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Stepping on the same rake

- Bastard! Have you fucked with Elsa? my wife screamed.

It was like a lightning strike. Indeed, the impression was that ball lightning flew into our kitchen and exploded there. Only this lightning did not fly in from anywhere, my beloved Susan was this lightning itself - sitting on a sofa in the kitchen, sparkling and scattering in her fury with a myriad of dazzling sparks.

“Wait, wait… be quiet…” was all I could mutter at the first moment, standing in front of her, stunned and nailed by such an outburst of anger energy.

- You ask me to calm down, dirty dog; you want me to swallow everything meekly after learning about your betrayal; maybe you are still waiting for me to throw myself on your knees, hug you, caress you and forgive you all the pleasures on the side? Just like you forgave me for my mistake, which you yourself pushed me to make. she blurted out, but with clearly less aggression in her voice.

- That’s it. - I finally found myself, clutching like a saving straw for my wife’s mention of her recent short adventure behind my back. We both made mistakes, but we are adults. And we are a family. We just need to sit down and talk and sort out all our problems.

What I immediately did after what was said - I sat down on the sofa next to my wife, burning with anger, who in this state acquired some new, special charm. “God, how beautiful she is, even when angry, she clings to the most intimate strings of my soul.” I thought, trying to hug Susan. But my missus met this impulse of mine with hostility. With one hand she intercepted mine, with the other, resting on my chest, she pushed off and gently moved to the opposite corner of the sofa.

- Sit down and talk … - she repeated my words caustically. “Why didn’t you sit down and talk to me earlier, admit that you “tasted honey” with that stupid young bitch? Why?! By the way - and how many times have you had “it”?

- One. One only once. And I am very sorry that I gave up and let this happen. After that, she hung herself around my neck several times, tried to seduce me into repeating, but I … - began a speech in her defense, but Susan interrupted, not letting me finish.

- You think I’ll believe it - once? Ha… You had plenty of time and opportunity to tra…

- Yes, it was, - now I interrupted her in mid-sentence. - But I did not use them, I did not even allow the very thought of it. I don’t understand why you don’t believe me. I have never cheated or let you down. We are a married couple. We must build our relationships on the basis of honesty, respect and trust in each other. Honey, it’s all the same with us, until recently …

- That’s right, exactly. Until recently. Until you started fucking that bitch behind my back, and you would have been doing it for a long time if you hadn’t been caught. And instead of being honest with me, as you claim the relationship between us should be, sit down to talk and confess your mistake, if you consider it to be an outburst of lust, which I doubt, you instead tried to make amends by condemning me to lie under Hardin. Oh, I just realized today - why you tried so hard to put me in his bed. I gave him a lot of time to be alone with me, these exciting conversations of ours during sex and after … It was all for a reason. What, hubby, conscience stuck, and the courage to confess and put everything on the shelves was not enough? So you chose to feed your conscience allowing me to have an affair? I thought so to pay off … Well, well … Only you did not expect that I would find out about everything sooner or later. More than that, I can see it with my own eyes. Whether that time was the only one or not, but once you have to admit. I have to, because I saw it today with my own eyes. - again, the wife seized the initiative in the conversation.

But now she spoke much more calmly. It was clearly visible that the first surge of rage inside her subsided. Obviously, the pressure of this rage did not allow me in the first minutes of our meeting, which began so unexpectedly, to think correctly. Now I came to my senses and it dawned on me - Hardin! Well, of course this bastard told her about my mistake. If in the previous minutes of shock in the brains, the answer to the question “who” came that there were three candidates to plant this shit on her - Elsa herself, Hardin or Meloni - now everything about the source became clear. Only this scoundrel could show the video as evidence of my betrayal. “No, honey, you won’t get away with it like that. Decided to drive a wedge between me and my beloved wife? Will not work. And now we will extinguish her anger and rage.” - I thought and decided to go on the attack, for it is true that they say that “the best defense is an attack.”

- Yes, it was, and it was only once. I repeat, as well as the fact that you are obliged to believe me. You are my wife. Beloved wife. I cannot and do not want to deceive you. I made a mistake once, but this rascal caught it and blackmailed me. And then I made the following mistake - I didn’t confess everything to you, I got scared, I admit it. Instead, I chose a different path…

- Yeah, very interesting way. He began to push me to commit treason, so that it was head-to-head, right? So that it would be impossible for me to reproach you, knowing the same sin for myself. He also convinced me that you can deal with it. What are you … uh …

You are talking nonsense now. You still don’t understand me, or worse, you don’t believe me. And all that is required of you now is to listen to me calmly, without interrupting. It happened to me once with Elsa, and even then on her initiative, because, as it turned out later, the scoundrel Hardin himself forced Elsa to seduce me for sex. He did it in order to trap me. After that, according to his plan, I should have given him more freedom, space and time to seduce you and drag you into bed. In addition to all this, his additional condition was my help to persuade you to sleep with him. You can’t even imagine what feelings came over me then. First, panic at the realization that I was in a lot of shit; but it quickly passed and immediately I wanted to punch this bastard, deal with him; but I quickly dismissed that thought, because that would only exacerbate the problem. When I offered to buy both the video and the silence from him, he refused. He refused in such a manner that he made it clear that he only wants to get you. Realizing that I have few ways to successfully get out of such shit, I turned down the opportunity to confess to you, honey. At that moment I was afraid - it will destroy our marriage. A much more acceptable option seemed to be to accept Hardin’s terms. For two reasons: firstly, it gave me time to think carefully about the situation in which I had driven myself and develop tactics to combat the insolent person; secondly, I completely trusted you, I thought that I knew you too well, and therefore there was complete confidence that all the attempts of this “subjugator” of other people’s wives would break against the wall of your loyalty to me … He refused in such a manner that he made it clear that he only wants to get you. Realizing that I have few ways to successfully get out of such shit, I turned down the opportunity to confess to you, honey. At that moment I was afraid - it will destroy our marriage. A much more acceptable option seemed to be to accept Hardin’s terms. For two reasons: firstly, it gave me time to think carefully about the situation in which I had driven myself and develop tactics to combat the insolent person; secondly, I completely trusted you, I thought that I knew you too well, and therefore there was complete confidence that all the attempts of this “subjugator” of other people’s wives would break against the wall of your loyalty to me … He refused in such a manner that he made it clear that he only wants to get you. Realizing that I have few ways to successfully get out of such shit, I turned down the opportunity to confess to you, honey. At that moment I was afraid - it will destroy our marriage. A much more acceptable option seemed to be to accept Hardin’s terms. For two reasons: firstly, it gave me time to think carefully about the situation in which I had driven myself and develop tactics to combat the insolent person; secondly, I completely trusted you, I thought that I knew you too well, and therefore there was complete confidence that all the attempts of this “subjugator” of other people’s wives would break against the wall of your loyalty to me … At that moment I was afraid - it will destroy our marriage. A much more acceptable option seemed to be to accept Hardin’s terms. For two reasons: firstly, it gave me time to think carefully about the situation in which I had driven myself and develop tactics to combat the insolent person; secondly, I completely trusted you, I thought that I knew you too well, and therefore there was complete confidence that all the attempts of this “subjugator” of other people’s wives would break against the wall of your loyalty to me … At that moment I was afraid - it will destroy our marriage. A much more acceptable option seemed to be to accept Hardin’s terms. For two reasons: firstly, it gave me time to think carefully about the situation in which I had driven myself and develop tactics to combat the insolent person; secondly, I completely trusted you, I thought that I knew you too well, and therefore there was complete confidence that all the attempts of this “subjugator” of other people’s wives would break against the wall of your loyalty to me …

- And I took yes summed up your hopes. It turns out betrayed you. Susan interrupted me again. It sounded low and monotonous, as if she said it more for herself than for me.

- I don’t want to call it that. There was no betrayal on your part. And please, dear, I asked you not to interrupt me, I haven’t said everything yet, - I decided to come to her aid in order to begin to extinguish the quarrel that had erupted in this way. Seeing that this had taken place and a gleam of gratitude appeared in her eyes, I continued. - I was firmly convinced that all his efforts would be rejected by you, that he would knock and beat with a useless ram at the gates of an impregnable fortress, and all that he would achieve was just bumps on his self-confident forehead. Some time will pass, he will eventually get tired of this unpromising undertaking himself, and he will quietly abandon it himself. Then the most unpleasant thing that can expect me is that he wants to get at least “from a lousy dog, but a tuft of wool.” Put a price on that ill-fated video and I’ll buy it back. In the course of our acquaintance, I realized that this Hardin is no small penny. I calculated him well, and it was unlikely that he, after his failure with you, would just want to give me a video in retaliation. Money from me would be preferable. At first, that’s how it went. I watched with triumph his fruitless efforts of the first weeks. It looked like he was about to give up. But… I could not calculate the depth of this man’s deceit. At first, his demand to “help conquer you” looked ridiculous. I had no idea what that help might be. I realized that I was wrong when he demanded to make you come to him to choose a tile. I remember how worried I was, not trusting his assurances that he would not use violence against you when you came to his house. He was worried, but nevertheless sent you alone to him. And although everything went well, I realized one thing - I unwittingly play by his established rules. I’m just helping to open the gates of the fortress, which is not amenable to ramming, from the inside. And the worst thing is that I did it resignedly. I accepted his game and participated in it. All his subsequent instructions no longer caused such fear, but they brought a certain excitement. Although it broke over and over again about the understanding that you continue to reject his attempts to talk to you, which he himself confessed to. Days passed, and it seemed it was only a matter of time before he finally gave up and fell off you. but they brought a certain excitement. Although it broke over and over again about the understanding that you continue to reject his attempts to talk to you, which he himself confessed to. Days passed, and it seemed it was only a matter of time before he finally gave up and fell off you. but they brought a certain excitement. Although it broke over and over again about the understanding that you continue to reject his attempts to talk to you, which he himself confessed to. Days passed, and it seemed it was only a matter of time before he finally gave up and fell off you.

Susan now patiently listened to me. It was a good sign, but more important to me was the moment that her face began to become warmer and more welcoming. No matter how charming she was in anger, but still now I wanted to see my former, smiling, trusting wife in everything. I wanted us to talk to each other, forget and leave behind all these sudden troubles. And we came to this, but not quite the way I planned it in the morning. What is surprising, the more I saw how the tension between us subsides, the more I felt the trembling of my physical body. If in the first minutes, attacked by Susan’s anger, I did not notice them, now the vibrations and trembling became more palpable. Most likely this was the result of a slight euphoria from the feeling of a small victory. The victory that promised me to finally forget the fear that our marriage would collapse, when my wife finds out about my only betrayal. From excitement, I began to speak incoherently:

- But you see … in fact, everything turned out wrong … not the way I thought … - I moved closer to her on the sofa, and this time she did not try to move away. Not because she was sitting on the edge, and there was no room to move on, but because in her eyes there was a desire similar to mine - to remove this crack in the wall of our relationship. On the contrary, she leaned her body towards me as I gently put my arm around her shoulders as I continued. “…maybe I made another mistake when I went to his house yesterday looking for you… but my God, it’s good that I decided so… if not… then I don’t know how much longer my delusion would last… I would feel like a winner.” , but in fact he would have celebrated … and continued to use you …

- Ken … you did everything right, you have nothing to reproach yourself with, - the wife finally answered. “And not only did you understand and forgive me, you did two important things. The first is that you have removed from me the feeling of guilt before you, which I have experienced for the past two weeks; secondly, you helped me get out of his control, which I myself could not manage to do. After I gave in and let him take over me for the first time, here with us, I vowed not to repeat that mistake again. But this bastard has some sort of seductive magic, that’s for sure. Every time he called and offered me to come to him, I dutifully followed his suggestions, flew like a moth to a fire.

Such a frank confession of her, which sounded to me like a clap of thunder, aroused a new wave of vibrations in me. We were already sitting half a turn to each other; our eyes established full and penetrating contact. I wrapped my other hand around her waist, holding her tighter. Susan paused for a few seconds. Just thinking about something. I definitely felt her body tremble. At that moment, it seemed to me that tears began to well up in her sparkling eyes.

- Yesterday I breathed a sigh of relief when everything was revealed, and you admitted that you would not leave me because of my weakness. Everything returned to its place. Everything became as before. But that’s it … - she did not have time to finish when I leaned over to face her, and covered my wife’s beautiful mouth with a hot passionate kiss.

Her lips eagerly and eagerly met mine; parted to the sides, sharing their heat with mine; passed my tongue inside, and seconds later we were locked in a passionate kiss. I confess - I rejoiced. I was jubilant that I had won, that the situation, from which I had been so stubbornly looking for a way out for so many past weeks, began to turn for the better. This thought was the catalyst for further excitement. The member began to fill up, the desire to seize Susan and fuck her right there on the couch grew inexorably. I pressed her closer to me, my tongue began to work more actively in her mouth.

“Mmmmmmm… hmmmm…” she muttered, wrapping both arms around my neck.

And then, like another fireball, out of nowhere, a picture of last night appeared in my head. A picture from Hardin’s workshop… As if on the screen of an invisible monitor, I again saw how my missus tried to initiate a kiss with this male during their mating, how she succeeded, and how passionately they were held together in the process. The influx of this vision made the cock in my trousers stiffen in a second. My right hand automatically made its way from Susan’s waist to the slit in her robe across her chest. Penetrated under him, and I began to greedily knead my wife’s delicious breasts, squeezing the nipple between my fingers. Her mouth, still covered with mine, continued to make sounds of languid mooing, but when I increased the intensity of hand movements, my other half groaned right into my mouth. Then she broke our kiss, took a deep breath and said, almost in a whisper:

And then she again dug her lips into mine, invitingly opening her sweet mouth, letting in my tongue. At the same time, the wife moved one hand to the back of my head, making it clear that she wants our pleasure to last as long as possible. But I didn’t need to be called to action. I was action itself. The second hand immediately untied the belt of Susan’s dressing gown, scattered its floors to the sides, and greedily landed on his wife’s free left breast. Now I was kissing her greedily, at the same time kneading both sweet juicy charms. Susan had by then slid down and was almost lying on the couch. Unbeknownst to myself, I also found myself in a horizontal position. Breaking the kiss on the lips, I began to shower with tender kisses on my wife’s neck, sinking lower and lower each time, to her chest. All these caresses of mine were rewarded and fueled by Susan’s sweet, quiet moans, which ended with an explosive “oooh!

I alternated between sucking on my wife’s nipples and caressing them with twisting tongue movements, which I interrupted only to slightly bite the sweet pimples with my teeth. Which, to say, caused my wife a special storm of emotions, signaling me with a shudder of her whole body. At the same time, a light squeal of “ah-ah” escaped from her lips. After a couple of minutes of caresses, I transferred them to her right breast, and acted the same way. Now Susan’s groans came in a steady stream. My wife held my head with both hands; her trembling fingers penetrated my hair and began to pull at my hair. At the same time, she tried to press my face harder to her chest. We both went into a foreplay rage.

After caressing my wife’s breasts, I began to make a path of kisses, starting between the breasts, and gradually descending. He slowed down, reaching the navel, to which he fell with a kiss, at the same time penetrating inside it with his tongue as if he wanted to drill a hole inside Susan’s tummy with his tongue. This caused a couple of new light cries from her; Susan’s body shuddered each time, and she tucked her legs in, bending them at the knees. It became a signal for me. I moved even lower, sliding off the couch to the floor, leaving a hot Susan on it.

She understood everything quickly and without words. Immediately, she leaned her hips forward towards me, putting her left foot on the floor, and with her right, half-bent, she leaned on the sofa. I finally moved to the floor. This was the position from which I was most comfortable to operate, and I proceeded. To begin with, showering the inner surface of my wife’s thighs with light kisses of both legs, alternately, I moved towards the main goal - towards her bud. Susan already habitually prepared to receive my caresses. Her breathing became deeper and longer, and everything ended with an explosive “oooh” when my lips dug into her sweet cleft.

My wife always loved it when I caressed her and brought her to orgasm in this way. I’m not going to lie either, that I did it without enthusiasm, as something mandatory. No, I liked to bring her to orgasm orally. But over time, it really became something more commonplace. And I noticed that I had to spend more and more time and effort before achieving the desired result. There were even times when the game ended without Susan’s orgasm, or she imitated it, which could not escape me. Now I tried with redoubled desire. The desire that this action of mine become part of making amends for my wife, and the crack in the wall of our life together with her was healed as quickly as possible.

To my surprise, everything happened quickly, it went rapidly. As soon as I ran the tip of my tongue over the button on Susan’s clitoris, her body trembled, as if it had received an electric shock. The wife’s breathing quickened; Weak moans began to escape from my throat, which became stronger and longer as I processed the clitoris more intensively, now increasing the amplitude, capturing more and more of the walls of the lips of my wife’s cave with each movement of the tongue. The moans merged into one long howl of voluptuousness, when I threw all my attention to her sweet slit and penetrated my tongue inside. And at once, with one greedy movement. Which again surprised me quite a bit, how easy it was this time. Yes, the tongue is not a member, but my Susan was always so narrow that I had to make an effort to penetrate her tongue. This time I just slipped right off the bat.

“Maybe it’s because she’s so turned on, so sweaty in there.” - instantly came the next thought, as if answering my question of surprise. And rightly so - the whole tongue, and with it my lips, quickly became covered with moisture from the juices from my wife’s pussy. It flowed, and flowed significantly. It took only five to seven seconds for Susan’s body to not only tremble, but to move actively. She began to fidget on the couch, tossing her hips up towards my face, trying to make my tongue actively working in her penetrate as deeply as possible.

“Yes… Yes-aaa… Yes-aaaaa… Come on… don’t stop… keep going… deeper, honey, I want it deeper…” - began to break out of her mouth. With this came the understanding that it was time for me to connect my fingers. With the penetration of the first, the wife’s body was thrown up; she arched her back and froze for a moment at the top; then, with a cry of “oh, hell,” collapsed on the couch. It took me effort to follow this movement and not fall out of her tongue or finger from her womb. Managed…

Immediately I added a second finger to the action. Now, inside the oozing Susan, my tongue and two fingers were working furiously moving back and forth. But they didn’t have to work long. Five or six frictions, and rhythmically moving towards me, the body of my missus arched again, she screamed loudly, no, rather, even squealed, and then followed by a groan-sigh “ouuhhhh …” and simultaneously with the ejected “Kaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa…” a small trickle of warm liquid hit my face three times. Then she went limp, flopping down on the couch.

The woman was breathing heavily, her arms outstretched. Her hair was tousled and scattered over the sofa cushions. Susan’s face glowed with rapture of satisfaction. The sight was of mesmerizing beauty. But the most magical were the nipples of her breasts. Always small, they now poured into dark peas, and were distinctly hard. She caught her breath as I wiped Susan’s juices off my face with the back of my hand. A minute or so passed in mutual silence.

“Looks like I got it. There was no trace of her anger at me for being weak with Elsa. We should be all right. Otherwise, she would not have finished so quickly and violently. This has never happened before, it was so unexpected.” - thoughts flashed through my mind. And as if reading my thoughts, my wife smiled a wide, bright and warm smile and said:

- Thank you, darling. It was so great. Now I understand the meaning of the phrase “to be in seventh heaven.” - she said and giggled with obvious notes of pleasure.

Everything for you, dear. I myself am amazed and … overwhelmed with emotions. I replied as I got to my feet.

- Wow … I see it, I see it, my cat. You don’t even need words. Susan said with a light laugh, pointing with a nod of her chin somewhere to the level below my waist. - I want to continue, and I see someone wants this no less than me.

You’re right, sunshine. And that someone definitely doesn’t mind going where my tongue and fingers have been. I said, looking at my trousers bulging out.

- Then in the bedroom to continue …

- To the bedroom. Quick… Come on…

With these words, I grabbed Susan from the sofa under my back and knees, and, like an invaluable load, I carried it upstairs. A rush of surging emotions and excitement made the weight of her body completely invisible. Now she was fluff to me. We were both screwed up like teenagers. And the sex upstairs, in the bedroom, came out as hot and unbridled as two teenagers in the back seat of their father’s car, which the guy accidentally got for an evening, somewhere in a secluded place in the forest or by the lake. That was what was supposed to happen last night, after I took her from his place. But it didn’t happen … just yesterday we didn’t have the strength, emotions, or mutual desire for it, we were both so devastated by what happened. Today it happened, as if after it happened.

We lay side by side on our backs, calming our breath. My cock, having thrown the seed inside my wife, covered in semen and Susan’s secretions, was limp and now rested on my right thigh. Undoubtedly, each of us thought - who will go to the bathroom first. But before that, I wanted to finally put an end to this unexpectedly growing wall of disagreement between us, which, it seems, we thoroughly destroyed, but had to be cleaned to the ground.

You were amazing, dear.

“You surprised me too, honey. You were that Ken again, passionate, passionate, tireless, as in the first years of our life together.

“Are you saying that I’ve been cold to you for the past few years?” Or a little satisfied? Is this criticism… from below? - smiling, I decided to add a bit of humor to our serious conversation.

- Not to say that I felt cold between us. And yes, you quite satisfy me as a man. But admit it, Ken, hasn’t our relationship in terms of sex changed in the last couple of years? Haven’t lost that fire and sensuality… haven’t become a bit routine and predictable… like a dish without salt and pepper…

- Yes, honey, yes. I can’t deny it, of course. I interrupted her tirade. “But there are many reasons for this. Basically, these are our mutual desires to quickly equip our life in order to afford replenishment of the family, right? Everyday problems gradually crawled into the niche of our sexual relations and pushed them out. But this does not mean at all that they were able to fill the sensual niche as well. Here they do not shine. I still love you, I hope and believe - this is mutual on your part. Trust is what should be unshakable between us. Trust and honesty. If we are always honest and frank with each other, then nothing threatens our relationship with you. Remember, we swore this to each other a long time ago. Even before they got married in a church. Regardless.

- I remember everything very well. That’s why I took this news today, at noon … with particular pain. Susan put in with a sigh.

- Understand. You decided that I lost interest in you, and from that I began to look for comforts on the side. But this is not true at all. How I love you, how I still adore you, I showed you now. And that episode with Elsa was a ridiculous mistake. I repeat it. And it happened once. I really hope that you believe in the sincerity of my words. As I myself believed that your affair with Hardin was a temporary weakness, nothing more. And I already forgot about it and forgave it. I hope you believe this, as well as what I said about my attitude towards that silly girl.

- I believe. - Like and confidently, but with a touch of mystery, the wife answered.

- Moreover, the score in our adventures “outside the family” is “nine-one” in your favor. But I do not consider this my crushing defeat. More like a draw. - I again tried to translate a serious topic into the plane of humor.

At the same time, he turned his face towards Susan in the desire to see her reaction to these words. She lay silent, as if thinking about something, but it was evident from her face that a certain wave of emotions ran through her consciousness. She breathed deeply several times. Also, her lips moved a few times, as if wanting to say something, but then she changed her mind. At last she sighed so that her beautiful breasts heaved up, and did not even utter, but almost whispered:

- Already “ten-one” …

No! No!!! This cannot be. It cannot be that ball lightning flew twice in a short period of time into the same house, and there the fireball exploded with a roar and a blinding flash. But that is exactly what it seemed to me at the moment when my missus, my sweet Susan betrayed this frankness. Again I was smitten, nailed, this time in a prone position, which was a slight plus compared to the impact in the kitchen earlier; nevertheless again blinded, stunned, and most importantly - lost the power of speech for a while.

Yes, and how could I immediately answer something, if all the thoughts in my head were confused, entwined into a ball, like snakes during mating on a warm pebble under the summer sun.

“My wife confessed… she was fucked… by him, that scoundrel Hardin… again… only yesterday she assured that this would never happen again, that she didn’t even want to have meetings with him… and then… and remembering how it looked yesterday… it’s not quite right to call “fucked”… he definitely fucked her hard and devastatingly… damn it…” - and this was far from all that flashed through my head in seconds.

I took another look at Susan. She continued to lie motionless, like a beautiful piece of sculpture. Naked, beautiful, freshly fucked by me and unfaithful. My unfaithful wife. And what made it even worse was being unfaithful by my grace, because of my mistake. Damn Hardin! How much crap he poured into my life with Susan. And why the hell did I believe in his decency, followed his instructions, myself observing our agreements with him. He, at his first need, violated the contract on his part, showing her the then filmed video of my careless connection with Elsa.

“Wait! Well, yes, how much Susan still shocked me, spitting the news in my face that I didn’t even realize the obvious - where and how the scoundrel showed that video to my wife. He certainly didn’t make an appointment with her at a cafe or anywhere else; he called her to his nest of depravity, and there… there she again lay obsequiously spreading her legs in front of him… those beautiful long legs…”, - my gaze fell on her bosom and then ran along her even, smooth legs - “they opened again affably in front of the male, and then closed on his back in a castle and pushed him in his rhythmic movements, as if they wanted to push him inside even further … just as I saw it yesterday … and just like yesterday she undoubtedly begged him not to stop, but fuck her, and fuck her hard and harder … ”- gradually the shock began to weaken, my thoughts began to line up in a logical chain. But it wasn’t just the thoughts that overwhelmed me. They began to be accompanied by flashes of pictures of yesterday’s very real events in his home. And not just pictures. It was as if I heard their conversation again in the process, her moans, the way she begged him to continue and act cooler … It was an attack on my brain from all sides - emotionally, visually and auditory. And the result was not long in coming.

My recently worked, it seemed, to the full member, came to life again and began to pour. Not wanting my wife to notice this, I first rolled over on my right side, towards her, and then turned so as to lie on her. But he didn’t quite lean, but only slightly - with his chest on her chest, so that our eyes met. It’s time to make her lay all her cards face up and make sure she accepts my rules for playing straight.

- More details from here, please.

- What exactly would you like to know?

- Yes all. But in order. Did you go to him? Is that where he showed that video?

- Mmmm…. Yes.

- How did you meet? Did he call or did you call him?

- He. He called all morning. I didn’t want to answer at first. I missed a dozen calls… Then… I decided: this will not stop until I answer him and ask him not to disturb me anymore. I took the call … and he … immediately … hit me so rudely that I ignored his previous calls … and you know … this is something that I can’t explain to you, or even to myself … for the third week already …

- What exactly?

- This is his ability to subordinate my will to him … it’s like … some kind of magic … it didn’t come right away … but it started that evening when we were visiting them and taking a common bathroom naked. Then this influence of his began to intensify with each of his visits to work with us, in your absence. And this led to the fact that I surrendered to his dominance and gave myself for the first time in our house. And then it became generally impossible to resist his demands … whenever he called and demanded to come to him, I meekly complied with it. It was as if I had already stepped over some kind of barrier that had helped me to resist before.

- You mean you visited him under duress? Beyond your will? Are you saying you didn’t enjoy giving yourself to him? But yesterday I saw something else and…

“Yes,” she interrupted me. - I can’t deny the fact that I received physical pleasure … but morally … I burned inside with shame and guilt in front of you … I didn’t know how to get out of this situation … it was a psychological impasse - the longer I tried to hide the fact of my betrayal, the more this quagmire dragged me in. I was very afraid that if you found out about everything, our marriage would end. That’s why I was completely destroyed, absolutely in a panic, when you caught me “hot” yesterday. Before in a panic that completely could not think. My brain just turned off, and I was ready to obey commands from anyone. Not only from him. And when you said - “Give yourself to him”, I complied without a doubt. But after it’s over reality gave me back the ability to think independently and evaluate the situation … and then … the panic and fear of losing you returned again. Lost forever…

- But I dispelled these your doubts and gave hope that everything will return to its old places.

Yes, that’s what happened last night. I was relieved. This seemed to be the lifeline I was hoping for. And it worked. And this morning, it really gave me the strength not to answer the phone until… Until I presumptuously decided that I could shave him hard once and for all. And it turned out … He again convinced me to come to him. Maybe because he said, “Don’t worry. I’m not going to drag you into bed again. But I have something important that you need to know. For it threatens your life and happiness, it is so important. When I asked him why he didn’t tell about these things just by phone, he replied that this is something that you can’t tell on the phone, you have to see it. There is some video he wants to show me at home and he doesn’t want to send it to me.

- That’s the bastard!

- Yes, dear, he deserves such epithets, but now, unfortunately, this is the only thing we can do against him. He is in complete control of the situation. When I arrived at his place, the first thing he did before entering the workshop was to grab me, put a nasty kiss on my lips, no matter how hard I tried to dodge. He probably has four, or not, six arms. Because he not only managed to hold my hands when I tried to fight back and push off, but his hands were everywhere at the same time. They grabbed my ass, squeezed my tits. And the longer they did this, the weaker my resistance became.

- And Melanie… Was Melanie there at the time?

- Yes, I saw her standing not far from the trailer when I went into the yard. But you know, her presence was no guarantee that he wouldn’t want to take his. And so it happened. When he loosened his grip, he simply said: “It’s okay for you to kick, horse. Don’t try to convince me that you’ve changed overnight and you’re not turned on by my appeal. Come inside, I’ll finally show you what I need to see.” And I went without objection … when I was already going in, I glanced over my shoulder to where Melanie was standing. She just grinned maliciously, turned around and stepped into the trailer, showing with her whole appearance that things remained in their usual places, and she was not interested.

- You came in, and he pulled you to a distant workshop on the same mattress? I asked, trying to look calm, but my surging excitement was betrayed by a trembling voice. And my fighter, who was pretty stiff, rested against the sheets of the bed.

- Not right away. First, he led me to a small table with a laptop on it. Hardin started the video, and then I saw everything …

- How much is all this? How long was the viewing?

- A few minutes. But I saw how you pleased the slut first with your mouth, then fucked her. It was important for Hardin to show me this. He correctly calculated everything - it affected me strikingly. I was beside myself with rage, from your betrayal and betrayal. Hardin turned off the video, seeing that the goal was achieved. I think reading it on my face was not difficult. But he had another goal. He said there was no point in watching the whole long video of my hubby having fun with his housekeeper in my absence. And that he has a lot of such videos, that it’s not worth wasting time on them - everything is the same there, only filmed on different days …

- Well, the bastard! With Elsa, everything worked out quickly for me then. It was once. And he could not provide you with anything else like that if you demanded to provide them. If you still don’t believe me, you can ask him about “next videos”. Although… What am I saying… I don’t want you to see that rascal Hardin again. I blurted out.

- I believe you, Ken. Believe me too - in that state I agreed to believe anyone, and anything. Not only did I fall under his seductive magic again, but an additional factor was added - this video. I was ready to kill you. And Hardin seemed to be reading my mind. He suggested that I solve the issue of revenge easier - go and fuck with him. “What’s not the way out?” - I decided. And we went to the far end of the workshop. And then … you understand … - here Susan paused.

Significant. She lay and seemed to scroll through something in her memory. I was also silent. But the silence lasted a minute, maybe a little more. During this time, the pictures of yesterday’s passionate copulation of my wife with our common offender returned to my brain again. Again, the moments of their hot kisses, their hugs scrolled before my eyes, and again her legs closed on his lower back, pushing him with her heels and so powerful, rhythmic movements - “yes … yesaaa …. yeaaaaa! come on, more… don’t stop… deeper… ahhhhhh…”

From these visions, my member was heated and tensed even more. I looked at Susan’s chest. She heaved with deep breaths, and her small nipples were filled again, hardened and now looked like inviting pimples. Without changing the position of my body, looking into her face, I took both nipples with my fingers and began to pull. The wife immediately moaned voluptuously. I realized that I needed to get her to tell everything in as much detail as possible; to enhance the effect, the pictures in my head required confirmation from her. Although even without this, my penis was ready to pierce the mattress.

Did you undress yourself or let him do it? I squeezed out, surprised at how difficult it was for me. There was a lump in my throat.

- We hardly undressed … I only managed to take off my shoes … he too … and grabbed me … and just threw me on the mattress. Susan answered breathlessly, with pauses.

- And you didn’t resist?

- What was the point. I’m telling you - I was angry with you, I wanted to avenge your lies, for your betrayal … besides, this was not my first time with Hardin … that line was crossed a long time ago …

“You just lay down in front of him and spread your legs?” I could not believe that I was subjecting my wife to such an interrogation, but now I wanted to act in this way. I felt incredible excitement from our heart-to-heart conversation with her. My penis was already made of steel.

“Mmmm…well…” she began, and then stopped for a second. - Yes Yes! I did so. I’m rubbish, right? Do you think so?

- No. Again no and no. I don’t blame you for anything, dear. I blurted out, getting to my knees. My member, rejoicing at freedom, was now strictly at forty-five degrees. “I just want you to act with me now, as you did with him recently. I want to fuck you again, Susan.

Wow … - Susan did not say, but rather exhaled, invitingly spreading her legs, leaning her pelvis towards me.

I entered it. In one move, to the ground. And then he began slow movements.

- Ummm … mmmmm … - his wife mumbled with pleasure. And then she whispered. – Faster… And harder, fuck me with all your might…

- ???

- Ebi, honey. Punish my minx, … that sometimes she can’t restrain herself … and be faithful … aaahhh … beat harder … faster … ooohh … - my wife breathed out excerpts, as if answering my silent question.

A question that puzzled me quite a bit, because I couldn’t remember my missus ever using such strong words, even during the height of sex. But it only irritated me and gave me new strength. Coupled with pictures of Susan hot fucking with that dog, this unexpected “bed talk” was an extra dose of arousal.

“Did Hardin teach you those words?”

- Yes. He likes to communicate during sex just like that.

“I don’t remember you enjoying hearing that from me…”

“But you never said that… ahhhh… yes… come on… yeteeeeee… haven’t even tried… ahhh…”

- And you don’t mind? Do you mind him? Do you like it? I blurted out, without slowing down the pace of intercourse.

“Yeah… I mean no… at first it shocked me… then I realized that it brings… additional excitement… yes, come on – stronger… aaaahhh… cute…” with these words, Susan grabbed the back of my head with both hands and pulled my lips to hers.

We merged in a hot kiss, but this did not slow down the pace of my movements in her. Both of us were wet and clammy with sweat. My hands greedily crushed the sweet tubercles of my wife’s breasts.

- I want cancer … - suddenly interrupting the kiss, which dragged on for a couple of minutes, said Susan.

This was another piece of news for me. Previously, she tried in every possible way to avoid this position, although I liked it, but it didn’t get often. My wife, in turn, explained this by the fact that during sex it is important for her to see my face and my emotions; and this position also reminded her of intercourse in the animal world, and this jarred her consciousness, contradicted her upbringing. And suddenly she herself asks … So these taboos have ceased to matter to her? Susan continued to amaze me, I found my wife again and again in a new light.

- Come on, bunny. – I murmured in surprise, and went out of it. Member shone from our secretions with her, and stood confidently under the “forty-five”.

The wife quickly and deftly turned over, leaned on her knees and elbows, invitingly otklyachila her charming backside. The entrance to her cave shone and beckoned. I entered in one swift motion.

- Ouuuu-xxx … - drawled his wife. - How cool … Come on, dear, punish the evil girl for debauchery … Fuck her harder … Fuck this whore …

- I’ll try … Get it, whore! Whore - is that what Hardin calls you?

- Awww…. Ahhh… yes… when he fucks…

- And you don’t mind? Does it turn you on? Do you like it?

- Yes … oh-ah-ahhh … how good … stronger … yes-yes-yes … I like it and it … it turns me on …

“I really believe it.” I thought. Energized by Susan’s revelations, reinforced by visual memories of their hot mating in our abuser’s workshop, I got an extra charge from such dirty talk. Until recently, our sex with her could have been spoiled, if I tried to say something like that, and now she herself was the initiator! How things have changed in recent days…

- Did he teach you to love this position?

- Yes.

- How long ago?

- From the very first time I called.

- And you, of course, did not resist, as with me?

“He’s so bossy… and rude… I told you…”

- You obeyed … and you liked it?

- Yes… ahhh… oh… ahhh… yes, I liked it… he likes to fuck me from behind… and I realized that it’s not so bad. In this position, I don’t see the face of this bastard… aaaahhh… come on, Ken, stronger… and I imagine that it’s you from behind… and it’s easier for me to endure my shame…

- That’s how! But you were afraid to open up to me about this too … until this moment.

“Forgive me… again… ahhhh… but now this will be our favorite pose…”

- And you imagine it in yourself now?

- Nooo… honey no… don’t say that, please… better fuck harder… I love only you, I only think about you… and when he fucks from behind… he finishes faster… and ends faster.

- And you, Susan, are you coming?

- Yes… ahhhh… yes! I realized that I was cumming faster than in any other position. Even before him. His cock is so big… you saw it yourself… oooaaahhh… but when it’s from behind, it seems quite huge, and it penetrates even deeper… ah-awwwwwwwww… and now yours is also so big… I can feel it…

The words flew out of my wife in time with her active movements of her hips towards me. Her buttocks diverged to the sides with each blow of the ass into my groin, opening up the hole of the anus for viewing. It seemed that his dark wrinkled funnel opened slightly at the same time. Like winking at me. And I answered. Bringing his index finger to the wrinkled pharynx, he began to make rotational movements, massaging it. This I practiced before during sex with her. She always accepted it without emotion, rather coldly, although it was noticeable how her body tense up. But as soon as I tried to put my finger inside Susan’s ass, I should have something like: “No, don’t. Stop it. You know it’s dirty. I don’t like that.”

But now it has brought another flash of lightning and a thunder of surprise…

- Aaahhh… yes! Insert it … insert your finger inside …

- Susan?

“Yeah, I want… want you to put it in… come on…”

Rotating my finger like a gimlet, I went inside with my finger. It brought new, completely unknown sensations. Not only was it exciting to explore with a finger the tight canal of the anus of my missus, to feel how the muscles of the anus enveloped and squeezed it, but an additional factor in warming up the situation was the possibility of contact through the thin septum of Susan’s body of my penis and finger. It was something! And it seems to have had an effect on her even more than it did on me.

- Yes … yes … yeaaaaa! Aaahhh, how cool … more … come on … ooohh … ah-ah-ahhhh … - “groaned” and “groaned” the wife, now not just waving her ass towards me, but also waving it from side to side.

“Honey… shall I insert a second finger?”

“Aaaahhh… yes, come on, I want…”

The middle finger joined the index finger, entered without much effort, but my half squealed at the same time.

- Hurt? Should I remove it?

- Nooo… honey… everything is great… ahhhh… don’t stop… I’m about to cumuuuuuu… it’s already… on the way….

I moved my hips even more often and with a greater amplitude of entry and exit. The result was not long in coming - a minute later our bedroom resounded first with frequent loud moans, then with triumphant screams of Susan finishing.

The sight of my orgasmic wife gave me new strength. Being quite aroused myself, at the same time I did not yet feel the approach of my orgasm. I continued to fuck Susan, holding her thigh with one left hand; the right one was poking around in her ass. Her body after such a violent orgasm slightly limp. The wife was breathing heavily into the pillow in front of her. At the same time, she took a break in her movements. She no longer waved at me, on the contrary, she leaned forward with her body. In order to continue to keep her body close to me for better sex, I decided to pull my fingers out of her ass to hold her hips with both hands. Which is what he did…

The fingers came out of the wife’s “chocolate eye” with a chomping sound. And the eye itself did not close to its former density, a rather noticeable hole remained. And then the thought dawned on me: “Here it is - a chance to take what she has denied all these years.” Yes, I decided to fuck my wife anally. I am not a very big fan of anal sex, but even earlier in our life together there were more than once when I was in excellent shape, I was “long-playing” in bed, I wanted to diversify our anal games with her. However, I always got rejected, no matter what state Susan was in at the time.

Slowed down, and then completely stopped moving in it. He left, which caused Susie to sigh a little, either disappointment or relief - I still did not understand. Member shone from her juices. He sent him to the hole of the already completely closed anus, slightly pressed, but was in no hurry to enter. Her reaction was important to me. After we seemed to have destroyed the barrier of disagreement that had suddenly arisen between us, I did not want to do something against her will again. To my surprise, she made no protest, either by word or movement. Although I could clearly feel her body tense up. But she was silent…

Then I pressed the head of the penis on the wrinkled hole harder, and made forward movement of the pelvis. Her anus immediately began to capitulate, the head of the penis began to penetrate inside. I went halfway, but there was still no reaction from my wife. And here…

- Darling… Just don’t hurry, slow down, please… be gentle… - Susan said breathlessly.

“The day that threatened to become the day of a heavy quarrel between us, turns into a day of unexpected discoveries and conquests. It happens that way - here’s another nice one. ” I thought. For joy, I decided not to pass for an egoist, but to show concern for my little wife here too.

- Are you hurt? Should I use lube?

- No… Let’s try this… If it hurts, I’ll tell you.

Those words made a noise in my head. Here it is the long-awaited victory. Over the previous years, we learned about each other, if not everything, then almost everything. We both had sexual partners before we met. None of us hid these facts, but we somehow did not share the details either. Except that when I went into a rage several times in past years, especially when Susan and I used to come from some party a little drunk, which gave me reason to hope that she would at that moment “agree on everything”; and I wanted to color our sex life with new colors by persuading her to anal sex, then every time I got a “turn from the gate”. “From the back gate,” as I said to myself with a smile and chagrin.

- No, mister, don’t. I won’t give it there. wife spoke convincingly.

