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We were just coming back from dinner, it had been a late night, almost ten o’clock and I was exhausted. I wasn’t sure about Trina, but I knew that all I wanted was to take a hot shower and to go to bed. Work had been stressful of late, and getting home late almost every night I would’ve fallen asleep at the diner if Trina hadn’t kept the conversation going.

“Stop!” Trina shouted.

I slammed on the brakes and wondered what the hell her problem was – I hadn’t seen anything in the middle of the road. I had been concentrating extra hard since I was tired, because I wanted to make sure that we got home safely. 

I slowly pulled over onto the side of the road.

“What is the matter with you?” I asked her, not meaning to sound quite so snappy with my sexy wife.

“That man walking over there,” she said, pointing through the window. “You know, we haven’t done anything crazy for a while,” Trina giggled, placing a hand firmly on the crotch of my pants.

Every time my hot wife touched me she turned me on. She knew this all too well.

“Are you sure?” I asked her, feeling my heart beating rapidly in my chest now as my body came alive.

“Oh yes.” She laughed again.

I looked in my rearview mirror.

She was right, there was a man walking towards us. We didn’t know him at all, of course; he was literally a stranger in the night.

“How do you know he’s going to so willing?” I asked, shaking my head – not everyone was as sexually adventurous as Trina and I, but I think she had a problem understanding that at times.

She was crazy, it realty was as simple as that – my hot, sexy wife was absolutely crazy when it came to sex and all of its countless permutations. And, she had been growing more sexually confident since we started our adventures together and I liked it.

“There’s only one way to tell. You know that.” Trina squeezed the head of my cock hard and I moaned softly for her.

“I’ll do all the work. You just watch out for me,” Trina instructed as she took her hand off my stiffening cock.

Before I could reply, she had her seatbelt off and the door open – she was clearly not wanting to let this opportunity pass her by. Or should I say us?

Rolling my window down so that I could hear everything that was going on between my wife and the stranger, I watched with eager intent as Trina put on a show.

Her body was mind-blowing, her little red dress so obscenely short and tight that it showed off every curve that she had to maximum effect. Her D-cup, perky tits were pushed tightly together and overflowed from the low-scooped neckline of the dress – any lower and the dark pink areolae of her suckable nipples would have been on show. I thought Trina had been planning for us to fuck in the car on the way – she usually dressed provocatively to go out for dinner when she had that in mind.

But, much to my delight, she was topping that already.

“Hey stranger, what’s your name?” She asked the guy, putting a hand on her hip and thrusting out her formidable chest.

The man was tall and white - I like white. He was handsome in a rugged kind of way, and it turned me on even more to hear that his voice was kind of manly but girlish at the same time.

“Taking a walk. Bored,” the guy told Trina, grinning at her scantily clad body.

I watched him as he looked over my wife, his eyes tracing every curve, every inch of exposed flesh from her long, shapely legs to her bountiful breasts. He was clearly wondering what a sexy gal like Trina was doing out there, accosting total strangers in the dark, I could see it written all over his face as he walked closer, towards the headlights.

“Are you looking for some fun?” Trina purred, putting one hand on his shoulder and the other one on his crotch.

“Damn, I can’t tell if I’m dreaming or not,” he grunted, licking his lips as Trina pressed her body against his, her tits squashing against his broad chest.

“You’re not dreaming,” Trina reassured him. “Do you want to fuck me?” Trina asked, eying him up and down.

“Yes,” he moaned. I knew she had grabbed his cock hard – just as she had with me earlier – and it made mine swell within the confines of my pants.

“I can tell,” I heard my wife say, with a wonderfully salacious tone to her soft, sweet voice, “There’s one thing that you need to agree upon if you want to bury your cock in my hot, wet pussy.” 

She leaned in and whispered in his ear, and although I couldn’t hear what she told him, I had a pretty good idea. My cock twitched again, stiffening up, pressing against my pants as if it were attempting to force its way out.

I saw that the stranger’s eyes were filled with shock when he looked across and saw me sitting behind the wheel of our car.

For a second there, I think he thought that she was either joking or about to mug him, but Trina leaned in and kissed him hard on the mouth, her tongue slipping between his lips to invade his willing mouth. Pressing her hot little body even harder against his, Trina let go of his cock so that the whole of her warm body was squashed into his – giving the guy a taste of the sexy delights that were to come, and all without removing her clothing.

“I’ve never done that before...” he moaned against her mouth, his hips involuntarily bucking against hers – the guy was quite unashamedly dry-humping my wife while I watched!

“It’s okay. You’ll be okay with us,” she assured the guy, taking him by the hand to lead him to the back seat of our car.

He climbed in as Trina opened the door for him, then she got in next to me buckled up. I pulled away from the side of road, by now fully awake and ready for hot, sexy action as I raced home before any of us could change our minds.

“My name is Trina and this is my husband, Michael,” Trina introduced the two of us; I really wish that she would use fake names. 

Of course, we didn’t know if our stranger was going to give us his real name or not.

“Mitch,” he said in that sexy voice of his that had my cock throbbing all over again. As if keen to be believed – it really didn’t matter all that much to Trina and I either way – he fished out his driver’s license from a back pocket and handed it to my wife.
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