and shaking it politely. His fist enveloped her whole hand, and their size difference made Pete’s head spin for reasons he couldn’t pin down. The air was thick with more than just the summer humidity; there was an electric hum of chemistry between the pair.
“Likewise. I was just saying to Pete earlier, I had no idea he still had friends back home. He never speaks about here,”
Hunter looked over at Pete, his gaze unreadable. Pete’s uneasiness ramped up. They were only moments in, and already the script he’d made up in his head for how this was going to go might as well have been crumpled up and tossed aside. He was supposed to be the one in charge. Hunter was supposed to be the one squirming, sweating. Not the other way around, damn it.
“Well it’s been a while,” Hunter said, nodding, “we should probably get the car loaded up, if that’s alright,”
Pete pretended to check his watch. They hadn’t made good time and it was going to be very late by the time they got back to the city, so loading the car up with Hunter’s gear would have to happen fast.
“Most of my stuff went ahead with the removal company a couple weeks ago, but I forgot about some stuff my parents had stored for me,”
“So you don’t live with your parents?” Amy asked, transparent as anything. Pete winced, trying to catch her eye, but she pointedly ignored him and followed Hunter into the house.
It was a relief to be indoors out of the baking heat, but Pete found it was short-lived relief. Amy had rested her sunglasses on the crown of her head, and was looking up at Hunter through her long lashes.
“No,” Hunter laughed, “I had a place over my workshop in town but there wasn’t a lot of storage, so I kept some boxes here after the divorce,”
“Your workshop?”
“Probably not very interesting to a lady like yourself,” Hunter said, opening the door to the garage. Pete knew his wife had no interest in cars at all, but she was faking it pretty enthusiastically. She’d barely acknowledged him since Hunter started talking, and continued to nod emphatically and ask questions as he explained he owned his own repair shop, and had occasionally done customization work on the side.
“Not much market for that in our small, sleepy town though, so I thought it was about time to make the move somewhere more civilized,” he concluded, flashing Pete a good-natured smile.
Pete couldn’t bring himself to return it. He was pissed off that Amy was so obviously attracted to him, and even with his failed marriage and his only just getting his life on track, Hunter still seemed relaxed and confident. Way more than he had any right to be, in Pete’s opinion.
It was easy to start feeling like the dorky loser he’d been in high school all over again, and he hated that. Pete had worked hard to get away from the hell his teenage years had been at the hands of Hunter Olsen and the other jocks.
“Oh… I don’t think it’s all going to fit,” Amy said. Pete snapped to attention, his mind going to the worst possible place at his wife’s words, her suggestive tone. His cock gave a traitorous twitch in his boxers.
“What?”
“Hunter’s stuff. We don’t have a lot of trunk space,” Amy gave Hunter an apologetic look.
“Ah, it’ll be fine, I’m sure we can find room,” Hunter said, hefting a few boxes up in his muscular arms. Amy licked her lower lip, her eyes dropping as she watched Hunter carry the load out towards their car.
It was true; it had slipped Pete’s mind that they needed space to bring back Hunter’s possessions. He’d been more focused on having the car gleaming, making sure his wife would be there, and thinking of how sweet it would feel to see his old bully no longer on top. The practicalities hadn’t really registered.
He looked over the amount of stuff marked for moving and knew it was going to be a tough job getting it all to fit. He didn’t want to own up to not having thought it through, though, so he just picked up one of the boxes and vowed to work something out.
By the time everything was loaded into the car, Pete’s shirt was sticking to him pretty badly. Hunter didn’t seem to have even broken a sweat, and he’d made twice the trips—each time carrying twice the number of boxes that Pete managed—to and from the car.
“Well, we got everything in,” Pete said, trying to sound triumphant rather than just beat and breathless. 
“Yeah, nice work,” Hunter agreed.
“Oh yeah?” Amy had her hand cocked on her hip, her head tilted to the side. “You know there’s three of us, right?”