- Why? You just haven’t tried it. Maybe you don’t know what pleasure you are depriving yourself of. I tried to convince myself. Although I myself had experience of anal sex with only one girlfriend, and it was back in my first year in college.

- Never let anyone. And you, Mr. Husband, are not allowed to enter there. Maybe someday I’ll make up my mind. But for now… Hmmm, no. By the way, why is my pretty mouth not good for you, won’t you say? - Susan usually nullified my disappointment in this way. Yes, every time I really got a gorgeous blowjob from her in return.

Three leisurely pushes, I went into her tight hole until it stops. Each such push was accompanied by a slight “oh” from Susan, but she did not protest. When my pubis rested against her backside, I stopped for a couple of seconds, then went out halfway and went back in, but now I’d rather cut it. This caused a faint groan of pleasure from my wife, and I realized that I was on the right track. Accelerated movements, increased amplitude. The room was filled with my panting, body-to-body slapping, and Susan’s moans, which were getting louder. The euphoria from my small victory gradually disappeared, instead of it came the thought: “How did I manage to persuade her to have anal sex?” There was only one answer: Susan felt guilty towards me because of her betrayal, she was no less glad than I was that we were able to overcome our unexpected split in the relationship, and that I no longer blame her for recent events. And most importantly, I convinced her that I would not quit. She surrendered to my perverse, in her opinion, desires as compensation. Another imprint of Hardin’s influence on our relationship. “Maybe he should also say “THANK YOU”?” I smiled at this thought.

With every forward movement I made, she moved her ass towards me. The intensity of our movements grew, and her body began to vibrate.

- Aaaaa … Aaaahhh … Yes … dear, harder … fuck my ass … oh, how sweet, my love … I’m now … cumuuuuuu … - she finally wailed softly.

I also felt that the climax was near.

- I’m about to finish too … I’ll fill your ass … let’s finish together …

- Yesaaaa … pour … into me … aaaaaaaa … cum ….

- Oooooh… let’s go…. Get it! … Whore … - I myself was surprised how I could blurt it out so easily. But it was still that moment - we finished at the same time! I couldn’t even remember the last time this happened. Poured into the depths of the wife’s insides. Came out of it, a member of the opal is not quite. He apparently still had strength, I no longer have. I collapsed next to Susan, who lay helplessly on her stomach…

For several minutes we lay in silence, trying to catch our breath.

- You were wonderful, Susie. I broke the silence.

- You, too, dear, and I must … - she answered, but did not finish the sentence, as I leaned towards her with my body, grabbed her beautiful head with my hand, turned to me and covered Susan’s plump lips with a kiss. We spent the next few minutes in hot kisses and hugs.

- You know, dear, I’m very surprised how quickly and radically everything has changed today. I started the conversation, breaking the kiss. - In the morning, leaving for work, I was happy that we were able to forget yesterday’s upheavals together … suddenly, upon returning, such an unpleasant “surprise” awaited me … and it’s just wonderful that we didn’t step on the same rake again, didn’t make the main mistake - go the way of distrusting each other, - but on the contrary, we proved that we can be a strong family. A family where relationships are built on the basis of trust. And this cool sex … well, it happened for a reason … I think it was a reward for both of us.

- And for some reason I do not want to argue with you on this matter. - Playfully, with a smile, his wife answered.

- And our anal debut was just the icing on the cake. I laughed. - You are my charm, gave me so many pleasant sensations. I think you don’t regret that you finally decided to let me break your chick in your ass, right? As paradoxical as it sounds, it turns out that the fact that we discovered a new path for comfort, we owe to this bastard Hardin. Only he will never know about it, just as he will never receive it. And now I will insist on continuing … well, maybe not every time, but often. I hope you don’t mind. After all, I saw - you finished from my penis in your ass, you will not hide it?

- Ken, yes, it was great. Yes, I finished… And I don’t mind if we use it in our games with you in bed further… But I… I want… - Susan answered confidently at first, then began to speak more slowly, with pauses. A shadow appeared on her face … either doubt, or reflection, or maybe from …

- Okay, okay, sunshine, - I interrupted her, deciding that it was from embarrassment, and hurried to her aid. We will have plenty of time to talk about this. And now we need to take a shower. I think you don’t mind if we take it together?

We stood under warm streams of water, it was a continuation of the action in bed. Our bodies were intertwined in a strong embrace, and lips in a passionate kiss, where our tongues explored the inside of each other’s mouths.

- You will rub my back, dear … - she was the first to break the silence.

- Of course, dear. I replied and got down to business.

We often practiced joint showers. But every time I lathered and washed off the body of my missus with special pleasure, enjoying touching her delicate skin, I loved to embrace the roundness of her breasts, the smooth and silky surface of a flat tummy, the back that was fragile to the touch … And now I was walking my palms along the back, sank lower and began not so much soaping as massaging the hemispheres of her sweet buttocks. Then he pushed them apart, and with two fingers he began to play with the hole in the ass, making circular movements.

- And this little girl needs to be especially thanked. I said, giving the process a playful touch. “She has worked hard for the first time and deserves careful care.

Standing under the jets of water, Susan received my caresses with reverence; she was silent, because she raised her face to meet the streams; leaned her chest and shoulders forward, frozen in this position. But after these words of mine, she seemed to wake up, startled, her shoulders slumped, she turned to face me. It was impossible to read something in her eyes, because they blinked, quickly, quickly. “It’s from the water.” - a thought flashed through my head. In fact, everything turned out to be much worse …

- Ken, dear … I wanted to say, but you interrupted me twice … But you and I understood … today … that hiding from each other is wrong … - the wife began to speak confusedly.

- Yes. What did I miss, tell me? I asked anxiously.

- Just promise that you won’t get angry… And jealous… I don’t want another quarrel…

- I promise. Continue…

- Well, you were there, in the bedroom, you said that it was good that this scoundrel did not get … - here she paused, lowered her blushing face down.

- So-so. Well, speak up! Would you like to say…

- Yes. She actually got him…

- Who?! I almost shouted, realizing the stupidity of the question, for it was already clear what Susan now wanted to admit.

- Butt. My ass… It was with him that I experienced anal sex for the first time. I’m sorry, but he got ahead of you, and took, as you said, my virginity there … I’m sorry, honey …

- My God! What a day! A day of revelations that never seem to end… Damn… A day of revelations and an open day… no, my wifey’s new holes…

- You see, you’re already angry! But you promised.

- Well, I’m sorry, dear. Couldn’t resist. What did you think? It’s easy for me to know that some scoundrel jumped me on a dashing horse and broke my hymen where I’ve been denied for so many years. Damn it, don’t clap my hands…

- So it happened … Again and again - I’m sorry.

I could not find words at that moment, I was so shocked. So did she, and there was silence in the bathroom for a few seconds. In the silence, only trickles of water falling from the shower rustled. But now I came out of my stupor, turned off the water, continued:

“And how long ago did he… get ahead of me?”

- When I came to him for the second time. In general, he did everything gradually: for the first time he put me on all fours, and then … on the second visit … he took me in the ass … sorry … It turned out almost like we have today.

- And you surrendered voluntarily or resisted? Although… what am I asking about? I guess how it was.

- No, I let him in the ass not at all voluntarily. When I realized what he was up to, I began to protest - “don’t”, but he was adamant. And I gave up…

- Or maybe not much resisted?

- Once again I tell you: after that first time here, when I gave myself up, he just suppresses me. When he is not around, it seems to me, no, I am sure that I hate him and can send him to hell. But as soon as he appears nearby, I fall into a panic, which then turns into complete obedience to his instructions and requirements. Now I can’t even believe that I was able to change my mind once and refuse him when he had completely undressed me. But the next time he had already brought his dirty work to the end. Since then … you understand.

- Maybe it’s because he has a larger device than mine? You must have been in pain. Did he use lube?

- It was a little, but after a couple of minutes I got used to it. I tell you: everything went as we have today. He entered the pussy from behind, fucked me as he knows how, from which I quickly finished. Then he used my juices, like as a lubricant.

- And you finished again?

She didn’t answer. And silently turned to the wall of the bathroom. For me, this was more than an eloquent answer …

Despite the fact that I was discouraged by yet another shocking news, I did not want to create a new obstacle in my relationship with my wife. Moreover, now my feelings for her have become more acute than ever. Love, and maybe even pity for this sweet, fragile, beautiful creature that stood in front of me, wet from the water, turning away, rather so that I would not see her tears. Tears from the recognition of their weakness, from guilt towards me. So she still loved me! And now nothing else mattered; that was the main thing now. And in the end, I was the original cause that gave birth to all subsequent ones. I hugged Susan…my graceful, beautiful and unique Suzy. Fallen in a couple of weeks to the level of a whore. And still for me - a faithful wife.

- Do not take to heart. What happened is gone. I am by your side and have absolutely no intention of leaving you. For one important reason - I love you. And now, maybe even stronger than ever. I whispered in her ear.

“I, too… love you a lot.” my wife answered tenderly, turning to me. Thanks for your understanding, honey. And … oh, what is it that rested on my back so much?

She uttered the last phrase already playfully giggling, which cheered me up. But my mood wasn’t the only thing that went up in that moment in the bathroom. My dick, it lifted its head again, and really pressed against Susan’s back. Having lost attention from the revelations of my wife, I did not notice his such reaction. And that was definitely the answer to her words.

“Damn it, why did her story about how that dog beat me to such a delicate issue affect me so much? Indeed, in fact, it should be depressing, cause jealousy, but caused, on the contrary, excitement? What’s wrong with me? - ran thoughts. It seemed quite incredible that I had already discharged twice in the evening, and it seemed that my energy for further sex had been exhausted for today. But reality showed otherwise.

- This is proof from him that he does not blame you and does not reject you. I found myself saying.

- What a great guy he is. – Susan answered, tenderly clasping my “fighter” with a pen. “I’m sure we should thank him.

After saying and smiling, Susan quickly knelt down. Without letting go of the penis from her hand, the second threw back her wet and stray hair, which interfered with her forehead, and bent her head. Her head blocked my view, but this was not very important - much more important and pleasant were the sensations that followed this. I wanted to howl with delight when her hand pulled me the skin of the penis, freeing the head, and a second later the gentle tongue of his wife touched her. He first walked around, licked her several times in a circular motion, and then a pair of tender lips clasped her head.

- Ufff … - involuntarily escaped from me, my head involuntarily leaned back up. A wave of pleasure began to roll in as Susan’s lips made their way down my shaft. Then they set off on their way back up. The wife began to repeat these movements, increasing the pace all the time. I made rotational movements with my head, looking at the top of the wall, under the ceiling; ran his hands through her hair, massaging her head. In principle, this was almost always the case when my wife gave me a blowjob. Unlike anal, Susan did not consider oral sex something obscene.

None of us kept count of who pleasured their other half orally more often. It wasn’t something like calculated “you - to me, I - to you”, but rather an arbitrary impulse of one of us to please a partner in bed. But most often, if one had such enthusiasm, then the second immediately responded in kind. Sometimes it ended up being “sixty-nine.” Susan’s blow job was excellent. With zeal and skill. Never questioned her about the magnitude of her oral experience prior to meeting me. But she bestowed oral caresses excellently. Perhaps I just had girlfriends who were not very experienced in this matter before, because Susan seemed to me the queen in the Oral Kingdom. Except for two things.

First, my wife never gave me a deep throat blowjob. Several times she tried, but it always ended for her with a flying gag reflex. She coughed, choked, her face turned red, saliva came out of her mouth … In general, this only broke the beauty of the moment and all of sex. From that, after several unsuccessful attempts, she no longer tried to master that technique. Second, Susan never swallowed when I came. I did not hide my disappointment, but despite this, she always caught the moment when I was on the way, quickly pulled the cock out of her mouth, and directed my drain to her chest. In rare cases - on the face.

The chomping sounds from below, sometimes interrupted either by groans or by the incomprehensible lowing of my wife, became louder. Susan’s head went up and down, trying to slip out of my arms. But then she stopped at the top point, and then began not as quickly as before, to fall lower and lower. I was waiting for her to stop and go back. But that did not happen! Instead, I felt something new, previously unfamiliar. He clearly felt something tight enveloping the head of his penis. And from below, from Susan, guttural sounds were heard …

“Oh my gosh, she’s trying to swallow a whole dick!” I thought with delight. And from this novelty in sensations, and from the very thought, a groan escaped me.

- Ooohhh…. Sunny, you are just a miracle … yes, come on … do not stop …

- Hmmmm…. umm hmmm. - came in response.

And then I heard her beautiful nose pressed against my stomach. It was something! My wife gave me a throat blowjob for the first time. There was a roar in my head, all my thoughts were confused. Now there was nothing around, only my tensed rod and the wonderful mouth of my missus on it. Stopping briefly at the bottom point, Susan began to slowly climb up my organ. Her saliva moistened it abundantly, it shone. After releasing half the length from her mouth, she then strung her head on the cock again, again with the same sound. But now, almost in unison with her, I gave out something similar - it was so great. The wife continued such movements, began to increase the pace. I was sure that in such surging waves of bliss I would not last long. And so it happened. As soon as Susan moved one hand off my hips, leaving her to keep herself from falling to the floor with the other,

“Susie, honey… I’m about to cumuuuuu…” I howled, releasing her head from my hands, thus giving freedom to pull away so as not to get a portion of my seed in my mouth. I’d be lying if I said I did it without regret. I wanted for the first time in our life together to feed my wife a portion of sperm. How often this happens in porn, and how often I wish I could see my wife in front of me as a porn star. When she greedily gasps for air with her mouth, from where I just pulled out a penis, and drops of sperm that did not fit in her mouth, those that she could not swallow, lie on her lips and flow down her chin …

What was my surprise … no … it’s wrong to call it that! - it was just amazement when she did not recoil away, but on the contrary, it seemed, she tried to plant her throat even deeper on the cock. And I didn’t moan, but growled when her hand squeezed my testicles even more tightly. After two very recent outpourings, I was sure that a certain interval would be needed until my sperm reserves were restored. I knew my body and its capabilities well. But I was wrong: the seed poured out of me in batches, each of which was accompanied by thrusts of my hips. Each push tried to throw Susan’s head off his cock, but she seemed to stick to his base. My wife swallowed the seed! Another shock of this crazy day.

- Something like that. - the first thing my wife said, releasing my half-limp penis from her mouth, smiling guiltily, leaning her body on her heels and looking up into my eyes.

- For such “somehow” you can give half the kingdom, as in a fairy tale. Because it was fabulous, my beauty. I was ready to shower Susan with compliments. – And in this fairy tale you are my queen.

- Thank you, darling. But despite the fact that you just fed me, your queen is a little hungry. I guess it’s time for us to have dinner, how are you?

- Agree. But with the condition - I carry my precious queen down to the kitchen, in my arms. I replied smiling at her joke.

- Oh, I’m just melting from your words, my king … - Susan’s bursting laughter seemed to flood the entire bathroom.

We finished our bath, wiped ourselves off, and I, picking up my treasure in my arms, fulfilled my promise.

Having put together a good dinner together, supplementing it with our favorite Chardonnay, we destroyed it in fifteen minutes. Despite the fact that there was no trace of the quarrel that had taken place there less than two hours earlier, nevertheless we ate in silence, only from time to time catching each other’s eyes. Then followed smiles, mutual winks and laughter. Normal atmosphere returned to our family.

After dinner, we went into the living room, hugged each other on the sofa, and were carried away by watching the next series of a soap opera, which I definitely could not be called an admirer; however, I watched it, if possible, “for the company”, especially when the mood was upbeat, and free time allowed. Susan, for her part, was really into the show. She said that at her work, almost the entire team enthusiastically follows the events of this series; in their free time and during lunch, they vividly discuss the twists and turns of new episodes, so she did not want to skip new episodes. But now she looked at the screen somehow differently, not so concentrated. There were no usual on-screen comments from Susan, she fidgeted all the time, often throwing such obvious looks as if she wanted to say something. I wanted to, but I did not dare. I, habitually indifferently looking at the screen, he tried to guess - what could have caused this? Perhaps she again wanted to talk about our relationship with her. Then I decided to help her and start a conversation myself. Moreover, one question tormented my curiosity even from the events in the bathroom.

- Honey, I’m tormented by conjecture - what was it in the bathroom? You surprised me more than once today, mostly in a pleasant way, but you saved the biggest surprise for the end, I must say. – preliminarily with a kiss on the cheek of his wife, I asked with a smile. In addition to the desire to know the answer to the question that tormented me, I pursued another goal: if I was mistaken, if I misinterpreted her nervousness on the sofa, and she did not want to be distracted from watching the conversation, then she habitually shushed me and asked me to postpone the conversation for the duration of the commercial break, or even after the movie. But…

- I was waiting for this question. I understand you are surprised, but I want to hope that more than surprised, you should be pleased with the result, right? – calmly accepted the challenge to talk to her husband.

- I won’t deny it. I can repeat every word I said in the bathroom. And add many other enthusiastic ones.

- Thank you. So you won’t blame me for anything when I tell you everything… right? Moreover, it seems to me … it seems you already guess everything … because I have the smartest and most insightful husband.

- Thank you, wifey. It’s my turn to say thank you. – That’s right, I think it could not have done without the intervention of our joiner-carpenter. Was it he who acted as a mentor in mastering the oral technique?

- Not really. Indirectly, yes. But most…

- What? What does this “indirectly” mean? Are you saying that there was someone else besides Hardin… come on, put everything in order. – I interrupted Susan from the sudden next news, not quite “in a gentlemanly way”.

- Patience, honey. Do not rush to run ahead of the locomotive … - with a slight hint of irritation in her voice, the wife answered. “I’ll tell you… Everything… If you really want to know all this…”

- Want. We’ve sorted everything out. There are no more problems that would make you hide anything from me.

- Fine. I was not lying at all when I said that I gave myself for the first time after so many of his attempts. This Hardin made me feel ambivalent: both disgusted by his impudence and arrogance, and … I don’t know what to call it, but … I would gladly drive him away, even slap him in the face after his first dirty proposals and loosening of hands, if not… some kind of magnetism that emanated from him.

- And I even know what this magnetism is called. Big and fat dick, right?

- Don’t try to simplify things, husband. Everything is much more complicated and confusing. And this is the web that I fell into, by the way, as it turned out, not least because you fell into another similar one.

- Okay… Hmmm… let’s not start again. – I didn’t want our conversation to lead to the same dead end again. “You’d better carry on the way it is.”

- When I made up my mind and gave myself to him for the first time, I was more pursuing a goal - perhaps our sex with him will help me get out of my head this incomprehensible compliance and indecision in relation to him. Something that even then made me feel like a traitor towards you, because I had to openly tell about all his behavior, ask you to break the agreement with him and drive him away. She should have, but she didn’t. And what stopped me - I could not understand. But I was hoping to figure it out myself. And when I decided to cross the line … - here Susan paused, her face betrayed that she was struggling to find the right words. - … when I let him fuck me … it was from the thought that perhaps it would be like some kind of panacea pill. Such a bitter pill, but not overpowering myself and not taking it, sickness will not leave the body. You need to swallow … just once … and everything will immediately change for the better. Yes, I do not want to hide the fact that after he demonstrated his big gun, my curiosity did not creep in - and what kind of sensations would such a thing bring if it entered me? What an insidious scoundrel! But now we know this - why did he arrange that evening at his place, with a hot bath. At the same time, I was in the dark, and my curiosity grew. And the desire to satisfy that curiosity held back the guilt of betraying you. When I decided to cut that Gordian knot, I thought I could get it out of my head for many reasons. You see, to me, how a woman could not like the very physical intercourse with him, he could simply turn out to be a useless lover … or … sometimes even the smell of a partner’s body can repel forever … but you never know what else. As it turned out, this thought was wrong… stupid even. Everything just got worse. Now a new sense of guilt has been added, from treason. I scolded myself for my weakness; I also scolded you for not stopping everything, but even pushing me into his predatory paws. After all, I didn’t know anything then what was happening between you and him. But even worse, I developed a physical attachment to him. I found this out when he called a day after our first sex and called me to his place.

- And he here, in our bedroom, began to increase your oral experience?

- No. That’s the thing, no. It was regular sex, in the missionary position. But it was… forgive me… it was great sex. This parasite is not only generously gifted by nature, he knows how to use it all. I’m sorry, but it’s true… Everything happened again on his territory. He, like a boa constrictor, was in no hurry to swallow his prey. He did it slowly, with skill. He began to accustom me to his dominance gradually. And already on our third meeting, when I came to him for the second time, he insisted … My God! When I decided to give myself to him for the first time, I also thought that it would only be a physical mating of two bodies, nothing more. I will not give him any oral, especially anal pleasures. If I’ve already refused you, how can I let him? And it turned out…

Here she fell silent again. She turned her head slightly to the side and down, looking at the floor. Even in the darkness of the room, with the faint light emanating from the TV screen, one could clearly see Susan’s face blushing. My strong hugs, kisses on the ears and neck returned her peace of mind. My wife’s body, which had been tense, relaxed again in my arms, breathing calmed down.

- Tell me, do you still love me?

- I love you, Susie. No matter how many times you ask, the answer will be the same. Don’t fret about the mistakes that are gone. With a calm heart, tell me more. Blowjob, did it come from you or did he suggest?

- He forced. So come back.

- ???

- When I found myself in his studio for the second time, he laid me out on a mattress as usual. As in previous times, he pounded me well … then it was time for his desires to diversify our sex. He just got off me and commanded imperiously, “Now, whore, turn around and get cancer.”

- And you…

- I … I half-stood up … the thought flashed through my head - “Don’t let this stallion treat you like that - slap him in the face and go home!” - but instead … I dutifully turned around, knelt down, then arched, leaned on my elbows, and kicked my ass. True, he didn’t like everything, and with rough hand movements, mixed with dirty words addressed to me, he corrected my posture, forcing me to bend more, then roughly entered me.

- Rough? Did it hurt?

- A little. But what puzzled me again, even more, was that this pain was not something that brought disgust into our sex with him. She quickly transformed into something pleasant. It turned out that fucking in a doggy position is very cool … and not so embarrassing.

- Are you finished?

- Mmmmm… yes. And not just once.

Hearing this was beyond my powers. I guess my body temperature jumped, my temples were pounding, pounding in unison with my heart, which now seemed to be somewhere in my throat. That must have been why my voice sounded so hoarse when I asked the question, wanting to hide my excitement, trying to look cool.

- You seem to be missing something. Before fucking him, did he force you to give a blowjob?

- Mmmm… no. He did it after he… finished. Cum in me. He pulled out his club … and immediately forced him to take it in his mouth.

“What an asshole!” - a thought flashed through my head. And the same next one dawned on me, bringing an explanation to what Hardin had said to my wife last night in his workshop after he had finished sex with her by cumming in her pussy: “How I taught you.” He wanted her to lick and wash his cock with her mouth. The scoundrel wanted to humiliate me even more in her presence, and at the same time test how much he could master Susan’s mind. Well done wife! So she still has the strength to resist him.

From this thought, I found her lips in the twilight of the living room, and dug into them with a hot kiss of gratitude. Susan, in turn, took my gesture as a confirmation of her confidence.

- Thank you, darling. Your trust is very important to me. And I’m ashamed that you have to kiss the mouth that took … sucked on another’s cock.

- What was, is gone.

- Not really… yet…

- Didn’t it end there?

“Hmmmm…then…no.” I took his sausage in my mouth. It was not easy given its size. It turned out how it happened, but he got up again. He again ordered me to get on all fours … and then … then he began to attach his club to my back hole …

- Did you protest?

- Yes. I said even you never did this to me. To which he laughed, he said, “Great. So now you will have a significant day. I will break the hymen in your ass, and then, on occasion, you can tell your horny hubby how wonderful this day turned out to be.

- Well, you bastard! Fucking freak! … Sorry, dear, broke. - I could not resist.

- Drop it. It is I who should apologize to you. I’m a complete fool, a whore, as he calls me…because I…because I didn’t let you before, but let this unfamiliar dog try my ass first. And not only to try… but don’t be angry, please… please… I must confess… that he… that he made me into anal sex. And the bastard smelled it perfectly. On my next visit to him, Hardin fired me up, then told me to become a cancer, which I obligingly did, and did not enter me as expected, but said: “Which of your holes to insert, whore?”

- I would be indignant, but I myself was surprised when I answered: “Come on in the ass.” As if it wasn’t me who said it, but someone else. Honestly, believe me. But the worst was yet to come. He did not budge, he continued to wait for something.

I asked, “What are you waiting for?”

He replied, “You have to ask me about it.”

Then I: “About what? How?”

Hardin: “You know what you want.”

Me: “Hardin, please have sex with me.”

Him: “Wrong. Not exactly.”

Me: “Hardin, please have anal sex with me.”

He: “Warmer, but still the answer is wrong.”

Me: “Hardin, please. Fuck my ass.”

He: “So you will beat around the bush? Well, I’ll wait. There is time.” And burst into laughter…

- Then I could no longer wait, I was so wound up, I was not myself. I wanted to feel it… in me. I was ready to beg … And I screamed: “Damn it, Hardin! Well, fuck me already in the ass!”

- Phuff… this evening is getting hotter and hotter. I said, glowing with the surge of excitement that Susan’s emotions aroused. And that was what he wanted?

- Yes. And he immediately did…

- Your request…

- Call it that, Ken … You wanted everything in detail - please. Your wife is a total whore.

- Well, so much a whore … It just happened to us. I’m with you.

- I am grateful to you, but the reality is… Such is that after he gave my ass a good pounding, after he finished it, he took out his device, all so dirty and slimy… and… ordered me to clean it with my mouth. Imagine what an abomination - I had to lick a dirty cock out of my ass! But the bad didn’t end there. This time I felt his cock awaken again, it hardened. Hardin just went berserk, and with such fury began to hammer into my mouth, and then shouted: “Slut, I’m coming. Swallow everything!

- M-yes…

- Exactly! But the worst thing is that then I carried out this order of his … carried out without a shadow of disgust … it came later … when I was at home. I remembered how I almost choked on his sperm, so it seemed to me. She tasted so disgusting.

I’m amazed how you managed to hide your bad mood from me.

- That was not easy. But that’s not all. It was not enough for him to humiliate me like that. He needed to break me completely. When everything was already over, the bastard began to reprimand me that the way I perform a blowjob does not suit him. You see, in his opinion, I am inexperienced in this matter. He said so: “If your hubby is fine with this, then for me it’s complete crap. Talk to Melanie, she will teach you many techniques, teach you how to swallow. And Melanie became my mentor in this. She gave a lot of advice, and in the next couple of our meetings she was present next to me and corrected my actions. It was kind of like practice. Not right away, but I did. After I managed to swallow it for the first time, I realized that it was not so difficult, and at the same time not so bad. After all, in this case, he finished me right in the esophagus, bypassing the mouth. So I avoided the unpleasant taste of his sperm. I hope I explained everything to you as it is …

Here she fell silent. But from the way her chest heaved from deep breaths, it was clear that inside Susan was still seething with a cauldron of emotions. I was also silent. I didn’t want to talk, but here are my thoughts. Their swarm curled in my head.

The first was about Melanie. When Susan reminded me of her, the words of Hardin’s wife addressed to me immediately surfaced when I contemplated the picture of my missus fucking with that stallion.

“She gets high on this, damn it. His hefty contraption turned her into a whore. You won’t believe how she begs every time. It was very stupid of you to fuck that girl. This, no doubt, led to such a downfall of your little wife…. Bullshit. She asks herself every day. After Hardin screwed her the first time, she got so greedy for him. He had to make changes to his schedule because of her…she’s stuck.”

Then I considered these malevolent phrases as part of Melanie’s revenge on me for not being able to get sex with me. Now I clearly understood - she was right. My Susan, my missus, has become the most lustful whore ever. Transformed in a short space of time; short, but so eventful. And it was another such thought, which was very important for me to consider.

If, when I got home, dumbfounded by Susan’s accusation in my face, I cursed yesterday’s events and the events of this morning, now I was grateful that everything was so revealed, that Susan and I had an open conversation about things important for our future life together. . That everything went in the most successful way, brought us so many positive emotions and physical pleasure. Many, many revelations and upheavals have happened during this time. And not always pleasant for me. But the main thing is that all the puzzles have come together, and the overall picture has become clear.

Because of my momentary weakness, I made the first mistake. And he did not confess it to his wife. Then he stepped on the same rake - again he was afraid to confess to her that the lustful villain took advantage of my falling into a mousetrap, and not only did not warn his wife about the threat looming over her, but also became an unwitting assistant in the implementation of vile plans. In the end, this resulted in the fact that Susan, who did not suspect anything, although she was able to resist the insidious plans for some time, finally gave in and allowed herself, from such a decent wife, to be made into a lustful whore.

Now that my wife and I had all our cards on the table, we had trumps in our hands. Together we became the force that will break all of Hardin’s future plans for Susan. So I thought, holding my wife tightly to me. She decided to respond in kind, wrapped her arms around me and snuggled up. Our faces met. But before the kiss followed, her lips broke into a smile.

- Whoa! I can’t believe it, someone came to life again … - she said and giggled.

- I don’t recognize myself. It’s just some kind of magic. But, it is not surprising when such a sorceress is nearby. I complimented my wife.

- Ouuuu… Yes, I’m like that… but still, maybe the reason is different? Maybe that’s how my stories about sex with Hardin affected you? Confess…

- I won’t deny it. It all felt like erotic literature, or, like, I was watching some kind of porn movie when I listened to your revelations. I’ll be honest - pictures of how you are with him … well, yesterday there, in my presence … you yourself understand … these pictures will never leave my head. And they come up from time to time. I can’t do anything - just some kind of obsession.

- And who is to blame? You must have really wanted to see how we were doing when you said “Susan, give yourself to him.”

- I was forced to.

- Yes? And there was no other way? Or maybe you didn’t want to? We decided to be honest, be honest to the end - did the picture in front of you turn you on?

- I will not hide, it was unusual. I knew with my head that it was wrong, but in my soul …

- What’s in your soul?

- I wanted to see how it ends. Keep out. And it was too late … “too late to close the stable when the horse ran out of there,” as they say.

- So you admit that my sex with another had an exciting effect on you.

- I admit it.

- Fine. Then I must openly say that one piquant moment had an effect on me stronger than the stimulus.

- What is it?

- Maybe you noticed how fast and violently I came today when you licked my pussy. Did you notice anything unusual?

- It was so.

- Do you know why?

- Tell.

- When you pressed your lips to her, such a bad thought came to me: “My husband is licking my pussy, in which a couple of hours ago there was a lover’s penis.” And it got me terribly excited.

- That’s how? Is he already a lover?

- Okay, you … do not find fault with the words. Well, let - another man.

- Now you will answer for the “other man.” - with a mock threat in my voice, I said, leaned on my wife, began to tickle. She answered the same. Soon a ball of our bodies was rolling on the sofa, the room filled with laughter, Susan’s squeals, the creaking of furniture. The series was abandoned completely. The evening was drawing to a close.

After a while we went to get ready for bed. Each of us knew that after such an evening of a hard day, we would quickly retreat to the country of Morpheus. That would have happened if I hadn’t wanted to sum up the day. Put a point.

- Now that you and I have dealt with our common problem, when the bastard failed to slander me in your face, and you in mine, and drive a wedge between us, now you can safely not answer his calls. For my part, I will definitely contact him. I’ll contact him to inform him that his main trump card - this recording of me and Elsa - he can flush down the toilet. It won’t work anymore. Let him roll in the ass, and he will not see you again either. I concluded.

To my surprise, there was no response from Susan. I even turned my head on the pillow to check if she had time to fall asleep? She lay with her eyes open, clearly awake, but she did not answer. It was strange. And then I noticed, maybe it seemed to me, but her eyes flashed. Tears? Why… Then the lips moved barely perceptibly. It was like she was about to say something, but then she changed her mind and bit her lower lip.

- Susie… Are you awake?

- No.

Why don’t you say whether you agree with me or not? I said something wrong.

- No… hmmmm… more precisely – not quite like that.

- Explain.

- Unfortunately, not everything will work out the way you painted. There are reasons and circumstances for this. All evening I wanted to tell you about them, but somehow I did not dare. – her voice trembled.

Is there anything else that I don’t know about? I got worried.

- No, rather it is old, but it is dangerous for us in a new way. – Susan said in a completely dead voice.

- Don’t delay, Susie. Get it together. Tell me…

“After we finished with him this afternoon,” the wife began haltingly. - … and I began to dress, Hardin said: “Tell hubby that he is very mistaken if he thinks everything is over for him. I will still have the record. In addition, Melanie filmed all the most interesting moments of our today’s meeting. As well as several previous ones. If he decides to intervene again and interrupt our relationship, then your colleagues will see these videos, as well as him. Yes, and the whole district will be able to see an interesting video. You don’t want to find out that the students of the schools you work in have been exchanging such juicy files on their mobile phones, do you? And a video with your horny in the title role may be of interest to the police. And Elsa will confirm

- Damn it, you “pleased”. Saved the most “sweet” for the end of the day?

- I wanted to tell you as soon as you arrived. But then everything went so well … I did not want to break the beauty of the moment. Thought I’d let you know in the morning. But it’s better now.

- This bastard dug into us, or rather into you, like a tick. From the first moment when he appeared at our place and stared at you, I understood that he would be in danger of getting you. I felt it with a sixth sense. And he turned out to be right. Don’t be discouraged, dear. We’ll come up with something together. There must be some way out of this situation.

- Easy to say. Until we can do something, who knows how many times I will have to ride to him and indulge his perverted desires.

- You must refuse. Just don’t pick up the phone, change the SIM card, or…

- Change jobs too? Then we will have to sell our house and leave. It won’t find us that way, though I’m not sure it will help. It will be very disappointing to somehow find these videos on the Internet, especially if relatives or our friends tell us about it.

- Right. My hands are already itching for him. Because I don’t see any other way.

- Do not talk rubbish. You understand what it threatens. Especially physically, the bastard has a solid head start in front of you. I don’t want to see you in prison or in a wheelchair. The only decision that can be made now is to leave everything as it is. I will go to him, as in recent weeks. It’s not so scary anymore. We found out today. It even left a positive impression on us in a certain way, right?

- Hmmmm… Yes, this, oddly enough, plays the role of an exciter for both of us. But how long will it be like this? I don’t think forever.

- But while this works, let’s show him that we have given up, and sail along the channel that he indicated. And during this time we will come up with something. Just try to convince yourself that nothing bad is happening. As it was until you unexpectedly paid a visit to him. Only with a cool head can you find the right way out.

That’s what we decided on. Gentle but passionate kisses brought final peace to our state. Then Susan turned away, I hugged her tightly from behind, and we fell asleep … Or pretended … Because for a long time I could not get rid of thoughts about the coming shocks that the situation we were in promised us.

Over coffee in the morning, before getting ready for work, we finally worked out our tactics for the near future. I avoid contact with Hardin, both in person and by phone. I give maximum attention to my work. Susan also works according to her usual schedule. If she gets a house call, she won’t notify me so as not to interfere with my focus on work. After all, this will not change anything, and in the evening I will find out anyway.

And so it happened. After two days of quiet life, when Hardin did not disturb any of us, and already we began to harbor illusions that this would last longer, Friday came. I came home from work with pizza, fruit and a good bottle of red wine on the way. I wanted to celebrate the end of the working week. It’s been a successful week at work. In parallel with this, family life was also pleasing. After Monday’s upheavals and Tuesday’s revelations, Susan and I seem to have taken our lives to the next level. I concluded from the fact that, despite the fact that on Tuesday evening we plunged into rough sex, such that after which we usually had a three-four day break, now my wife and I fucked on Wednesday and Thursday evenings no less intensely , but it was felt that they were not satisfied in full, they expected to continue on Friday evening.

I realized that something would disrupt our plans when I entered, and my wife did not run out to meet me at the door, like the last two evenings. I found her sitting on the sofa in the living room. The robe she wore was familiar. Unusual and disturbing was the fact that her hair was wet and blow dried.

- Hello, sunshine. I came. How are you How was your day? I said leaning in for a kiss.

- Hi, darling. Fine. How are you doing at work? she answered wearily, turning off the hair dryer.

- In order. Tonight will be with wine. I took out a bottle from the bag.

- Not bad. - her weak reaction only confirmed my fears - something was wrong.

- You look tired. Hard day at work or… something I don’t even want to think about, Susie?

- No, at work today everything was normal, as for Friday. Before lunch. At lunchtime he called…

- Bastard?! - it broke out of me.

- Yes. And he invited me over.

- And you went?

- Yes. We discussed this with you.

- Right, yes. And what was?

- Let’s not now … I don’t want to talk about it now. Let’s not ruin our lovely dinner. - My wife said quietly, but then, looking at me, she added. “Later, in the bedroom, I promise to tell you everything.

But dinner was ruined. We chewed more than we talked, which was not natural for us. Sitting in front of the TV exchanged just a couple of phrases. I pressed her to my chest and heard how tense her body was. I tried to relieve this tension. He began to grab the lobes of her ears with his lips. Susan sat motionless and seemed unresponsive. But as soon as I began to wrinkle her breasts through the fabric of her dressing gown, she looked up at me and whispered: “Ken, honey, don’t, not now.”

When she got up and went to the toilet and bathroom, I was surprised by her gait. As if something was stopping her from going. My anxiety and impatience grew. She stayed in the bathroom longer than usual. Finally, she came out of there, and with the same unsteady gait proceeded to the bed, where she darted to me under the sheet.

She lay back to me and whispered softly:

- Give me a hug.

- With great pleasure, dear. - I answered, hugged her and began to caress my wife’s breasts. Kisses began to cover her neck. The heat and smell of Susan’s body quickly took their toll, my fighter began to harden. He pressed against her back, she could definitely feel it. As my hand descended to her womb, Susan protested again:

- No, honey. Don’t… Not today. Sorry.

- Is there something wrong? Tell.

- I need rest and … there … there it is very rubbed. Sadnit.

- Oh, good God! What did he do to you? You promised to tell.

- I’ll tell you. Give me time to gather my thoughts… and spirit.

These words caused me a strong indignation at the actions of the jerk. His heart was pounding hard in his chest. There was a pounding in the temples. How did he treat my sweetheart today? Was he especially rude? These and many other thoughts swirled in my mind as Susan thought about hers. But then she began:

- He called at lunchtime and said to come to him. I replied that not earlier than in three hours, because I would be busy at work, and he agreed. In fact, I lied to him; I could go in an hour, it was in an hour that I finished work, but I deliberately decided to delay the time. So there would be very little time left until Melanie would bring home their boys from school. And Hardin might have little or no time for fun. I spent the free time that appeared for shopping in the city, then I went to him.

Here she paused. Her breathing became deep, her shoulders twitching. She obviously had a hard time remembering everything. This alarmed me.

- Susie… continue… please.

- Then everything was normal. He led me to the back of the workshop. We sat on a mattress. I began to undress, and he triumphantly told me not to hurry. Unlike previous days, we didn’t have to worry about time. That today we had a lot of it. Since Melanie, having taken the boys from school, will take them to her parents. Then I realized that I would not be able to avoid the fact that I would be well fucked by this stallion …

She paused again. I decided to push her not with words, but gently clasping both breasts, lightly pinching the nipples between my fingers, and began to move them so as to rub the nipples. Susan understood my signal and continued:

- When we undressed, he immediately told me to kneel down and take it in my mouth. I made. I tried to make him finish. I hoped that maybe he would not get up later, so that there was a second time. It was so naive of me…

- Did you manage to swallow it? He finished and you swallowed?

No, he didn’t finish at all. He pulled out earlier… he just wanted me to warm him up… he did it… his cock got extra big because of it… and he… threw me on my back… and started fucking me…

As she spoke, she began to breathe deeper and deeper. The sentences began to break into pauses. It was obvious that the recollection of the events of the previous day excited her. The further, the more.

- He did this for a while … then he came out of me, said to become … cancer … I did … he cut into me … it even hurt … but it all went away soon, as he … continued me … fuck …

Coupled with my teasing her nipples and reminiscing, Susan turned on in earnest. Now she put her hands between her legs, and I distinctly heard her caressing herself there.

- He fucked my pussy especially violently. And then… then I heard him fingering… into my… ahhh… ass… first with one… aaah… then with two… ooohhhh… then he inserted three at once… ooaaahhh…

Susan began to moan as she continued her story. And her moans became more frequent and longer.

“Did he hurt you, honey?”

“Aaaaahhh… no… aaaahhh… even three didn’t hurt… oooooooohhh… until he inserted the fourth… aaaaahhh… and I realized that he wanted to put his hand in my ass… oh, honey… yes, come on, caress my nipples harder… oh…” I now … it seems … aaaahhh … cumuuuuuu …

The wife’s body began to shudder and vibrate. Her moans merged into one lingering one, and she ended violently in my strong arms. An orgasm interrupted her story, and I longed to continue, suspecting with alarm that this villain had fisted my wife’s ass.

- Dear … What happened next? Did he manage to put his hand in your hole?

- Fhhhh… No. He pulled his fingers out of his ass.

Because you felt pain?

- Not at all. If I was hurt, it only pushed him to act further. I just finished. Like now, only much cooler.

These words made a noise in my head, and a member of the stake rested against Susan’s back. “How the hell is this situation affecting me. I thought. “But it’s good that the freak didn’t fist my baby.”

- Do you want me to help you finish with a pen? Susan replied.

- An offer you can’t refuse. I retorted.

I turned on my back. Susan knelt beside me, took the cock in her hand, made a couple of slow movements from the head to the base, and continued:

- Before I even had time to catch my breath, he cut into my ass with his club. He fucked me there and said: “I knew that you would like the new sensations when both your holes are filled. Did you like it, whore? You came like never before, right?” I couldn’t deny it and confirmed it. This turned him on even more, he worked like a jackhammer, and soon came in my ass.

Susan’s hand was also moving faster and faster over my cock. I began to move the pelvis up towards her hand.

- Then he habitually let me lick a member. After that we lay down to rest. But not for long. After a couple of minutes, he picked me up, picked me up and laid me on the table. He grabbed my legs under my knees and pushed them so forward that my knees were almost near my ears. With one hand he held them in that position. And the second … I thought, he would now habitually break into me with his device. I was wrong…” Here Susan paused, both in his narration and in his handling of my cock.

- And what? I broke the silence.

- I felt him insert a finger into the pussy. Before that, he fucked me with his finger only once. Even for the first time, then - at our house. Although it looked strange, I thought it would be good for me. I had already come under him and it was better if he just finger fucked me. But when the first finger was joined by the second, and then soon the third, I realized what he was going to do … how did you call it?

- Decided to fist you, you bastard. I interrupted my wife again.

- Yes, and he said: “I’m going to fist you, whore. Has your hubby ever done this to you?” When I said no, he laughed and said that he would be my first teacher and that I would be in seventh heaven. And he immediately added a fourth finger, began to try to stick his palm into me. Susan’s hand slid over my cock again.

- It hurt?

- I can’t say that. At times I “oohed” from unpleasant sensations, but it was more somehow unusual … I also did not like these chomping sounds … But gradually I began to feel how warmly spreads in the lower abdomen. His palm was richly smeared with my juices, it began to penetrate easier and further. He saw it… paused… and then sparks shot from my eyes. He punched me with his fist … I yelled so that, probably, the whole forest around heard …

- Bastard!

- Yes … But the pain was only for a moment, and then … then such a feeling came … so new and unusual … I felt like a glove, tightly stretched on his impudent hand, which got into me and began to poke inside. I didn’t scream, now I was just howling with pleasure… it was so delicious… Yes, I’m sorry, honey, I was just lost at that moment. I felt that my orgasm was on the way … and then he, as always, began to call me in every way … dirty … this added excitement … he saw everything, as if reading through me … began to ask: “So whose cunt is this, whore? Who does she belong to?

He had done this many times before, but I always refused him an answer. And today … I’m sorry, dear … I must confess … an orgasm rolled over me, and I could no longer think correctly, I just wanted to finish again … I was afraid if I didn’t say what he wants to hear, he would pull out his hand … I that was the thing I feared the most at the time… and I… I screamed, “She’s yours, Hardin. You have mastered her. You can do whatever you want with her.”

The wife’s touches to the penis, her persistent hand movements were incredibly pleasant. In addition to everything, Susan’s story also influenced my excitement. It seemed to me that my “fighter” hardened and hardened as the orgasm approached. But time passed, and the desired peak did not come. The last phrase of my missus became the detonator that detonated the charge. I let out a groan, my body tensed and arched up in the back, and the first fountain of hot sperm hit from the penis. He struck with such force that almost the entire jet flew over the head of Susan sitting on her knees at my hips. Only a small part of the jet fell on his wife’s hair, another part on her chest. Following the first, the following jets were no longer so powerful. They landed just on the chest and stomach of his wife. Throwing away the last one, I relaxed stretched out on the bed …

- My boy, as always, well done. Shoots well. Aptly. Susan giggled.

- Fuuuhhh… that was great. Thank you dear.

- Thank you for the pen or for the story?

- For all.

- But, if the pen has completed its work, then the story is not finished yet …

- Is it true? Continue.

- With these words, I finished. Lying on the table so relaxed, lost in time and space. But he didn’t finish. As if through a dream I heard how he pulled his hand out of the pussy, and a second later I heard the head of the penis touch the hole of the ass. He stood again. For a couple of pushes, he took possession of my ass, began to fuck. Then he told me to grab my legs under my knees and hold. So he freed his hand, brought it to the pussy. Then one by one he inserted four fingers into me, without ceasing to fuck in the ass. He fiddled with his hand in the pussy, his thumb aroused my clitoris, and the cock tormented my ass. You won’t believe it, and I can’t believe it myself, but I finished again! In fact, we ended up together. And after … After that, he habitually already demanded to lick his cock. And I did. Good thing he couldn’t cum anymore and I didn’t have to swallow.

“Still would! - Fine. It seems like you didn’t let him do it. I was hoping you avoided the fisting. My hopes were in vain. He got what he wanted. Once again, he defeated us.” - that’s what I thought, but decided not to say it out loud. It would only stir up an unnecessary quarrel. And now I had no desire to even speak, I was so devastated.

- That’s all. Susan concluded. - Okay, I’m in the shower. Wash away your shots.

- I’m a little later…

After the shower, our bodies, squeezed like a lemon, lay in a tight hug. The conversation was now going smoothly, too.

- Now you understand - why can’t I make love to you today? the wife began.

- More than. Nevertheless, we had sex, even if it was manual. I answered with a smile.

- Yes. But don’t worry. This will pass quickly. I think in a day my pussy will be fine. As well as the ass … hee hee hee …

- Hope.

- Moreover, I will not have to go to him in the next few days. That’s for sure.

- Where such confidence?

- He said himself. He had an urgent order. Work on which will take all weekend and the beginning of the week. Then he goes somewhere. He said so: “I tried hard to fuck you, baby, so that you remember for a long time and do not get bored. When I get back, I’ll let you know.”

- It is good to. There is a small chance during this time to come up with something how to get rid of him. But no matter how problematic this may be, the main thing remains unshakable - I love you, Susie.

- I love you very much, dear. We’ll find. Necessarily. Don’t worry.

We were kissing … when suddenly Susan interrupted him and asked with a smile:

- Next time, well, how will I recover, will we try fisting?

- Ofcourse honey. I answered, and again covered her mouth with mine.

So we fell asleep in kisses and hot hugs …

Hardin kept his word and didn’t bother Susan for most of the week. But I worried her all the time. In the best way for her. A day later, on Sunday, our bedroom was again filled with the sounds of the bed creaking, hitting its back against the wall, moans and screams of Susan’s voluptuousness, body slaps against body, my panting and our common sounds of delight from orgasms. All these days we have been trying out everything new that recent events have brought to our sex life.

On Friday he showed up. But, surprisingly, he began to pull not his wife, but me. From the very morning he began to pester calls. As we agreed with her, I simply ignored these calls. Then I got a call from Susan.

- Hi, darling!

- Hi dear. How are you Let me guess - Hardin called you?

- Yes. But he doesn’t call. He resents you for not answering his calls. He asked me to tell you to contact him.

- Curious. Fine. I’ll call and find out what else this dog needs.

- Good luck honey.

- Bye, darling.

Hardin didn’t answer right away. It was clear that he wanted to take revenge on me.

- I’m listening to.

- Good afternoon, Hardin.

I hope, mister.

- You wanted to hear me?

- Yes. I just see you don’t want to hear me. I do not like it. Although I like that you understood the lesson correctly, and I hope you will no longer defiantly try to ruin my plans. Like when you stumbled into my apartment at the wrong time. But Melanie warned you. I see you’ve improved. I praise.

“But you know…” I began.

- Stop! Don’t interrupt, mister. I do not for a long time. Straight to the point: I want to pick up your wife for the whole evening, maybe part of the night, on Saturday. Tomorrow. I booked dinner at one of the restaurants in the city and I want her to spend the evening with me. As a date partner. Around midnight, maybe a little after, I’ll bring her back. Don’t worry about it.

- But what about Melanie … - the first thing that came to my mind after such an impudent demand.

- It’s none of your business, don’t worry about it.

- Don’t you think it’s too much?

- It will be too much when all those whom I listed to you and your little wife will watch fascinating videos. Or did you forget?

- Hmmm… No, I remember. But listen…

- Listen, you. Each time my collection of interesting movies is replenished. Don’t you think it’s too late for you to pick up your feathers? To make it more convincing, I can show you personally some of those “strawberries”. Don’t you want to?

- No.

- Sounds better already. So there are no objections for Saturday, right?

“Hmmmm… N-no. I said uncertainly.

- I can’t hear the enthusiasm in your voice. Laughter erupted over the phone. “Susan is more enthusiastic in my workshop… ha ha ha… Tell her to be ready by seven o’clock tomorrow. And let her dress up and decently, and sexier.

“What’s stopping you from telling her all this in person?” Why all this performance?

- I want you to persuade and prepare your little wife to go on a date with her lover. End of line, mr.

He dropped the call. It’s good that I chose the moment to call when I was in the office myself. Otherwise, colleagues could be quite surprised by my appearance. Especially the face that turned crimson. The insolent, saddling a horse that allowed him to dominate us, raised the temperature in hell, where my wife and I landed, higher and higher. His demands became more sophisticated and perverse. Over the past month, through his fault, my life together with Susan has undergone major changes. There are too many shocks and moments that have tested our psyche. What was surprising was that, in terms of sex, our lives had clearly changed for the better. But it was obvious that this was due to a change in Susan’s behavior. Nothing has changed for me at all. She confidently, over and over again, more and more, turned from a rather puritanical wife into a whore. As much as I hated the change in our games in bed, I didn’t want to let it fall further. But there was nothing he could do to counter it. I hope not yet…

Returning from work in the evening, I was met by my wife at the door. As usual - hugged, kissed, exchanged familiar phrases. But there was an undisguised curiosity on her face - to know about the subject of my conversation with Hardin. I did not torment her, although it was difficult for me to say this to her. Surprisingly, she took the news calmly.

- I feared the worst. And so … Well, you have to endure the evening the presence of this asshole nearby. Smile at his flat jokes, maybe dance with him. At the same time I will find out how good he is at this. I wonder where he planned to fuck me? Is it in a cheap motel room? I don’t think he got a room in an expensive hotel in the city. This bastard is such a curmudgeon. What to wear … There are no problems at all. My wardrobe allows you to make a wide choice. Thanks to your efforts, honey. Don’t worry, it will be like a normal challenge to him. Let’s go have dinner.

She kissed me on the cheek, and we proceeded to the kitchen.

The time until Saturday evening flew by. We tried to distract ourselves from the subject of waiting for the evening to come, plunging into household chores. We succeeded well. Or maybe I just didn’t notice my wife’s nervousness. Doesn’t matter. After five o’clock in the evening, Susan said that it was time for her to start preparing for the trip with her “lover”. She said and went to the bathroom. I continued to mess around in the workshop for some time, and at the end of the work I decided to wash my hands, completely forgetting that my wife might still be in the bathroom.

I flew in there, and only her “oh” made me remember that she could be here. Actually, there was nothing extraordinary about it. We often took showers together, squeezed into the bathroom. And simply, if one had to put himself in order, then for the other there was no taboo on entering the bathroom at that time. What is the constraint between husband and wife? Funny.

But now she heard this scream - “oh.” And I stood there, nailed to the circumstance. What does it mean to be able to enter at the “right” moment! Susan was standing in the bathroom with her ass turned off and her hand squeezing the gynecological bulb inserted into her ass hole. She douched!

- Ken, please come out!

“Sorry, Susie… I didn’t know that…” Without finishing, I flew out even faster than I entered.

In order not to embarrass my wife at all, I did not wait at the door, knowing that after a while she would follow through the door nearby - to the toilet. I went and sat down to wait in the bedroom. A minute later the bathroom door opened and then the toilet door slammed shut. Then I went back and washed my hands in the bathroom. He washed his hands, and the thought drilled in his brain: “She is preparing not just to spend an evening in a restaurant. She knows what comes next. And she is preparing her sweet ass hole for new penetrations of this male there. A wave of excitement washed over me.

I finished the process at the same time as the sound of flushing the toilet in the next stall. Coming out, me and a naked Susan, we collided. She lowered her eyes in embarrassment and said:

- Sorry…

- Everything is fine dear.

It took Susan another forty minutes to get ready. About twenty minutes before seven, she appeared in the living room, where I was watching TV. She was wearing a dark purple evening mini dress with a straight cut, round neckline, complemented by an openwork fringe decoration on the sleeves. The dress did not reach the knees fifteen centimeters. This was my Valentine’s Day present this year. She really liked it, but she only wore it once, when we went to a party. The second case simply did not present itself. Up to this day. On her feet she had shoes to match the dress, with eight-centimeter stilettos. Susan fantasized about her hairstyle, which she did well; in this she was a master. The make-up was subtle but impressive. On the fingers was a dark pink manicure. She looked great and very seductive. It became another torture for me.

Susie, you are amazing. - I said and rushed to her, hug and kiss.

- Thank you, darling. she replied, suddenly pulling away. No, Ken, don’t. I’m afraid to ruin my hair. Besides, I don’t want you to turn me on. Panties will get wet, and this goat will think more that it is he who excites me so much.

This explanation seemed strange to me, but I did not argue, especially since my brain was now occupied by another thought.

- What panties are you wearing? Show me.

- Ken, you’re like a little kid, honestly…

- Well, come on. Show me. Interesting.

- Yes, those that you gave me, if you’re so interested. she chuckled, pulling up the hem of her dress until I saw black lace panties.

“Exactly. I even remember when and on what occasion I gave them, but she never once wore them. She said that they were too depraved, she would feel like a whore in them. I thought.

- Quickly lower the hem, otherwise I can’t vouch for myself; I’ll pounce on you now like a lion, tear them to hell, - I said, translating everything into a joke.

- A little patience. You will have many more opportunities to break them. But not today. the wife smiled.

Ten minutes later we heard the sound of a car pulling up to us. I looked outside, sure enough to see Hardin’s pickup truck. This is in such a shabby pickup he is going to drive up to the restaurant! Yes, and Susan in her excellent evening dress will look like a princess on a pig in it. Disgrace!

To my great surprise, in front of our house was a black Porsche Cayenne. “It may have been someone else who drove up, coincidence.” I thought. But a minute later the driver’s door opened and out came … Hardin! With a leisurely step, he made his way down the path to our entrance. Susan was next to me, by the windows.

- Alright I have to go. I will go towards him. I don’t want him to come to our doors. - she said. I will try to text you. Do not be bored. Remember - I love you.

“I love you too, dear. Let me know when you go back. I will meet you.

- OK, darling. She said as she closed the door behind her.

I watched them meet. No rudeness on his part. He held out his hand politely and she offered hers. He leaned over to her and kissed her on the cheek. Then together they walked along the path to the car, without any encroachments from his side to grab her by the waist. If someone unfamiliar would observe this picture from the side, then he would describe it to himself as a couple of good acquaintances, he and she, walking hand in hand to the car. Only and everything. But I knew otherwise: a low type who had forcibly crammed into lovers, who seduced my wife, led her to the next mating as a “whore who agrees to everything.” A minute later, he opened the front door for her, helped her climb in, and she disappeared into the belly of the car, which in another half a minute, with a roar of the engine, sped away.

I was left alone. From the very moment when I agreed to his demand to give him my wife for the evening, from that very moment I understood how difficult this evening of waiting for her return would be. But in fact, it turned out that it is much harder. It didn’t help to try to distract yourself by watching a baseball game, and no films were left on the screen for more than five minutes to be changed to other channels. Packing cans of beer, bought in advance by me on Friday, also did not bring peace. Soon all six lay empty near the sofa, and the pictures, the same ones that haunted me since visiting Hardin’s workshop, but only migrated to the present time, did not leave my mind. Instead of a TV screen, I saw a hotel room, on the bed of which, legs wide apart,

What made the waiting atmosphere worse was the fact that during the entire wait, Susan sent only one SMS: “Wow! We are in Oceana. Everything is fine. I love.” It was five minutes to eight. Since then, there has been silence. Time. It seemed to freeze in place. Probably, he looked at the clock face more often than at the TV screen. Tired. Turned it off at half past ten. Turned on laptop. Get into the network. But it also helped just like TV. No way. True, I was able to fall asleep, which was at least some kind of panacea. It seems that it was 23:45 on the screen … I woke up from some kind of sound. He drove off the dream, distinguished - the rumble of a car with a powerful engine driving up to the house. On a working laptop, the time is 2:54 - !!! And I’m still home alone…

Headlights hit the windows. The car stopped, but the engine was not turned off. Yes, it’s the same Cayenne. Arrived? But why didn’t you notify me by SMS, as agreed? Decided not to go out to meet her, since she didn’t need to. The car stood for a couple of minutes, and no one got out of it. But then the front door opened and the silhouette of a female figure slowly crawled out. Then, with an unsteady gait, the figure circled the car, and also, swaying from side to side, headed along the path to our door. Yes, it was her, my Susan. The car roared, turned around, momentarily illuminating my wife with headlights, and rolled into the darkness of the night. I stood and watched from the dark window at the front door as Susan approached. It was obvious from her walk that she was quite drunk. From that, I was ready to jump out at any second if she fell onto the path. This, fortunately, did not happen. As her hairpins clicked up the steps of the threshold, I opened the lock and flung the door open in her face. At the same time, the light switch on the threshold clicked. What I saw amazed me. Before me stood a very different Susan, not at all the one who left our house last night.

Her hairstyle had disappeared completely - her hair was tousled, scattered, partially hanging in tangled curls over her face, in places they were stuck together from something. There was no trace of makeup left. The dress was wrinkled, and looked like it was slightly torn, because the neckline now seemed much larger than before. On an uncovered area of the chest, just below the shoulder, a reddening hickey was clearly marked.

It was evident that she was trying either to say something, or to smile, but she was weak at it. Finally, she stepped forward, and, stumbling with a hairpin on the threshold, literally fell into my embraces, which had been set up in advance. The smell of alcohol, tobacco, her perfume, someone’s cologne smelled in my face …

- Darling, are you all right? - after the answer did not follow, repeated. - Everything is fine? Answer, Susie, don’t be silent. What have they done to you?

“They…there were…two…” she whispered helplessly.
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“They…there were…two…” she whispered helplessly.

I picked up Susan in my arms and carried her into the living room, placing her on the sofa. While carrying, she languidly closed her eyes; I could see that she relaxed, lying in my arms. The wife’s lips, without any hint that lipstick was on them last night, moved. It was clear that she was whispering something, but no matter how close my head was to hers, I could not make out anything. When I laid her on the sofa, she opened her eyes, and abruptly throwing her hands up, grabbed my neck.

- Don’t leave… Don’t leave me, honey… You won’t leave, right? - did not utter, rather whimpered wife.

- What are you, of course, I’ll be there. I’ve been waiting for you so much, so worried. I want to hear that this boor did not offend you. I reassured Susan.

- Not now… ufff. I’ll tell you everything, but… not now. Come on in the morning. I’m terribly tired and I want to … sleep. - the last word came out of the wife along with a deep yawn.

- I’ll take you to the bedroom, Susie. I made my decision firmly.

- Doesn’t matter. she barely managed. And she added: - I just … want to … sleep … but you can - bring it …

And, it seems, finally passed out. In any case, when I took off the shoes from her legs, they rested lifelessly in my hands, and nothing came out of her mouth …

Moving his precious to the bedroom, putting her on the bed, decided to undress. It took some effort to remove her dress, which was not damaged, but the back zipper was not fully closed, as if someone was doing it in a hurry. Although…

“Perhaps this someone did not button up her dress tightly on purpose so that they could play with her boobs on the way back.” I thought. - “If Hardin was driving, it could hardly be him, but she managed to tell that there were two of them!”

This thought ran through and excited me, as it was immediately crossed out, replaced by another, caused by the view that opened before me. Having successfully completed my efforts to pull off Susan’s dress, I scanned her body with my eyes. And the first thing that immediately caught my eye was the absence of my wife’s black fishnet panties. The ones I gave her recently. “So much for ‘you’ll have many more opportunities to take them off’, as she promised me before leaving for a date.” I thought bitterly. - “Someone got ahead of me and, such an infection, kept them for himself, like a trophy.”

I didn’t even turn on the night light in the bedroom. The room was lit by dim light coming from the street. But gradually my eyes became accustomed to such an extent that I could thoroughly examine the entire beautiful naked body of my wife, lying in a deep sleep. In addition to a trace of suction just below the collarbone, two others were visible, larger and darker. They were located on Susan’s breasts, in the upper part of the hemispheres. But they settled down as if someone deliberately “painted” them symmetrically on each chest.

I ran my hand over my wife’s tummy. The skin was soft and velvety. There was nothing out of the ordinary. But when I began to work my way down with my hand, reached the pubis, and my fingers touched her thick, short-cropped hair, I felt that they were not as silky to the touch as I used to. Now they were huddled together in places, sticking together like glue, some kind of substance that was clearly felt between my fingertips. With a fair amount of disgust, realizing what it could be, I yanked my hand back and moved it lower - on Susan’s inner thigh. Here I was in for an equally unpleasant surprise. Always such a delicate skin on the inside of Susan’s legs, no less tender and smooth than on the tummy, this time it was sticky and rough to the touch, as if something had been poured over it, and this something, having hardened, like silicate stationery glue,

“That’s mangy coyote shit! Those two, Hardin and someone else, they finished her off before they brought her to me, and they didn’t even let her wash? Did they do this on purpose, or maybe they amused themselves with her in some terrible hole, where there were not even normal human conditions? Cattle!” - a thought flashed through my mind.

“And judging by the area of her lower body they filled with their “descent”, they finished a lot. It’s good that it’s out, not in.” - Came for the first next. And a new thought, following these, led me to the decision to examine the insides of Susan’s vagina. I took my wife’s legs, by the hips, and slightly parted them to the sides. Stopped, listened. The same serene snoring emanated from her. She did not react at all to my actions in relation to the change in the position of her body. I continued.

Now I gently touched the surface of her vaginal lips. They didn’t feel sticky like the legs next to them. After playing a little, listening to Susan’s reaction, I was convinced that she would not react to more now. Then, boldly parting the lips with the fingers of my left hand, I began to insert one finger of my right hand inside. Again, no reaction from the wife’s body. A sweet sniff, and the air in the bedroom was filled with a faint smell of fumes from alcohol. The finger went first to the length of one phalanx, then the second. Nothing unusual. I added a middle finger to my index finger. And now a new battering ram entered their entire length.

It seemed to me that I even heard this sound “chvyak”! Both fingers fell deep, as if into a reservoir of something like gel. From my naive reasoning that my wife was treated “like a gentleman” and did not finish in her, not a stone was left unturned. A good dose of cum was still in her and she brought it home! Another gift. If I didn’t know she was on birth control, I would have panicked. But this discovery did not bring me the desire to uncork a bottle of champagne.

Having examined the pussy of my beloved, I remembered the second hole, behind. I remembered how Susan was doing preliminary hygiene of her anus, when I, without thinking, broke into the bathroom. “Hardin himself practiced anal with her almost every time. But, if she already said that the “date” was not one-on-one, then perhaps not only our offender took advantage of that narrow hole. - I thought, and began to think about how I could turn my wife on my stomach with less loss. So as not to wake her up.

My precaution proved unnecessary. Susan was indeed dead drunk. If I wanted to have sex with her now, which was quite likely, given the fact that the examination of my wife’s body made my “gun” fill with strength, then my doll, recently worn out by two males, I believe, did not feel, not that she woke up. But I have always considered this way of sex something low, unworthy of a man. Therefore, the only goal was to study her hole between the buttocks with the help of natural instruments - fingers.

The first thing that opened my eyes, when I carefully and gently turned Susan on her tummy, was her elastic buttocks. Always porcelain white, they were now a pinkish hue, with distinct red stripes crossing them at various angles. These marks were obviously not from the tight panties that rubbed Susan’s ass, which, moreover, disappeared, and I think they could have disappeared even at the beginning of the evening. My wife’s ass has definitely been attacked multiple times with the palm of her hand, if not with a belt or some sort of stack.

The correctness of my thoughts was confirmed by the fact that as soon as I put my palms on the hemispheres of the ass, and slightly pressing to the sides, spread my wife’s buttocks, a faint mutter was heard from her lips lying on the pillow. Not distinguishable in content, but in its tone it clearly carried indignation that they touch that part of the body that hurts. This went on for a couple of seconds, then stopped. But I didn’t have to torment her ass anymore - everything was revealed to my eyes. The surface around Susan’s wrinkled “chocolate eye” was bright red. Around the hole itself was a fringing of the dried up remains of a certain white substance of a completely understandable nature. The picture that opened up to me clearly testified that my little wife’s ass had worked hard, meeting and accepting a considerable and strong male device. And, most likely, this happened more than once …

It seemed to me that the wife’s hole continues to be the source of this substance, which, it seems, was still oozing out. I brought my index finger to the hole, began to make circular movements, gradually, like a gimlet, screwing into the hole itself. There was no response from the wife. Then I entered the hole, continuing to rotate my finger, but not penetrating further. First, I added a middle finger to my index finger, just like I did recently with my wife’s pussy. Then with two fingers he pressed on the muscles of the anus, entering there. This intrusion caused a new series of “mur-mur-mur” from the side of the pillow. I waited for the moment when everything calmed down, and pushed my fingers further.

The effect was similar to the vagina. Fingers dipped into something wet and viscous inside my slut wife’s ass. She was fucked, and taking into account how much sperm was pumped into her ass hole, with full confidence you can call it that - well fucked in the ass by a group of horny males!

“Oh, kick your ass, she’ll definitely have something to tell me in the morning.” I thought. removing fingers from Susan’s ass. I collapsed next to her. He glanced at the windows - it was getting light outside. I knew that sleep had left me. I knew that now I would begin to be overwhelmed by pictures of my missus having sex with Hardin, and worse - with another faceless, yet faceless, for me man. “Maybe it was a woman?” - it suddenly dawned on me. Although this option was unlikely. I quickly rejected it.

My savior was our Labrador Molly. She whimpered sadly at the door. Only then did I remember that strangely, but last night, she habitually did not ask for a walk. And I, being in broken feelings, completely forgot about the needs of our dog. Now, I hastily got up, dressed, put on my shoes, straightened the sheet on the sleeping Susan, and, grabbing the dog’s leash along the way, went downstairs.

“Now, now, baby. Your daddy is already coming to take you for a walk.” - I turned to Molly, who joyfully rushed towards me, spinning like a top at my feet and squealing briefly. I opened the door, Molly fluttered out into the courtyard, made a full circle around it and returned to me, sitting in front of me. She was looking straight into my eyes from below. The question was read in her eyes: “Where are we going today, master?”

I made a decision - to atone for my guilt before Molly for the missed walk yesterday and take a long morning exercise. She, of course, was dog-like happy to visit new, previously unexplored places. This trip was important to me for two reasons.

The first is to calm myself down, to extinguish the emotions raging inside me from the moment I started waiting for Susan’s return, and to a greater extent from what I saw after her arrival.

Second: to explore those neighborhoods that I have not yet set foot on since my wife and I moved here. With some inexplicable feeling, I felt that now it was becoming vital and useful for me in terms of counteracting the insidious plans of Hardin. To feel - I felt, but I really could not understand myself - why.

Being sure that Susan would sleep peacefully for a long time, I decided to close the house and go along the route that had been of interest to me for a long time. Moving together with Molly, we crossed the woods adjacent to our site, went out onto the road, but did not turn off it directly to the Gasses’ site, but continued on past, with the intention of turning into a massive forest adjacent to the back of their site. The morning forest woke up; birds sang with might and main, a cuckoo was heard not far off; it was fresh and cool. Molly, with undisguised joy, trotted next to me, then ran ahead, then lagged behind, carried away by the study of some new smell she encountered. The forest could not be called dense, but it was abundantly overgrown with raspberries or blackberries. One such blackberry plantation lay about twenty meters from the path along which Molly and I crossed the woods. Suddenly there was a rustle in the bushes. My dog reacted immediately and, showing the instinct of a hunter, rushed into the brambles. I stopped.

“There must be a rabbit in there.” I thought. And it seems that my assumptions turned out to be correct, because seconds later, Molly, who had been silent all the way before, burst into ringing barks. A minute passed, and she did not stop talking and did not return. “We’ll have to go to the rescue of the big-eared one. So she just won’t leave him. She drove, I suppose, into a mink, and barks inside there. - I decided, starting to make my way through the brambles.

Much to my surprise, this “mink” turned out to be a car. An old car abandoned in the woods, which I almost ran into because I saw its rusted roof, with a minimal amount of remnants of the paint that once covered it, at the very last moment. The blackberry has grown so much that it came close on the right side to the car that got into this forest and left here, maybe decades ago. Some branches, like tentacles, have already begun the process of enveloping the “dead” car and partially covering the roof. But on the other hand, the approach to the car was free. That’s where my Labrador was. She crouched on the ground on her lower paws, swinging up her ass and lifting her tail. Molly’s head was almost completely under the car, from which came the sonorous barking of dogs.

I had to take Molly on a leash and pull her out from under the car. “Ugh, Molly, fu.” - sounded my command. She followed the command - she fell silent, but following the hunting instinct, she did not want to calm down, she tried to crawl under the car again. I had to somehow break the visual contact between the dog and the rabbit in order to completely calm her down. I decided to try to open the driver’s door, which, to my considerable surprise, succeeded. After pushing Molly into the cabin, placing her on the seat, I myself bent down and half climbed inside. Now I was holding the dog by the collar with one hand, the other was tugging at its withers, reassuring and saying: “Calm down, girl. You are great, my smart dog. But now - phew, do you hear?

When I managed to calm Molly, I took up looking at the interior of the salon. I wanted to hold the dog for a while, giving the rabbit the courage to run away into the bushes. I easily identified the brand of car. It was an old Customlin Ford. I was not a specialist in rare cars, but in my father’s family album there were photos where my great-grandfather was depicted, standing just at such a car. My father told me that my great-grandfather had such a car; he was proud of her. Then he gave it to his grandfather as a family heirloom. The car, despite the fact that it was already outdated, turned out to be very tenacious, and even for my father this car was the first on which he learned to drive as a youngster. That’s right - in the center of the steering wheel, in a circle, there was the Ford emblem and the numbers were forced out - 1953. The year of manufacture, presumably.

“Who, why and when drove this old ruin here and left it?” – there was another question. All the wheels of the car were pierced, which was not surprising. I was surprised that all the windows were intact and tightly closed. I got the impression that this “Ford” is not so abandoned, sometimes it is inhabited. But who needs it? Unless mushroom pickers and berry pickers, caught in unexpected rain, could hide in it.

I closed the driver’s door. She slammed down with no problem. Also easy to open the left rear. It was clearly seen that the rear seat was not covered with cobwebs, but was fairly clean. Closing the door, I checked the hood and trunk. Both of them opened easily, however, when they were lifted up, the forest resounded twice with a fair metallic creak of unlubricated hinges. There was no engine under the hood, and the trunk was empty inside. The creaking of the trunk hinges seemed to bring the rabbit out of its stupor, huddled under the car. I heard a slight rustle in the blackberry bushes. Molly smelled it too. Closed inside the car, she got excited, and when she heard the fleeing rabbit, she again burst into barking and rushed around the cabin.

“Ugh, Molly… fu… I said.” - I gave the command again, opening the driver’s door to pick up my dog and continue our journey. The dog fell silent, but I lingered in the cabin for a second. I realized that I was embarrassed inside - the smell. There was definitely a strong smell. I couldn’t make out what it was, but it certainly wasn’t one of the scents of nature in the forest. Something brought here by man. I was about to pull Molly out when my eyes fell on a couple of some white pieces under the pedals. I bent down and picked up one of them. Upon closer examination, this small crumpled cylinder turned out to be nothing more than a cigarette butt. And quite fresh. So I was not mistaken - the car was habitable. It is not known by whom, and how often, but someone smoked while sitting inside the cabin.

My surprise increased as I crushed my cigarette butt. The smell of tobacco remnants that hit my nose clearly showed that it was not tobacco at all. It was “weed”. Exactly the same contents were inside the second cigarette butt. Someone used the interior of an old car as a smoking lounge. For smoking a forbidden potion.

“First interesting information today.” I thought as I tugged on Molly’s leash and started down the path I’d spotted leading away from the car and into the woods. Having overcome it for a quarter of a mile, we came to … the Gass section!

This was getting interesting. Me and Molly went to the back of their lot. It was surrounded by a fence, in which there was a gate, closed with a padlock. Fearing that another rabbit or some other animal might appear, quite inopportunely, to which Molly would react with a loud bark that could betray my presence near the site of my main enemy now, I decided to stop today’s walk and retire in the opposite direction.

Now I hurried home, tormented by the question - “Who did smoke weed in the cabin of an old abandoned Ford?” Was it Hardin? Melanie? Unlikely. Why would they need to burn too much when they could easily do it at home. Maybe? … And then it dawned on me - the Gass boys! That’s who could hide there, in the forest, from parental eyes. But then a new question arose: where did these teenagers get “weed”?

I really wanted to know this. In my subconscious, I felt that providence was leading me along the path that I wanted to go. Pass in order to save Susan and me from the troubles that have fallen, which began to bring more and more tension to our life together. Remembering my wife, I wondered if she had woken up, and if she had gone into despair, not finding me in the house. This made me quicken my pace.

I found her still asleep, even in the same body position when I left. I went downstairs and fed Molly after the walk. The clock was seven in the morning. The walk removed the stress in due measure, the body demanded sleep, to which I agreed without objection, and collapsed on the sofa in the living room …

I woke up from the bright light penetrating even through the window curtains. The clock was at the beginning of the twelfth. There was silence in the house. I went upstairs, went into the bedroom and sat down on the bed. Susan stirred slightly. It looks like she’s already starting to wake up. Without undressing, I lay down next to her and lightly hugged her.

- Where have you been? she asked, still not opening her eyes. - And what time is it?

- Took Molly for a walk. Then I didn’t want to disturb you. Lie down in the living room. And the time… now is eleven… mmm… eighteen. Would you like some coffee? - I answered her questions, and I asked myself, casually, knowing what the answer would be.

- Yes please.

- Then I’ll wait for you in the kitchen.

I made coffee and sat at the table, waiting for my wife to appear. She arrived twenty minutes later, the coffee almost cold. Came in after a shower with wet hair. She sat down opposite me. Look … now at the wall, then at the floor. She raised the cup to her lips, took a sip, and only then looked up at me. Our eyes met. And without a doubt, I read guilt and pain in her eyes. No, maybe so - pain and guilt - more correctly. Or so I thought that she had a feeling of guilt in front of me in second place.

- You don’t want to tell me anything? – my first question was not original.

- Come on, not now. I’m not ready yet… honey. - I quite expected such her answer.

- Is there something bothering you, worrying you? – in my question perseverance sounded.

I still can’t get over the events of last night. I need to unwind. Gather your thoughts. Maybe in the evening… When we go to sleep.

- How do you propose to relax? Maybe we’ll go to the city, we’ll go through some exhibition? Let’s go to the bar…

- You know, Ken, I’m always for such a Sunday, but not today … You understand … after all … today I don’t feel like going … somewhere … peace - that’s what I want. Let’s have breakfast. Then I want to lie down in the bathroom, and finally finish reading the book. Then a reality show … and maybe even take a nap.

- Shall we have breakfast? Rather, combine breakfast and lunch. It is time. And ok, have it your way. I’ll spend Sunday’s free time tidying up my back yard and garage. Long wanted. - I agreed and thought that my proposal to go out to the city was reckless. I’m sure my wife had a threesome sex marathon last night, after which walking isn’t a good idea. Walking today was definitely difficult for her.

I was not wrong in my assumptions. All day Susan tried to move less around the house. Immediately after dinner, I locked myself in the bathroom, where I spent an hour and a half! I guess she not only soaked her battered body, but also her fresh memories. Yes, and leaving there, the wife did not remind me of the former, always mobile, immersed in the cares of the housewife. She lay more and more on the sofa in the living room, reading a book, then closer to five in the evening she moved into the bedroom, where she took an hour’s nap. After sleep, she went down again to the living room, lay down on the sofa and began, as she informed me, “to finish the book to cover.” I also noticed that my wife even tried to move around the house in my absence. But I managed to see how she went downstairs after her late-night sleep. She descended with a staggering gait. It seems that her difficulty in walking was caused not only by the fact that “there” was all rubbed, and the fact that, probably, because of group sex, she had to use the possibilities of stretching her body to the maximum. Now it echoed in the body, especially in the legs, echoing muscle strength. This detail only kindled the question in me more strongly: “What did this bastard arrange yesterday, and what did my beloved wife have to go through?”

During the whole day and evening we saw little, and even less talked to each other. Yet at one point, when she was distracted from watching a TV show for the duration of the commercial to drop into the kitchen and pick up the coffee and croissants I brewed for her, I tried to find out through her the information I needed.

“Susie, those Gass boys, what are their names?” You don’t know by any chance?

- I know. Chuck and Gale. Why do you need it?

- Ha, almost Chip and Dale. Specially what? I said with a smile. - Nothing special. Just wanted to know. We live nearby, we visited them, you are a frequent visitor there … but we don’t know the names of the guys. And they are no longer kids at all, but teenagers, from whom you can expect whatever you want …

The fact that I emphasized “you are such a frequent visitor there” made my missus blush and look away from me. She was definitely upset by my casually thrown phrase, was silent and even stopped stirring the sugar in her coffee cup. I continued:

“I have my suspicions… Hmmm… But it’s really only suspicions about them so far. How do they even look? Did you have the opportunity to meet them?

- Senior, Gale. He is fifteen. The youngest, Chuck, is thirteen. What do they look like? Like normal teenagers this age. students in general.

- Yes, students. But what do they do after school? I have never seen them walking near our site. Have you ever been able to talk to them?

No, I didn’t talk to them. Melanie spoke casually. I met with them a couple of times, in passing. When I did not have time to leave before Melanie brought the children from school. Polite-looking boys: “Good afternoon, ma’am.”

- You look! Almost as polite as their father tried to portray himself at first, I put in with undisguised sarcasm.

- Stop it. Don’t start… - Susan replied irritably, grabbing a tray of coffee and croissants, she left the kitchen.

I spent the day cleaning the yard. The pool, lawns and flower beds - everything required care. After walking Molly, he went into the house to drink coffee, where in the kitchen our fleeting conversation about the children of the Gass took place. After coffee, I decided to go and clean up the garage. It was evening. Dusk was falling, I had to turn on the light in the garage. Carrying a bag of empty plastic containers out into the yard, I noticed that I had left my inventory forgotten: a rake, a broom and a shovel were leaning against the wall of the house under the living room windows, which were dimly lit by the light of the TV screen. Susan continued to watch the twists and turns of the reality show.

Suddenly, I heard her cell phone ring. There would be nothing in this call to attract my attention, if it were not for one circumstance: the main theme from the soundtrack of the movie “Omen” sounded as a ringing signal. A week ago, Susan told me that she downloaded this music specifically to highlight calls from Hardin. And now I was standing under the windows of our house and distinctly heard its sound from the open window. Susan was in no hurry to pick up the phone, first I heard the TV go silent. Apparently she “cut out” the sound of the speakers. Then, it seemed to me that I heard her steps - she was approaching the window, slapping her bare feet.

I leaned against the wall and slid under the window, squatting down so that I could not be seen from the window. I tilted my head up and watched as the curtains twitched noticeably. My wife opened a gap between them to see where I was in the yard. Since the light in the garage was still on, Susan apparently concluded that I was there, because the curtains were now twitching back. The cell phone continued to play a melody, then everything was quiet.

“Hello.” - sounded the voice of his wife. I got up from my haunches, straightened up, and trying not to get my body into the area of the glass surface of the window so that Susan could not see my shadow, I stood on a ledge in the wall that went along the entire perimeter of the house. So I was able to rise to such a height that my head was near the open window. The evening was calm and windless. Neither the noise of the forest, nor birds, nor occasional cars or motorcycles, and at other times not often passing by our house, did not break the silence at this evening hour. This allowed me to clearly capture almost everything that Susan said.

“I met normally, without scenes … no, I didn’t tell … no, I didn’t ask, although … it happened once, but I didn’t say anything … tolerable … I slept all morning, until noon … I eat a little, if my head is spinning, it’s not much, but I want to drink often and a lot … “- after these words there was a rather long pause, about three minutes. It was a pity that you could not hear who was talking on the other end, however, this could be guessed with an accuracy of ninety-nine percent. I would like to hear what the wife’s interlocutor says. However, even without this word, the wives more than puzzled me.

Then Susan spoke again, so much so that she finally answered the question - who is calling: “Listen, Hardin … no, you don’t interrupt, I listened to you, listen to me too. First, I was pretty drunk. Secondly, no matter what happened last night, no matter how I react to all this, but I love Ken, I love him very much, and everything that happened in that room cannot cancel out all my feelings for him. Therefore, I put you on notice: everything that happened yesterday, what I said at the same time, you better forget. I won’t let this happen again. Are you not satisfied with my visits to your home?” Silence fell again in the room…

Again, she listened to Hardin, then clearly followed by questions from him that seemed to baffle her, but the bastard insisted on the answers and got them: “I don’t want to talk about it … mmm … is it so important … mmm … ok…I liked it – I admit it…that too…yes, it was great…it’s definitely on the phone, it’s not enough for you that I admit it when we meet… mmm… well, okay… yes – a whore… yes – your whore… and I want to be one… mmm … well, stop it … no, he’s not around, he’s in the yard … I’m not shy about anything, I’m not afraid of anyone .. but I don’t want to talk about it now … “

I began to notice that in Susan’s answers there were not only notes of irritation with the subject of conversation, but also clear signs of excitement. It was distinctly audible that she began to speak less clearly and breathlessly. She also got up from the couch and walked around the room. The faint slapping of her bare feet on the floor could be heard. At some point, the words became more distinct, and I realized that she was again coming to the window. Curtains rustled. Susan looked again - am I going into the house? I froze against the wall, almost soldered into it.