The two men peered into the car, where the only seats not piled high with removal boxes were the driver’s, and the backseat kitty-corner to it.
“Ah shit,” Hunter shook his head, “maybe if we take everything out and start over, we can wedge—”
“I’ll sit on your lap, don’t worry about it,” Amy said, meeting her husband’s eye for the first time and winking.
Pete really didn’t want to do any more heavy lifting—his arms were already shaky—but Amy’s solution wasn’t a solution at all.
“Not sure about that, hon,” he said, hoping she’d take the hint.
“Oh, so you’d rather sit in Hunter’s lap?”
Pete felt himself starting to blush.
“Don’t worry — he wouldn’t agree to that: it’d mean me driving his precious car and that’s strictly forbidden,”
His wife’s words cut him, but Pete tried not to let it show. He wanted to argue that he was fine with her driving… But it wasn’t true. Amy wasn’t the most careful driver in the world—hell, her car was in the shop getting fixed after she accidentally clipped the door against the wall when she was out getting groceries last week, after all—but he wasn’t going to embarrass her by saying that in front of Hunter.
Hunter smiled and shrugged.
“Your call chief,” he said to Pete.
Amy was standing with her hands clasped, doing her best impersonation of an angel.
You’re not a kid anymore, Pete told himself, and this guy isn’t the star of the football team anymore. So what if he spends a few hours pressed against my wife? She’s my wife after all…
Pete squinted down at his watch again.
“We really could do with hitting the road, we’re burning daylight here,” he said, like he was musing things over. He wanted to seem aloof, unthreatened. He didn’t want to examine why he had butterflies, or why he’d been sporting a semi ever since his wife had suggestively put forward the idea of sitting in another man’s lap. “If you two can manage it, it’s worth a shot,”
“Fine by me,” Hunter said, looking at Amy. Amy fluttered her lashes at him.
Pete got that sinking feeling again.
Relax. You’re going to be right there in the car. Nothing’s going to happen…
Hunter got in first, packed in tight among the boxes. There was barely any space, but Amy managed to lower herself down onto his lap. Pete closed the door on them, his heart pounding at the sight of his pretty, petite wife in her tank top and shorts pressed against the man he still hadn’t forgiven for making high school hell.
They were only alone in the car for half a minute while he crossed around to the driver’s side door, but when Pete climbed into the front seat, something Hunter had said or done had made her giggle.
Jealousy and desire smoldered inside of Pete. He felt betrayed that Amy had the hots for Hunter and wasn’t doing a good job of hiding it. At the same time, something twisted and destructive had awoken in him. 
He was turned on. He wanted to see what would happen. Amy’s face looked warm, and the sweltering summer heat hadn’t affected her. No - it was all thanks to Hunter.
“Oh!” Amy said, sounding shocked. Pete had taken his eyes off of them to check he wasn’t about to pull out into traffic. He could see his wife in the rearview from the waist up. Hunter’s hands on her waist held her steady as they hit a rough patch of road.
She was biting her lip sexily, her eyelids heavy. Pete really doubted it was the motion of the car that had caused her surprise. His heart pounded, struggling like it was pumping tar instead of blood. Had Hunter’s hands strayed higher?
He blinked rapidly, wondering if he’d just imagined the other man’s thumb brushing over the stiff outline Amy’s nipple was poking through her thin cotton top.
They were going to be on the road for hours and his mind had turned against him already, not to mention his dick. It was straining hard against the front of his pants, heedless of his burning jealousy.
The road was rough again as they hit the outskirts of town, and Amy braced one arm on the back of the passenger seat in front of her. She gasped.
“Some game last night, huh Hunter?” Pete asked, meeting the man’s gaze in the mirror. I got my eye on you, pal, he tried to convey. Fuck, he was glad he was sitting down and that they had no way of seeing the tent he was pitching in his pants.
“Yeah man,” Hunter replied. Pete felt better with him talking, even if it was mindless sports bullshit. He only followed football so he could hold his own with clients, or chumps like Hunter.