Then from her followed: “Yes, I liked it, I liked it, damn it! Is that what you want to hear?” She just yelled and continued. “Do you like bullying me on the phone too? What is it, Hardin? Not at the meeting?…mmm…you know…yes…waiting…yes, I hope…umm…yes, looking forward to…whatever you say…okay…me too…mmm…kissing you…bye…”

The final part of their conversation just killed me. I heard Susan drop her cell phone on the coffee table. Then the sound of the TV speakers turned on again. My wife came back to watch the reality show. And I still stood on the ledge of the wall, crouching against it, and could not move. I was dumbfounded by what I heard. The blood throbbed in the temples, and the heart … I didn’t even realize right away where the knock was coming from. If we had a neighbor whose plot adjoined us closely, I would think that he was chopping wood or hammering nails. But we didn’t have a neighbor! It was my heart beating in my chest. My deceived heart

It took me a couple of minutes to collect my thoughts. With the utmost care, I descended from the wall and walked along it, not yet realizing exactly where. My shock was only partially gone, trembling in my body was added to it, my heart was still beating rapidly and strongly, as if it wanted to escape from my chest, it was noisy in my head. Removed all this in one fell swoop blow - bam! Something clicked under my feet, then a moment later it hit me painfully in the chest, and, even more painfully and more offensively, in the groin. I instantly “sobered up”. When I came to my senses, I realized that, discouraged by what I had heard, I completely forgot why I was going to the wall of the house at all. As if blindfolded, he ran into a rake. He stepped on them and received a blow with their handle in response. But that was not all. The worst thing was that, flying away from me, the rake crashed onto the concrete of the yard, rattling, hooked along the shovel and broom, which, like dominoes, also fell to the floor, adding noise. The losing streak continues…

Grabbing a bag of garbage, I quickly ran out of the yard. In the hope - Susan will not have time to notice me under the windows. After finishing work in the garage, I went into the house. My wife still sat on the sofa in the living room and watched TV. Or rather, it was still turned on, some kind of nonsense was going through it. And Susan only looked in the direction of the TV, but she herself looked like a frozen statue in a city park. Her face was frozen with deep reflection, or rather, sadness. Startled at my appearance, the wife was transformed. A faint smile appeared on his face.

- Ken, are you done with the garage?

- Yes Dear. Time for dinner, right?

- Of course… But first… Please sit next to me. I missed you so much. - invitingly and with pronounced impatience, the wife patted the sofa next to her.

Oh, what a timely confession! I entered the house, still filled with emotion from my overheard conversation with Hardin. And although a good half hour had already passed since it took place, the cauldron of these very emotions seethed in me significantly. My wife came from a date that was forced on her by this horrible guy who was blackmailing us both. From a date that we both knew how it was supposed to end. But we were both definitely unprepared that it would end in such a way that my wife would return home a battered sex doll that was fucked so well she almost deflated. And here our situation with her was already far from the same. She knew about all the events of last night, I did not. I wanted, no, I longed to know everything, but my desire was denied. Now it looks like it’s time for me to find out…

- Hug me, Ken. Hug me, my husband, my beloved person. Her words were so unexpected at that moment, and so timely at the same time. There were two things in me: first, the fire of emotions raged from the realization that my missus was again trying to hide something from me; the second - cold ice formed, ready to freeze all my previous warm feelings for her. Her such a warm, gentle and habitual address to me over the years began to melt that growing layer of ice.

- With great pleasure, baby. And you know it. I whispered in her ear, hugging and kissing her neck. - So I heard something recently that someone missed me … or did it seem to me?

I winked at her. This made her even more excited.

- No, my prince, you did not think so. The princess is alone in the castle all day… ehhhh…

- The prince has a strong cure for loneliness. I answered and pressed my lips on hers.

It was a long and passionate kiss. Our tongues intertwined like snakes during mating. When we completed it, our eyes met, and I found in her … tears. Yes, yes, welling tears, one of which was now running down Susan’s right cheek.

- Are you unwell, baby? You are crying…

- It’s from happiness … probably. and tried to smile. It came out crooked.

- I see you want to tell me about something, but something is holding you back. - tried to move it to the desired topic for me.

- All I want… All I want now… Is for you to make love to me, honey. - the wife switched to a whisper. But it was the whisper of a skilled seductress.

- And now I do not want anything else, my love. I answered in a whisper too. - Shall we go to the bedroom?

- To hell with the bedroom. I want to be here as soon as possible. Susan blurted out and began to undress me, starting with a T-shirt. She was quick and deft. I decided to seize the initiative.

- Then down with this robe. - With the first movement, I loosened the belt, and after a moment I opened the skirts of Susan’s dressing gown on her chest. - Wow! How lovely! How sweet they are, and what mouth-watering peas they have.

My enthusiasm was not at all feigned. My wife’s breasts at that moment opened up to my eyes like two sugar melons. And on each, a decoration, upright stood a tempting pea.

The next minutes I eagerly kissed, fiddled with my tongue, licked these peas. All this elicited from Susan’s lips the moans I was accustomed to. At the same time, her body began to tremble noticeably, she began to squirm. Her hands closed on the back of my head, trying to press and hold my head as long as possible so that the bliss would not stop.

My hands were not empty at that time either - they crushed these sweet heights of my wife, which my mouth so courted. The room was silent, broken only by Susan’s moans, my panting, and the sound of kissing my wife’s breasts. She broke it first:

- Lick me… there.

I started making a trail of kisses down her body. He reached the navel, kissed it passionately, from which Susan’s body arched up on the sofa, towards me, and stopped, frozen.

- Don’t stop, honey. Down… come on down…

- I understand - you want to get turned on again from the knowledge that your husband is licking your pussy, which was recently visited by your lover’s cock, as well as one more person, isn’t it dear? Admit it… - I said, breaking away from her body.

- Yes. - not trying to hide it, Susan immediately answered.

- I can not hear. I started my game. Now that I’ve warmed her up so much, it’s time to take control of the situation so I can get her to fully reveal the events of last night.

- Yes! she said again, but much louder.

- I can not hear. - I was relentless.

- Yeah… Yes!… Yes!!! Damn it, Ken… don’t make fun of me. You know I have to finish now. Susan pleaded.

I responded not with words, but with action. He grabbed his wife by the top of her thighs, a little lower than her ass, and spread them to the side. I decided to continue the sweet torture of my wife in order to make her agree to everything. First, he walked with his mouth along the inside of both thighs, alternately replacing them, moving to the place where they meet.

“Yes, ah yes… so… so… keep going… ahhh…” Susan groaned again.

And again I decided to continue the torture. I ran my tongue up and down several times over her wet lips of the entrance to the pussy, and then kissed the clitoris, which I bit lightly. This caused a new surge of emotions in his wife. What I needed. I again interrupted the “fascinating film” at the most interesting point. He suddenly recoiled from Susan’s pussy, and, jumping up on the couch, got up and approached her so that we could look into each other’s eyes.

- I will continue, beloved wife, but only if you remember our recent agreement to be completely frank between us. - I decided to put such a condition to my exasperated wife. If Hardin used this weapon with might and main, then why shouldn’t I use it - such was the plan that matured in me during our sex fun with her. And it worked!

- I told you I’d tell you, but not now… Give me that… Drive me… to cum… ooohhh. She let out a long groan as her hand began to fiddle with her charms between her legs.

Susan was on the threshold of orgasm, and she no longer cared how to achieve it - either from my lips and tongue, or from her own hand. I again slid down to her feet, grabbed her hand, shuffling between her legs, and first pressed her tightly to the pussy of her mistress. Then he moved Susan’s hand to the side, and my mouth took its place. Again, passionately and diligently pleasing my half, I ensured that at first the room was filled with intermittent creaks of the sofa and the groans of my wife, and then with the squeals and screams of a violently orgasmic woman. Susan reached her peak, pressing my head tightly, holding the back of my head with her hands, against her sweet cave.

“Now I’m all ears.” It’s your turn. - I said, wiping my face, covered with my sweat and Susan’s juices, with my palm. She lay silently, unable to say anything from loss of strength. I gave her time to gather her strength, and most importantly, the spirit, to lay out everything to me.

“Do you want me to assume that Hardin forbade you to talk about your meeting yesterday?” I decided to help her. - Tell me I’m wrong? Or right?

- Yes. He forbade. - in this recognition of her was already a success.

My personal success. This means that the villain has not yet completely mastered her consciousness, making her not just his mistress, but a willing whore for everything. But I wanted to build on my success. Maybe this could be the beginning of a journey to win back my wife, my former, beloved Susan, back?

- But I, not he is your husband. So prove - who do you love for real, me or him?

- I do not love him, I love only you, I already said, well, why … - she wailed.

- Stop! Enough confessions. I will accept your frank story as the best recognition - I interrupted her.

- Where to begin?

- From the moment you left our house in his car.

- Fine. When we drove off… as soon as we drove off, he ordered: “Pull up your dress and show your panties.” Before I did that, I also thought about how similar you men are in your perversions… sometimes. After all, less than half an hour ago, you also asked for this. With the difference that you asked, and he commanded authoritatively. And I did it for him without protest. The strange feeling that I even like doing it came over me again… It’s some kind of fucking magic of his… Okay. As soon as I did this, his five fingers roughly lay between my legs. He pulled off the side of the road and began ruthlessly kneading my pussy right through my panties, and they soon began to get wet. Then he pulled the panties down, then threw them away and ordered me to take them off myself.

“They won’t be useful to you today. Spend the evening in a restaurant without them.” - this was another of his requirements. I did. I confess - it also did not frighten me, but excited me. I wondered what it was like to be in a crowded place without underwear under the dress.

- I remember when I offered you, for the game, to do the same a couple of times, you always refused. I interrupted her story with disappointment.

- Sorry. I was a fool. But next time… Okay, I won’t promise. Should I continue, or are you just going to interrupt?

- Continue.

- He brought my panties to his face, sniffed them and put them in his pocket, and then unzipped his trousers … lowered them and … demanded … well, you know what .. - here Susan began to stutter and blushed.

- Don’t know. Speak like it is. Did he tell you to take it out of your mouth and suck him? - I decided to be ruthless towards my wife.

- Umm… yes.

- And you once again did it without objection?

- Not true. I protested, said it would kill my lipstick.

- But only? Strong argument. I sneered and continued. - But gave up and fulfilled?

- Yes. - said Susan and her face just burned. - He did not want to hear anything, only said that I would have time to restore my “fucking lipstick.”

- And it turned out, as before with him? Did he put his sausage down your throat and cum there?

- Hmmmm… yes. So it happened. I’m sorry Ken. - she began to apologize, but now she fidgeted and began to speak breathlessly.

- He finished, and you? Did you like it or was it disgusting?

- It didn’t work. It’s like I’ve done something obligatory. Plus, I’ve found that doing this in the front seat of a car isn’t the most comfortable place to be.

- But did you manage to apply lipstick in a new way? I chuckled again.

- Managed. When we went to their house to pick up Melanie. Then I restored my makeup.

- Melanie joined you? - I was surprised to hear about it from Susan. - Was she also on your occasional date?

- Stop it, Ken… Or else I’ll stop talking. Susan tried to feign indignation.

- What did I say wrong? Come on. So what about Melanie? I insisted.

- I was also very surprised when he said that she was coming with us. She… you know… she never joined our… games with Hardin at their place. I realized that this would be an unusual date. And I was not mistaken. The first surprise was that the greedy Hardin had forked out to order dinner at Ocean’s. Then came the second surprise. It turned out he had booked a table for… four. I did not dare to ask - who will be the fourth. When Hardin went to the bathroom, I asked Melanie if she knew who would be fourth at the table? She replied that it would be someone Gale. An old friend of Hardin’s, back in the army. They both participated in the war in Iraq. And he showed up about twenty minutes later. Hardin confirmed Melanie’s words, but also added that Gale was his best friend in the army, and that he once saved Hardin’s life during the Iraq War in 2003. Therefore, their first-born Gassy named Gale, in honor of the army comrade Hardin. He is Gale Jr. And that now they rarely see each other, because Gale settled in Colombia.

- And what did Gale look like?

- I would say - it looked twofold. There was a certain amount of charm in him, but there was also something frightening. Some danger emanated from him. Anyway, it was on the surface, not at all like it is hidden in Hardin. Gale is almost the same height as Hardin. But he is very muscular, I would say - burly. His head was clean-shaven and he does not wear a beard, only a mustache. I quickly figured out what scared me so much about him. It was his smile. When he smiled, something ominous emanated from him.

At the table, all four of us talked little. They just ate a wonderful and expensive dinner, and drank more. Hardin and Gale took turns raising a new toast, and each time they said the words, “To our successful business!” I don’t know if Melanie knew anything about this, she supported the toast every time: “To you guys!” I was alone, like an alien from another planet in this company. But it didn’t bother me much, I just drank and enjoyed the wonderful wine. These two drank what was stronger - “Jameson”. I soon got pretty tipsy. And then Gale began to tell me something, or rather to ask. The whole evening in the restaurant was soft, pleasant music. Jazz, saxophone. But when he turned to me, the music began to play louder. I didn’t understand what he asked. Hardin answered him for me:

- Gail, our little Susan is not free. She has a husband. But our Susan loves to spend time with me and Melanie, right baby?

“Yes, Hardin…” I don’t know how I got it out of me. Probably a lot of drinking loosened my tongue. - You know how to convince.

- You see, what a modest, Gayle. But she can’t deny that she enjoys spending time with me, especially on my mattress, which has seen a lot of hot wives like Susan, in my workshop. - He said and burst into laughter, covering his mouth with his hand.

- Cool, buddy. I like it, it turns me on. Gail put in.

- And that’s because I was able to teach our Susan many nice things that her hubby, rag and ass could not give. Hardin continued, stopping laughing.

- My Ken is not at all the way you draw him. - I flared up, standing up for you. “Why are you mentioning him if he’s not with us.” It’s mean. If you don’t stop, I’ll get up and leave.

- Yah! The fact of the matter is that if your hubby were not a rag, he would never let you go spend the evening with another. At these words, I saw a glint of anger in Hardin’s eyes. - And about leaving… mmm… go ahead, baby. But you know what troubles will come after that. A ruined evening will not go in vain for you. Yes, you don’t want to go anywhere. Because you know very well that after all this here, there will be a continuation of the banquet.

I was silent. Didn’t know what to say. Half of me really wanted to jump out from behind the table and run away … and the other … Yes, I understood that the evening would not end only with dinner in a restaurant. Was I looking forward to this? Probably - yes, I’m sorry, dear …

Susan stopped talking, hugged me tighter, and kissed me on the cheek. I was like a tightly wound spring.

- So what is next…

- Then he continued to finish off my pride and honor. This scoundrel. He subtly caught my state of drinking, and continued his speech. He said that he knew well that I would stay, that I needed more than anything in the world right now. But this must also be earned, and for this I must obediently do everything he tells me. He turned to Gale and said that he probably did not realize that the beauty sitting next to him did not have panties under her evening dress. And now, if he slightly raises the tablecloth and looks under it, he will be able to verify this. And then he turned to me: “Susan, baby, pull up the hem of your dress under the table, to the top of your hips, and spread your pretty legs. Old Gayle wants to see the look of your pussy.”

It was like an avalanche on my head, these words. I felt flushed from the wine all evening. But here, I guess, I was just a beet shade. My consciousness, in the depths, suggested that I should close up right here, in public, in this expensive restaurant with an important audience, a resounding slap in the face to this ass. And walk away with your head held high. But I didn’t leave, I’m sorry, honey…

I did not leave, because these words of his once again sounded like a magic spell for me. I was not the same; now I sat like a somnambulist. I didn’t even look around. Our table was against the far wall, the lighting here was not so bright. You can even say - twilight. I found this to be lifesaving for me. Perhaps no one will notice. I continued to sit without moving for a while. Like a statue. But my hands just reached under the tablecloth on their own, I picked up the hem of the dress and pulled it up my legs. First I glanced at Meloni. She stared at me, and seeing that I obeyed her husband’s demand, she smiled mockingly. In her eyes, I clearly read: “Come on, slut. You can never refuse him. I told you - you are his toy.

Gale chuckled and I turned my face towards him. There was also a smile on his face. But this smile was of a completely different kind. She was all woven from lust. He took a napkin from the table and wiped the corners of his mouth and moustache with it. Then, as if by accident, he dropped the napkin on the floor. He bent down to pick her up. In fact, he pulled the tablecloth up and stared at the show that I gave out.

“Pull the dress up over your legs and spread them apart.” - like a thunder sounded a new instruction from Hardin. I did. To do this, I even had to stand up a little on a chair so that the dress could move up more easily. Then I spread my legs… Once again - I’m sorry, honey.

You know I don’t blame you for anything. We both fell into a trap. To get out of it, we must be more than ever one, which means that there should be no lies and concealment between us. Go on, Susan. - I saw how difficult the story is given to her, as if she was carefully considering everything - to say or not. But the story went on.

- How do you like the video, old man? Cool pussy? Hardin asked his army comrade as he crawled out from under the table.

- So appetizing. You just need to shave her head off. he chuckled in response. - It will be super cool.

Those words made my body tremble… and… excited. You know - I’ve never shaved my pussy, but here … A completely unfamiliar man is going to do this to me. I felt my pussy get wet. It’s good that Gale couldn’t see it anymore.

- Right. Good thing I didn’t notice. I inserted. - It was not enough for some visiting goat to boast that he could excite you.

“Mmmm…” Susan mumbled, as if in thought.

- What else? Well, talk to Susan.

- Just don’t get angry - you promise? She looked straight into my eyes without breaking her embrace.

- I promise…

- He did not see, but he felt it … in a minute … to the touch.

- What?!

Hardin approached Gale with a suggestion that he move his chair closer to mine. Then, gently, without attracting the public’s unnecessarily glances, run your hands under the table and try my pussy to the touch. That he would like her even with such neatly trimmed hair. She is so pleasant to the touch. And he added that the skin of my legs is also especially delicate. These words were so humiliating, but for me at that moment they sounded like a compliment. I got even more…

- And how did Gale react to such a tempting offer? - I asked with excitement and trembling in my voice. The situation began to come to a friend already in recent weeks - the frank story of my wife both angered me and caused considerable jealousy, but at the same time aroused me. I couldn’t deny it.

- He smiled, licked his lips like a hungry cat on sour cream, got up from his seat, and moved the chair closer to mine. And then I saw Meloni giggle a little - “It’s getting more and more interesting” - get up from her chair, come over and stand at the side of Gale’s chair. She became so that with her body to make a screen for Gale. I don’t think that this worried him much, but I felt a little relieved that if they were rudely groping me in a public place now, at least no one would notice. But Gale didn’t just grope me. First, indeed, he rummaged around my thighs, several times squeezing them with his palm so that I jumped up and down in my chair, oohing. This made all three of them laugh. Then, with a rough palm, he began to stroke and squeeze my pussy in the same way. I began to wind up, and this bully, feeling the vibrations of my body, not only did not stop bullying, he made it worse… he… he put his fingers in my pussy. One by one, three fingers. And he began to fuck me with them …

Susan stopped talking, but I could hear her breathing heavily. Then she whispered in my ear:

- Ken, I want again … put your fingers in my pussy … fuck me with them, and I will continue …

- Darling, you are simply incredible… - all I could say in response, excited from what I heard minutes earlier, but even more from such an offer. Do you want me to do the same to you as they do?

- Yes, yes, my love … do this with your wife … a depraved whore … aaahhhh … - my wife chirped inconsistently. “It’s not fair not to let you do what you had to do with those bastards.”

- So it had to be. You won’t deny that you enjoyed that evening, will you? - I tried to press her with a question to the wall, at this time introducing three fingers one by one into Susan’s pussy.

- Hmmmm… no, honey… aaaaahhh… ooohhh… more… yeah… come on… - groaned his wife. - I enjoyed it… aaahhh… and a lot… yes, it was a lot… ooohhh… so let’s go deeper… even deeper!

- How many times have you finished?

- I lost count… that evening… But the first time… there… in a restaurant… from fingers… aaaaahhh… yes, yes, yes, come on… I’m now… here-here …. cumuuuuuu … aaaaaa … - howled Susan.

She howled and finished. Stormy and bright, flooding my entire palm.

- Thank you, darling. were Susan’s first words as she came to from her orgasm.

- You were wonderful. I said and kissed her. - You were so vociferous there too? How did the public around react?

- No, of course, I held back there. I bit my hand with my mouth so as not to make traitorous sounds. But still, when I finished, and Gale removed his hand from under the table, I noticed how people from the nearest tables were looking towards our table with a very surprised look. Gale smiled contentedly and said, “Tested - a very good pussy.”

And then Hardin said that if everything suited him, then it was time to move to another place where the evening would continue. He himself went to make the final settlement with the administration of the restaurant, and told us to go outside. This path has not been easy for me. It seemed to me that all the visitors of the restaurant were looking after me and whispering: “Look, this whore has gone, who just finished right at the table.”

I prayed that one of our acquaintances or my work colleagues would not be in the restaurant. It seems to have passed…

Where did you go from the restaurant?

- I was hoping we’d go to some nightclub where we could dance. But my “boyfriends” of that evening are people of a completely different warehouse. They are primitive in their desires. And besides, I’ll say it again - Hardin is an incorrigible miser. Instead of renting a hotel room to match after such an expensive restaurant, he took us to a cheap roadside motel. In a cheap room where truck drivers fuck cheap whores on greasy mattresses. Or maybe he did it on purpose - to once again show me where my place is …

Tears welled up in his wife’s eyes. I hugged her, kissed her neck several times, then covered her passionate lips with mine. With a kiss, I wanted to say and reassure my wife more than words. It looks like I succeeded. Her body visibly relaxed, her hand slid down my body.

- Wow! Yes, we have someone here who enjoys my story. It stands and is silent. Bad boy. Susan smiled.

Now she crushed my cock, which was a stake. And it was again a puzzle: why does the wife’s story affect my excitability in this way? Was I really aroused by the information that out of my recently decent and shy wife, from no one knows where and for what sins the scoundrel who fell on our heads is trying to fashion a lustful whore? Do I really like it when her purity, her virtue is trampled on in the most rude and sophisticated way? Do I really like it when they do such terrible things to my dear Susan that they accustom her to the life of a whore?

My wife freed my cocked instrument from her clothes. Now she was making her way up and down him with her hand. My arousal began to grow even more intense.

- Come on, go on… Go on, Susie. I eagerly pushed her. - Hardin fucked you and then handed you over to Gale?

- No, not really. The room had two beds. Hardin took me to one of them. He sat down, and he stood over me. Said to undress him and give him a blowjob. I began to perform, and then I heard Melanie’s moans and the creaking of the bed from the second side. I glanced over there, peeking out from behind Hardin’s body. Melanie lay on the bed with her legs spread wide and her heels resting on Gale’s bare ass, who was fucking her furiously. He was panting, but these sounds were barely audible because of the long groans, ending with squeals from Melanie. You should have heard it. What a voice she is! Oh, what am I saying … But now I know - why she was so eager to put you to bed. It was the first time I saw her fucking, but it was something. I think she is a nymphomaniac. And that explains why she disliked me so much. I think not only me, but all those women,

- She can be understood. Even though they have an open marriage, she thinks… that you and the other women that this bastard put… into his bed… stole some of what belongs to her. - I commented on the story of my wife, hardly finding words from the pleasure that overwhelmed me.

- It’s her own fault. Susan replied and continued. - When I aroused Hardin so that his stick could no longer fit in my mouth, he tore off my clothes, threw off his, and threw me onto the bed. And now the two beds in the rooms had the same action. Hardin and Gale definitely decided to play some game. As soon as I heard the creak of the second bed stop, and out of the corner of my eye I saw that Gale turned Melanie over, put her in cancer, and continued to drive his device into her, as Hardin immediately told me to do the same. So we stood on all fours with Melanie, and our boyfriends and fuckers processed us from behind. I turned out to be correct in my assumption that these two old army buddies were having a competition. It’s a competition to see who can last the longest and which of us, Melanie, will finish the fastest.

- And who won? I put in impatiently.

- I… I finished first. And Hardin was still fucking me when Gail and Melanie came almost at the same time… I’m sorry Ken… I’m such a badass, aren’t I? Susan was silent for a few seconds and stopped moving her hand over my cock.

- We agreed with you… I don’t think so. You are my wife… and our common problem… keep going. - I understood what she was getting at - she wants to hear again that I now accept her the way she is. Susan took this “go on” for both storytelling and processing of my “warrior on edge.” And continued…

- Then Hardin took out champagne from his bag and poured me a full glass as a winner. Then we drank. More, and a lot … And champagne, and wine. Together with Melanie. The men drank their whisky. But I vaguely remember it. And then… then Gale came up to me, took my hand and led me to the bed. I remember I looked at Hardin in confusion - does he agree with this? And he just winked and said: “Come on, baby, please my best army comrade well.”

- And you?

- You know … pleased. I had to. - sighing, said the wife, but I felt the notes of lies in her words.

- Is it really necessary, Susie? Admit it - you must have had fun with Gale too, right?

- Received? I will not deny, but more than I gave such pleasure to him. First with his mouth … Then he fucked my pussy … - Susan slowed down the story, and in parallel with this, her hand movements.

- He took you in different positions?

- Yes, I remember he was spinning me on the bed like a rubber doll. And at some point, I was on top of Gale, who was lying on his back, impaled on his cock …

Does he have a device larger or smaller than Hardin’s? - I was interested in such a detail.

- The length is shorter, but the thickness … hmmm … it seemed to me that it was thicker. Because of the drunk, I was already weakly thinking. But it had a sobering effect on me when Gale suddenly stopped kneading my breasts during our fuck, and grabbing my back by the shoulder blades pulled me to him, so tightly that my ass became directed upwards. And then I felt Hardin’s hands on her … and then his fingers … began to first massage, and then penetrate me … into the hole … I realized what he was up to. I started begging, “Hardin, please stop…” Susan began to gasp, obviously not because she was handjobping my cock harder, but rather because the images of the recent sex orgy came back to her because for my perseverance to know everything.

- That’s the bastard! - burst out from me. - And he got what he thought?

- Yes… He’s a bastard… And he got it… Or rather, I got… two dicks at once… in the pussy and in the ass… you wanted to hear that, honey? Susan finished the sentence with a challenge in her voice.

- Nooo … - escaped from my lips, simultaneously with a stream of sperm that escaped from my penis rubbed red by the hand of my wife. The jet shot up half a meter and landed partly on Susan’s body and partly on the sofa cover. The spouse took the subsequent emissions into the palm of her second hand, which she placed above the head of the penis, having collected it in a kind of umbrella.

How much have you saved up. - Smiling, looking into my eyes, concluded Susan, and suddenly ran her tongue over her palm, flooded with my eruption.

- It was great. I found words for her.

- What’s great? The way I gave you a pen, or the fact that your beloved wife was fucked in all holes by two men? - the wife said with a sly challenge.

- You are amazing to me. This is the main thing. And he will pay more… And for this double penetration, too. Did it hurt?

- Just like when he first took me in the ass. A little at first, and then … - said Susan and broke off.

- What then? Then did you like it?

- Yes. And I can’t deny it. But only I had to spread my legs wide in that uncomfortable position. From this, my muscles were sore in the morning from such a stretch. And they both thoroughly rubbed holes in me. Therefore, I’m sorry, dear … I tried to relieve you of the tension from my story with a pen … my holes are out of the game for several days … But you yourself are guilty - you insisted on telling you everything. And now … - my wife apologized and at the same time accused me.

- And you finished?

- Yes… I’m sorry… Ken…

- And they? These two?

Yes, even at the same time. They pumped so much into me … I could hardly wash it in the shower.

- And then you went home?

- Not right away. We added in booze. And they pulled me back to the bed. Everything repeated, only with the difference that Hardin was lying down, and Gale got my ass hole.

How did you get through everything…

- I don’t know… and I don’t remember well. I was like a rubber doll that didn’t care.

“These two paid full attention to you?” And where was Meloni at that time? What were you doing?

- I don’t remember well. But she probably didn’t leave the room. I felt her presence… But I was so drunk, you saw how they brought me back.

- Susie, but these marks are on your chest, and that one is higher. Which one of them is this? Or do you not remember either?

- Why … I remember, of course. It’s Gale, like a hungry pounced on my boobs. He’s so rough. As I did not ask, left my hickeys, ass.

“Hardin didn’t tell you if he’d be doing these kind of ‘dates’ in the future?”

- After the second time the three of us, I didn’t think much at all. And I don’t remember how they brought me. I only remember you picking me up at the door…

- Maybe he called today? - I threw the bait.

- No, I didn’t call. And I hope to leave me alone for a long time. - her answer almost blew me up, but I restrained myself in time. I decided not to reveal to her the fact that I had overheard their conversation.

Dinner followed after the shower. And then we went to sleep, plunging into it almost instantly, lying in strong embraces, both squeezed out by the stormy events of the last days, like lemons …

Hardin didn’t call Susan all week. Or did I just not know about it, returning home in the evening? I already doubted the words of my wife. But outwardly, all the signs said that she had not seen him. And the most convincing proof of her honesty was the cool sex in our bed, which my wife initiated all four days. Could I resist such an onslaught? Of course not. Especially when you consider that I liked it myself. I liked that my wife, who was shy and conservative in terms of the outburst of sexual emotions not so long ago, turned into a sexy tigress in bed. Liked it. Despite the fact that I understood very well who had tried for this, and I wanted to somehow get rid of this insidious person. Although, I couldn’t fool myself, the same pictures of him treating Susan on the mattress in his workshop, on the day when I first saw their sex, and Susan’s subsequent stories about her affairs with Hardin, all this gave me a surge of sexual energy and masculine strength, so as not to lose face in front of my wife. It helped, and a lot. We had great sex. And for this I had to hate and thank at the same time this scoundrel, our blackmailer.

On Friday, at the end of the working day, sitting in my bank office, I was quite surprised when Melanie came in to us. At first I didn’t even recognize her, she looked so stunning. Or rather, her outfit. She was wearing a black leather vest over a translucent black micro-mesh tee. Under the T-shirt, a lace black bra was guessed. Her slender but sculpted legs and rounded ass were covered in black leather pants. The outfit was complemented by short boots with high heels, also black. Even her handbag was attractive, unusual. Apparently, such an outfit and a fresh hairstyle in a biker style, and made me at first think that a biker girl had come to us. Passing through the entire office with a seductive gait, Melanie touched the sexual strings of more than one of my male colleagues. It was fun to watch

With a quick glance in my direction, she turned to one of my colleagues for help. Frankly, I was glad in my heart that this person, for whom I began to develop a strong sense of antipathy due to the fact that, willingly or unwittingly, she became an assistant to her husband in the seduction and subsequent depravity of my Susan, that she did not turned to me. I didn’t want to talk to her at all. But this could not be avoided. Having solved her problem, Melanie came to my table, and, bending slightly, said in a whisper:

- I urgently need to discuss with you your … hmmm … our common problem. When do you finish work?

- In a quarter of an hour. But are you sure we have something to discuss? I replied with undisguised annoyance.

- I’m sure as much as it’s true that today is Friday. I’ll wait for you on the bench near the parking lot. Arrange?

- Quite. - I answered, cursing that at the end, in general, a rather successful day and my mood was suddenly completely spoiled in a minute, and that, apparently, I would have to repel another attack on me and an attempt by this person not burdened with decency to seduce me.

But I couldn’t quite figure out Melanie’s intentions. When I appeared in the parking lot, she was sitting in a frivolous pose, crossing her legs. The picture is still…

- I hope you will not refuse the girl’s request to give her a lift home, Mr. Banker?

- Can you, girl, let me do it? - Without letting me answer, Harry Woodworth, a guy of about thirty-five, got into our conversation, the same colleague of mine to whom Melanie turned for help in the office. At the thought of getting the chance to continue associating with such a flamboyant woman, Harry seemed to be salivating profusely.

- Thank you, you are very kind, sir, but Mr. Francis and I live next door. It will be much more convenient for him to give me a lift. Right, Ken?

- Yes, sure. I responded briskly, determined to win the unexpected confrontation with Harry.

- What a pity, what a pity. But maybe I’ll get lucky next time. You come to us more often, girl. - with chagrin, but with hope in his voice, tried not to admit defeat Harry. When Melanie walked past him, behind her, staring at her deliciously wiggling ass covered in leather, Harry gestured to me: “That’s a butt! Don’t miss your chance boy!”

Melanie lounged in the front seat, and with all her appearance she tried to show me that she was no longer interested in me. She looked to the right of the road. A faint smile never left her face.

- I’m surprised at you, Ken. Five minutes ago, your colleague wanted to pick me up. I bet he was already dreaming of putting me to bed in his mind. Only it didn’t bother him. You had so many opportunities to get me, and you rejected everything. Strange you … - began Melanie.

- Well, I thought that you decided to talk about it. But I explained everything to you a long time ago. I love Susan, and I don’t intend to repeat the mistake that happened to me with Elsa. I interrupted her, making it clear that our conversation would not work out either.

- Do not rush to draw conclusions. I was looking for a meeting with you not to seduce you. Melanie seized the initiative again. - You’re a great guy, Ken. A real man. And so I feel sorry for you. You try not to cheat on your wife, fine, but…

- Thanks for the compliment, Melanie. But I’m not a lady. I don’t need them. I interrupted my passenger again. Our conversation turned into a tense one, where we, like in tennis, were in a hurry to send the ball to the opponent’s half of the field.

- But, in my opinion, in vain. In vain you refrain from intrigues on the side. The one for whom you are trying does not seem to see you as a worthy man.

Why did you decide to talk about this topic? You have your own real man. Better than me. In any case, he has what I do not have - the ability to seduce and subdue women. And he does it especially successfully with other people’s wives, from whom, like an evil sculptor, he sculpts lustful whores, isn’t it? After all, recently you yourself convinced me of this talent of his.

- That’s right, she said. But I would not say that with this quality he rises above you. I was just trying to open someone’s eyes to the fact that his faithful and once shy wife, thanks to the efforts of my hubby, became a cheap dirty whore. I drew a picture from nature, which this person stubbornly does not notice, or pretends not to notice.

- Drop it. I understand that there is no voice inside you calling to help another. Simple jealousy that your missus managed to outrun you. He got a woman from another couple, but you and a man didn’t work out.

- Yes, you are a child. Big child! Melanie burst out laughing. - I thought better of you. But you have so strongly hammered into your head and continue to believe that your wife is a victim, and not a predator on a spree, that it is a crime not to stop you from confidently moving into the abyss. I don’t want it to happen, and that’s why I’m here.

- No need for beautiful, grandiloquent words, Melanie. All this is banal jealousy on your part.

- Ha, jealousy to whom? To your faithful slut? Funny…

- Watch your words, Melanie, or we’ll end this conversation now. As I understand it, his only goal on your part is to denigrate Susan in my eyes.

- You can not denigrate daughter black. - she didn’t say, but this impudent one threw me in the face.

- My wife is just a bright spot in my life. And if anyone is guilty in this situation, it is only me. Made one mistake, then another. chain of errors. Which is what allowed your hubby to seduce my wife into having sex with him. And her only mistake was the one she made, coming to him for mating, and hiding it from me. But when I caught them together, Susan repented before me, asked for forgiveness and received it from me. And everything would have gone on as before if your bastard had not violated our agreement with him and showed that illfated video to my wife. And she decided to take revenge on me, using for this sex with your husband, a pervert. In addition, he is now blackmailing us both with this and other videos.

- Wait, wait. From this place I will ask for more details. It looks like you have the wrong information, I can even guess from whom. - looking with surprised eyes into mine, said Melanie.

- Don’t stir it up.

- No, it’s worth it. You obviously have the wrong chain of cause and effect, and you suffer from it. You allow yourself to be deceived. Tell everything how she gave you.

- Okay, be your way … - I said and chose the turn onto the forest road, where I turned, drove to the edge of the forest and stopped, turning off the engine. Over the next ten minutes, I told our blackmailer’s wife what Susan had told me, and how we settled our fight after my wife came in a rage that day from Hardin showing her that starting point of our problems.

Melanie listened in silence, not interrupting. But it was clear that at certain moments of my narrative, emotions overwhelmed her so that she was ready to do it. When I finished my story, she remained silent for a moment, as if considering what she should now do on her part, but then she spoke:

- I won’t tell you anything. I understand that this may be useless due to your position … I’d rather let you listen to one conversation that I recorded. When I recorded, I doubted - did I need it? Now I understand - I did the right thing.

With that, she pulled out her cell phone from her purse. I turned on the audio recording on it and familiar voices filled the interior of my car.

- Take this … this towel … wipe your muzzle. You won’t go, you’re covered in semen. Why did you decide not to swallow today? - asked the man.

- I wanted a tight jet in the face. I like it that way too. - answered the female.

- Familiar voices, isn’t it? - Melanie quipped, realizing that I clearly distinguished the voices of her husband and my Susan on the recording.

- I don’t understand, where are you in a hurry? Stay a little longer, now you will take it in your mouth, put up the mast for me again, and I will go with my boat to your back harbor. Hardin burst out laughing.

- You know… I’d love to… but… after Ken caught us here together yesterday, I can’t upset him again. I need to leave early, clean myself up so he won’t guess anything. And anyway… Hardin… as much as I’d love to be with you… but we… we’ll have to see each other less often.

- Yes, it’s all bullshit! Drop it. What can your hubby say, how can he accuse you of infidelity when he himself is a walker behind your back. I once filmed him fucking that maid of yours, Elsa. And it happened more than once. Now I’ll find the first such video that came across … look … you’ll see … - scoundrel Hardin sounded triumphant.

- Can’t be… Ken? Are you true?

- Look here.

For a minute, maybe a little more, there was silence on the recording. Then:

- What a bastard! Ass! Well, bastard… bastard… I never imagined, Hardin, that this bastard could do such a thing behind my back… Traitor! – despite the screams on the tape, emotionally Susan did not look as explosive as she met me later at home.

- I told you…

“He’s not going to get away with it that easily… and… listen!” Hardin, I have an idea…” His wife’s tone suddenly softened sharply. “But I can turn this record to my advantage … hmmmm … well, the two of us, that is.

- How exactly are you going?

- Yes, I will make a scene for him, and then I will say that I met with you today in order to tell you everything in your face and finally break with you … - Susan scribbled with a machine gun.

“Keep going baby…” and I seemed to hear Hardin chuckle, pleased with my missus’ proposal.

- … but you showed me this video, and I decided to take revenge on my unfaithful husband. And Hardin and I had sex again. And now, my hubby, my traitor, it will be on a permanent basis, like in recent weeks. Because Hardin threatens to spread it on the Internet, among our relatives and acquaintances, among your and my colleagues at work … everywhere!

- Great, baby! You are just smart! Hardin laughed again, and that laughter was interrupted only by the distinct sound of a passionate kiss from the couple.

- So you stay at the races “number two”? Hardin was the first to break the silence.

- Yes … Did you say something there that you had an interest in my rear hole? Susan’s voice sounded playful, devilish. - I will give you my ass for fun with great pleasure, and let it be part of my revenge on my hubby, ass.

Well, as for me … It was just a rockfall in the mountains on the heads of unfortunate travelers. But this conversation was not the worst thing I’ve ever heard. Behind him, there was a rustling of clothes being removed, some chomping sounds - one must again understand passionate kisses, then … Then the wife’s words sounded quietly, but clearly: “Oh, oh, be quiet, don’t insert so briskly, you are especially big today. Give me some gel.” To which Hardin’s loud laughter and his short phrase, thrown as a command, were heard: “Receive and be silent!”

Susan screamed and squealed, “Aiiiiii…” Body slapping against body was heard. Mixed with the moans of my wife, words and short phrases of delight from her, Hardin’s panting. But the highest peak of shock for me was the moment when Susan’s moans began to become more frequent and sound longer, so that in the end they merged into one drawn-out howl, when suddenly she blurted out to the male who used her in the anus: “Well, you are a despot, Hardin!” And immediately followed by another: “But you know your business … how to bring me … and I … cumuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu…”

Her dog liked it. Slaps were heard; most likely Hardin was rubbing his fingers around my wife’s buttocks. And his voice: “Come on. Come on, whore. It’s always nice to rip your tight hole. I will fuck her more often, and soon she will not be as narrow as before. As soon as he said this, he growled: “Arrr … take it, bitch … I will fill your ass under the neck … you will take your horny hubby … “

- I guess that’s enough. You heard something that should clear your mind. The husband does not know that I then recorded their sex festival. Knows - do not blow my head. - Melanie’s voice brought me out of my daze from listening to the recording. She turned off the recorder, and now looked at me. Curiosity was read in this look - how much she managed to change my judgment about the changes that have occurred in recent weeks with my wife.

- And you decided to play the tape to me so that I would change my attitude towards Susan? What you don’t know is that Susan told me all this that evening. - I decided to lie a little, but to present this panther in black with the state of our relations in the family in such a way that Melanie would bite her lips from the bitterness of realizing that all her attempts and efforts were unsuccessful. “Moreover, she openly admitted to me that she herself would not understand how your missus manages to seize her consciousness in such a way when they meet. After all, she is not only cold towards him in feelings, but even hates him. But all this, when at a distance. They only need to meet… In general, Susan asked me for time to understand herself, and having figured it out, she will be able to find a way to resist Hardin in his ability to subdue her consciousness.

- This “skill” of his, as you call it, is nothing but his big machine for plowing women’s plantations. And he uses it very skillfully. That’s the whole drug for all these ladies that my husband collects in his collection.

- You’re oversimplifying everything, and you’re also just jealous that Hardin is handing out his device left and right to other women. I repeat it and you can’t deny it. I stepped up the attack.

Trust me, it’s not the way you imagine. I get from him when I want, and how much I want when it comes to sex. We have a deal with him that you’re not supposed to know about. But I will reveal a secret: if I tell my husband that I want him to take care of me, and not just another girl, then he, if she was already undressed and lying in front of him with her legs spread, ready for everything, at that very moment he will stop everything, drive her away, and I will take that place. There is no place for jealousy and misunderstanding. Also, he can forbid me any contact with a man in whom I will have an interest, but Hardin will not like him. Was I very clear?

- Quite. And, as I understand it, I was among those whom he would let near you. Tell me, what an honor is given to me, his majesty! I quipped. - I didn’t appreciate it. The only trouble is that I was allowed to fuck you in order to push my half to the decision to give himself to him even earlier. But your hubby didn’t burn out. Then it didn’t burn out. But he found, asshole, another way. And how many are approved for access to your precious body? True, I know one, but only from the words of my wife. It’s a Gale.

- From her words. Interesting … - my interlocutor drawled. “I heard that Hardin on the phone told her not to talk about what happened between the four of us that night.

- That’s how? - I pretended to be surprised, at the same time glad that my assumptions about what the blackmailer said on my wife’s mobile turned out to be correct. Although … Although to be happy about it or not, there was still the question, as well as whether I should continue to consider our neighbor a blackmailer after I heard the recording.

Sorry, I don’t have a record of this conversation. - Melanie’s face put on a grimace of regret.

- She doesn’t need it. The name Gail wasn’t the only thing my wife told me about that evening. She told everything in detail. And about your share of participation as well.

- But wait. But I have another surprise for you. Also a record. But not audio, but video. And she’s from that party. There were no plans to show you, Hardin will eat me with giblets for this. However, if your honest little wife has already told you everything, as you say, then maybe it will be interesting for you to see everything on the record yourself? And compare it with her words. - Melanie beamed again from the new opportunity to dip my face in shit.

- Did you record a video at the party? I burst out in amazement. - Who needed it? And who filmed?

- The idea was Hardin. He wanted us to savor this video in our bedroom afterwards. And I filmed. Melanie stated.

- Strange. But Susan didn’t mention it to me in her story. - I said, realizing that the question that I asked my wife about what Hardin’s wife was doing at the time when mine was having cool sex with two males, this question came in the words of Melanie herself.

- I believe. She might not have noticed that in her state, to which she had been drugged by Hardin and Gale, it was not at all surprising. So, are you going to watch or not?

- Go ahead. - I said with notes of indifference, although I’m not sure that my executor believed this.

Melanie rummaged through her phone, and her manicured finger selected and launched the video. Then she handed the phone to me. On the screen was part of a roadside motel room. How clean and well maintained - it did not matter. How unimportant was the name of the motel itself. The important fact was that the video captured the bed in one of the corners of the room. And more importantly, there were two people on this bed - a man and a woman. And they were not just on it, but were the actors and performers of the real hot porn video. And, if the man was not familiar to me, I could only guess his name, based on what I heard five days ago from my wife Susan, then my beloved and faithful wife was just a woman.

Both were dressed as Adam and Eve. Gale was sitting on the bed, and Susan was on his lap. Hardin’s buddy put one arm around my wife and held me close; the second crushed her breasts mercilessly.

- Oh, what great boobs! he appreciated.

- But you don’t have to be so rude. Moreeeeeee…please…” Susan whined.

- I’m all Mister Tenderness. Didn’t you notice it, baby? - the man did not even think to calm down, but reveled in kneading one or the other of the juicy hemisphere of his wife.

By the look of Susan, it was noticeable that she was not up to the jokes of the new boyfriend, who had an undisguised goal - to become her new sex partner any minute. From the pain, her mouth opened and formed the letter “O”, and the wife herself greedily grabbed the air with them.

- Better caress my pussy. she squeaked, hoping to divert his attention away from her breasts.

- I still checked with my fingers in the restaurant. Now my hammer will cock again, then I will please you with it, you whores. Gale flared up and covered his wife’s open mouth with his own.

The wife met the kiss without much enthusiasm. This did not escape the attention of our neighbor’s friend. He threw kneading his partner’s breasts, grabbed her hands with each of his hands, and throwing them around his neck, forced Susan to hug him. The couple merged into a hot kiss. And the longer it lasted, the more noticeably the previously tense body of my half relaxed. Susan was getting a taste of having fun with a new lover.

Breaking the kiss, Gale lowered his head and now dug his lips into Susan’s breasts.

- Oh-oh-oh-oh-ahh… - the wife squealed again. - Quiet… ahhh… please… ooohhh…

And although she asked her partner to be more gentle, it was clear that this rudeness towards her was beginning to please her. Because she grabbed his head with both hands, but did not pull it away from the breasts, but after waiting a little, she began, on the contrary, to press it against them with her fingers, nervously massaging the skin of Gale’s shaved head. She began to turn on in earnest from the caresses of her boobs with male lips. It was these lips that left those marks that I noticed first.

But then Gail decided to complete the process of warming up my wife. He broke away from her charms, grabbed Susan with his muscular arms, lifted her from his knees, and lowered her onto the bed next to him. He stood up and said shortly:

- It’s your turn.

- Uh… What do you want? Susan asked as if she was completely drunk and did not understand.

- I brought you joy, now you give me. Gale repeated with irritation in his voice.

- Ooo… I don’t want that. Why don’t you just enjoy fucking me? - the wife suggested.

- It won’t work, baby. This is where I order the music, if you haven’t figured it out yet. - already with an undisguised threat in his voice, the skinhead growled. - Hardin, what’s up? You boasted that your new doll is always and everything agrees, and I see that she is wandering.

It was Gale who was addressing Hardin, who during the time the couple pre-warmed up appeared to have taken a shower and now appeared naked but with a towel around his thighs. Our neighbor stood next to his army friend, to whom he gave my wife for comfort, looked at her from above and turned to her:

- What’s the matter, honey? What kind of goats?

- He wants me… to take his cock in my mouth. But you know I only do this to you and my husband. Besides, he still has it … after Melanie. Let him take a shower … then … - she did not have time to finish.

Bang! It was Hardin who slapped Susan lightly. But just enough to make her head fall back.

“Right. Look how clean we are.” Melanie’s familiar voice rang out. Perhaps the men did not hear these words of hers, as she said almost in a whisper. But since Hardin’s wife filmed the action with a phone in her hand, her voice was clearly imprinted on the video. Now here in my car, Melanie leaned over to look into my face and smiled. Like she wanted to see my reaction to the events on the screen. And events there were gaining momentum.

- Am I persuasive enough? growled Hardin. - You will now take and suck my best friend’s precious cock. Do you understand, whore?

- Yes. Susan answered quietly, looking down at the floor.

- Come on! - it’s already come from Gale.

The wife looked up to the waist level of her new lover. Slowly and carefully, like a minesweeper, she took his half-hardened cock in her hand and directed it to her mouth. At the same time, she leaned her head forward so that the member, and the truth is all slimy and sticky after Melanie’s pussy, is now located inches from her lips.

It was noticeable that the wife still did not dare to take Meloni’s penis, shining from the secretions, into her mouth. She closed her eyes in disgust. For her understanding, this was the only way to overcome that feeling of disgust. Susan slowly opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue, first licking her lips with it, then also slowly ran her tongue over the exposed head of Gale’s cock.

“Mmmmm…” he responded.

She then repeated the same movement. And again the same reaction of the man. The third time Susan licked the head of Gale’s cock, Gale grabbed the back of his wife’s head with both hands and pushed her head forward. His cock was forced through his open lips into his mouth for a couple of inches. The wife tried to pull her head away, but Gale held her tightly. She tried to push out the unexpectedly intruding ram with her tongue, but she could not, but only with the movements of her tongue gave the insolent more satisfaction, and he growled:

- Yeah! So baby, that’s the way it is. Come on… Keep going!

Susan opened her eyes in panic. I don’t know if Meloni did it spontaneously, or if she also noticed it then, but she zoomed in on her cell phone camera to close-up her wife’s face. With the question “what to do now” in her wide eyes. But this embarrassment did not last long. Either fear of angering Hardin further and more, or Gale’s roar of approval told her that there was only one way out of such a piquant situation: she relaxed her neck muscles, stopped resisting Gale’s hands pushing her head forward, tried to open her mouth wider, and began to swallow the hateful cock more and more.

- Here … here … you know how, baby. Don’t just swallow it, suck it! - followed by an order-hint from Gale.

And Susan complied. From how dimples formed on her cheeks, it was clear that she began to suck on the cock. At the same time, without stopping the movement along the trunk back and forth. Gale continued to push his wife’s head, and did it more and more insistently. Susan picked up the pace he set. And a minute later, Gale, who rolled his eyes from the pleasure he received, furiously fucked my wife in the mouth. His guttural sounds filled the room.

Melanie bent over again so as to look into my eyes with a mocking smile. She didn’t say anything, but her eyes said: “And how are you? Your missus was getting dressed up, getting dressed up, and she began to suck and unwashed. A whore, she is a whore.” I was silent. It was difficult to find arguments to object to her. Yes, and all the attention was on the screen. And all my excitement from what I saw seemed to explode me from the inside.

Oral sex my wife did not last long. Five minutes. During this time, Susan was able to swallow almost the entire member of the new lover. But Gale, not wanting to discharge into her mouth, interrupted the process. He pulled out his penis, which was now a stake, and said:

- Back, bitch! It’s time to give you a good kick.

Susan, as if waiting for this order, carried it out instantly. She lay down on her back, folded her legs, tucked under her knees, and spread them apart. Her head rested on the pillow. She lay with an indifferent look on her face, as if doing something obligatory rather than desirable. There was definitely no emotion in his eyes.

Gale didn’t enter her, but slammed into her with one greedy blow. Which immediately affected Susan. She let out a groan of surprise “ohoho!” and grabbed Gale’s large biceps in her hands. After a few more significant blows to her penis, the wife groaned and threw her legs on her partner’s lower back. Pressing down on his back with her heels, Susan tried to help him penetrate deeper. Gale began to pick up the pace. The sounds in the video sped up, too, the lingering groans of his wife and Gale’s “Uff-Uff-Uff” heckling. The couple clearly had a taste…

And then began to occur metamorphoses in the behavior of Susan. It began to become more and more different from what she told me herself. From the blurred look of his wife, it was clear that she really got drunk that evening a lot. But, if at the beginning of the sex session with Gale she was almost passive, now she was actively moving her hips towards her partner.

“Ooohhh… damn… how cool… come on, man… ahhh… make me… deep… more… more!” … drive in … harder … ahhhh … stronger … - the words came from her lips.

- Yeah, got it, baby. Gale said triumphantly. - You really are a hot bitch. Hardin did not deceive the old friend.

“Yes… yes… yes… ahhhh… yes… fuck me… fuck me harder… faster… harder and deeper… ooohhh…” Susan howled like a wolf.

- You came out great from Hardin, but I’ll make you do it even better. Gale blurted out boastfully.

- Then come on, fuck me … with cancer … I want it so much … like dogs … - Susan suggested herself.

- Suitable! - Gale did not have to be persuaded for a long time.

The couple changed positions. In the new initiative completely passed to my wife. Now she set such a frantic rhythm by swinging her hips towards her lover that he quickly became covered in sweat and perspiration. Susan became even louder and more demanding.

“Ouhhh… fuck me… oh my gosh… yes… make me cum… I want to…” It seemed to come from the very depths of her throat.

- Come on, you dirty cheap slut… stop… stop. Impaled on my stick… stop… Gail must have gotten a tip from Hardin that harsh words during sex turn my Susan on.

And the result came in a minute. First moaning, then moving on to one long cry of “aaaaaaaa”, Susan began to convulse all over her body, her head thrashing around on the pillow. She bent at the waist, otklyachiv higher ass. So Gale worked his way even deeper inside my wife. And this was the climax - a bright and deep orgasm covered Susan. She marked him out with a series of loud “oh my gosh” calls while Gale was still far from his peak. He continued to methodically fuck the writhing Susan in his arms. He continued even when she went limp and buried her face in the pillow.

Our girl looks like she’s going to pass out. You have to cheer her up. Hardin’s voice was heard off-screen. - Gail, buddy, lay on your back. She will be a rider. She’s good at it.

- Yes, sir. - with a smile, in an army way, the excited Gale answered, and released Susan’s hips from his hands.

She immediately collapsed onto the bed.

- Oh, I can’t take it anymore… - his wife muttered.

- As much as you can, motherfucker. Hardin put in. - Until you squeeze my friend like a lemon, you will not return home to your husband. Gale, are you ready?

Gale was already ready. He lay down on his back. And he waited…waited for Susan to impale his impaled cock. Hardin helped her to sit on his friend, lifted her by the shoulders, and my wife took Gale’s engorged cock and directed it between her legs. A deep moan “oooohhh” that escaped from her and a tossed head marked the fact that a member entered her rather already stretched cave. Gale grabbed her hips and pulled them down. Susan squealed slightly as she reached the bottom. Now she sat tightly on one of her partners. The second, Hardin, standing at the back, decided to take the reins of the process into his own hands. To begin with, he grabbed Susan under the armpits so that he could rake her breasts with his palms, and began to knead them, while tugging at my wife’s nipples with his fingertips. He played it like an experienced violinist on a violin, winding it up.

- Come on, move your ass, whore. Turn up the heat! - said her constant lover for the last month and our blackmailer. - Aren’t you going to sleep on Gale?

- That’s right, bitch, move. - He added from below, at the same time trying to move his hips up, which made Susan’s body bounce.

All this had an effect on my wife, like a splashed ladle of gasoline on a fire that was smoking. The fire blazed, the fire was an extinct passion. A new round of sex duel has begun. She gradually began to accelerate in the movement of her hips up and down, sitting on Gale, resting her hands on his chest. At the same time, the range of her movements began to grow. Watching my wife, and his obedient whore, habitually obey him, Hardin began to act further. He moved his hands from Susan’s breasts and placed his palms on top of her shoulders. Then lightly pushed her torso down onto Gale. The wife’s arms buckled under the onslaught of body weight from behind, and she almost lay down on her partner from below.

Gale moved his hands from Susan’s hips to her back and locked them into a lock on her shoulder blades. Then he pulled her to him. The wife’s breasts were flattened between their bodies, and their faces almost met. Susan was now moaning almost into the mouth of her partner, on whose cock she passionately strung. Hardin, realizing that he no longer required his participation in holding their sex toy in this position for the evening, freed his hands, removing her from her shoulders. He found a new use for them. Swinging well, he covered with his right palm, on Susan’s right buttock - “tchvyakkk!”

- Oh, what a gorgeous ass is idle. - He said a second before the slap.

“Auuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuyuyuuyuyuyuyu … - squealed my missus. - It hurts…

- What you need! - Hardin answered with a chuckle in his voice, and immediately slapped the second such slap, but already on the left half of Susan’s ass. - All whores love it, but it’s hot.

- Oyyoyoey … - responded to the new attack of her ass wife. - Hardin, please…be gentle…

- I am infinitely gentle, baby, do you have any doubts? - answered Hardin with notes of irritation, and already turning to Gale, he added - Buddy, why is our heifer talking so much? Is it because her mouth is not busy?

Gale, without slowing down the pace of driving his bump into my wife, sitting on him, threw his hands on the back of her head, only slightly pressing, and this was enough for their lips to meet in a kiss. Seeing all this on the screen of Melanie’s cell phone, I involuntarily remembered how passionately my missus kissed during that sexual intercourse with our blackmail carpenter in his workshop, when I first caught them together. But, while fucking with Gale, the wife clearly avoided kissing him. As an explanation for this riddle, I recalled the words from Susan’s story to me about that evening, the way she described her feelings for Hardin’s army buddy as apprehensive. Perhaps that was what held her back.

But now she had to respond to the rough lips of a barely familiar man that had dug into her lips. Susan tried to say something clearly, tried to push her head away from Gale’s shaved head, but because of his strong grip, with which he held her head with her hair disheveled around her motionless, relative to his own, the wife only managed to mumble something inarticulate. Most likely, Susan wanted to say something again in protest against the hard and cruel hand of Hardin, tormenting her ass, but it didn’t work. In the end, after a good dozen or two of these slaps, Gale released the back of his partner’s head, moving and again locking his hands in the lock on her back. But, to my considerable surprise, the wife did not tear herself away from the lips of the man, on whose penis she sat down to the very balls. Now she continued the passionate French kiss, plunging her tongue deep into his mouth, and accepting it in return. Only for each new resounding “slap” to her buttocks from Hardin’s palm, she let out a long, voluptuous moan right into Gale’s mouth. Watching this picture, it was unknown whose and where the words I heard came to my mind: “I got into the taste of whore.”

After a while, our neighbor stopped whipping Susan’s ass. For a while, he just looked at the couple copulating in a frantic rhythm in front of him. It was as if he was contemplating to do something like this. Then he turned, and, looking at the camera, winked, saying: “And now - the highlight of the program. Darling, don’t miss anything.” I realized that this was a reference to Meloni, who continued to film the entire sex festival in the room.

After that, Hardin climbed onto the bed and knelt down so that Gale’s legs were between his legs, and he grabbed Susan’s legs under her knees, and lifting them, spread them apart as far as possible. Now his legs were wedged between Susan and Gale’s thighs. His huge cock sticking out like a stake lay down on the right half of his wife’s ass. Carried away by the mating process, Susan, apparently, did not notice these movements of her lover. Her body reacted with a slight shiver only when Hardin’s finger made a couple of rotational movements around the ring of the anus, pressed it, and then abruptly invaded inside. When Hardin’s second and third impatient fingers followed at intervals of five or seven seconds, Susan pulled away from Gale’s mouth and glanced back over her shoulder. Her hazy and almost extinct look of a flushed face,

- Hardin, what are you… going to… do? - breathing heavily, she asked.

- Don’t be afraid, little one. I just want to help you finish. Hurry … - followed by an impudent answer.

- But… I already… can… I already… almost… ahhhh… - Susan said with groans interspersed.

So you’ve never finished. You will remember this, baby. - Hardin interrupted her and, turning to Gale, continued. - I can hear your cock with my fingers, my best friend. Now you will hear mine.

The last words were drowned in his laughter. Like Susan said. Her eyes widened, she tried to break free, but was firmly pressed against Gale’s body by his hands, plus with his left hand Hardin pressed on her lower back, forcing my wife to arch her back as much as possible and stick out her ass higher. With the outer surface of his thighs, he pressed on Susan’s inner thighs, forcing her to spread her legs as wide as possible. So her buttocks also diverged to the sides, opening up better access to the anus. When all this was done, Hardin directed his free, right hand, sticking out his cock to the cherished rear hole. From this picture, my penis poured no weaker than any of the males in the video. Still: I was about to see how my wife would be initiated into the secrets of double penetration. And what is the most disgusting, but at the same time, everything is also unclear why it is exciting for me, there was a fact that the initiator and main performer of the action would be a man who treacherously used for this a trap into which he drove me, and then my wife, gradually turning her from a decent, once very shy, sex-conservative woman into a depraved, lustful whore. It seems that the further the matter went, the deeper her dependence on him became.

When I felt my cock stiffen, I remembered that Melanie was sitting next to me. I really did not want her to notice my reaction to what was happening on the screen. I stole a glance at my groin - the trousers were tight, and the bump was barely noticeable. Then I turned my gaze to her. She sat with a triumphant smile on her face, and when our eyes met, it may have seemed to me, but I noticed how she slightly nodded to me: “Don’t be distracted, look at the screen, more carefully. Now your faithful little wife will be gutted into two holes at once. I looked back at the screen…

And that’s where the heat was on. Hardin pierced the resistance of Susan’s anus ring with two thrusts, and his thick head was half intruded inside. Susan screamed, “No… Don’t… go there…”

But then her scream was interrupted by Gale. With one hand continuing to press her to him, with the other he now roughly grabbed Susan by the hair and pressed her mouth to his. Now, with every thrust of Hardin’s hips, his sausage was making its way deeper and deeper into my wife’s insides, to which she reacted only with lowing sounds. Gale didn’t stop pounding her from below. Finally, a member in her ass reached the stop, plunged all the way. For a couple of seconds, Hardin froze, and then began to bring his cock out. When he was about halfway through, he again slowly returned his sword to the hilt into Susan’s anus. The next such round he did faster … and the next one even more … So he began to increase the pace, and soon his pace coincided with that of Gale, who continued to fuck his wife from below, in the pussy. Now two powerful trunks cut into the depths of my missus’ womb, like two pistons working in sync. There were no other sounds in the room other than the slapping of body on body, Susan’s muffled mooing, which was now more like a muffled scream, and her sniffling through her nose as her mouth was sealed with Gale’s forced deep kiss.

- Gail, buddy, you’ll kiss our little Susan to death. Let her go, the lady seems to want to tell us something. Maybe she doesn’t like it and wants to stop everything? Hardin broke the silence, laughing.

Gale paused for a second, as if considering his friend’s proposal. Then he released a strand of his wife’s hair, by which he held her head. And again he moved his hips, with the same fury impaling Susan’s pussy.

- Aufff… aaaaaa… aufff… ouaaaa… - greedily grabbing air with her free mouth, the wife began to moan. But they were definitely not moans of pain, they were moans of voluptuousness.

- Susan, baby, can you hurt? Do Gale and I need to stop? - Having perfectly read the situation, our offender continued his mockery. He knew, he calculated everything well, and now he wanted to hear words from my wife that would only confirm that he was on the right track, and continued to successfully complete her moral fall into the abyss of lust and depravity.

“Nooo… noooo… ooaaa… don’t you dare… don’t stop… ooaaaahhh… I’m already… just about… aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhh… I’m going to finish…” Susan whined or meowed, shaking her head violently from side to side. Spray flew from the ends of her hair. Whether it was drops of her sweat or Gale - it was impossible to understand. Both were glistening with sweat. Spitlets of saliva escaped from the wife’s O-shaped mouth; Tears seemed to be running from her eyes. The sight of Susan was a stunning sight.

- Five minutes ago you resisted, did not believe me that you would receive incredible bliss, whore. And now she’s ready to cum in a sandwich between us. Fuck you harder, tell us, uh?

- Awww…yeah…yeah!…yeah!!! Fuck me…harder…boys…want…want…to cum…fiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee Susan screamed into a howl.

“I myself will now … bubble her … right in the womb … I’ll cum inside you, damn it … Catch … - Gale suddenly growled.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh that that was the last straw that overflowed Susan’s cup of continence, the catalyst that accelerated her orgasm.

Now there was an unimaginable scene on the bed: Gale, growling, making the final swinging movements of the pelvis, poured from below into Susan’s pussy; she herself, howling and squealing from the waves of orgasm that rolled over, writhed on top of him, unable to rise, as she was crushed by the body of Hardin, who had lingered a little longer than his partners, and began to cum in my wife’s ass already when both Susan and Gale both finished. When Hardin’s triumphant roar died down, squeezing the last drops of sperm into the intestines of his mistress, he collapsed on the bed in exhaustion, pulling Susan with him, never getting out of her ass. So the whole trio lay on the bed: Gail on the left, Hardin on the right, and in the middle their common mistress and whore - my missus wife.

And only then, when everything was quiet, did a knock on the wall of the room and indignant muffled screams become clearly audible, however, words that were impossible to make out, but the meaning was extremely clear: in the next room they were indignant at the fact that the orgy in this did not allow other guests of the motel to fall asleep peacefully after midnight.

I glanced at Melanie again and handed her my cell phone. I wanted to get that triumphant, victorious look off her face as soon as possible.

- Take it back. - I said, returning the phone. “You didn’t surprise me with anything new, you just tried in vain. Susan told me about all this frankly, without hiding anything, confessed what happened in that motel room in detail. Here again I do not see her guilt before me, there is only the same our common problem - your husband’s blackmailing us both. As a result of this blackmail, she had to go with him to a meeting, where he drugged Susan with alcohol so that she lost the ability to adequately assess what was happening. And he again proved himself a scoundrel, nothing new. I took it and shared it with my friend. And this group sex, this double penetration, I do not see as a disaster for me. Just a moment of weakness.

- Hmmm … - my interlocutor chuckled. - Minute weakness you say. OK. And what about the fact that after your wife tasted sweet and previously unknown, she suddenly has an irresistible desire to repeat, and more than once. Not afraid?

“I don’t think it will…” I began.

- You also thought about the meetings with my husband. But I proved to you that after she tasted his cock and his talent for fucking bitches, she was the initiator of further meetings. Why shouldn’t she now start looking for an opportunity to get into group sex again?

- These are completely different things. Unless your scumbag husband wants to share Susan with some other friend…

- Do not rush to conclusions. You haven’t looked yet. - Melanie again began to delve into the contents of the mobile phone. - Here, now … I’ll skip it. After I stopped the recording, your wife slept in bed for almost an hour. Husband and Gail during this time went to the shower, drank whiskey again, and began to wake up your “faithful” treasure to go home. It was half past one at night.

She handed the phone to me. On the screen there was still the same bed, Susan was sitting on it, whom Hardin tried to bring to life with light slaps on her cheeks. Several of them had no effect, when suddenly … The wife, as if waking up from a dream, shook her head and declared to her boyfriend:

- Why are you slapping me on the cheeks? Any more champagne? I want champagne!

- That’s how! Gail, bring the lady some champagne, please,” Hardin laughed, still holding Susan’s head by the cup. - What else do you want, baby?

- I want … and I also want … - she began to mutter, and immediately turned to Gale who had approached. - Thank you, kitty.

Taking the glass from his hand, she drained it in one gulp. The men looked at each other. It was obvious that even for them, Susan’s behavior came as a surprise. But the amazing things from my wife did not end there.

- Now what? Why are you standing over me? Susan asked in a slightly slurred tongue.

Let’s get dressed and go home. To your hubby. Hardin replied.

- To hell with home … To hell with hubby … - with these words, I almost dropped Melanie’s phone. - And I do not dress, and you have to undress. Come on…

And Susan unzipped Hardin and Gale’s trousers one by one. They only looked at each other, but there was no objection from them. Solid interest and curiosity in their eyes - what will happen next. And then, badly awakened from sleep, Susan, with uncertain movements, but brought out the members of both men.

- Handsome… both. she appreciated. - I want to take them in my mouth … and … suck.

- Baby, why did it matter? Get started. Hardin broke into a smile.

And my wife enthusiastically began to entertain. What I never heard from her in our living room, I saw with my own eyes on a video that was provided to me by the wife of our blackmailer, his accomplice. However, I thought again: “After all this, is he such a blackmailer, and is she such an accomplice if she helps not her husband, but me to figure everything out?”

For the next half hour, with a tremor in my hands, to hide from Melanie, I had to put the mobile phone on my knees, with a racing heart and throbbing temples, with a lump in my throat, I watched as my wife, first in turn giving each of her suitors a throat blowjob , putting their recently exhausted limbs back on full alert, then sat Hardin on the bed and continued to give him oral sex while Gayle took advantage of the fact that she was serving his friend, standing on all fours on the bed , invitingly otklyachiv ass, with one blow cut into her pussy, well lubricated by the last invasion. The pace and enthusiasm that Susan showed at the same time was especially surprising, considering how until recently she was dead asleep from drinking. And suddenly such a surge of energy. But,

But that wasn’t the end of a hot amateur video either. After a couple of minutes, my missus, throwing a glance over her shoulder at Gale, moaned to him: “Why are you standing there? I want to feel you two in me again. Take my ass, fuck it!” If Melanie told me this in words, I swear I would never believe it. But before me was irrefutable proof. And this proof continued for the next 15 minutes, which were filled to overflowing with hot pictures of ardent intercourse between three - two men about forty and a woman of twenty-eight years. Fifteen minutes of loud body-to-body slaps, passionate and lustful moans of a woman, panting of men, screams and snippets of phrases from a woman calling to fuck her like never before in her life, dirty words from men in an appeal to this depraved person, which only warmed up the degree of sex , And, in the end, the icing on the cake was the finish of all three. A finish that began with a woman’s stormy and intense orgasm, with her uncontrollable screams that woke the neighboring motel rooms again. When she finished with the first orgasm, and it was the turn to finish her partners, the woman again burst into cries of delight, but now she asked. No - she begged her males to cum in her, which the latter did with undisguised joy. And beating her at the same time two jets brought the harlot a new orgasm, not weaker than the previous one. And when all three of them again fell exhausted on the bed of the room, it was very hard to believe that the person lying between two strong male bodies was none other than my once faithful and conservative wife Susan … with her uncontrollable screams, which again woke the neighboring motel rooms. When she finished with the first orgasm, and it was the turn to finish her partners, the woman again burst into cries of delight, but now she asked. No - she begged her males to cum in her, which the latter did with undisguised joy. And beating her at the same time two jets brought the harlot a new orgasm, not weaker than the previous one. And when all three of them again fell exhausted on the bed of the room, it was very hard to believe that the person lying between two strong male bodies was none other than my once faithful and conservative wife Susan … with her uncontrollable screams, which again woke the neighboring motel rooms. When she finished with the first orgasm, and it was the turn to finish her partners, the woman again burst into cries of delight, but now she asked. No - she begged her males to cum in her, which the latter did with undisguised joy. And beating her at the same time two jets brought the harlot a new orgasm, not weaker than the previous one. And when all three of them again fell exhausted on the bed of the room, it was very hard to believe that the person lying between two strong male bodies was none other than my once faithful and conservative wife Susan … No - she begged her males to cum in her, which the latter did with undisguised joy. And beating her at the same time two jets brought the harlot a new orgasm, not weaker than the previous one. And when all three of them again fell exhausted on the bed of the room, it was very hard to believe that the person lying between two strong male bodies was none other than my once faithful and conservative wife Susan … No - she begged her males to cum in her, which the latter did with undisguised joy. And beating her at the same time two jets brought the harlot a new orgasm, not weaker than the previous one. And when all three of them again fell exhausted on the bed of the room, it was very hard to believe that the person lying between two strong male bodies was none other than my once faithful and conservative wife Susan …

It was a new revelation for me and a new mystery. Rather, a new blow. The blow I had to take. With a heavy heart, I handed Melanie’s mobile back to her.

Are you satisfied with the evidence now? I will add about what was not included after. I had to dress your whore, thanks those two could dress themselves. But I had to drag this drunken and shabby doll into the car again. How to drive our Porsche. Hardin sat in the front seat next to me. Your Susan was in the back with Gale. This asshole, although he gained a lot, but still he had the strength to deal with it while moving. In the rear view mirror, I watched as he ran one hand into her neckline and kneaded her tits, and the other turned up the hem of her dress and poked in her pussy. She did not push him away, on the contrary, she spread her legs wider for better access. All the way she moaned and mumbled something to Gail … She also flooded the seat with her juices, bitch … - my passenger gave a long speech. - And the most important thing I will say now.

- Since you are asking a question, and based on what you came to me for, then I have strong suspicions that Susan is not waiting for me at home, but is at your house with your husband? Or … I can no longer be sure what exactly you have. Did he take her to give one of his friends more?

- No, they are just at our house. As it has become habitual. That’s just me, the further it goes, it starts to annoy me. Do you remember, I once answered your question - “Am I not afraid to share Hardin with others?” No, I’m not afraid. For he is always like this: he walks with the next one and always comes back to me. There were dozens of them. And I did not see any danger to myself in any of them. Now, I fear your Susan - I have to admit it. I myself realized this not so long ago. But it came along with the realization that she was starting to annoy me. Too much of it has become in his, and therefore in my life. She begins to interfere with me and threaten my quiet life. Therefore, I decided that we can be allies. Today I didn’t have to hurry to solve that issue at the bank. But I decided to get out of the house, knowing what she would like. I did not want to see her again, and especially their games. Especially since he could make me shoot it again. It was Hardin who needed that solution at the bank. I invited him to go instead of him, to which he agreed. So I decided to kill the second rabbit - to open your eyes to some more new things. And here I am. Now, drop me off near the forest. I will walk home. They don’t need to see us together. I still have to go pick up the boys after school, they’re at evening practice. You go home, Mr. Banker. Your beautiful half, if not already at home, then soon will be, because she always tries to clean up before the moment when I bring the guys home. And Hardin wants the kids to see less… I invited him to go instead of him, to which he agreed. So I decided to kill the second rabbit - to open your eyes to some more new things. And here I am. Now, drop me off near the forest. I will walk home. They don’t need to see us together. I still have to go pick up the boys after school, they’re at evening practice. You go home, Mr. Banker. Your beautiful half, if not already at home, then soon will be, because she always tries to clean up before the moment when I bring the guys home. And Hardin wants the kids to see less… I invited him to go instead of him, to which he agreed. So I decided to kill the second rabbit - to open your eyes to some more new things. And here I am. Now, drop me off near the forest. I will walk home. They don’t need to see us together. I still have to go pick up the boys after school, they’re at evening practice. You go home, Mr. Banker. Your beautiful half, if not already at home, then soon will be, because she always tries to clean up before the moment when I bring the guys home. And Hardin wants the kids to see less… I still have to go pick up the boys after school, they’re at evening practice. You go home, Mr. Banker. Your beautiful half, if not already at home, then soon will be, because she always tries to clean up before the moment when I bring the guys home. And Hardin wants the kids to see less… I still have to go pick up the boys after school, they’re at evening practice. You go home, Mr. Banker. Your beautiful half, if not already at home, then soon will be, because she always tries to clean up before the moment when I bring the guys home. And Hardin wants the kids to see less…

 








Stepping on the same rake part 3


When I got home, it was empty. Unless, of course, you count the whining Molly. I decided to walk the dog and meet Susan at the same time. About twenty minutes later the wife’s car showed up. Noticing us, she taxied.

- Hi dear. Where are you going from?

- Hi, darling. Well, I was… I was… - she seemed not ready to report here and now.

- Where? Well, speak up.

- I was with him.

- Who?

- Ken, you know perfectly well who has. Why this scene?

- No, I just don’t know anything. Nothing, okay? But I want to know, and you will tell. I replied sternly and continued. “But this is not the place for clarification. Go ahead, Molly and I will follow you.

At home, in the kitchen, we continued our conversation.

- So, you went to … who? Call by name. I began.

“I went to Hardin’s, if that’s how you put the question, husband. Susan replied irritably.

“Not in that tone, dear. Quiet. Why - I want to know. I urged on.

- Fine. He called again and called. And yes, we had sex again. I will not hide. - she said in a much more calm tone, but at the last words she turned away.

- That’s good. - I said affectionately, went up to her, gently hugged her and looked into her eyes.

- Good that? That I had sex with him? Do you approve? The wife looked in surprise.

- Well, you know - I do not welcome it. Although I’m not angry or jealous. I understand that you go to him under compulsion. We decided a long time ago that this is not your fault, but our problem, which we need to eliminate. - I decided to return to the tactics that I outlined. Now, when I learned that Susan not only does not try to break off relations with Hardin, but tries in every possible way to hide behind his alleged “blackmail” in order to continue to enjoy with such a skillful and experienced lover as he, that even began to manifest itself in the fact that she became to hide many facts of their meetings from me, and this could only push her away from me more, and allow my offender to weave his sticky web around Susan more. All I needed now was to gather information. The information that I could block the one that my enemy had against me.

We got along with my wife. She quickly calmed down. Friday evening passed as usual, although I confess I could hardly contain the steam that boiled in my inner cauldron. But our future happy married life with Susan required these sacrifices on my part. There was dinner, then watching TV together, and … sex. Yes, no matter how surprising it was for me, but the wife in the bedroom initiated sex, so hot. It would seem that after the joys with Hardin, she should have been squeezed out like a lemon. But reality said otherwise. She became an ardent tigress in bed. I could only build versions of why. Perhaps due to lack of time, limited by the fact that lovers could only have fun until the moment Melanie brought the Gass children from school, Susan received only a warm-up from Hardin. The rest she tried to make up for me. But this version quickly collapsed. After all, Susan was like that in the days that followed, when she didn’t see Hardin. It may very well be that my missus felt guilty for herself, realized her weakness before the temptation of sin, and hot, almost daily sex tried to atone for this guilt.

However, these assumptions gave way to more plausible ones: Susan’s meeting with Hardin became very significant for her in her life, for the most part even fatal. This cunning and experienced tempter, who personally boasted to me of a considerable number of his victories over females, wanted to get my beautiful wife into his collection at all costs. If it wasn’t for my overconfidence that she could resist his cunning tricks, if it wasn’t for that mistake, eh… What’s the point of stirring it up again? He won, achieved her, got her body, and she, having given herself to him once, tasted something that turned out to be a persistent sweet poison. A poison that did not kill immediately, but continued to slowly make her a victim subject to a sexual predator. A spider that took over not only her body, but also her mind. And he injected more and more portions of poison into it.

All the next week, returning home, I worried with trepidation that when I arrived, I would not find Susan at home. But this did not happen. My wife, as in the good old days, greeted me with hugs, smiles and kisses. And everything else was wonderful, as before! Except, but an exception with a plus sign - our sex life, I repeat, has changed in the most pleasant way for me and, I hope, Susan, the side. However, I had the feeling that from Monday to Friday Susan’s behavior in our bedroom changed day by day. She became tense and more and more irritated, you can say that insatiable or something. More demanding in their desires during sex. I did not even have time to seize the initiative - she was ahead.

We often changed positions during the game, anal sex became a mandatory daily, or rather, every evening, Susan increasingly used dirty words, which prompted me to speak in a way that she welcomed in every way. And as I noticed, as soon as I started calling her rude, dirty words, she quickly reached an orgasm. I don’t remember when I used to end up in her pussy. Lately, it almost always happened in her mouth, and she swallowed everything greedily. More often than not, her mouth swallowed my cock after I pulled it out of Susan’s ass. Sometimes he managed to discharge himself in the ass, but his wife still sucked him. I also found a great position and a way to bring my wife to orgasm. When she climbed on me in the “rider” position, during sex I inserted a finger into her ass, then a second, a third … This turned on my wife very much, she just became a fury jumping on me, words like - “oh, yes, boys, yes, come on, fuck, fuck my holes harder …” flew out of her mouth, and she quickly finished. I knew that she was probably remembering the night she spent with Hardin and Gale, and this was the catalyst for the rapid onset of an orgasm.

Friday evening came. I crossed the threshold of our house and fell into the arms of Susan.

- Hi, darling. How was the day?

- Hello Bunny. Thanks - everything was fine. But I missed you a lot. And you?

- Similar. Nothing unusual and missed … you can’t even imagine - how. Her lips covered mine.

- It is so sweet. And hear and kiss you, dear. - I gave my wife compliments after the kiss. - Nobody else tried to offer you some fun?

- No. He didn’t call me over all week, if that’s what you wanted to hear. - with notes of a certain regret in his voice said his wife.

“Maybe he’s finally left you?” Although, what am I saying - how can such a beauty get bored?

- Thank you, darling. But don’t yell. Most likely the reason that he did not call me all week is his urgent work, the order that he has been fulfilling for almost a month.

- What is it he did? Do you know by any chance?

- He took some large order for the manufacture and supply of bee hives.

- Ulyev?

- Yes. And this is such a large and profitable order that he even refuses small orders to his regular customers. Hardin once said, jokingly, that if he had such an order in those days when you hired him, he would also have refused. So he wouldn’t have met us.

- More with you. I said with a smile, and noticed how my joke made Susan blush. To myself, I thought: “It’s really a pity that he was not busy then with these crappy beehives.”

- You’re not good. Susan puffed out her sweet lips.

- Good or not, but I don’t understand - he collects these hives himself? For some reason this information seemed interesting to me. Whether it was on the subconscious, I don’t know, but somehow I felt its importance.

- No, he seems to be buying hive blanks. Rides after them. And at home, he remakes them to a state of complete readiness for bee colonies. And takes them to the customer, in a neighboring state. Because he is often absent from home.

“Looks like he’s been on the road this week as well. I suggested.

- You are right. He left for three days, and only returned today. Susan shocked me with her answer.

- How do you know? - The air smelled of thunder.

- He called an hour before your arrival.

- And what did you want? - I tried to ask as confidently as possible, but I still failed to hide the tremor in my voice.

He wants me to come to him tomorrow evening.

- Again assigns you a date for four?