The other man’s voice was even and confident as he held up his end of the conversation, but Amy didn’t seem to be able to sit still. Pete briefly entertained that perhaps she was bored — she was as disinterested in sports as she was in cars — but she didn’t usually fidget quite so much.
The realization came to him after maybe forty minutes on the road and he asked how she was holding up.
“Mm, doing okay,” she’d said, her voice a little husky. The only time he’d heard her tone take on that quality was in the bedroom, when he’d gotten her really worked up… And it had been a while since that had happened.
The reason she couldn’t sit still… Hunter must have reacted to having the beautiful blond in his lap the way any red-blooded American male would; by getting hard.
Pete almost slammed on the brakes. Almost. He went lightheaded, watching in the rearview mirror as his wife practically grinded on another man. And not just any man, but the guy he’d really hoped to kick when he was down. But no — he was the one being emasculated; that much hadn’t changed even after all these years.
Even so, Amy’s blatant arousal spoke to him. His pants were unbearably tight, his cock aching for some relief. It was too soon after leaving to call a break at a rest stop though. He’d just have to suffer. Suffer, and watch for every shift and sigh she made.
Pete watched as the other man’s hands stroked his wife’s midriff, his fingers teasing up the hem of her top. All the while, he kept up his nonchalant dialog, holding his half of the conversation with ease. Like he had other men’s wives in his lap all the time, and it was his right to put his hands wherever he wanted.
The anger and outrage Pete felt was utterly dwarfed by his arousal. He’d always gotten worked up at thinking of Amy’s college days, though she’d refused to spill much, he didn’t even know what her ‘number’ was. The number of guys she’d slept with. He thought she didn’t want to hurt his feelings, or give him complex. Pete didn’t know how to tell her that it was actually one of the most erotic things he could think of…
But that was different. In his head, a fantasy, imagined trysts with ex-lovers he’d never meet. Men she shared her bed with before she’d even known Pete existed.
This was… This was his nightmare version of how the day would start off. And yet, just one glance at Amy looking so needy and wanting and he’d have given her anything. Even permission to fuck another man.
So Pete turned on the radio and kept his mouth shut as Hunter’s hand disappeared under his wife’s top. It was warm, but her nipples pearled, begging for attention. Brazenly, Hunter’s thumb flicked back and forth over the stiff bud. Amy’s thighs were pressed tightly together and she rocked back and forth, trying to get friction where she really needed it; to her pussy.
Hunter leaned forward, perhaps whispering something into Amy’s ear, or inhaling the scent of her, it was hard to tell. Pete could only steal glances, he was already concerned about how little attention he was paying to the road.
Amy’s breath caught, and she lifted her hips. It was enough for Pete to glimpse Hunter’s fingers deftly flicking open the button on her shorts, and then she settled back down against him.
Pete tried to adjust his pants to give his aching dick some relief. He wanted to catch Amy’s eye, thought if she made eye-contact with him she’d see right away that he knew what was going on back there. Maybe she didn’t care. That idea nearly knocked the breath out of him. Then he realized it didn’t matter; if Amy was so turned on that she’d cheat on him, while he was mere feet away, he was going to enjoy the show.
***
Hunter’s cock had been hard and insistent against Amy’s thigh almost from the moment she took position on his lap. She could see the outline of it through his jeans, and it sent a rush of tingling warmth between her legs.
He was big.
Amy politely pretended not to notice at first, but she was curious. Drawn to this stud of a man. He had a primal, sexual energy that appealed to her in ways her husband never had.
She loved Pete. He was smart, giving, and he provided. He was also the only man like that she’d ever dated, and she’d have been lying if she said that she didn’t miss the other kind of men. Meaningless, animalistic sex with men who knew how to take what they wanted…
Her train of thought really wasn’t helping the situation down south, and Amy shifted uncomfortably as the wetness in her panties made them cling to her body.