- No I do not think so. He didn’t say that. He said to come by seven in the evening. And then I find out everything.

- Hour by hour is not easier. What else was this rascal thinking? There was no trace of my peace of mind.

- Let’s not start again. Don’t be dramatic. Everything will be clear tomorrow.

On this we decided. And although the following evening passed in a normal atmosphere, the tension from the unknown what awaits us, and especially Susan, tomorrow, hung in the air like a sword of Damocles. We went to bed early, and the most surprising thing is that Susan did not initiate sex, and when I started to turn her on, she apologized and said that the week had worn her out too much.

My wife and I spent the morning and afternoon on a shopping trip. Then there was housework. Lunch and all. Evening approached and the tension grew.

- What are you going to wear this time? Did he say anything?

- No. Rather, I asked, but he said - come in whatever you want. This is unlikely to be a date in a restaurant again.

- Will he come after you?

- No, I’ll go to him in my car.

On this I decided to stop discussing the events of the coming evening. On the contrary, I changed the topic. But my thoughts had already begun to gather in a heap, I began to develop tactics of action.

Ten minutes to seven, dressed in jeans and a light sweater over a T-shirt, Susan went to her lover. I just got home from Molly’s walk. It was again a long walk. I walked along the path that led me to the Gass site. To refresh the route in memory. I was going to repeat it shortly after Susan left for Hardin. So I did. After waiting ten minutes, when twilight began to descend on the earth, I walked along the road past the turn towards Gassy. In front of their house, the parked car of Susan and the owner’s Porsche stood out clearly, which was a little unexpected. Through the forest path, I crept up to the hedge on the back side of the site. By this time it was completely dark. The darkness hid me well. Moving along the fence, I crept up to the main entrance. Both cars were in the same place. The hood of Susan’s car was still warm. But the “Cayenne” Gass is very cold. So he stood here for a long time and, perhaps, they were going to ride on him, otherwise he would have been hidden in the garage, where he spent most of his time.

I assumed that Susan and Hardin were back in his studio having sex. Standing by the fence, I was contemplating a plan to get closer to that structure in order to try to find opportunities to look inside. Not that I suffered from voyeurism and wanted to spy on my wife, how it happens with her lover - I have seen this more than once, but I needed any information. And I could overhear it or see it.

Suddenly, all my plans that had begun to take shape collapsed. The door of the house opened, and Hardin stepped out, followed by a woman dressed in an outfit … a hotel maid. It was indeed a maid’s uniform: a short black ruffled dress, over which was a white frilled apron. On the woman’s legs were white stockings in a fine mesh and black high-heeled shoes. Her hair was tied up and pinned up in a white kokoshnik. I recognized Hardin immediately, but the woman… oh my God… only when the light from the lantern fell on her. And then, if I didn’t hold on to the picket fence, it would be my turn to fall. That woman was… my Susan!

It was something new and unimaginable. What else was this bastard up to? Where did he lead my wife, and even in such a dress? It took a lot of effort for me not to scream right away, not to run out of my hiding place and ruin the whole show. But I held back. I continued to stand and watch what was happening. There wasn’t much to see though. Hardin and Susan walked up the driveway to the Porsche, got into it quickly, and drove off into the darkness.

I remained standing in the same place, as if nailed. Thoughts were feverishly spinning, but a clear decision - what to do? - did not come. My cell phone brought me out of my stupor, signaling the arrival of SMS. It was from Susan. And it was in him: “I’m all right. I’ll be there after midnight. kiss. I love.” The last two words were almost a mockery, since kissing and loving, now my wife was going to a completely different man. I looked at the time - it was 7:51 pm. I didn’t want to go home to an empty house. I decided to use the time to study the enemy camp. I walked around the area around the fence several times, looking for a possible hole in it in order to sneak inside unnoticed. In the dark, not immediately, but I found one. Thank you Guss for not keeping a dog and I didn’t have to be afraid of being overheard by the four-legged guards. So I was able to get closer to the workshop and examined it for windows through which it would be possible to peep something in the future if necessary. This was a complete disappointment. Everything was tightly sealed from the inside.

Deciding to finish on this and not to trample down footprints in vain on the neighbors’ site, I went outside through the same hole and began to move towards the forest. Suddenly…

Suddenly, the voices of teenagers were heard ahead along the path. I turned into the bushes near the path and froze. A group of teenagers aged 14-15 was moving along the path. They chatted animatedly and laughed. Passing the place where I hid, they walked another ten yards and stopped in a small clearing, which was well lit by the moon. There were six of them.

- Now let’s go home. - said the tallest of them.

- When are we going next time? asked a voice, quite squeaky.

- If next Saturday the father leaves again, then we will get together. In the afternoon I will know - I will inform. the tall one replied.

- Gale! Chuck! - suddenly it started from the back gate of the Gass section. The voice was familiar to me. Melanie screamed. - Home, boys. Where are you?

- Let’s go, Mom. shouted the tall one. As I understand it - Gail Gass. And, turning to the gang, he said. - Just bring the loot right away. Do you hear, Stevie? I will not lend my goods. You won’t get any more.

- Fine. Stevie growled from the crowd.

And the gang dispersed. Two - the children of the Gasses, went towards the gate, and the four boys hustled along the path through the woods towards the village. I stepped out of my hiding place and started down the path in the other direction. My road lay past an already familiar, abandoned old Ford. Passing by him, I involuntarily stopped. The familiar pungent smell drew me in. Someone here was smoking weed minutes earlier. I remembered the cigarette butts in the old man’s salon. He walked over and opened the front door.

I had a flashlight with me, which I shone inside the cabin. On the floor, under the steering column and pedals, there were again a pair of fresh cigarette butts. A couple more lay behind the back of the driver’s seat. I picked them up, ran my fingers and nose for an express examination - there was no doubt: they had been smoking weed here for a maximum of half an hour ago. As well as there were no doubts - who smoked. These were the teenagers who came across me. And among them, importantly, were both of Hardin’s boys. And more importantly, the eldest of them seemed to be the ringleader in this matter. And he also said something to younger kids about money. Weed money? More likely. And that was very valuable information that fell into my hands this evening. I almost cheered. Despite the fact that I saw how my beloved wife, undressed like a doll, was taken away for no one knows why and no one knows where her lover, I received information that this lover’s children, juvenile brats, smoke marijuana! A fact that, if confirmed, would not benefit the Gass family, and therefore could be used in the war against Hardin.

Encouraged, I returned home. Came back to wait for Susan. Surprisingly, after all the hassle of the evening, I even managed to sleep. I was woken up by the soft rumble of Susan’s car engine, which Molly confirmed as well with a couple of low-pitched “hwow-wows”. The clock showed 01:45 …

I went out to meet my wife. She got out from behind the wheel and with a confident gait, in the same clothes that she had left the house in the evening, went to meet me. We hugged. Without words. Her hair smelled of nicotine. But she didn’t smell of alcohol herself.

- Are you all right? I asked anxiously.

- Yes, as you can see. I thought you already went to bed. Go home. Very tired. she replied.

In the house, in the light, I was able to see my wife better. Her appearance was strikingly different from the one in which she arrived from the “date” in the restaurant. Her hair was well-groomed and neatly combed. Makeup was included. True, her left cheek seemed a little reddish and slightly swollen. But perhaps it seemed to me.

- Would you like some coffee? I suggested.

- No thanks. Very tired, let’s sleep. the wife refused.

- Don’t you want to tell me anything? - I pushed her to the right topic.

- And there is nothing to tell. As you can see, it’s not what you thought.

- I’ve thought about a lot of things. You better not delay, tell me why he needs you today … mmm, that is, yesterday already, he needed it. - I didn’t back down.

- Okay, I’ll tell you. But you probably won’t believe it.

- Tell it like it is…

- This Hardin… I noticed before that he is a strange type. But now… hmmm… I don’t even know what to call it… - Susan obviously liked to torment me with curiosity.

- Susie, don’t delay, please. The sooner you tell me, the sooner we’ll go to bed. She herself said…

- Fine. In short, I had to work as a maid for the evening.

- Maid???!!! How is that?

- In the truest sense of the word - a maid.

- Where did you work?

- Hardin’s. In his new home.

- Does Hardin have a new home?

- Yes. And he got his friends there tonight, play poker and everything. And he told me to go there with him and serve them. Well, you know - prepare booze, beer, snacks, clean up later…

- This is some kind of madness … To make you serve. He decided to move from sexual to moral humiliation?

Well, it doesn’t look very good, does it? But still, it’s not to fuck with him, because you didn’t agree with sex. And then … just an evening to work. At first I was also surprised when he said. I thought he was playing a prank on me. But he gave me, imagine - a maid’s uniform. I changed at his house and we left.

- It doesn’t fit in my head … This … - in fact, I was a little shocked that, it turns out, my wife didn’t lie to me. I myself saw her walking in the uniform of a maid. So she’s telling the truth. But you still need to find out more.

I hugged Susan and asked, looking into her eyes:

What other work did you have to do? I winked at her.

- Mmmm… I understand what you mean… but… no. You don’t have to worry. - she answered, but her eyes ran and a blush appeared on her cheeks.

- Right?

Why do I have to tell you twice. You do not believe me? - she wanted to show indignation, but it turned out somehow unconvincingly. - Let’s go to sleep.

- Let’s go to. I agreed, but, remembering, I added a new question. - And how often is the owner of a new house going to invite to serve in his house?

- Don’t know. He didn’t tell me about it. The blush on her cheeks grew even brighter.

At this point we stopped, went into the bedroom, where we climbed into bed under the sheets. My wife turned on her side, pressed her back against me. I hugged her and did nothing on purpose - I was waiting for active actions on her part, which has become familiar in recent days. But instead, after a couple of minutes, I heard her sniffle - she fell into a deep sleep.

Sunday morning brought me a pleasant surprise with the awakening. I woke up from oral sex, which gave me my wife. At the same time, she was very diligent, so that I was surprised - is she trying for my pleasure or decided to make amends for some guilt that she feels in front of me, or maybe … maybe everything is simpler, and she first of all wants to drown out her sexual hunger? But all these questions disappeared from my mind when I got a gorgeous orgasm from her lips, tongue and throat muscles. Everything became somehow indifferent. I just lay there, happy and relaxed, with my eyes closed. And Susan fussed beside him. I could hear the bed shaking due to the movement of her body. I opened my eyes and…

The picture that opened up to me was magnificent. In front of my face was my wife’s shaved pussy. Susan straddled me, moved her ass to my face, and she bent down and again grabbed the cock with both hands. There was no doubt she decided to play 69, which had happened very rarely before. Kneading my recently squeezed “under zero” cock with her hands, she prepared to caress him again orally, and even walked over him with her tongue several times. But before taking it in her mouth, she said quietly: “Ken, lick my pussy.”

It sounded so erotic. She always liked to receive oral caresses for her pussy from me. I confess, I also did it not without pleasure. But now gasoline in the fire was added by the fact of her confession that now this pleasure had acquired a special shade for her. Adding to Susan’s sensations was the fact that I calmly agree to lick her pussy, used by her lover, and sometimes just recently fucked. On my part, it was also a hard to explain fact that I continued to give her caresses with my mouth without disgust from the knowledge that my wife’s charms were now used not only by me.

I grabbed Susan’s hips, moved closer to her pussy, and licked the folds of her lips. She reacted with body tremors. I repeated, but now my insistent tongue tried to penetrate the cleft between the lips. Again and again I repeated this movement, and soon the tongue forced its way inside, to the small lips of the wife’s vagina. Susan responded to my every action with a wince and a sweet lowing - “mmm”, as her mouth was busy with a member, which she again tried to bring into a standing position. In addition to the language, I connected my fingers to the game. As the fingers of her right hand found her beloved’s clitoris and began to play with it, Susan’s moans grew louder and longer. I slipped my left hand between our bodies, and began to massage the seductive eye of her rear hole with my fingers. Susan, from these new sensations, was no longer just vibrating with her body, she now more actively wagged her ass from side to side,

Knowing what an admirer of anal penetration my wife has become in recent months, I began to insert my finger into her anus. Previously, to facilitate the process of entering the finger through the ring of the anus, I licked three fingers. And when he began to push the first one, he was surprised how easily he slipped inside. I gave them a couple of back and forth motions and Susan reacted with a slight squeal, then released my still flaccid cock from her mouth and whispered, “Oh yeah… more… more.” I understood this as a request to add the second and third fingers. That’s exactly what I did. And now I caressed her pussy with my lips and tongue, digging into her, fingering the clitoris of my beloved with the fingers of one hand, and the fingers of the other poked into her once narrow ass hole, which now didn’t feel like that at all.

- Yes, Ken … yes, honey … come on … strongereeee … deeper … I want sooooo … - Susan howled soon, releasing my cock, and now processing it only with her hands. I did not understand what exactly her appeals referred to, but I began to work more actively both with my tongue and with the fingers of my left hand.

“Ahhh … yes … so … beloved … daaaaa … do it … Don’t stop … I am now … Konchuuuuu …” Suzen prayed.

“Mmmmm…” I could only mumble through my busy mouth, wanting to tell my wife. - Let’s!

And Susan worked her hips in a crazy rhythm, then tensed, froze for a moment, and announcing not only our house, I think - all the surroundings too, with a long “aaaaaaaaa”, she moved her ass down so that she pressed my head to the pillow tightly. She began to fidget on my face, which for a while cut off my oxygen, and streams of my missus’ juices flowed down my nose, lips and cheeks, which were thrown out in portions from her pussy. Having violently finished, the wife collapsed next to him, exhausted. So we lay for about ten minutes, while she came to her senses after an orgasm. Then Susan mustered her strength, repositioned her body so that she could lie down next to me.

- I love you, Ken. - she said, rising on her elbows, and glaring at my lips. After the kiss, looking directly into my eyes, she continued with a question. “And you… do you love me?”

- I love you darling. I replied.

She seemed to be waiting for this answer, like a sedative pill. She immediately sank down on the bed, put her head on my chest, and looking down somewhere, said thoughtfully:

- Promise that you will love me, you will not leave me. Despite the fact that it doesn’t happen, and so that you don’t find out … - her request, or a spell for me, sounded softly and plaintively.

- I promise. I told you and I’ll tell you again that I won’t leave you. Because you are my beloved wife. - these words escaped somehow automatically, as if someone had said them for me.

It was the morning of a new day. A day that has brought us so much joy and pleasure. Everything yesterday went by the wayside, and I wanted it not to return. Life, our life together with our beloved, continued …

Further life flowed its usual key. And not just on Sunday. There were no cloudy days in my life with Susan for the next week. A cloud named Hardin did not obscure the sun of our happiness with her. I, in turn, attempted to confirm my assumptions that it was Hardin’s sons who set up a weed-smoking parlor in an abandoned old Ford. For several evenings I left Susan at home alone, explaining my absences by the unexpected need to return to the bank office. In fact, he left the car at the edge of the forest, and he made his way deep into it, making an ambush near the old ruin. But it was all for nothing. None of the kids showed up. So Gale Jr. was right: they could only meet there during the absence of the head of the Gass family, that is, on Saturday.

- How about tomorrow? Did our mutual friend offer you the role of a maid again tomorrow evening? - that was my first question to Susan after I arrived at home on Friday evening, and at the threshold we exchanged the usual “hello” and kisses.

Yes, he called today. Early. I barely got home from work. And invited me to tomorrow. - answered the wife, and then added, taking aside and looking down. - There’s nothing to be done … you have to go.

The last phrase sounded clearly in order to convince me of the unwillingness of the wife to obey the impudent demand of her lover. But the way she sounded, it was highly doubtful that she had to do it under duress. I pretended to take the bait. Tomorrow evening promised to bring me a lot of useful information. In fact, it didn’t work out…

When Susan drove off at ten minutes to seven in the direction of the Gass station, I was already ready to follow her, just as I had a week ago. I grabbed a flashlight, a cell phone, and mosquito repellant and left the house at exactly seven. In the dark, he took the most convenient place near the fence for a view of the yard. I commended myself for my promptness this evening, because if I had stayed a little longer, I would have definitely missed Hardin’s departure with Susan. Today they proceeded to Gass’s Porsche at 7:10, much earlier than a week ago. I myself explained this difference in time not by their haste, but by the fact that my wife left the house of her lover, now an exploiter, in the same clothes that she left home. But that wasn’t the only difference from the week-old evening. This time, Hardin brought along not only Susan, but also our recent housekeeper, the young silly Elsa.

Having received a dose of the necessary information, I moved to the forest, where I hoped to get the main trump cards. I set up my observation post on the right side of the Ford, which adjoined the brambles. Being in her bushes, I could perfectly control everything that happened both inside the cabin and next to the car. And, if because of the darkness around, I could not see much, but, hiding at the very side of the car, I could hear everything perfectly, which was enough. My wait lasted for half an hour, before the first children appeared. There were three of them, but Hardin’s sons were not among them. I listened carefully to their conversation. They chirped a lot and about everything. About everything that can excite teenagers. And only occasionally asked each other - when will Gale and Chuck appear. Those two showed up about fifteen minutes later. I strained my ears. And the first thing I heard from Gale Jr. was:

- Hi guys! Today there will be no fountain. We just smoke cigarettes. I didn’t get the product. - these words of the eldest son of Hardin caused a chorus of sighs of disappointment from the children.

- When will it be? – the question followed immediately.

- As soon as possible. Patience, Billy, mate. Gale replied sharply. We sort out cigarettes.

Teenagers climbed into the car. For the next forty minutes, I had to sit and listen to their chatter, full of obscenities and swear words, and also inhale the nicotine smoke coming from all the cracks. It was nicotine, because the well-known weed smoke was not heard that evening. This meant that Gale Gass really did not get weed for his company, which means that my plans to catch him with such compromising evidence collapsed for a while. But then the noisy company smoked all the cigarettes brought by their leader and left. Which, to say the least, made me happy. And not only because I could safely get out of my nest and go home, but also because they left just in time. If they stayed for another couple of minutes, my cell phone could easily unmask me. Unmask with a sound signal of a new incoming SMS. Fact,

The latest text was from Susan. The text was: “I’m fine. I’ll be late. I will be late. do not wait. Get some sleep. I love. kiss.”

“Wow, SMS, just “stimulating” the desire to fall asleep.” - I thought, swallowing the second unpleasant pill of disappointment for the evening. But there was nothing to be done. I headed home, where, for the first time in years, I took out a bottle of bourbon from the stock, and alone emptied it halfway. It helped me sleep. Right in the living room, on the couch, with an open bottle of bourbon on the table next to me.

I woke up from the fact that someone was kissing me on the lips. I opened my eyes and it was, of course, Susan. Again, her appearance was neither surprising nor fearful. She looked the same as she left the previous evening, but … again very tired. Although, given that it was so late, this fact did not seem unusual. However, how late - I did not know exactly.

- What time is it now? I asked.

- 2:50 am. Susan’s lips whispered it right into my face, a moment before digging into mine. - I love you, Ken. I love it very much.

This confession followed immediately after her kiss ended, so that I still could not gather my thoughts and answer articulately:

“Mmmmm… I… love you too, dear.” I finally managed. How is your night shift?

- Don’t be boring, honey. I’m safe and sound, and everything went fine. But I’m tired again and want to sleep. Terrible…

- Again, like a week ago, in his house you dressed up in a servant’s uniform, and he took you to serve his evening with drinking companions for cards? - I dropped the rod.

- No. This time, all the clothes were already waiting for me in place. In his new home. And there was another difference - this time I was not alone.

- That’s how? My surprise was completely natural. – Who else?

- It was your good friend … very close to you … Elsa! - Wife blurted out with an ulcer in her voice.

- Can’t be! Why did he need her? – the artist inside me continued to play.

- Because there were more guests this time. Last time there were four with Hardin. Now there are five guests and he is the sixth.

Everything said that my wife was frank with me. She did not hide the fact about the clothes, which, however, was not at all important, but also did not hide Elsa’s participation, which already spoke of more. It remains only to find out the main thing …

- And you were simple servants or … more? – I asked with a wink with an eye that was barely wiped from sleep.

- Imagine - yes. They only worked with trays in their hands, and nothing else. Both me and her. she didn’t say, but typed it out like on Susan’s typewriter. Let’s go to bed together. Although… if you prefer to stay here… I don’t insist.

She looked into my eyes. There was so much weariness in her gaze, but at the same time no lie was guessed. Captivating look…

We both slept together until Sunday afternoon. This time, Susan didn’t wake me up with an amazing blowjob, but more than compensated for everything by initiating another sex marathon on the couch in the living room in the evening. Marathon, where everything was! Everything that squeezed us both to the last drop. So much so that the dark thoughts that Hardin might have given my wife again last night to one of his friends just vanished from my mind. Added to the joy of the evening was the news from Susan that she would not see her lover at all during the coming week. Because he warned that in the middle of the week he would leave again for four days. The news that no one will ruin the coming weekend inspired me. And we even used them to visit Sister Susan. The second, of course, of course. Including Molly…

The new week was not something particularly different from the usual, immersed in work and worries. And home evenings were weekdays. As before, they ended with bright sex. To the point where one could assume that Susan and I were on a second honeymoon in our family life. The only fly in the ointment was my feeling that every day my wife became more tense and irritated. What was a mystery to me. Or maybe I just imagined it. In any case, when we lay with her, devastated, after violent sex, and moved on to “talking in bed,” I no longer noticed anything like that in her.

But this was clearly manifested in his wife on Friday evening. All I had to do was ask after dinner: “What, Hardin didn’t call all week? Does this mean that he is still not at home? And you don’t have to play the role of a maid anymore?”

These questions of mine unexpectedly caused a negative reaction from my wife. Her response was sharp, annoyed:

- Is it really that important to you? Yes, there was no news from him all week. But isn’t that what should make you happy? - she didn’t say, but she threw it in my face.

- I will not hide - it makes me happy. As well as someone, it seems to be frustrating. I went on the attack.

- Don’t talk nonsense. Susan defiantly got up and ran out of the room, going upstairs to the bedroom.

Minutes later, I decided to join her, and as a gesture of apology for the harshness, for the sake of reconciliation, start a preliminary game, which after we could finish with sex. I was about to open the bedroom door when the ringing sound on Susan’s cell phone stopped me. The melody of the signal was painfully familiar - the main theme from the movie “The Omen.” It only took two beeps before Susan responded, which was uncharacteristic for her. As if she was waiting for this call. I put my ear to the door…

“Yes, I’m listening … Of course, I’m glad … You know, I was waiting … Very much. Did you want to hear it? … No, not close. Downstairs… I’m alone, in the bedroom… Of course… if you invite… Everything as usual? … I will … Good … See you tomorrow … Kisses … Yes … very much. - a conversation that spoke transparently about its content and without listening to the second side.

I, tiptoeing, went downstairs again and waited for my wife there. She soon went down. From the recent expression of displeasure on her face was gone. She beamed.

- Are you bored, kitty? Susan asked playfully. “Sorry if I was harsh with you before.

- Nevermind. Is your blues gone? I see you are happy. - I decided to lay softly.

- What makes you think that I was not in the mood? - retorted the wife. - You have misunderstood it. By the way, while I was upstairs, Hardin called. I have to do him a favor again and serve them “Poker Saturdays” tomorrow. Ah, your and my hopes that he would leave us alone were not justified.

She made such a face of disappointment that I had to play along and pretend that I believed. Although Susan stubbornly kept telling me that in the last meetings Hardin did not fuck her, but only used her as a maid serving Saturday card games between him and his friends, I did not believe in this version. Who knows how much time Hardin and his friends spent playing cards, and whether my abuser had enough time to take advantage of my wife. Or maybe even, he could again turn the option of “sharing” Susan with one of his friends. And what if not even one? I needed to get information. In this case, that meant as easy as shelling pears—I had to find Hardin’s new house and peep into it one Saturday. And I wanted it as soon as possible.

- Susie, please tell me why Hardin drags … mmm, sorry, drives you to service their card games on Saturdays? Why not Melanie?

- You understand that first of all he wants to humiliate us with you. This sadist seems to enjoy this state of affairs. Secondly, Melanie stays at home on Saturday evenings with her sons. The wife’s arguments sounded convincing enough.

- OK. Where is this new house of his? You’ve been there twice already. Can you give me the exact address… or location?

- Ken … mmm … - the wife hesitated. - You know, I have always been unimportant with geography and orientation on the ground. Moreover, at first Hardin drives along some country roads where I didn’t see signs, then he leaves for the highway, but I can’t say exactly where we left. He drives down the highway for twenty miles and turns back onto the back road. It winds again, and only then reaches the goal.

Susan’s response both surprised and tensed me. Somehow I didn’t notice problems with her orientation in the terrain before, and I don’t remember her complaining about it herself. Besides, since she fluently answered, it was suspicious. It seems that someone in advance, assuming that I would be interested in the location of the new Gass house, taught my wife a ready answer. There were few options as to who this “someone” could be - only one. Not having received the information of interest from my wife, I, of course, was upset, but did not show it. She shouldn’t have noticed it. I, in the end, if I need to establish the address of Hardin’s new home, could “sit on the tail” of his car, and he himself would lead me to the goal. Although, I understood that without proper experience I had surveillance skills, it would not be easy for me to pull off such an operation.

But so far this question has not been a priority. And how could it help me? Let’s say I followed Hardin’s Porsche to his newest estate. What’s next? Even if I burst into his apartment and caught them at their most compromising moment - at the moment of sex, what would it give me? I would have to once again personally observe their hot intercourse, no more, which would only deal a new blow to my psyche. And along with the mental state of Susan, who, most likely, would accuse me of not trusting her and spying on them. We would return to the point where we had already been, and a quarrel awaited us again. Perhaps even more grandiose this time.

The information could have been much more useful if I had received indisputable evidence that the sons of the Gasses indulge in smoking “weed”, and even involve children younger than them in this. And based on their conversation, which I managed to overhear in the forest for the last time, the eldest of the Gass brothers not only gets somewhere, as he calls “goods”, but also sells them. And this is a serious thing. And if everything goes the way I thought, then I could get my hands on the kind of cards that could block all the shit that Hardin was blackmailing us with.

In all of this, the fact that Hardin was taking Susan away tomorrow night to serve their card game even made me happy. So young smokers may appear in the forest, in a place known to me. And I will have a chance. The only open question was: Will Gale Jr. get the “goods” before tomorrow evening?

Needless to say, the anticipation of tomorrow evening turned into a painful thing. I tried my best to distract myself from thinking about it, but it didn’t work out very well. Maybe because it never left my mind, a couple of oddities in Susan’s behavior didn’t grab my attention much. The first was the strange fact of her not having sex on Friday night when we went to bed for the first time in ten days. Due to the sharply increased sexual activity of my wife, I even became somewhat lazy in bed: if in previous years, but what years, a few months ago, I was almost always the initiator of sex in our bedroom, now Susan and I have switched places in this matter. I could lie quietly and wait. Wait, knowing that the wife will certainly start the game herself.

But this evening, things went wrong. We habitually lay down: I was the first, then she, coming out of the shower, dived under the sheet to me. She dived, turned to face me, our eyes met, then lips met … After a sweet kiss, she unexpectedly wished me “good night”; I automatically responded in kind, but I thought it was her original way of playing tonight. To my surprise, after that she turned on the other side, pressed her back against me and asked me to hug her. Stronger…

That’s exactly what I did. Lying and waiting. But no movement or words from her. I thought that she was finally tired of being the ringleader, and she decided to give the reins of power back into my hands. I began to cover Susan’s tender neck with light touches of my lips; my hands began to fumble over her breasts … and then!

- Ken, honey, please, let’s not today. Honestly, I was so exhausted in a week. I need to sleep. Do not be angry, please. whispered the wife.

- All right, dear. I agreed, not particularly upset by the fact that we were just going to sleep tonight. Maybe even better, because the thought that never left me that somehow tomorrow I would have to try to catch Hardin’s sons would still not let me fully concentrate on sex.

The second episode, which made me wonder, happened on Saturday evening. Susan went to the bathroom and didn’t come back for a long time. When she came out, I noticed that her make-up was from the “special occasion” category. Like the one she carefully put on when we went to lavish parties or celebrated something by booking a table in a restaurant. In addition, while she disappeared into the bedroom to get dressed, I went into the bathroom. There was a freshly used razor in the trash can. The wife shaved, and it was possible to guess from one time - in what places. As usual on Saturdays, Susan wore jeans and a light sweater. Therefore, what kind of panties she put on - regular or sexy, it was not possible to find out. However, I didn’t think it was that important. The strange things I mentioned above already fueled my curiosity a lot.

The wife left for her “after-hours” work at the usual time - ten minutes to seven. I followed her car with a glance, and spent the next ten minutes getting the necessary equipment in clothes and packing in my small backpack everything that could be useful for a long sitting in a forest ambush. Exactly at seven, with twilight beginning to thicken, I set off. When I was passing the turn to the Gass section, I saw the headlights of their Porsche. Quickly hiding under the protection of roadside bushes, I watched the departing car. Whether anyone else was sitting in it besides Hardin and my wife, I couldn’t tell because of the tinted windows. But he thought to himself: “Today we left early, in a hurry.”

Glancing at the front of the Gass property and the house, I could make out in the darkness the outline of Susan’s car, which, like me, would be waiting for her return. But now I was bending around the area to get into the woods behind it, and take a pre-planned place for an ambush.

Having generously treated the parts of my body that were not covered with mosquito protection, I made my way through the thickets of blackberries, and settled down in my pre-prepared bed near the rusted car doors on the right side. In the evening it was cool and quiet in the forest. Not a single sound broke the virgin silence around. From that I heard the steps and the low chatter of the boys when they were still far away. Not wanting to be seen, I didn’t try to see them through the windows of the Ford. On the contrary, he clung to the grassy forest floor and watched from under the bottom of the car. On the other side of this old ruin trampled three pairs of teenagers’ feet. My hearing also distinguished three different voices. But the sons of Hasses were not among them.

- Well, where are these two? How much longer do they have to wait? one said impatiently, confirming my assumptions.

- And you call Gale, hurry him up, Tyler. answered the second voice.

Silence fell again, broken by a conversation on the cell phone of a teenager named Tyler.

- In five minutes they will be here … brothers. Tyler told his friends with joy in his voice.

“Looks like today’s hunt promises to bring prey.” - flashed through my head. After a while, footsteps were heard along the path from the side of the Gass station, and these three near the car began to roar quite loudly.

- Hello to the whole gang. Gale Gass announced loudly his appearance, whose voice was already familiar to me.

- Hello. answered a chorus of three teenage voices.

- Where’s Stevie the Squeaky? I don’t see him. - Gail said slowly, with an arrangement, in the tone of a leader-leader.

Gail, he’s not coming. He has problems. His parents caught him pulling bucks out of his dad’s wallet. came the answer.

- Jerk. Well, it’s better if that ass doesn’t come in here and spoil our air. Gale laughed, and the whole gang laughed behind him. Come on guys, take your seats. The goods came to us today. Get out your Jacksons.

The doors of the old car creaked, and it began to move by itself when five boyish bodies climbed into the cabin. But then they sat down, sniffling and rustling were heard from the salon: I didn’t see, but I understood that these three people who wanted to smoke “weed” were handing money to their leader in exchange for cigarettes stuffed with a forbidden flood. The lighters clicked several times, illuminating the cabin from the inside, and also slightly the tops of the blackberry bushes above my head. Again darkness and silence reigned. But less than half a minute later, my sense of smell clearly caught the sharp smell of smoldering marijuana familiar to me from years at the university. The silence in the cabin did not last long. After a couple of minutes, a lively conversation began there, interspersed with light chuckles, as a result of any obscenity that the teenagers carried under the influence of the potion. The entire operation I planned went according to plan.

With the utmost care, holding my breath, on all fours I began to make my way along the starboard side of the car, trying to go around it from behind, and reaching the rear left door, straighten up to my full height, block the exit through the driver’s door in order to extract the ringleader of the company from it - Gale Gass. He was my target, the rest of the kids did not interest me at all. So I did…

“Hands up and on the steering wheel!” - for persuasiveness, I tried to sound as much like a policeman as possible, giving the same commands that I remembered from the films. Then he ripped open the driver’s door. Now I stood with my left hand holding the door of the car, and with my right hand holding the lantern, the beam of which I directed into the salon, right in the face of Hardin’s eldest son. Illuminated by the bright light of the lantern, it seemed deathly pale. Or perhaps it really was, and the teenager was simply mortally frightened. The rest of the boys were not an example of courage either, and there was no movement in the cabin, only one of the three in the back seat either screamed shrillly, or hiccupped in fright.

“We all get out of the car. Slowly, and keep your hands on the back of your head. I commanded forcefully.

I continued to radiate confidence and demonstrate to the brats that I had the situation under control. Releasing the door, I grabbed Gale by the collar of his shirt with my left hand and pulled him out of the salon. In the right, he still held a lantern, and still tried to shine the guy right in the face. This gave the effect I needed: the leader of the company, because of the bright light constantly hitting his face, could not see who actually ran into them. He was in shock and confusion. The cigarette fell out of his hand right in front of my eyes. I’m sure the first thought that came to his mind was that their evening of illegal entertainment was interrupted by the police. Frightened, he could not utter a word. Although I saw him try so hard, his lips only moved slightly, and the words seemed to get stuck in his throat. All the rest of the young smokers, not receiving commands from their leader, were also in complete confusion and now obeyed me. For some time they sat motionless, like statues, in the twilight of the passenger compartment, still holding burning cigarettes from their hands, which weakly illuminated their faces, pale as paraffin, from fear. As soon as I pulled Gale out, all these brats, as if on command, threw unextinguished cigarettes on the floor of the car and did what I ordered them to - they began to get out of the car.

I led Gale a couple of yards away from the car, onto a path that was lit by moonlight. So we stood with him: I firmly grabbed him by the collar of his shirt, and continued to shine a lantern in his face, and he, trembling all over, which I clearly felt, on cotton legs, ready to bend at any second. The booty was in my hands!

The other four teenagers moved towards us, still obeying the sounded command, hands on the backs of their heads. Suddenly… Before Gale and I were a few steps away, his younger brother Chuck, perhaps recovered from his stupor, and perhaps recognized me as their neighbor, and not at all a policeman, and yelled: “Guys! On the breakdown, scattered!

And the whole juvenile gang instantly set in motion. I had no plans to grab any of them. The one I was originally targeting was in my hands. Nevertheless, such an action of theirs came as a surprise to me, and almost caused irreparable harm to all my achievements in the conceived and carried out operation of this evening. If two boys immediately rushed in different directions, and in a few seconds they disappeared into the darkness, then the paths of the third and Chuck Gass crossed. From which they collided, and the boy, thrown by Chuck with a push of his hands in the chest, flew in my direction. I had a good look at his red hair when he ran into me. He was about the same size as Chuck, perhaps as old as Gale’s younger brother, thirteen. He was barely up to my chest in height; weighed hardly more than a hundred and twenty pounds, yet…

Having run into me, he himself flew off to the side, like a tennis ball from the wall, but I, having received a push in the side, dropped the lantern, staggered aside. The sole of my foot slipped between Gale’s, and trying to keep my balance, I tried to pull my leg under me, but this did the classic tripping of a teenager. The undercut knocked Gale down like a wreck. As I continued to hold him tightly by the collar of his shirt, I fell on the guy myself. When I collapsed on him with all my weight, Gale yelled: “aaaaaaa.”

Yelled right in my face. In surprise, I even let go of his collar. The guy twisted out from under me like a snake, leaned on his palms, pulled up his lower body, and as if a sprinter set out to run from a low start. The prey, so valuable, threatened to fly out of your hands! I could not allow this, and, gathering all my strength, using all my dexterity, I quickly jumped to my feet myself. Gale took off first, but I turned on top speed and caught up with him in a series of long strides that looked more like jumps, and the last of them jumped on his back. He threw him down on the grass between the trees, crushed him under him, and twisted his arms with a painful hold.

I remembered this reception from my university years, when I visited the section of the exotic for our time Japanese wrestling “jiu-jitsu”. Now it has come in handy. As well as a pair of handcuffs. My wife and I, having decided to somehow fool around, have fun with role-playing games, bought them on one of our trips. We used it once, well, or twice - I don’t remember exactly, but quickly became disillusioned with them. Now they were lying in the far corner of my lowest desk drawer in my home office. Today is their time to shake off the dust.

Having packed my booty in this way, I pulled Gale back to the Ford. Along the way, he picked up a lantern lying on the ground. Before that, silent, my prisoner whined along the way of our journey:

“Ayyyyyy… mister, you’re hurting me… yyyyy…”

“It will hurt even more if you don’t stop resisting.” I barked at the teenager, and he fell silent. - Get in the car, on the seat. Face me.

I opened the driver’s door, shoved the guy into the seat. Then he took the keys to the handcuffs from the pocket of his jeans, felt them behind Gale’s back, opened them. With a jerk, I pulled the teenager’s hand, ringed with handcuffs, forward, pulled it to the steering wheel, and snapped the second half of the “bracelet” on it. Now there was no need to worry that the teenager would run away. With a calm soul, I climbed through the back door into the salon, slowly picked up all three cigarettes that lay unextinguished and continued to smoke, put them out. I folded it into a tin box specially taken from the house. Then he made his way through the bushes, climbed into the salon through the front right door, and picked up both cigarettes thrown on the floor by the Hass brothers.

I deliberately did all this in front of the gaze of the discouraged Gale Gass, in order to make it more convincing in the seriousness of his problems in which he fell.

- Evidence. Examination will easily prove who smoked these cigarettes, and what contents are in them. Are you clear, boy? Well, is it time to talk?

“I… I n-her… I don’t know what you want to talk about.” – erupted, finally, he had a speech. “And… and who… who are you?” Are you a cop?

- No, I’m not a cop. Calm down, collect yourself, and take a closer look. You will not recognize me? I’m your neighbor, Ken Francis. Mr Francis for you.

“Ah… ah, yes… now I recognize you, Mr. Francis. You often walk with your fawn dog near the woods, at the turnoff from the highway to our site. As Gale chattered all this, his face began to lose the mask of fear. “Why did you decide to capture me, Mr. Francis?” Do you want to take me to the police?

“It’s not in my plans to dedicate the police… although… it all depends on your behavior.” Maybe I should invite them here…. If you are not prudent. I began.

“I will be sensible, Mr. Francis, I will. And I—I won’t do it again. Gale interrupted me, pleading.

- What won’t I? I pressed.

“I won’t smoke… mmmm… cigarettes anymore.” And you, Mr. Francis, please let me go… and don’t tell anyone. You will no longer see me chickens … - he did not finish …

- No, no, my friend. This will not work! - … I interrupted him. You are no longer a little boy. At fifteen, you fully give yourself an account of what you are doing. Or you want to sell me the shit that you just smoked here, simple cigarettes. I repeat - if you are not prudent, do not accept my proposal, then the matter will come to the police and to the examination of what you smoked here, and what exactly you brought with you. Plus, the police will be interested to know what kind of “goods” you were talking about to this underage punks, your friends. It’s all there on the record. All your words - at the same time, I showed him my mobile phone, hinting that a record of his conversations was stored on it. Of course, I, having lied, took him “on the gun”, but in his position I had to believe everything. Chained to the steering wheel, staring at one point, Gale was silent. I continued:

- And your friends … Let them not think that they happily slipped away from problems, running away from me. When they are backed up against the wall, they will lay you down with a light soul, I explain clearly? - my mini-lecture sounded very convincing, so that fear settled on Gale’s face again.

“Nooo… don’t, Mr. Francis…” he woke up and started the song again.

- Quit whining guy. But act like an adult, listen to my proposal, and if we make a deal with you, then no one will know anything. - I led Gale to the decision to make an open confession on camera. A tape that I obviously didn’t intend to show to anyone, especially the police. No one but one person in the world - Hardin Gass. A record that I could trade for the ones he made me dance to his tune, and then Susan and I both.

- What will be your proposal? Gale perked up.

- I turn on the camera, and you tell everything in order in front of it. You will describe how you carried cigarettes to kids younger than you, stuffed with “goods”, as you call it, what kind of “goods” this is, and how you decided to open a business on it, selling your “goods” to these youngsters.

- Nooo. I won’t say anything like that. Call your police already! - suddenly threw me in the face, a brave young man. And such a turn in the matter cast a shadow of doubt in me that I would be able to easily get what I had counted on. And then I, without knowing it, made the strongest move.

- What are you doing - the police, the police. I told you, let’s leave the police alone for now. But Hardin Gass will know everything now. I only have to dial … - I did not have time to finish the phrase.

- No! No Mr Francis! No, please, Mr. Francis! Don’t tell your father… just don’t tell him! I’ll do as you say… just don’t tell him… he’ll kill me! Mr. Franciiiiiiiisssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssseded in Gale, his eyes no longer full of fear, but of terror. He spoke the last words in a singsong voice, almost crying. - What did you offer me to tell on camera? I will do. But only if you don’t tell your father.

Such an unexpected turn of luck to face me just stunned me. This youngster, who decided to lead a group of the same, but younger, a minute ago held himself, well, or at least tried to pretend that he was holding himself like a man in the face of threats, this youngster, at the mere mention of his cruel father, instantly became not a wolf cub, but a miserable, mangy lamb. I realized that I had caught a moment of triumph and all I had to do was strike while the iron was hot.