As she realized it was going to be hours in this position, she felt a surge of resentment for her husband. His pettiness was the reason they were here, and the reason he had to bring the convertible.
Amy reasoned she deserved to have a little fun, and what better way than to tease another man, just a little?
She changed tack, instead of feigning ignorance as to Hunter’s hefty hard-on, she shifted until it was resting right in the valley between her thighs. The muscular man grunted, faltering slightly as he tried to keep up with whatever banal conversation Pete was making.
Amy knew it was wrong. That she should stop. That her husband would be embarrassed, humiliated. But his whole purpose had been to make Hunter feel bad, so she was having a hard time feeling too sorry for him. And the other man smelled so good. She didn’t know if it was his cologne, or just the scent he gave off, but she was turned on.
A big part of it was how close her husband was, at least, at first. The danger of being caught misbehaving. She bit her lip as a flash of Pete spanking her filled her mind. He’d never do anything like that, though. He was so gentle and sweet.
When Hunter joined in the game instead of simply being subjected to her attention, Amy quickly forgot Pete was there. Her husband’s voice was just a distant drone, as adrenaline kicked through her system. Hunter’s left hand slipped under her top, the right pressing against her clit, over the material of her shorts. She was too aroused to care that they were wet, that she’d soaked through her panties just from grinding her covered pussy over his big dick.
If he carried on, she was going to leave a wet patch on his jeans. The idea made her face heat, and she clenched her thighs together. Hunter idly fondled her nipple, sending sparks of pleasure and need through Amy’s body. The frustration and sexual tension was delicious, but the longer it went on, the more she knew there was no way she’d be able to last for hours on this man’s lap.
Hunter played with her tits until she was practically gasping, rocking her hips against the press of his fingers.
“Lift up, honey,” he murmured against her neck. Amy obeyed instinctively, and Hunter undid the fastening on the front of her shorts. Still, Pete kept talking. Amy wondered what he’d do if he figured out what was happening behind him. 
‘Probably nothing,’ she thought, ‘or he’d get all horny from watching!’
She knew her husband was interested in hearing about her slutty phase in college, and it hadn’t escaped her notice that he’d been extra worked up in bed whenever she indulged him and answered his questions about it. But talking about the good old days only made her disappointed when it was Pete’s modest cock pumping into her, so mostly she sidestepped the subject.
Her husband’s old friend—though she had a feeling it was more like bully—slid two fingers into her shorts, still teasing her through the thin material of her panties. He gave a low, guttural sound as he realized how truly soaked she was.
“Looks like we could use some gas, if you guys want to take a break here, stretch your legs…” Pete said, a slant of nervousness to his words.
“Oh don’t worry about us, we’re doing okay,” Hunter said, grinning. Meanwhile, his fingers inched beneath the elastic of Amy’s panties and touched the bare lips of her pussy at last. She almost moaned, wriggling to try and get his touch where she really needed it — directly on her clit.
“I’ll be right back then,” Pete said, wavering slightly. It seemed to take him forever to get out of the car, at least to Amy. Once the door slammed and he stood pumping gas, his view of them obscured entirely by the removal boxes on the opposite seat, she spread her legs wide and urged Hunter’s fingers inside of her.
“Fuck, quickly,” she panted. Hunter’s thumb strummed her clit, his index and middle finger sliding deep between her slick folds and into her heat. Amy couldn’t think clearly; all she knew was that she needed to cum. Sitting in Hunter’s lap, feeling the insistent press of his thick, throbbing cock for another hour just wasn’t an option.
“Get those shorts down for me girl,” Hunter urged. Amy almost laughed. It was crazy; there was no way she’d be able to take them off and put them back on again before Pete got back out to the car.
They were going to get caught.
And she didn’t care.
Her need for release overtook everything; her husband’s pride, her marriage vows, her sense of propriety. She’d do whatever this dominating, handsome man told her to, as long as he kept touching her the way he was doing. His strong, rough hands sent heat right to her core, making her pussy ache to be filled.
Amy wriggled her way out of her shorts, deciding to worry about how she was going to get them back on later. Hunter grabbed her simple cotton panties and tore them with an effortless twist of his wrist. Amy gasped, feeling exposed. Hunter’s hands were no longer restricted by her clothing, and he forcefully plunged his fingers into her cunt while he unzipped his jeans with the other.
Amy glanced out of the window in search of Pete returning. They needed more time, but the thrill of her husband catching them like this only poured gasoline on the fire.
“Fuck you’re wet,” Hunter grunted, lifting her ass and positioning her hips over his thick cock. Amy craned her neck around to look down, and her eyes widened at the sight of him. He was even bigger than she’d realized, his shaft throbbing and pink with a fat vein running along the underside that begged to be licked. Moisture beaded at the tip of his cock, and he took hold of her hip again impatiently, one hand holding the base of his dick steady.
As the car door opened, Hunter pulled her down. His cock seared through her, stretching her needy pussy beyond what she was used to, beyond what she could handle.
She was sure they’d been caught, but it only added to the lust she felt. She gushed around Hunter’s cock, her pussy milking him desperately as her husband sat back down in the driver’s seat. She met his eye in the mirror, her lip caught between her teeth, her expression one of blatant lust and desire.
Pete looked calm, if a little pale. ‘He’s totally clueless!’ Amy thought, feeling naughtier than she ever had in her life.
“You two sure you don’t want to get some fresh air? Looks pretty cramped back there,”
“Let’s just go, it’s already gonna be way past midnight before we’re home,” Amy said, feeling sinful as she kept a straight face while another man’s cock was buried deep inside of her pussy.
Hunter was just as bad, as he sucked his fingers into his mouth and lapped off the taste of her cum.
“Sure,”
Hunter’s fingers, now extra slick, circled on her clit, and the bumps as they hit the highway again made her bounce on his cock. It felt good, so good, but it wasn’t enough. She rocked, tried to subtly lift herself so that Hunter could fuck her. He didn’t move, not how she wanted at least. He gripped his cock and trailed it up and down her slit, gathering her moisture.
“Hon, can you get the weather warnings on this?” Pete asked, tapping the satnav embedded in the car’s center console. She thought it was kind of adorable, how oblivious he was.
Amy saw no way to get out of it, she just hoped her husband didn’t pay too much attention and notice she was naked from the waist down. She leaned forward between the seats, and almost gave the game away when something thick and blunt pushed between the cheeks of her ass. 
Hunter’s cock was slick from her juices, pressing insistently against her tight pink asshole. It had been a stretch to fit him into her pussy, she couldn’t believe he wanted access to her ass now! There was no way, not without lube, and not when her husband was right there!
She fumbled with the touchscreen, trying not to give the game away as Hunter pushed through her resistance, penetrating her ass. She was soaking wet, wet enough for his whole cock to be lubed up.
That was when she saw the tent in Pete’s pants. He’d even cum a little, or so it seemed, from the wet patch blooming at his crotch.
Amy’s heart pounded as she met Pete’s eyes. She could tell from the look in them—not to mention the way his cock was straining against his pants—that he was insanely turned on.
‘He doesknow! And he likes it!’
Amy’s initial surprise was short lived. She’d predicted this side of her husband, after all. Seeing how aroused he was made her want him in her mouth, watching while Hunter fucked her senseless.
She let out a soft moan as the man inched deeper, stretching her ass and filling her totally. He kept up pressure on her clit whenever the intrusion of his massive cock slipped the line from pleasurable to painful.
Amy had dropped the pretense of tinkering with the screen and Pete had tugged his cock free with a shaking hand. It was trickling pre-cum, swollen and in need of her attentions. It only seemed to harden as she let loose a cry of pleasure as Hunter’s cock was seated fully into her ass.