- It’s coming, boy. Now I turn on the camera and start asking you questions. You answer them. But just be honest. If I suspect even the slightest bit of lies…then…the record stops there. And your father, Hardin Gass, will continue it. Did I explain everything clearly?

Yes, Mr Francis.

- Then let’s go. Let’s make up our minds and we’ll go our separate ways. - I concluded, and, pointing the camera of my phone at the sitting Gale, I illuminated his face from the side with a flashlight, which I held in my other hand.

- What is your name?

- Mmmm…. Gale Gass.

- How old are you?

- Fifteen.

- Where are you now, Gale?

- Mmmm … in an old car … in the forest …

- And why are you now, in the dark, in the forest? What were you doing here? What job did I find you doing?

- Uh… mmmm… I was here with my friends… we were in the car… and…

- What and? How many of you were? Friends with you.

- Me, my little brother Chuck, and three more fry.

- What were you doing in the car?

- Eeeee … we smoked.

- Smoked what? Cigarettes from the store, regular, nicotine? Or what others?

- No. These were… uh… not those cigarettes… from the store, but with “weed”.

- Did your friends bring weed cigarettes with them?

- No.

- Who brought them?

- Mmmm… I…

- Have you treated your friends to cigarettes with “grass”? Out of friendship, without self-interest?

- Uh… no… I….

- What am I? Maybe you sold them to them?

- Yes.

- Have you decided to do your little business on this?

- Mmmm… yes.

- How much did you ask for one cigarette with “grass”?

- “Jackson” … mmm … well, twenty bucks.

- And how much did you buy “weed” yourself and from whom?

- Mmmm…. uh…. Mr. Francis, I got it… umm… for free.

- That is, free of charge … - then I myself stumbled from an unexpected turn in the case. Did the youngster take “weed” for free? Where did he attack the vein? - You mean to say that you got “weed” for free?

- Yes.

- Where?

“I… stole… uh… took it… from my father…” Gale didn’t say the last words, but croaked.

Later, I mentally praised myself that I held my mobile phone tightly, and at the same time illuminated the teenager’s face with a flashlight so that he could not see my expression. I think that at the moment when Gale revealed such a secret to me, my face was definitely distorted by a terrible grimace, in any case, my eyes could have been similar in size to tea saucers. But I could not pause to digest what I heard, it was not the time to show surprise. I had to keep recording.

- Does your father have “weed”? Does he grow it?

- No.

- And where do you take it from him?

- In the hives.

- In the hives??? - no matter how hard I tried to make my voice sound calm and confident on the recording, but still I could not restrain the emotion of surprise from what I heard. - What hives?

- Father brings beehives. He remakes them. I once looked inside one hive, and found “grass” there.

- How did you know it was “weed”?

- A couple of years ago, the older guys were selling at our school.

- And now you decided to do this business yourself?

- Yes. But, Mr. Francis, I promise…I promise…never again…” Hardin’s eldest son whined again.

What a twist! I went to hunt a partridge, and I shot no less than an ostrich. And it was… It was both a failure and a triumph at the same time. This confession of Hardin’s son ruined all my plans to expose my object of blackmail against him tomorrow to the blackmailer, and thereby, perhaps, get rid of his dominance. It’s one thing to scare him with publicity that his sons not only smoked “weed” themselves, but also started a business on the younger children. But when I received such an unexpected trump card in my hands, I should have acted more prudently in order to deliver the bastard much more serious trouble.

- Stop whining, Gail. We have an agreement with you from now on. Deal. This recording of your confession will not be seen by anyone, not a single living soul. In response, you will stop smoking weed, as well as selling or giving away to your friends and acquaintances. The same children. At the same time, you must keep quiet about our deal, about this record, and about our meeting in general. We’re both interested in keeping this from coming out. Otherwise, I’ll have to admit that I decided to cover for you. Are you clear? I had to convince the youngster not to suddenly confess to Hardin, which could ruin my now much more far-sighted plans.

- All clear, Mr. Francis. Will you let me go now? Gale pleaded.

- Yes. I have no more questions for you. - I said, unfastening the handcuffs from the steering wheel. And taking them off a teenager’s wrist. You can go, but remember our agreement. Good luck…

- Thank you. You are very kind, Mr. Francis. Gale shuffled, realizing that the trap into which he unexpectedly fell, in the end, happily for him, opens the way for him to freedom. - All the best to you, Mr. Francis …

And Gale hurried along the path through the forest to his site, where, for sure, all the gang that had escaped from me earlier was waiting for him.

I returned home extremely overexcited. The results of my evening trip for information exceeded all expectations. Now I had in my hands not just a bat with which I could knock out of the hands of Hardin Gass a similar one with which he threatened us. I had a real bomb against him. With a small caveat: the words of his eldest son could be just a fabrication, which could negate all my future plans. True, when I analyzed his speech while watching the video recorded on the phone, I was convinced once again that he could hardly have come up with such an option at that moment of shock. An option that did not promise him to alleviate his situation at that moment, but on the contrary - by revealing to me such a secret about the illegal activities of his dad, he risked bringing his anger on his head. So he told me the true version.

Another thing is how I could now use the information obtained. The simplest - to merge it with the police - immediately disappeared. First, I received only a fraction of the information that Hardin was involved in the “weed” affair. In what capacity does he use it? He smokes by himself, with Melanie, or maybe he trades, as his son tried? How much marijuana does he keep? I had no answers to these and many questions. I had to get them. And in this I could help … well, of course, my beloved Susan.

I could get some of the information through her. But I immediately decided that I would try to make it as inconspicuous as possible for her. Because open-ended questions might alert her. And the way she’d been behaving in recent weeks, all of her covert conversations with him on the phone, her unwillingness to tell me the location of Hardin’s new site, all of which made me think that she was increasingly dominated by her lover. Pulled deeper into the quagmire of his sexual manipulation, she might not appreciate my plans to break her addiction to his domineering charms in a way that I didn’t want. It would be very harmful if she suddenly took and informed him about my inquiries, and what is worse, laid out to him everything that I dug up.

The thought of Susan gave me another. What if Hardin used “weed” as a stimulant to increase the effect of my wife’s dependence on his sexual abilities. As I replayed the events of recent months, beginning with Susan’s meetings with our carpenter at our house during my forced absence, I tried to remember if my wife had any signs that she had smoked “weed.” I could not remember anything like that, and it is unlikely that she could hide it from me, because she was a novice in this matter. In the sense that, according to her stories, she never dabbled in smoking “weed”, even in her previous years of school and university. Her friends repeatedly persuaded Susan to taste the forbidden fruit in companies, but, according to her wife, she always rejected such proposals.

However, even if Hardin did not seduce her in this matter, then proximity to him could mean Susan’s involvement in Hardin’s illegal hobby. And this was the very “second” why even the very idea of contacting the police with information on Gass fell away. No police! Now I was faced with the task: to continue to play the role of a husband, ignorant and unaware of his wife’s infidelities, even better - the role of resigned to them in order to collect, as powerfully as possible, a bomb that would be dropped on his offender at the right time.

Susan. Thinking about her attitude towards Hardin’s “weed” craze, I eventually came to the conclusion that she probably didn’t even know anything about it. It is unlikely that her lover would have committed such stupidity - to dedicate a whore to his addiction, which he needed only for bed comforts. About this I decided to extort information from my wife as a first duty. As soon as she gets back today… mmm… probably tomorrow morning. By the way, the usual SMS about when to expect it did not arrive on my phone this evening. I checked it again. There was nothing…

After waiting on the sofa in the living room in front of the TV until midnight, without hearing from Susan, he decided to go to bed. I won’t say how much I tossed and turned, scrolling through the possible scenarios for the unfolding of further events in my head, and when I fell asleep for sure. I woke up to the sound of a car engine pulling up to the house. A familiar sound The sound of my wife’s car. He quickly jumped up from the sofa and hurried to the front door. I wanted to meet her at the threshold, opening the door myself. May Susan find me not indifferently sleeping, but as a caring husband, meeting his precious wife, despite all the suspicions and rumors there. And I decided to meet her in such a way as to shock for a moment - by opening the door in front of her very face.

To do this, he pressed his ear to the door and listened to the sounds from the yard. The wife’s car door slammed. The sound of Susan’s footsteps down the path grew louder and louder. Here her heels clicked on the threshold, she went to the door, and I flung it open …

Neither surprise, nor a slight fright, nor any special emotions, my idea caused my wife. But it was my turn to freeze in shock, still holding the door handle in one hand, with my mouth open and my eyes almost falling out of their sockets. She stood in front of me, as if my wife, but she didn’t seem to be mine at all, she looked so unexpected for me. Susan left home in my usual attire. And now in front of me stood a woman who seemed ready to say: “Home service. Did you order a cleaning maid?”

Susan stood in front of me in the same outfit I had seen her leaving the Gass yard a few weeks earlier. With the difference that now she also had a package in her hand.

- Susie, what’s with the masquerade? Were you given time to change?

- I have a good husband! Instead of showing me how much he missed me with a kiss and a good hug, he interrogates me at the door, ha! - with a sarcastic smile on her face, my wife said, and stepped towards me. “Can you still let me pass?”

With these words, she tried to push me aside and go inside the house. I turned around, pretending to let her past me, but immediately grabbed it, pressed it to me. Then he turned her to face me, leaned the weight of her upper body on her, from which she leaned back, and her head leaned back so that, bending my head, I easily caught her lips with mine. We were kissing in the doorway. It was a long kiss, at least a minute. During this time, I heard the smell of cigarettes in her hair, familiar to her return from Saturday “after-school work”. But this time, the smell of alcohol was still heard, which was confirmed by the taste of a kiss. And she herself was clearly in high spirits, being slightly tipsy. “But the smell of “weed” is not felt.” - flashed through my head.

Is that how you wanted to be met? I said, tearing our lips apart.

- Not bad, not bad. You’re starting to get better in my eyes, mister. – increasingly so cheerfully responded Susan. “And you will completely rehabilitate yourself if you take me to the bathroom.” I would go myself, but I’m afraid I won’t have the strength to climb the stairs.

- No problem. With joy. I blurted out, picking up my wife in my arms, heading upstairs.

As I walked up the steps with the precious weight in my hands, I wasted no time. I poked my nose into the crisp material of my uniform dress, looking for the scent I needed. From the experience of long years at the university, I well remembered that the smell of marijuana smoke very easily eats into the material of clothing, and then remains in it for a long time. Again, I didn’t smell anything like that, only the smell of clearly masculine cologne was added to the smell of cigarettes, and something else, like so familiar, but what exactly didn’t occur to me.

- You carry directly to the bathroom, or to the bedroom, first take off your clothes? I asked my wife when we were already upstairs.

- In the bathroom. I’ll throw my clothes in the wash. That’s why they brought me in. - Susan answered, and handed me a package with which she never parted. - Take this to the bedroom. There are my clothes in which I left.

And she disappeared behind the bathroom door, closing herself, which she rarely did. I stalked into the bedroom, put the bag with my wife’s clothes on the bedside table, undressed, dived under the sheet, and waited. Wait and think. Despite the fact that now I had a completely new topic on which I tried to collect as much information as possible, the old topic still did not let go of my brain. What about Hardin’s current inquiries regarding this exploitation of my wife as a maid for drinks and cards nights with his friends on Saturdays? How were those evenings? Was there sex? And how many?

If my missus came home in the same condition as from a “date” for three in a restaurant and a motel, then there would be no doubt. She, I am sure, would not have resisted much herself, but she laid everything out. After all, we came to a common decision with her that there should be no omissions between us. Most likely they don’t exist now. Susan is clearly not happy with the role that Hardin is now forcing her to play. She cannot hide her irritation with the state of affairs until the end, and it is noticeable. She would no doubt be more comfortable with trips to a new house solely with Hardin alone, to get hold of his big device in his pants and get a new long sex session, not limited in time, like in their house, with us in the neighborhood, due to living there are the Gass children.

Perhaps there could be not only Hardin, but also his army friend Gale, or maybe someone else. I saw how my wife liked double penetration, how she fell for such pleasure, despite the fact that at first she agreed with difficulty and apprehension. Although, perhaps, her unexpected emancipation could have been caused by the heating of her consciousness by a large amount of alcohol she had drunk. Now, with the exception of today’s return, she came home completely sober. And today her condition said that the alcohol was in the evening in a small dose.

Could this whole maid masquerade be nothing more than an elaborate disguise designed by Hardin? Or maybe her? But I promptly dismissed that thought. It would be an overly complicated combination, and completely unnecessary, and a greedy guy like Hardin would hardly allow unnecessary, useless expenses. But the most convincing argument in favor of the fact that in these evenings our abuser used my wife and really as servants for him and friends was my sex with Susan. Almost every evening and night, except, of course, the night from Saturday to Sunday, when she came tired from work. More precisely, in the morning from Saturday to Sunday, since she arrived in the morning.

It looked like Susan wasn’t getting what she was used to from Hardin these days. And she tried to make up for the missing pleasure with me. Hence her initiative in bed. But why Hardin stopped, if my guess was correct, to use Susan as a sex object was another question. I didn’t have a definitive answer to it. Not yet. Only a faint hope that he was fed up with her, and gradually his desire to use my wife faded away. Now he decided to use it to further humiliate us both. Also because of greed - hiring a maid from the outside promised extra costs.

Waiting for Susan’s return did not last long - about ten minutes. I began a careful attempt to find answers to these questions that I had just been running through my head:

- Tell me, why didn’t you change into your usual clothes there, on the spot?

- You see, my dear, how long their game has dragged on. This time they didn’t even finish. One of Hardin’s friends got a call, and two of them quit the game and started getting ready. I cleared the table, and at that time the three who played billiards also finished … - the wife began the story.

Does he have a billiards table too? I interrupted.

- Yes. He bought it the other day, and now a bigger company is going there. Some are playing cards, others are chasing balls. - Susan answered with knowledge of the matter and game jargon. “Hardin said he’d bring someone else to help me next time. Well, Elsa, maybe again … So, when I cleaned the card table, those three men who finished billiards invited me to drink. More precisely, the one who won a lot of money offered to join in to celebrate his success. There was little time left for cleaning, Hardin hurried, and told me to go like this, and change at home already.

- As I understand it, the fact that you are going to wash this outfit, should this mean that you did not go there for the last time to “work out”?

- Nuuuu, Ken, why such words - “work out.” I’m going to keep you and me safe from the extra trouble he can give us… you know very well. - went light notes of indignation from his wife.

- Okay, okay, let’s go … - I decided not to sharpen it. - But he told you - will he call next week to serve the game or not? Maybe he’s going on a trip again, and you’re staying home, which means we can spend the weekend going somewhere, right?

He hasn’t made up his plans for the week yet. But he will call. So he said before parting.

- Then I will not make my plans yet … - I introduced an element of a small riddle for my wife.

- That’s good. Now, excuse me, honey… let’s go to sleep…” Susan sang with a yawn. Let’s talk in the morning, okay?

- Of course, my love. The kiss was part of her response. I don’t mind sleeping too…

It was true - I was only in favor of stopping talking and letting her fall asleep quickly. And then … Then I had other plans. After waiting for some time, listening to my wife’s sniffling, and making sure that her sleep was deep enough, I got off the bed and went to the bathroom. My goal there was to research Susan’s outfit and underwear, which she had to toss into the trash.

Everything was like that. I removed from the basket the dress and apron that lay on top. Both elements of the uniform smelled of men’s perfumes, tobacco and whiskey. I sniffed this out on the stairs. Examination of the apron did not give me much at all. Plain rag. You can’t say that it’s dirty, despite the fact that it’s white. But since it was decided to wash it, it means to wash it. The dress wasn’t surprising either, if… Except for some stains that Susan planted on the hem of the dress at the back. There was an impression that, due to inattention, she sat down on something fat.

Under the clothes lay underwear: a black lace bra and white fishnet stockings. Here, too, there was nothing compromising, except that some spots were faintly visible on the stockings, but on the white material it was impossible to say exactly what they were. But the panties were missing. They were nowhere to be found throughout the bathroom. Or maybe…

Maybe Hardin told Susan not to wear them again? I thought. And why, if so? Is it so that my wife, in the process of serving, be open and easily accessible in relation to her sweet holes? Then it radically changed the options for “how the evenings went” that I drew in my brain.

Sunday, half eaten by sleep, did not bring us anything unusual. As well as the whole work week. Except that there were two pieces of news from Hardin. If in various life situations, when there is two news - good and bad, then they always try to voice the bad for the listener first, and then announce the good. In our case, everything happened exactly the opposite: first a good one came, two days later it was replaced by a bad one.

When I got home on Wednesday, I got a pleasant, reassuring message from my wife that Hardin called in the afternoon and told her that she could be free to choose her plans for Saturday, because he himself was leaving on another business trip. This lifted my spirits so much that immediately after dinner, without even letting my wife immerse herself in watching her favorite TV show, I showered, endowed her entire body with a variety of caresses and tendernesses, ending everything with a passionate treatment of her pussy tongue, bringing Susan to a bright orgasm. The first, but not the last, that evening, because another long orgasm of hers followed, crowning our passionate sex filled with fantasies, changing positions, arousing my wife from my rude and dirty words addressed to her and much more. In a word, everything that she and I now loved and accepted very much.

That’s why the news from my wife on Friday, when I crossed the threshold of the house in the evening, was a tub of cold water for me. News: Hardin called and said that his trip did not work out, and therefore he wants to see Susan at his place in the evening, at seven, as usual, to take her to his new ranch. That’s how bad news interrupted all the hopes that brought good. True, I noticed that for my wife, everything probably went according to the classical pattern: after Wednesday, even despite the passionate sex, she looked a little upset, which did not escape my eyes; but on Friday I was met at the doorstep by my beloved wife, visibly glowing with happiness.

Saturday morning and day passed in the worries of cleaning the house and yard. My wife and I shared these responsibilities between ourselves: she took care of cleaning inside the house, while I took care of the cleaning on the territory of the site. First I started cleaning the pool, then mowing the lawns. If the first part of the work was easy, then there were problems with the haircut. The lawn mower was unstable, vibrating and did not listen to me well. Everything was about to get out of hand. “Just like my Susan now.” I chuckled at the thought that came to mind.

In fact, everything turned out to be simple. When I opened the unit, got to its insides to find out the reason, a long-standing problem was revealed, the solution of which I kept putting off. In my beat-up lawn mower, the cutter has finally worn out. She needed an urgent replacement. I left everything as it is in the yard, and decided to go to the nearest agricultural supermarket for a new milling cutter, which Susan announced when he popped home for a second.

Driving along the road past the turnoff to the Gasses, I turned my head in the direction of their house as usual. Hardin’s truck stood in front of the front, and next to it was a female figure, in which Melanie could be guessed. The trip for the cutter turned out to be successful and fast in time. It all took me a little over half an hour. Now I was driving back, and as I turned off the highway onto the gravel dirt road leading to our property, I noticed that Hardin’s truck had left the Gasses. When the distance between us was less than a hundred yards, the car heading towards me flashed its headlights. Then again…and again. It was clear that Hardin wanted me to stop.

“What the heck? What else does this bastard want from me? Perhaps now he will try to humiliate me again and begin to brag about how great he is at “taming” my wife? - these thoughts made me seethe, but what irritated me most was the thought that instead of spitting on his demands and demonstratively passing by, I would have to obey and stop.

Imagine my surprise when both of our cars stopped, leveling up so that we could talk without getting out of the cars, and its side window went down, revealing to my eyes that it was not Hardin who was driving, but Melanie!

- Good afternoon, Mr. Banker. She beamed with a smile.

- Good… hmmmm… I would prefer – Ken. Melanie, you know my name very well. And I thought you were signaling me to stop. Or am I wrong?

- No. Everything is just like that. The smile slowly faded from her face.

- May I know why? – mine remained indifferent. Well, anyway, I wanted to look like that in her face.

- She brought me a magpie on her tail … Someone will be left alone tonight, am I right, Ken? Melanie asked, piercing me with narrowed eyes.

- Your magpie is well informed. Mine brought me nothing, but let me try to guess: someone has plans to brighten up my loneliness this evening?

- You don’t disappoint me, Ken. I always believed that you are smart and perspicacious. I hope you also guess that I will be alone tonight. So why don’t two lonelinesses pass the evening together? Especially if you treat the lady to Chardonnay, which I drank last time at your place. Treat in exchange for information of interest to you. So what’s your decision? Melanie puzzled me.

“Hmmm… Well, if you stay alone… mmmm… And… what about the sons?” - I found.

“I’ll take them to my parents before Hardin takes your little wife to that house of…entertainment. She paused before finding a word to describe their new home.

- Fine. I always have Chardonnay in stock… for the ladies. I agreed to the offer.

“Then meet me fifteen minutes after she leaves.” - said Melanie, raised the glass and continued on her way forward.

I, in turn, made the rest of the way to the house, not slightly cocked from the news that some surprise awaited me in the evening. This state did not allow me to calm down even upon arrival. Even changing the cutter in the lawn mower was a challenge, which was not the case in previous years. Yes, and the process of working with the lawn was a burden. All my thoughts were now about the coming evening, which did not allow me to concentrate on work.

When I got back to the house, Susan had finished cleaning, but she was nowhere to be seen. I went upstairs and found the bathroom door locked. So she was there. But there was no noise from the shower. She may have taken a bath. I went to the kitchen to get us dinner. It was warmed up when I heard the sound of the bathroom door opening from above.

- Honey, come down to dinner. Dinner is already on the table. I shouted.

- In ten minutes. I’ll just dry my hair. - answered the wife.

“Seriously, she’s getting ready for the evening. It would be interesting to know what is going on there and how. Perhaps this is what Hardin’s wife will tell me today? Otherwise, what else does she want to tell me?” I fell into deep thought again.

Washing dishes after dinner also fell to my lot. Because Susan referred to the fact that she still had to tidy up her uniform - to iron it. Plus make up. However, she did not look such that these things annoy her. Rather, she radiated joy from the process of preparing for the evening. To tell the truth - I didn’t lose from this either, but rather found it. She was more than usual talkative, chirping all the time, and every time she passed me, she did not forget to hug and kiss me. In general, my Susan was the former loving wife that evening, with warm feelings and care for me. For a while, even the problems that suddenly fell on us were forgotten. However, her behavior also fueled my curiosity at the same time.

After half past seven, I sat down at the TV screen in the living room to watch a baseball game. Susan was upstairs, still fiddling with her appearance. Then I heard, sounding from above, from our bedroom, a familiar tune from The Omen.

A minute later, Susan’s heels clattered down the stairs. She came down and I was stunned. She didn’t dress up in normal clothes. She was wearing a maid outfit again!

- I look like? – with a guilty expression on her face asked his wife. I suspect she was playing with me, making a face of regret that she had to look like that. Or maybe it was caused by the expression on my face and my … lower jaw dropped in surprise.

- Hmmm… Awesome. No fools. I finally found.

- Thank you. Don’t miss me in my absence. Promise? She put her hand on my head, ran it through my hair and ruffled it.

- I promise, honey. – and immediately remembered that my evening can really be boring. - How about a kiss?

- Oh, I’d love to, you know. But then you have to wash my lipstick off your cheek. And I have to fix it. The wife replied with a sigh.

- I would survive. I see you’re back in your work uniform again. Is it more comfortable to drive in? I asked.

- No. That’s what Hardin told me yesterday. He will come and pick me up right now. Today I will not take my car. And I won’t have to change clothes there. Susan explained.

Once again I glanced from top to bottom at my wife in such an unusual outfit. I began to have a burning desire not to let her go anywhere, but instead to tear off this exciting outfit from her, lay it out right there on the sofa, maybe even on the floor, and fuck her well. And in the groin area, I began to actively move. But… I still wasn’t in control of the situation. It was another person who held my Adam’s apple. And I had to deal with it. At any cost. For now…

- I want to know what color panties you have on. - I asked playfully, deciding to get “at least a tuft of wool from a lousy dog”, since I could not get the big and desired. I remembered that last time I did not find in the laundry basket this part of her outfit wardrobe - panties. So maybe she didn’t wear them in the first place? To get an answer, I did not wait for Susan’s reaction, but I myself began to slowly lift the hem of her dress. The elastic band of her white fishnet stockings has already appeared … How is Suzy …

- Oh, my playful boy. Look! - the wife giggled, and, grabbing the hem, pulled it up, lifting it up to the navel.

She was wearing tight, thin, translucent nylon panties that matched the color of her stockings. My “fighter” tensed with a vengeance. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth. Susan, either noticed this, but rather simply guessed about my condition from what she saw.

- Be patient, dear. I’m not leaving forever. Upon arrival, I promise you compensation. I love you Ken. - now she grabbed my head with both hands on the cheeks and stroked them.

- I love you too, dear. I’ll get it just like the last time you came back from your… uh… job worn out? I asked sarcastically.

- It won’t happen this time. I promise, love. Oh, I must go. He drove up. - said the wife, reacting to the signal of the car at our gate.

I walked her to the door. He hugged them, pressed them, kissed them on the back of the neck, opened and released the bird “to freedom”.

I love you and I look forward to seeing you back soon. And remember the promise. I winked at my wife.

- And I love you very much. Don’t be bored, honey. she said, turning and walking down the threshold.

At the gate stood a familiar Porsche, whose familiar driver was waiting at the front passenger door. He opened it in front of Susan, helped her into the cabin, slammed the door shut. He returned to his driver’s seat without once looking in my direction. The engine started and the car, roaring, drove into the twilight descending to the ground.

The departure of my wife caused me a feeling of regret, which quickly replaced another feeling fueled by curiosity - what I should have expected from Melanie’s visit. I assumed that such a confident and persistent request to visit her was fraught with many surprises and wonderful discoveries for me. Mostly for my brain, which will probably have to digest a lot, and keep another psychic attack on itself. And I did my best to prepare myself mentally for unexpected shocks, so as not to be taken by surprise. But it was my eyes that surprised me first when Melanie arrived in the Gasses’ truck.

Immediately after Susan left, I went for a walk with Molly. Today my dog was unlucky. The walk was shorter in duration. Just the fifteen minutes that Hardin’s wife had promised me, as the interval between Susan’s departure and Melanie’s visit. Then I took the dog back and locked it in the guest bedroom. Went back to the gate. And on time. In the distance, in the beginning of dusk, the headlights and the silhouette of the Gass car appeared. When she drove up, Melanie got out of her and … for the second time that evening I found myself with my mouth open in surprise.

She didn’t look back to the biker-blonde look she had back in the bank office. But again she was irresistible. Instead of tight leather pants, there was a short black leather skirt, which also tightly fitted Melanie’s steep hips and her rounded ass. The upper part of the neighbor was tightened in a white tight-fitting blouse, which made Melanie’s considerable breasts protruding forward even more. My guest’s legs were covered with black fishnet stockings, and they were shod in black shoes, made in a sexy style, on a high silver stiletto heel. Even a small dark gray handbag, slightly larger than a makeup bag, looked seductive and stylish. There was no doubt that I would have to make a lot of efforts tonight to resist the spell of seduction from Melanie, to repel all her attacks. What I was already not sure until the end, especially, if we take into account my penis, which again reacted to the opened view, which barely had time to calm down from the excitement of the appearance of my wife. Now he gave out the same reaction to someone else’s spouse.

We went into the house. I led Melanie into the living room, where she sat down on the sofa with her purse beside her. When she sat down, her already short skirt pulled up to such an extent that the edge of the stocking was exposed. And from above I had a great view of the deep cut of her blouse, which revealed the lace of a pink bra.

- Sorry, just a minute. I said and went into the kitchen. I returned with a tray containing a bottle of Chardonnay, a couple of glasses for us, and a bowl of fruit. I put all this on the coffee table, and began to pour the wine.

- For a meeting! Melanie took the initiative and made the toast first.

- For a meeting! I supported.

- How are you doing at the bank, Ken? the guest suddenly asked.

- Thank you. Things are going well at work. I answered and didn’t lie. Occupying in fact the position number 3 in importance in the bank, I had the prospect of soon climbing a step higher, but I did not understand the purpose of the question from Melanie. “I don’t think you came here to find out about my success at work, or is this curiosity caused by a desire to know what I am sacrificing for, agreeing to the terms of blackmailing me and Susan by your hubby?”

- Uuuhmmm … - Melanie mumbled, comprehending my tirade. - I didn’t think about it at all. I just wanted to know. Find out to draw a conclusion for yourself. And now she did: your work life, your career, is moving much more successfully than family life.

- My family life should not worry anyone but me. And she, I can assure you, is also moving uphill. - I tried to respond harshly to a clear attack in my direction.

- Hard to believe. If everything was as you want me to imagine, then I would hardly be sitting next to you now, and your missus wife at this time … - she broke off at this and stopped. With all the obvious traits of Melanie’s character, speaking of a penchant for committing meanness, which made my neighbor related to her husband, it was impossible to deny her intelligence and ability to analyze. And the popular opinion in society that blondes are naturally stupid was definitely not suitable for Melanie. “Tell me, do you know everything that happens there, in the house that Hardin decided to buy recently, or is your beloved leading you by the nose?” What does she say about Saturday nights? Tell me, I want to know.

- Why do you need it? Doesn’t your Hardin notify you and you want to double-check him with information from me?

- Just I have enough truthful information about what is there and how. Don’t you want to double-check what comes to you? Because I know a little from my husband - he forbade Susan to inform you about the actual events there. Therefore, I want you to first reveal to me what she tells you, and only then … But first, let’s have a second toast …

- Suitable. I said and refilled the wine in our glasses. - Then let’s drink now - for frankness!

- Agree. Melanie smiled and took a sip of her glass.

After chewing a couple of slices of orange after the wine, I began a story about everything that I knew from the stories of my wife. The guest listened attentively, my story was not long, but during it, nevertheless, several times I noticed how her eyebrows rose in surprise on her face. A fact that has already alarmed me. When I finished speaking, Melanie looked at me questioningly.

- Where is your laptop? Can you bring it here? You will need it. This is so that I don’t tell you, but you take it again, but you won’t believe it, but so that you see everything yourself, with your own eyes. I brought you something. Here, take it. She reached into her purse and pulled out a box, which she handed to me.

I took the box from her hands. Opened. There were three DVDs inside. Curiosity overwhelmed me.

- What’s on them?

Bring a laptop and you’ll see for yourself. But I want to warn you: not a single living soul should know that you have looked at these discs. Especially Hardin. Otherwise he will kill me. And this is not an exaggeration. You are only able to view the contents of these discs because Hardin and your wife are not here right now. I took a moment to help you. The discs were recorded by the husband. But these are copies I made of his originals especially for you. I don’t know why Hardin recorded the originals, because it’s not just your Susan, and I don’t think it’s for the sake of continuing to blackmail her. But it will be very interesting and useful for you to take a look.

“Hmmm…maybe. Now I’ll bring a laptop. One minute. - now I impatiently, intrigued by Melanie’s explanation, hurried upstairs, from where I soon returned with a laptop in my hands.

I made room on the table for my laptop and opened it up there. I took all three discs out of the box and examined them, studying them in more detail. Ordinary discs, signed briefly - by date. I figured - what could these dates mean? By clicking on the calendar on the laptop screen, I found that all dates are Saturdays. And then it dawned on me: these dates coincided with the dates of Susan’s trips to the new home of the Gasses to “work” there as a servant. The thought made a noise in my head, and my heart began to beat furiously in my chest.
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I chose the disk with the most distant date first. Plugged it into my laptop. A picture of a large room appeared on the screen. In it, in the center, stood a large table covered with a tablecloth; There were four chairs around the table. Another small table was leaning against the wall. On it was a vase of flowers. Against the other wall, to the right of the table in the center of the room, was a sofa bed. On the two walls that fell into the chamber, there was a small picture on each with some kind of landscape on them. There was a door in the wall that the camera was pointing at. It was tightly closed.

The room was empty. On the timer in the lower right corner, the date of shooting and the time of 9:02 PM were displayed. And then the room began to fill with men. There were four of them. They entered and sat down on chairs around the table. There was a lively conversation going on between them, but it was hard to make out what was being said. Among the four men, only one was familiar to me - Hardin Gass. The rest I saw for the first time in my life. I began to look at the strangers, moving clockwise around the table, starting from Hardin.

The first of them stood out for its complexion and age. He was a big, overweight, but without a beer belly, man, about fifty years old to look at, about six feet and three inches tall. It was obvious that in past years it was a burning brunette, but now almost all the former paint on his head was eaten by gray hair. The gray-haired man did not have bald patches. His face was not thin, rather even well-groomed, but it was as if elongated. Perhaps this effect was given by the man’s massive chin and sideburns. This man was dressed in ordinary dark-colored trousers and a light yellow shirt, with short sleeves, which revealed his strong, muscular arms, densely covered with hair, which also turned gray from time to time.

The second stranger, also a brunette, had a bald patch on his head - the camera, looking from above, made it possible to see it clearly. He himself was noticeably shorter than his gray-haired tablemate, about five feet and ten inches. He was a burly man about Hardin’s age, in his early forties, whose massive, firm chest and equally strong, bicep-shaped arms were tightly wrapped in a khaki T-shirt. A light brown leather vest with numerous pockets was worn over the top of the T-shirt. The underside of the stranger was covered in dark sweatpants. His face was round, with a massive nose. The stranger’s lips were bordered by a neat black mustache. The appearance of a stranger definitely betrayed his Mexican roots.

The last, third unfamiliar to me participant in the game, I really could not see. Only in passing, because he appeared in the camera for a second and took a seat at the table with his back to the camera. All I could see about him was that he was about six feet tall, slender but not skinny, more like broad, swimmer-like shoulders that stood out clearly under his gray shirt. His red-haired head rested on a massive neck. From everything that I could see in him, I could conclude that this type was the youngest in the company. In appearance, I would give him somewhere around thirty-five years.

The game started, I kept looking at the screen, and then Melanie sounded from the side: “Come on, give me control, I will speed up the viewing. We don’t have much time to watch everything. Only interesting moments for you.

He handed her the mouse without objection. Now the image on the screen flew by with twelvefold acceleration. The flickering of the image stopped when Hardin took what appeared to be a remote control in his hand, pressed a button, and a couple of seconds later my wife appeared on the screen. In the same maid outfit. She brought drinks on a tray: spirits - bourbon, tequila and liquor, as well as beer in cans and dishes. Leisurely walking around the table, Susan arranged bottles, glasses and glasses near each player. She did all this during the break between rounds of the game. And each player could, without being distracted from the game process, closely examine my wife. Which each of the three did. At the same time, it was noticeable that for the longest time their eyes lingered on the appetizing ass of my missus, and on her embossed, slender legs, covered with mesh white stockings. That her body is judged undressing with their glances, three unfamiliar men did not hide from Susan. When she finished arranging the drinks and dishes, she left the frame, and must have left the room too, but with a clearly flushed face. If it were not for the four men playing here, whose faces did not change during the shooting, then one would think that the room was too hot, and this caused the flushed face of his wife. But it wasn’t.

“As long as you’re free. I’ll call you when you need it.” Hardin called after her. And for his partners in the game he said:

- This is my new baby Susan. Unlike my previous conquests, I had to work with this one for two months until I persuaded. But when she gave in and gave it to me for the first time, she discovered that under the mask of impatience, that whore is hiding inside her. Hotter and kinkier than many whores in bars and hotels. Now I have been using it for two months, when I want and as my heart desires. She not only completely obeyed me, but often she herself suggests herself. Recently, due to being busy with our common business, we even have to refuse the unfortunate doll. – Hardin said and burst into laughter.

Is she single, divorced? asked the gray-haired man.

- No, the fact of the matter is that she is married. Hardin replied and continued. - This was the problem that delayed the process of breaking it down for two months. No, it was not her husband who was the hindrance, on the contrary, I have him right there (and Hardin showed his tightly clenched fist to those present), and he even helped her to quickly decide to get into bed with me. She herself turned out to be so conservative in her views, so resisted my processing, trying to remain faithful to her husband. But I felt it from the first time I saw her - in this prim, faithful wife there is a little devil of debauchery inside, which you just need to be able to set free and then … Oh, then she herself will become a devil in bed. And so it happened: as soon as she surrendered to me and tasted the forbidden, in her mind, fruit, to know what a real man is,

- What about her husband? Maybe he’s impotent? - the “Mexican” intervened in the speech of my ohainik.

- I do not think that he is impotent, but absolutely a mattress and a rag. That’s why she sticks to me like that. When I persuaded this doll, I thought that it would be interesting to me for a month, no more. As it usually happened to me. But when she started throwing such knees in bed that even my breath was taken away … Oh … that changed things. And now she is still with me to this day, and I have not had enough of her yet. And now I have far-reaching plans for her, as she suits them better than any of my former whores. Yes, you will all have the opportunity to try it … I promise. Gass finished his speech with pomp in his voice.

- Hope. - said “gray-haired”.

- Not bad, not bad … - put in the “young”.

- We’ll check today. the Mexican chuckled.

From everything I saw, no, more from what I heard, my face was no less red than Susan’s. To confirm this, I did not need a mirror at that moment, my face was just on fire. I turned my gaze towards Melanie, she towards mine. Her weak, mocking smile confirmed my suspicions. She spoke with a look, without words: “I promised you that it would be very interesting.” And her lips whispered:

- Wait … I’ll scroll on. It will be even hotter.

- Mmmmm … yes … - I could only say in response.

Again, the events of that evening flew by in an accelerated version. How the four played, marked the breaks between rounds with toasts, puffed on cigarette smoke. All that was of no interest to me. When Melanie brought playback back to normal, I noticed that the clock in the corner of the screen read 10:23 PM.

Another game has just ended at the table. The winner, this time Hardin, collected the winnings. Beaming with luck, he shouted:

- Susan! Coffee for us!

- Yes, yes, coffee would be nice … - supported him “gray-haired”, whose gaze was directed to one point.

- In the most rrrr-az. - Said a fairly tipsy “young”.

- Suzeeeen! shouted the “Mexican”, now flushed from drinking tequila, with a claim to a parody of Hardin. – I want coffee. And even more of you… ha ha ha…

And the whole drunken company neighed in unison.

- Hector, do you drink coffee with sugar? Harding addressed the “Mexican”.

- I’m putting some in the cup, mate. Hector replied. - And what?

- Today you can not put. Try Susan, she’s the sweetest. Hardin said with a smile.

- And this is an idea. Hector grimaced in deep thought. “Here comes our sweet Susan!”

And sure enough, Susan appeared in the room. With a tray on which there was a coffee pot, cups, spoons, a bowl of sugar, a creamer. Approaching the table, she stood between Hardin and the “gray-haired one”, put the tray on the table, quietly asked the “gray-haired” about something, he also quietly answered. Susan started pouring coffee into a cup. And suddenly, she shuddered and froze. Some of the coffee from the spout of the coffee pot spilled past the cup into the saucer underneath. At first I did not understand what reason made her stop. But after a moment he noticed that the right hand of the “gray-haired” had disappeared from the table, and was now behind his wife. And not just there, but climbed under the hem of the dress, and now made her way up Susan’s leg.

The wife immediately put the coffee pot on the tray, and turning half a turn to the “gray-haired one”, intercepted his hand. At the same time, she looked at him so that he was clearly taken aback, and removed his hand from under her dress. Susan picked up the coffee pot again and continued the process of filling the cup. But the hand of the “gray-haired” immediately returned to her under the dress, the bottom of which began to noticeably rise along with the movement of the hand up. The wife froze again, stopped pouring coffee, her eyes widened in surprise. She made a movement with her right hand, which held the coffee pot, trying to put it on the tray, so that she could turn around again and intercept the hand of the insolent pawler. But she didn’t have time to do it. Hardin’s hand grabbed her hand holding the coffee pot. Susan instantly looked at her lover with a look of surprise, which read: “What’s going on?”

She got Hardin’s side-to-side nods in response that meant one thing: “Don’t.”

“Marvin…please…Hardin…” Susan pleaded softly nonetheless.

- Don’t get distracted, baby. Remember hospitality? Marvin doesn’t bite. Hardin said instructively.

- That’s it … I don’t bite … I do. – not quite confidently put in drunken Marvin.

“Does she know their names?” - I thought, and immediately guessed that Hardin most likely introduced her to all the guests, but this was not captured by this camera, because it happened in another room. While I made these assumptions and found the answer to my own question, Marvin’s hand climbed even higher and stopped. It was obvious that this gray-haired bull was feeling my wife’s ass. Susan, now, obeying Hardin’s edification, did not resist this, but only, biting her lower lip, filled the offender’s cup of coffee to the end. Then she put the coffee pot back on the tray. She picked up the tray, mumbled something like “Enough already” at Marvin, and turned around and walked around the chair where the first customer she served was sitting with a stupid smile of bliss, towards Hardin’s next friend, Hector.

He turned out to be quicker and bolder. As soon as Susan stopped at his chair, before she had even put the tray on the table to take the coffee pot, the impudent Mexican hand penetrated, just like Marvin’s hand a minute earlier, under the hem of her dress. Susan’s body trembled slightly, a sigh escaped from her lips “oh”, but this time she did not pull the hand of another pawler, but took up the coffee pot and began to fill Ector’s cup. Her excitement was betrayed only by a slightly shaking hand and her face, again reddened. The process of filling the cup took no more than twenty seconds, but it was enough for Hector to feel Susan’s ass and thighs well. There was the same smile on his face that Marvin had had a moment earlier. Marvin, who did not remain an outside observer, but leaned his body to the left, so that his left hand could reach his wife. reaching out he put his hand to where Ector’s hand was poking with might and main. Susan finished pouring the coffee, put down the pot, and took the tray. But they didn’t leave right away. Both men held their sweet prey by the ass, and did not want to let go. Finally, on the fourth attempt, with the words “I have to go”, Susan was able to wriggle out and move away from the table with the tray.