Hunter froze, knowing the game was up; there was no way to explain why she’d moaned. But Pete stayed quiet, sweat over his brow despite the air conditioning.
Amy clenched around Hunter’s cock, urging him to move again, the way he had when she’d cried out, bottoming himself out in her tight ass. At first, his rhythm was tentative, unsure of whether they were caught or not. But as Amy pushed herself back to meet each thrust and grew more vocal, his pace became punishing.
Pete’s heart was beating so hard Amy could see the pulse at his throat. She leaned forward and grabbed his hand while Hunter railed her ass from behind, pumping his hips up from the car seat while he held her around the waist, guiding her up and down on his length.
“Does that feel good honey?” Pete asked, hoarse. Amy nodded, biting her lip hard.
“Motel ahead, pull in,” she pleaded, between gasps. Pete didn’t need to be told twice, he hit the exit ramp and they were lucky the roads were mostly deserted — he couldn’t keep his eyes from the look of need and bliss on his wife’s beautiful face.
“Is he stretching your pussy baby?” Pete asked, wetting his lips. Amy shook her head, her tousled blond locks falling forward in waves.
“He’s in my ass, oh honey, it hurts but it’s so good,” Amy moaned. Hunter slapped her ass, and the noise cracked the sizzling air. Pete groaned, half heaven and half hell.
Amy wanted to feel guilty, but she couldn’t; her need was greater than any other emotion, especially something as complex as guilt. She’d let Pete fuck her ass only twice in their six years of marriage, and she’d never been so vocal with him.
Something about Hunter just taking from her without even asking, being rough instead of gentle, it made her melt. She needed it. Having her husband there to enjoy it with her, to hold her hand and worship her even as she was degraded gave her such a rush.
Pete brought the car to a halt in the parking lot of the nearest rest stop, but neither Amy nor Hunter intended to stop while they relocated to a more private room. The spot Pete had chosen was secluded, though there was still the constant whoom of cars speeding by on the nearby road. Sunset was behind them, but it was still light enough that if anyone had slowed down enough, they’d see the trio clearly enough.
Pete hurried around to their side of the car and opened the door. Hunter didn’t let Amy free, keeping his dick deep inside her as she wriggled around. With her feet on the ground and her arms around her husband’s waist, Amy nuzzled until she caught his cock between her lips. Pete combed her hair aside with his fingers, looking down into her sultry green eyes as she took him fully into her mouth.
He glanced into the car, where Hunter had one knee braced on the back seat to increase his leverage as he fucked Amy’s ass. At some point, he’d discarded his shirt. He wasn’t gentle, and each strike of his powerful body against her pliant flesh made an urgent slapping sound. The force drove Amy down on Pete’s cock, making her take it straight into her throat.
Pete gasped as his wife’s lips worked the shaft of his cock, her throat convulsing around his throbbing length. She made breathless, desperate sounds as Hunter fucked her harder. Her tits bounced with every jolt, her fingers twisting in Pete’s shirt to keep her upright. He was tentative at first, but Amy’s wanton moaning spurred him to move his hips. His eyes flicked up to Hunter, who was staring down at where his cock disappeared into Amy’s ass. Sweat beaded across his skin, his powerful chest and shoulders straining.
Amy was making needy, submissive noises the likes of which Pete had never heard, and Hunter was answering them with low, animalistic grunts. He looked at his wife’s beautiful face, her eyes glazed with lust, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked his cock with more enthusiasm than ever before.
Pete knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. All afternoon had been torture, and now that he was faced with his worst fear and, as it turned out, his darkest fantasy, he was already on the edge of blowing his load. He shuffled back a step to try and convey his failing stamina to his wife.
“Amy I—” he began.
“I’m gonna cum! Eat my pussy,” Amy cried out, raking her nails through his hair and grabbing a handful, pulling sharply. Pete got down on his knees, his cock in his fist, and eagerly tongued his wife’s swollen clit. The scent of her sex filled his nostrils. Every thrust into her ass drove her pussy against his mouth, and he had the perfect view of Hunter’s huge cock drilling his wife’s tight ass.
Pete came when she did, spilling over his hand as he furiously pumped his dick. His orgasm was powerful, the rush giving him a huge high. He kept stroking himself as the waves of relief intensified, then subsided. Amy’s pussy throbbed and twitched on his tongue, the feeling of her husband’s mouth on her at the same time as Hunter’s cock drilling her sending her over the edge. She moaned, pleasure arcing down her spine, her thighs quivering with the force of her orgasm as it crashed over her.
The way she tightened and pulsed around Hunter’s cock made him give a guttural growl, and with a few final, deep thrusts, he emptied his load into her. Amy fought to catch her breath, her body clenching tight around Hunter’s cock when he tried to withdraw.
Amy stumbled forward into Pete’s open arms, and she kissed him passionately.
“I’ll go get us a room,” Hunter said huskily, standing and righting his pants. He gave Amy a wink as he passed.
Pete swallowed and looked at his wife, nervous now that the lust and frenzy of the heat of the moment had died. Would she still look at him the same way?
Amy smiled and shimmied back into her shorts, her face flushed with satisfaction.
“It’ll be good to take a rest here overnight, don’t you think?” she asked him playfully. Pete nodded, his spent cock already trying to harden again at the implication of what would be in store for the rest of the evening.
“And tomorrow, we’ll hit the road again and be home in time for lunch,”
“You going to be okay in Hunter’s lap again?” Pete asked, mirroring his wife’s smile.
“Oh, I think I’ll manage,” Amy said, winding her arms around her husband’s neck and pressing a kiss to his cheek. She was excited to explore the new side to their relationship, a little suspicious that perhaps, just maybe, that was what her husband wanted all along, and the real reason he made the journey.
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Also by Lana Ellis:

Cheated: The Reluctant Cuckold
Dan has always been a faithful husband. He adores Julia. He thinks their marriage is perfect, until a chance discovery opens his eyes to the truth…
His beautiful wife is unfulfilled. She yearns for experiences she missed out on by getting married so young. Julia wants to explore, and Dan reluctantly agrees - as long as they set rules and embark on the journey together. Dan said he'd do anything for her, after all. 
But in the heat of the moment, the rules no longer seem to apply. Dan is left humiliated and torn as Julia goes further and further, insatiable in her pursuit of previously forbidden pleasures.
Their journey into the cuckolding lifestyle culminates in an unforgettable tryst with a man who has had his eye on Dan’s wife for a long time… His marriage—and his wife—will never be the same.




Hotwife Hike: An Erotic Wife Sharing Short


Dylan and Cindy have the perfect marriage. They’re adventurous and love to explore each other’s kinks. Cindy has a thing for getting it on where they might get caught, and Dylan likes to share.
The couple are out hiking when they come across four of the local college’s football players in need of a helping hand. 
The boys can’t keep their eyes off of Cindy, and she doesn’t want them to! She has always loved getting it on in the great outdoors, and she loves being watched.
As things heat up, the couple get caught up in the opportunity to make their deepest fantasies a reality… But can Dylan really let four studs take his hot wife in the woods, hard and unprotected?




Satisfied: Cuckolded By His Wife (Interracial, Chastity, Messy Clean Up)
Joey doesn’t have what it takes to please his out-of-his-league wife, Heather. She’s naturally dominant, and craves an alpha male to meet her needs. Joey’s too submissive to keep her satisfied…
When Heather misses their fifth wedding anniversary to work late, Joey suspects an affair. It wouldn’t be the first time, after all, and Heather’s boss is everything Joey’s not: muscular, black and hung.
The thought of them together tortures Joey as much as it turns him on, bringing back humiliating memories of the past.
He confronts her—and his own awakened desiresand the couple embark down a path into a kind of marriage they’d never dreamed of…
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