Rounding Hector’s chair, she approached the youngest participant in the game, whose name remained unknown to me. Standing at his right hand, she began to habitually fill his cup of coffee. My wife stood with her back to me, sideways to the man. This allowed me to observe in detail how the hand of another impudent quickly climbed under the hem of my wife’s uniform, and first felt her tight hips, and then no less elastic and appetizing ass. Hector, following Marvin’s example, also decided to enjoy a second time. He moved the chair as close as possible to the left, to the corner of the table, leaned forward with his body, and with his left hand joined the right hand of the “young one”. Again, the wife performed the duties of a servant, pouring coffee into a cup, while providing her hips and ass for naked pawing. But now I noticed a change in her behavior. She was clearly in no hurry to finish filling the cup, making it slower than previous times. In addition, it was noticeable that the process of feeling her with male hands had ceased to be something shocking for Susan. She seemed to be starting to like it. And I noticed how she began to wiggle her ass a little.

But then she decided to stop her suitors, grabbed a tray, and turned around sharply, escaping from the hands that crushed her charms. Now she was walking towards Hardin. Having repeated all the actions, she filled her lover’s cup, when the “young” one, having moved a chair, like Hector before, again penetrated his wife under the dress. This time with both hands. Susan didn’t side with Hardin like she did with all three of his buddies. She stood facing him, and to the “young” - back. I understand why she did it.

She decided to give him better, more comfortable access. He, apparently, also correctly understood such a sign of her. He temporarily extended his right hand from under the dress and pressed it against the small of Susan’s back, signaling her to bend over. What my missus did without delay. Slightly bent forward. Then I saw how his left hand made such a movement under the dress that urged her to spread her legs. Susan did that too. Her legs parted to the side. Immediately the second hand of the “young” again climbed under the dress. He earned them more actively, and his wife began to rotate her ass. Hardin saw it all. He grabbed Susan’s hands and held them against the table. Giving her to understand that he wants to keep her in such a position in order to let the “young” enjoy her charms for as long as possible. And he wasted no time in greedily pawing my wife. By the way she spun her ass more actively, and it even seemed to me that a few of her weak moans sounded on the recording, I realized that he did not limit himself to just kneading his wife’s hips and ass, but also got to her pussy. Susan lingered in that place the longest - three or four minutes. Hardin held her hands, the “young” scurried under the dress, and the other two participants in the evening, having rolled over the table, greedily devoured the piquant spectacle playing out before their eyes.

But then Hardin let go of Susan’s hands, and said:

- You’re still free, baby. You can go. After we drink coffee, let’s go smoke in the yard. At this time you clean up the table.

- As you say. Well, I’ll go. - the last was already said to the “young” so that he would let her go.

He pulled his hands out with obvious reluctance, allowing Susan to straighten her dress that had been pulled up, and hurried away, his heels clattering.

- Really, what a hot bitch. It’s all wet already. I penetrated her pussy with my fingers, there is already a lake right there. - declared the company “young”, confirming his words with a demonstration of the fingers of his right hand, shining from Susan’s juices. And her panties are already wet.

“Young”, saying this, put his fingers to his nose and sniffed.

- Oh, what a flavor! The bitch is really sweet…” he said and made a characteristic gesture with his lips.

All four of them laughed together.

- We drink coffee, let’s go smoke, and I had an idea. About her wet panties and everything. Hardin turned to the company.

After these words, the image ran again - Meloni launched the accelerated view again. Flashed pictures of the company for coffee. Then they disappeared, and Susan flew into the empty room and began to clean the table, preparing it for the continuation of the game. She flew out and the four sat down again at the table. For some time, gesticulating players flickered on the screen; they got up, walked around and sat down again; apparently, Melanie knew that there, on the record, at that moment there was nothing that could interest me.

But now she returned the playback to normal mode. On the screen at that time there was a process of collecting winnings by the winner of the game. The winner was a happy “young”.

- You’re lucky, Zach. Unspeakably. Jumped me at the very last moment. The game was supposed to be mine … eh … - Lamenting over the lost win, across the table, Marvin turned to the “young”.

Now I “met” with the whole company. Hardin, Marvin, Hector and Zach were the foursome who decided to have a fun evening, also using my beautiful wife as a servant.

- It had to happen sooner or later. Fortune loves the strongest. - Zack answered with a sense of superiority, which obviously did not please Marvin, annoyed by the victory that had sailed away, and this was reflected in a grimace on his face.

- Gentlemen! And now I will announce my idea. Hardin interjected, who subtly smelled a possible quarrel, which was absolutely not included in his plans, especially in his new house. - Remember, I told you when we were drinking coffee, and …

- Oh, yeah… something about that slut’s wet panties. Go ahead! Hector cut him off.

- Hmmm, yes. It’s about them. Hardin said. “I propose to play the next game not for money, but for the right to take off this slut’s panties, as you rightly called her, Hector.

- Well, that’s a good idea. Looks original. – Marvin supported the proposal of my enemy.

- Suitable. I just don’t want to forget them in my waistcoat pocket so that my Luchita doesn’t find them, otherwise I’m done. Hector said and laughed.

- First win them, colleague. – responded laughing Zach. - I’ll take them off.

- And this is what we’ll see. Zach, give it up. - Marvin, as the eldest in age, tried to dominate the table.

While Zak was busy with the process of dealing cards, Hardin pressed the remote again. A minute later, Susan appeared in the room.

- Susan, baby, bring us a drink. Everything is the same as the first time, but add juice. Hardin’s instructions were clearly audible.

Melanie interfered with the screening process again, and my wife on the tape disappeared and was back in the room in seconds. I don’t think it took her long in real time either, because when she came back with a tray full of booze, the first round was still in full swing. Hardin gestured, “Come on, set it up,” and Susan began to do it.

She walked around the table, carefully but carefully placing bottles and glasses with shot glasses, trying not to interfere with the game. This caused her to linger around each player longer, which was greeted with joy by every bastard. With joy, because none of my wife’s three new acquaintances failed to use their dirty hands in an obscene manner - again to touch my wife’s elastic hips and ass, running his hands under her dress. None of the insolent trio missed the moment of her inability to resist because she was afraid to drop bottles or dishes from her hands if she reacted negatively. And the most disgusting guy in the company, as I noticed for myself, this Zach, could not even stop himself from making a comment after Susan moved from him to Hardin, finishing the arrangement on the table: “Ha! On the spot.

These words caused Susan to turn her head in his direction. But did she say anything to the boor, I could not hear, just as I did not see the expression on her face at the same time, because at that time she was in the cell with her back. But I could clearly see the reaction of my wife when her ass was felt by the greedy hands of Marvin and Hector. Neither her body twitched at the same time, nor her facial expression did not change one gram. There was a clear picture that she was getting something familiar, familiar and even pleasant.

After serving Hardin, Susan was about to leave the room, but he grabbed her arm, holding her, “Susan, baby. Don’t rush to leave. Stay with me for a minute.”

The surprised wife complied, and remained to watch the end of the round. Marvin won it. This event made his face shine like a polished metal dollar. The explanation for this came a moment later, when Hardin turned to Susan.

- Susan … We have developed an additional rule for the game. The one who wins the round gets the right to put you on his lap. Or put to stand near. At the discretion of the winner. Marvin won, go to him. our neighbor said instructively.

“But Hardin, I…” Susan began to protest.

- No “buts”, baby. Or have you forgotten our conversation? Hardin cut her off sharply, and pushed her towards the big man.

- Baby… Susan… I don’t bite. Marvin’s smile widened even more. - Go to daddy on his knees.

Susan had no choice but to obey. A gray-haired man, who was exactly the age of her father, grabbed her in an armful and sat her on his knees. He sat down and returned to the game again. But while the cards for the new round were dealt, Marvin’s free hands wasted no time. With his left hand, he grabbed Susan around her stomach and pressed her to him, and his right lay on her chest and began to openly crush her. The wife noticeably gasped, either from surprise, or he squeezed her boobs so hard, and covering her arm with her hand, the impudent tried to remove it from her chest. But she did not have enough strength, and the hand that kneaded her treasure did not move, and did not stop moving. Susan’s face took on a worried look, she blushed, but, seeing the futility of the struggle, after a couple more attempts to get rid of the pawler, she gave up.

The continued game came to the rescue of his wife. The cards lay on the table, Marvin threw his wife’s boobs, which he had crushed, and took up the cards. Perhaps Susan sitting on his lap somehow distracted the gray-haired big man, and Hardin won the next round. His wife smiled visibly as he shouted triumphantly, “Mine. This one is mine!” Quickly getting off Marvin’s lap, who didn’t miss a chance to pinch Susan’s tit, who was getting down, and when she was already leaving him, then her ass, the wife also quickly climbed onto Hardin’s lap. During the whole round, my enemy did not allow any liberties in relation to his mistress, but it was clearly visible that a conversation was going on between them, quietly, in a whisper. Rather, he even gave her some advice and guidance. Susan nodded in agreement.

The third round was for Zach. And I watched with a rapidly beating heart as my wife, like a baton passed from hand to hand. This spectacle, which was now playing out before my eyes, strained not only my heart and brain. As a result of this, the excitement also affected my penis. He tensed up and stood on edge …

Passing along the chain of Marvin-Hardin-Zak, the wife moved around the table, counterclockwise. Based on this, I assumed that Hector would win next. And so it happened. Susan got off Zach’s lap, who had also tasted her charms more than once during the game, and moved on to the lewdly smiling Mexican. This completes my wife’s counterclockwise rotation around the table. Zach won the next three rounds again. And Susan returned to his lap. This allowed this guy to take advantage of the break to deal cards to his advantage. First, he clasped Susan’s breasts with both hands, and in the second case, I noticed how one of his hands lay on her chest and began to knead it habitually, while the second hand slid under the hem of the dress, penetrated between the wife’s legs, pressed them, forcing them to go sideways. Susan parted them only slightly, but without objection. The insolent pushed his hand away and by the way Susan’s body twitched, it was clear that he got through the material of the panties to her pussy. At the same time, he bent to the neck of his wife, and dug into her lips. It was a pity that due to the fact that Susan was now half turned away from the camera, it was impossible to follow the expression on her face. Zack might have continued to play with his wife’s charms longer, but the last round of the game began to prevent this. He let go of the now disheveled Susan, turning all his attention to the game. that Susan was now half turned away from the camera, it was impossible to follow the expression on her face. Zack might have continued to play with his wife’s charms longer, but the last round of the game began to prevent this. He let go of the now disheveled Susan, turning all his attention to the game. that Susan was now half turned away from the camera, it was impossible to follow the expression on her face. Zack might have continued to play with his wife’s charms longer, but the last round of the game began to prevent this. He let go of the now disheveled Susan, turning all his attention to the game.

And as soon as the last card was on the table, Zak chuckled contentedly, and slapped Susan on the ass, said:

- Ready. My game. All right, baby, get up. And I expect my prize from you.

- What prize? I don’t understand something. Surprise froze on his wife’s face and, turning to Hardin, she asked. “Hardin, what does all this mean?”

- Susan, baby. We played with your panties. They are the prize in this game. So now let’s take them off and give them to Zach. Hardin told the news to his wife with a cheeky smirk on his face.

Susan paused for a moment with her mouth open. She wanted to say something, rather - to object, but, as if frozen. A shout from Hardin snapped her out of her daze.

- Come on! Come on, or do you want me to take them off?

- Well … well … I myself … - the wife babbled. She slowly lifted the hem of her dress, revealing her black fishnet panties for everyone to see, picked up their elastic band with her thumbs and pulled them down her legs.

And then all four, without saying a word, began to clap their hands. So, to the accompaniment of clapping, my wife pulled off her panties, crumpled them up, and handed them to Zach. The satisfied winner took a lump of matter raised above his head, like a goblet. The company burst into laughter. And the beaming Zak brought his wife’s panties to his nose, closed his eyes, took a breath through his nose and held out:

- Uuuuuuuu … what an awesome aroma! The company burst into laughter again. Susan blushed even more.

- Susan! This is not enough. Reward the lucky owner of your panties with a kiss… mmm… on the cheek. Hardin snapped.

- That’s it, like a worthy frame for my prize! Zak shouted, standing again with his trophy hand raised.

Susan turned to the winner, leaned her body towards him and kissed him on the exposed cheek. Again there was applause and laughter.

- Now you can be free. I’ll call when you need it. - commanded our neighbor, and the wife, flushed from the events of the last minutes, almost ran out.

Melanie squandered the subsequent events on the tape. She stopped only when Susan reappeared in the frame.

- Clean up the table while we go out for a smoke. And stay here. Hardin told his wife.

Susan complied and sat down on the sofa to wait. All four returned, laughing and discussing something vividly. Scattered in places. The opening round of a new game began, engulfing all the attention of the players, but my wife looked no less attentive and puzzled. I shared her feelings and curiosity: what were the four playing now? Will they make her take off her underwear? Brassiere? Or will it be a complete striptease? My assumptions began to be confirmed when, after the first round won by Marvin, Hardin turned to Susan:

- Get up and go to Marvin. He won the right to you.

“Hardin, don’t you think…” his wife tried to protest.

- I said - come on! Hardin snapped and brought his heavy fist down on the table. So that a pile of cards lying in the center of the table jumped noticeably. Should I repeat? Or have you forgotten everything we talked about earlier?

Hardin’s anger had a noticeable effect on Susan. She no longer tried to say something, but silently got up and went to the table. To the seated Marvin, ready to sit on his lap. But he stopped her with a wave of his hand.

“No baby. Not on your knees. Just stay close.” - he said, clasped his wife’s waist with his hand, turned her face to the table. While the cards were being dealt, the camera snatched out how the hand of the gray-haired libertine slid from behind under Susan’s dress. She didn’t move, she just closed her eyes. It was not clear what exactly this impudent man was doing with his wife, but one could only imagine - after all, she now had no panties on.

- I’ll move on. What follows is everything that was before. I don’t think it will be so interesting to watch such details – we don’t have much time. Or do you want to stop watching altogether? - Meloni’s voice brought me back to reality, again undertaking to edit the viewing process by speeding up playback.

- No. Let’s look further. I replied.

And then … Further, the truth was everything, as in the last game. Susan passed from hand to hand to the lucky winners of the rounds. She was in the arms of Hardin, Marvin and Hector again. Only Zack’s luck turned his back on this game. But, if, moving to Hardin and Ector, the wife sat on their knees, then Marvin again forced her to stand next to him. Even on the fast-forward version of the recording, it was clear that all three enjoyed the fruits of temporary success and the opportunity to satisfy their lust, running playful, greedy hands under Susan’s dress, or pawing her breasts through the material of the uniform.

But now the game is over. Frustrated Marvin threw his cards on the table in his hearts, and the beaming Hector, on the contrary, putting his own on top, started some kind of cheerful melody, such as “lay-lay-lay-la”.

- This time, luck was not mistaken. he said as he stopped humming the melody under his breath. – So where can I get my winnings? Want to go faster…

- Over there. - Hardin pointed to the closed door, and, referring to the already puzzled Susan, he said. “Baby, go with our friend and give him generous hospitality.

- Let’s go, honey. Show me all your… respect… ha ha ha. - Hector said, slapped his wife on the ass, which was supposed to mean - “stop sitting around,” and laughed. He was in a great mood in anticipation of receiving the prize.

Susan climbed down from Ector’s lap, and without any visible objection, taking his outstretched hand, she followed him out the door. I suppose at that moment she, like me now, assumed that she would have to perform a striptease session for an unfamiliar man, with the right to take away some next detail of her outfit. But less than a minute later, the door swung open, Susan flew out first, followed by Hector with an angry face:

“I don’t get it, what the hell is this, Hardin?” he growled.

“Hardin, what does all this mean?” – almost simultaneously turned to my enemy and Susan.

- What’s wrong, baby? – answered the question with obvious irritation in his voice. “How could our friend scare you like that?”

- He suggested … he demanded … mmm … from me … a vile thing … - his wife whimpered.

- Wow! Did you hear it? Hardin, how is it? - flew in from Hector.

- What else vile? What are you talking about, honey? Ector couldn’t offer something nefarious. You’re lying to us… Is this your understanding of hospitality?

- He demanded … that I … uh … mmm … take it in his mouth! – squeezed out, finally, Susan.

All the men in the room, with the exception of Hardin, burst into laughter. He silently stepped towards my wife.

- What’s wrong with that, honey? This was the prize that we played in the game. We played for the right to fuck you in the mouth! Hector won, so what’s the problem giving him this prize?

- It’s enough that you humiliated me by allowing me to paw … everywhere. You made me take off and give them my panties… And now… this is more… I’m not going to do this. Susan, her face reddened, looked directly into the eyes of Hardin, who had come up to her. With a challenge in your eyes. Don’t lower your head. From this, a cauldron of indignation boiled inside my offender.

- Oh, but the horse turns out to be obstinate, unbroken … - came from one of the two remaining at the table.

“Hardin, are you sure you had that bitch in mind when you painted her?” - Hector added fuel to the fire, which still continued to stand in the doorway.

- No, you will, baby! Don’t act like a virgin in front of my friends. Hvrdin said angrily. “It’s like it’s your first time and you don’t love this kind of entertainment.

- But this is… with you. It’s different… And I’m not some kind of whore for you to… to do this with anyone… - Susan did not have time to finish.

Hlapp! A resounding slap made her head lean back and to the right, and she herself almost fell to the floor, flying off against the wall. Susan clutched her left cheek and looked at Gass with fear in her eyes. For her, this was a complete surprise, and I remembered that when I met her at home that early morning, I noticed a slight swelling and redness of her left side of her face. So, I didn’t think…

- This is for you for choosing to insult my friend. And so that you remember that you are the most that neither is a whore, a whore who cannot live without a big and strong penis, and wants to have more of these members. So what’s the problem? Hardin fired the words at a dumbfounded Susan like a machine gun. - Here I decide everything and I will decide - I, not you. Do you understand that, you stupid cunt?

“Y-y-yes… I see… I’m sorry, Hardin. I was struck by how quickly my wife capitulated. Perhaps it was not only a biting slap in the face that contributed to this, but in addition the pressure with which her tamer attacked, plus the dirty words he used about Susan for a reason. This enemy of mine was not so simple; was a good psychologist and reader of women’s souls; he knew how to process and what is called “chat” the victim he chose - I had to admit it. I remembered how his wife, Melanie, tried to convince me of this in our first meetings, trying to break my delusion that my faithful and conservative wife in matters of sex would be able to repel all the attacks of Gass.

- And if it’s clear, then she turned and went with Ector to the bedroom. Give him your fucking apologies. Try hard to make amends. Is it clear to you, you bastards? - he was relentless.

- Ok, I see. Susan bleated like a sheep.

- I’m ready to accept them. And give in return… hehe, something… tasty. Hector neighed, holding out his hand to Susan who came up, leading her into the room, and tightly closing the door behind him. The friendly laughter of the three who remained in the room most likely did not reach the ears of my wife and her new lover.

The screen flickered again, urged on by Melanie. Three people in the room went out during this time, then returned. But then Hector appeared from the bedroom door, and the image returned to normal.

- A diligent girl, but after … hmmm, she managed herself. he concluded.

- What do you mean, “twisted”? Hardin asked.

Let her tell herself. Hector redirected the question, pointing to Susan who appeared in the doorway.

- Hardin, I’ll be right there. I’ll take everything away. - quickly said the wife and ran out of the room.

- Sure baby. You will remove. But I don’t understand - why didn’t you like my treat? Hector burst out laughing again, chasing Susan, who was running away a minute ago, to his sex partner, and, turning to Hardin, who continued to look at him questioningly, he explained. “Maybe it happened because I didn’t have time to take a shower. I was in a hurry to get here on time. And in the evening, I grabbed that black gazelle Naomi from Dwayne’s “Fat Rapper” shobla on hot, you know her, Marvin. A sultry little thing. She offered to work. He took her to our place. She worked with her mouth and her lush ass. I poured it right into her ass, I wanted to force her to wash my corn for me with her mouth, but time was running out. This whore tried instead of her. I saw her wince as she tasted and smelled my cock. She closed her eyes, but did her best. And technically brought me to the point. Finished, she swallowed everything competently, which I liked. And after… how she got off her throat with a member… she suddenly grabbed her mouth, I see… to the side… she turned everything on the floor… stupid fool!

Then Susan appeared with a bucket and a rag in it, and disappeared through the door. And then the image turned black for a second, then reappeared, but it was clear that it had already been taken by a camera in another room, and in the lower right corner it shone - KAM No. 4 - another camera. It really was a different room. The bedroom, the door of which opened into the room where the game took place. It was a small bedroom. With one double bed and several chairs. Poor interior. There was a door on the side wall. Most likely the bathroom.

Susan and Hector entered the room. As they exchanged a few words, moved to the bed on which his wife sat down, and Hector stood in front of her, I understood that this was their second entry into the room, after Hardin forced Susan to obey in a harsh style. Susan quickly and skillfully managed Hector’s sweatpants, pulling them down by the elastic along with the knee-length underpants. She tilted her head thoughtfully. And she did the right thing. Otherwise, a man’s cock would have hit her right in the face, not to say that it was especially long, but still a solid size, above average, though some kind of skinny. Susan stared at the cock in indecision.

Perhaps due to the fact that for the first time she had to please an unfamiliar man like this on instructions. She’d done this before with Gale, back then, at the motel. But there in the room was her constant lover - Hardin. In addition, she agreed to have sex with him, and then to the group, after a solid libation of wine and champagne. Alcohol dulled the fear, reluctance, and possibly disgust from sex with an unfamiliar, new partner. Here, everything was different. She was absolutely sober, and the situation was such that her lover disposed of her as his toy. And he put under his either friends, or just the people he needed. She began to feel like she was no longer just a whore of Hardin Gass, but a prostitute, whose pimp he was. Plus, Susan clearly heard the smell of unwashed cock, which I heard earlier from this bastard himself.

- Like? But don’t be afraid, baby. Take it in your hands and start paying me the prize money. Hector chuckled.

Wife had no choice but to do it. Taking a member with both hands, she closed her eyes, leaned her head towards the man standing in front of her, opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue and licked the head a couple of times. Hector moaned in pleasure and in anticipation of more. And it came.

- Yes, great, but take it with your lips … swallow it … and suck it. – through groans of pleasure mumbled the man.

“Ummm…” Susan either groaned or tried to say something in response, fulfilling the wishes of her partner, gradually, inch by inch, absorbing the cock, clasping her lips, making sucking actions, interspersing them with movements of the tongue around Ector’s cock.

- Oh, yes, keep sucking like this … don’t stop, bitch … you do it skillfully … like a real street whore … uhhh … yes, come on, bitch, swallow it deeper into your gourd … fucking … - the Mexican macho panted.

Such rude treatment, dirty words, which Hector scattered, absorbed in unearthly pleasure, had a stimulant effect on my missus, which the bastard himself had no idea about. She began to work more actively on the process of swallowing a member, and soon she succeeded to the fullest. Plus, after practicing multiple times swallowing Gass’s much longer cock, it wasn’t too hard for her. Swallowing her partner’s cock completely, Susan froze for a moment. And then she began to take her head back, releasing a member from her mouth. When he was halfway out, she repeated the movement forward, and again all the way, until her nose was buried in Ector’s pubis. Then she repeated the situation again … and again … and each time with greater speed.

Hector no longer spoke, but simply growled with surging pleasure. Susan worked energetically. She seemed to want to get this foul-smelling cock out of the way as soon as possible, which she, if she hadn’t been afraid to piss off Hardin Gass, would never have allowed her clean, tidy mouth. Not for any money! But now she had to step over shame and disgust, and make every effort to make everything end faster. It was clear that Susan felt that the man had already come to the brink, but in order to finally set fire to the fuse of his orgasm, his wife grabbed her partner by the balls with both hands. She squeezed them a couple of times and that was enough for Hector, when Susan once again swallowed his stick to the ground, clasped his wife’s head in his hands at the back of the head and held it, not allowing him to move away. By the lion’s roar that began to escape from his mouth, I understood - it merges with his wife right in the throat. After a lengthy draining process that took a dozen of his hip thrusts, he said:

- Oh my gosh… well, bitch, that’s amazing… you’re a real master at this, whore… that was the best prize I’ve ever won. he said, patting Susan on the cheeks. Then, slowly, he pulled his half-collapsed cock out of her mouth. All wet and shiny from a mixture of his sperm and his wife’s saliva. Saliva came from his wife’s open mouth, too. She greedily gasped for air, and wanted to say something, when suddenly … She suddenly covered her mouth with her hand, abruptly jumped out of bed, trying to run towards the bathroom. But Hector, who stood like a pillar in front of her, prevented her from doing it quickly. So Susan, before reaching the bathroom door, grabbed her throat and chest, opening her mouth, and fell to her knees. She twitched all over, and I saw that she was vomiting right on the floor. Immediately after that, the screen went black again.

When the image returned, I was again in front of the room where the game was in progress. And again KAM No. 1.

- I’ll scroll quickly again. Time, and I don’t think that all the details are so important to you right now. Melanie said.

- Yes. - all that I could answer, being in shock from what I saw, which grew more and more.

The game started again. Again my wife was dragged, pawed and thrown from hand to hand like a rubber doll. Indeed, Melanie was right: little things - who won and how many rounds did not interest. The only question that mattered was what would all this lead to? By “all this” I meant this whole undertaking, which was muddied by the carpenter I once hired. And now my main enemy. In the meantime, it was he who won the game.

And now he sat with a triumphant look, raking the cards from the table into a pile, and looked in the direction of my wife getting out from Zack’s knees. Zach, in turn, reluctantly released Susan, extending his hand from under her maid dress, all covered with wife’s pussy juices. Even in the accelerated mode, it was clear that the last rounds, with the exception of the very last one, were won by him, and he was already looking forward to breaking the main prize. But it didn’t work out.

- Can’t carry the whole evening … damn it! he said contritely.

- Well, now they will tell me what prize was played? What part of my body? Susan challenged, looking into Hardin’s eyes.

- Of course, baby. This is your pussy. Gass told her.

- I knew it. - answered the wife. - So let’s go to receive the prize as a winner?

She, unlike the first game on her mouth, simply shone. Undoubtedly, the main reason for this was Hardin’s victory. And Susan wanted to be alone with him as soon as possible. It became even unclear who won more in this game - he or she?

Don’t rush, Susan. There is an additional rule that I have not yet announced. Hardin began, causing a puzzled look on his wife’s face. - The winner of the prize game may, if desired, exercise the right to transfer it to another participant whom he considers more worthy of winning. And I transfer the right to receive the winnings to Marvin.

For a moment there was silence in the room. Clearly no one expected Hardin to make such a decision. But no doubt sly Hardin put on this whole little show to please Marvin. Obviously, he was somewhat dependent on a gray-haired man of age, and he tried to emphasize his respect with such a gift. Then came the slightly hoarse voice of the oldest participant in the game:

- My friend, I did not doubt your nobility. I gratefully accept the gift, especially since I have a stake on our mischievous beauty all evening. Come on, honey, let’s not waste time. the last words were addressed to Susan, and they were drowned out in a burst of laughter from the other three men.

Susan walked towards Marvin, walking around the table. At the same time, she threw such a disappointed look at Hardin, which could be deciphered unambiguously: “Okay, okay, traitor. I’ll remember it for you.”

Marvin put his arm around Susan’s waist and led her to the bedroom door. Seconds later, they disappeared through the doors. The remaining three participants in the evening were sitting at the table and having a lively conversation, when the creaking of the bed began to be heard from behind the bedroom doors, the blows of its back against the wall, and, at first, the faint moans of my wife, which then began to turn into separate screams, turning into continuous squeals and screams of Susan. These sounds elicited various obscene remarks from those around the table, to which Hardin often responded, such as: “I told you - she is a real insatiable whore at heart.”

Then a couple of sounds were heard from behind the door, something like “auff-auff”, clearly masculine sighs, and the three at the table exchanged glances and smiled. They knew exactly what that meant. Silence reigned in the bedroom. In the room too.

About five minutes later, a satisfied Marvin appeared from the door. He finished fastening his trouser belt as he went. Hardin got up and walked towards him.

- I hope she lived up to your expectations, buddy? Gass asked, smiling and putting his hand on Marvin’s shoulder.

- Still would! Cool, tight pussy. And the bitch herself is ardent. Real bullshit. Beautiful and depraved. I hope to use it more often in the future. Her hubby is definitely lucky. Even though you say he’s an ass and doesn’t deserve it. said Marvin, who visibly staggered. You can see the effect of alcohol plus jumps on Susan did their job. He looked exhausted.

- What an ass. A rag and a nonentity that I twist and turn as I please. Hardin replied boastfully.

What I heard made me look away from the screen and look in Melanie’s direction. Our eyes met. On the face of the blonde was a mocking smile that said without words: “Here is an assessment of you and your behavior.”

Having exchanged phrases with Marvin, the head of the Gass family, who was now trying on the role of a pimp giving away his mistress to his friends, went into the bedroom. Coming out a couple of minutes later, he turned to those three who were sitting at the table:

- Gentlemen! I think it’s time for us to end the evening. But I think it would be unfair to our friend Zach to deprive him of the opportunity to taste our Susan. His prize, panties, doesn’t count, I guess. Two of you tried out her working mouth and tight pussy. But, I assure you, her back hole is no less tight and will bring a lot of pleasant sensations. I suggest we stay for a while and give Zach a chance to try out the slut’s ass. Unless, of course, he doesn’t mind. How do you feel about anal sex, Zach? my enemy gave a speech.

- Very positive. Thank you for this offer, Hardin. Can I go already?

- Yes. And go straight to the pleasant process. Unfortunately, the lady didn’t have time to wash up, she’s still dripping from her cunt with the prize fund that Marvin pumped into it, but I suppose, buddy, that this won’t scare you away, and she’s waiting for you, to be more precise - even eager to take your device into her tight fart. Hardin whinnied with an unhealthy laugh. The whole company burst into the same laughter.

Zak disappeared through the bedroom doors. Literally a minute later, familiar sounds of squeaks, blows, women’s moans and squeals rushed from there. Even fragments of phrases that Susan shouted especially loudly began to be heard: “yes, fuck my ass … harder … fuck my ass … come on, colt … harder …”

The people in the room no longer talked to each other. We sat and listened to this concert outside the door, but only winked at each other. It didn’t last long. Susan’s screams turned into one long howl, and the words were no longer audible, but the last sounded distinctly: “don’t stop, don’t stop … I’m cumuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu…”

And again the howl of a woman, joined by male “aaaah … aaah” … and everything fell silent.

The screen also went blank for a second, then lit up again with camera number 4. Marvin and Susan entered the bedroom. The sound recording was not very good, but it seems that the wife asked in what position the partner wants to fuck her. He answered, and Susan, deftly and quickly freeing herself from the apron, dress and bra, left only in stockings and shoes, climbed onto the bed and lay on her back. Then she pulled her legs up, taking them with her hands under her knees, and spread them as wide as possible, invitingly opening up to her new partner.

From this view, even a middle-aged man already had a member reacted as expected. Dropping only his boots and his trousers down to his ankles, Marvin climbed onto the bed and on his knees advanced as close to Susan as possible. His member stood in anticipation of discharge. He was of medium size, and this circumstance somewhat reassured me. “Susan shouldn’t have any trouble with him.” - flashed through my head. And then I caught myself on the fact that such a strange thought came into my head. That I am worried about the physical and mental state of my wife, but at the same time I do not find the fact that she gives herself to a stranger without objection for his comfort, something abnormal, but I quite even agree with this. “What happened to me?” - I could not find an answer to this question.

While I was thinking about myself, Marvin entered Susan and began to fuck her. The sound in this room was indeed worse, but I could still hear what was happening in the bedroom more distinctly than on the video from the camera in the game room. Did Susan decide to play along with her new partner, or was she really so excited, but her husband waved desperately at Marvin, and groaned and screamed under him even more selflessly. The already middle-aged man did not last long, especially with such stimulation from someone else’s beautiful wife. He puffed and began to finish. I did not hear from him a question to a partner - is it possible to cum in her? However, it was understandable. Marvin saw in Susan not a mistress with whom he retired, but an ordinary whore that his friend put under him. Why care too much about a whore? These are her problems, not his, where to drain his charge. No objections to getting the sperm of an unfamiliar male were heard from my wife either. And it has become the norm for her.

When Marvin finished, put his pants back on, and buckled his belt, he left the room, Susan continued to lie sprawled on the bed. She was obviously recovering from such an overweight partner slamming her into bed. Hardin made her start and jump up.

- How are you, baby? Little Marvin didn’t roll you into a pancake on the bed? he asked with a sneer in his voice.

Oh, you’re right, it wasn’t easy. But I’m fine. - said the wife and began to rise. “Now I’m going to fix myself.

- Do not rush. Gass scolded her. He pressed his hands on Susan’s juicy breasts, laying her down on her back again. - Oh, I see you managed to bring Marvin, and he came in you. Smart, baby. Good job.

I didn’t have a choice, you know. You said it yourself - fulfill all their desires. Susan tried to justify herself.

- Don’t try to convince me that you didn’t enjoy yourself, whore. Did you finish under him?

- Mmmm… yes.

- I can not hear. Say more clearly. What did you end up with?

- From the fact that Marvin … fucked me in the pussy.

- Again confusion, not an answer. Answer as I taught!

- What’s the point, Hardin? I wanted you to…

Answer, don’t ask questions! Hardin grabbed her chin, startling Susan.

- I finished because … from the fact that he … fucked me … in the pussy.

- ABOUT! You can, when you want. - Returning a smile to his treacherous face, Gass said. - And you liked it? Did you like that you worked your cunt and brought the man to orgasm?

- Yes. - the wife said embarrassed.

- I do not hear vivacity in the voice. Repeat as you should.

- I liked to work with a pussy … so that your friend gets an orgasm. – already more confidently responded Susan.

- But the guys haven’t tried your ass yet today. Do you want one of them to fuck you in the ass, you dirty whore? Hardin crushed Susan’s breasts.

- Yes … I want to … - whined his wife.

- I can not hear!

“I want… I want… to be fucked in the ass…” Susan said breathlessly. “But I need to clean myself up, Hardin. Wash up.

- No need. No time. The faster you work asshole, the faster they leave. Only then will you get the promised bonus prize. There was only one guy left - Zach. He didn’t win, but let’s just say he won your butt hole. I’ll go and offer to fuck you in the ass, whore. And you … Quickly get on all fours, to the entrance with your ass.

Susan hastily followed Hardin’s orders. She sat on the bed, leaning on her elbows and knees, sticking out her ass to the entrance. But this was not enough for the despot. With one hand, he pressed on his wife’s lower back, forcing her to bend. The second spread her buttocks, and removing the first from the back, brought his hand to the hole of the anus and began to insert one by one fingers into his wife.

“Oh… uh… take it easy… it hurts… uh… Hardin. she whimpered.

- You’ll be patient. I’m trying for you. To make it easier for him to enter your developed ass. Like this… so that he can fuck you in the ass without any problems. Hardin’s words got dirtier and dirtier. But I understood why he did this to Susan. Once again, he showed himself as an experienced psychologist and connoisseur of the souls of women corrupted by him. In addition to the fact that he was already poking in his wife’s ass with four fingers, with the help of rough communication, he additionally aroused in my wife the desire to give her ass to an unfamiliar male for pleasure.

- So are you ready to get a dick in your ass, whore, that will fuck you so that you end up?

“Hardin… don’t be ridiculous… please…” Susan pleaded.

- Speak, whore! Ready to take Zach’s cock in the ass instead of my fingers? - Without ceasing to fiddle with his fingers, Gass continued processing with words.

- Yes, I’m ready.

- I want Zach to fuck me in the ass. Repeat, whore. Alive! Hardin was ruthless.

Susan repeated as he demanded, and a pleased Hardin, leaving the room, threw in the direction of his wife:

- So stop! Wait. He will come now. When he comes, repeat it to him. So he gets better…

Zach came in a minute later. He even froze for a while from an unexpected picture, which he certainly did not expect to see. And when Susan came up with the rude and dirty suggestion that Hardin had taught her, the guy just began frantically unfastening his pants belt and pulling them down in the same way. His cock, of medium length but thick enough to possibly out-class Hardin’s device, stood like a mushroom after a good rain. It was the mushroom that Zach’s member reminded him of. Because of his large head, which he looked like a boletus mushroom. The sight of such a device aroused fears in me that it would bring a lot of problems and pain to my wife. But when Zack climbed onto the bed, and, clasping his wife by the hips, in a couple of thrusts with his hips, he drove his mushroom into Susan’s anal hole almost to the very balls, causing only a couple of light “ouchs” in her, I thought: “Well done, Hardin, head! As it was foreseen

And then I again caught myself thinking that something was probably wrong with me, maybe I had gone crazy, even if in my thoughts I praise my offender and main enemy.

In the meantime, Zach rode around the hot filly, the role of which was played by my beloved wife. And it became clear that Hardin’s new house was well soundproofed, if on the video from the camera in the game room I could only hear a couple of phrases that my wife shouted in ecstasy at the end of their act. In fact, she was yelling profusely almost from the moment Zach pushed his mushroom into her anal hole: “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa… colt… oh fuck… I want to cum… ahhh…”

Here I had not the slightest doubt that my wife could play along. From the start to the very moment of the finish, when she finished, having received an anal orgasm, I had fears that she might not even withstand such a frantic ride, and at some point lose consciousness. Fortunately, it worked out. And when, following his wife, who was howling like a she-wolf from an orgasm and pounding the fists of both hands on the mattress of the bed, Zach began to fill her anus with his cream, I again caught myself thinking. Now I remembered that when Susan returned home, she refused to have sex with me, saying that she was exhausted. How and to what extent, I could now observe with my own eyes.

But no matter how much Zach exhausted my wife, pounding her well in the ass, something else interesting happened at the end. If, after working under Marvin, Susan lay flat, then after Zak removed his limp tool from my wife’s well-stretched anus, she found the strength not to collapse on the bed exhausted, but turned to her fucker. He immediately got up from the bed after the end, and now stood in front of her. Even with the faint sound of this bedroom recording, I couldn’t miss his demands to take his mushroom, now covered in a cocktail of Susan’s secretions and his, Zach’s, cum into his mouth. No, none of this followed. But his mushroom cock ended up in her mouth. Was there on the initiative of Susan. She leaned over herself, reached out her hands to Zack’s sagging cock, and took it in her mouth.

The stunned Zach could only grab Susan’s head that was working on his cock, run his fingers through her hair, massage her head, and cheer with dirty words, seeing what effect they have on her:

- Come on, slut, lick my boyfriend. Eat all your shit off him. I think you won’t be able to walk properly for a couple of days, so I fucked your ass. But you yourself asked and received. I will repeat next time. Hope Hardin brings you back, right? Come and don’t forget to bring back that amazing ass of yours with such a sweet hole. I haven’t gotten enough of them yet. - he said, and I remembered that upon arrival I did not notice any problems with my wife when walking. So, she gradually adapted to the problems that may arise when males with large dicks decide to use her.

- I think it will. - the first thing the wife could say, releasing Zach’s cock from her mouth, wiping her lips and chin from her saliva and secretions that she licked from her partner’s device. - Thanks, Zach. Hope we see you soon. And I’ll let you fuck my ass again.

Zach straightened his clothes and moved out of the bedroom, and Susan hurried to the bathroom to take a shower.

Recording returned to the first camera again. The three in the room greeted him with questions about the experience and enjoyment Zak had had.

- Friends, I just can’t find the words. So this cool chick served me, I’m squeezed like a lemon, but I don’t want my money back. I haven’t had such awesome sex in a long time. Hardin, thank you, buddy, for driving such a hot whore … - and he seemed to say a lot of enthusiastic words there, but Melanie decided not to show it to me. Stopped recording. Removed disc…

- What do you say? Melanie asked me as she tucked the disc she had watched into her purse. “Although you may not speak. Everything is written on your face.

- And what did you read there? I tried to fight back.

- Many things. But first of all, shock. And your annoyance. Deep annoyance. Annoyed that you trusted her too much again. And she lied to you again. I’m right, right?

- Partly. She hid from me that she had to have sex on Saturday nights arranged by your mean husband. Although I strongly suspected that she was simply afraid to confess to me.

- Ha! I had to. Especially the last episode with Zach clearly shows how she had to. - Melanie’s argument was ironclad, I had nothing to cover it with, but still …

- But you saw how at first she refused to give even a blowjob to a stranger. And if it weren’t for your treacherous husband… - … I tried to shield my wife.

What about Hardin? interrupted Melanie.

- Yes, that he seems to have decided to go to a new level of humiliation of me and Susan. Now that he had little time for sex with my wife, or maybe he had completely lost interest in her, he decided to put her on his friends. This is a new round of meanness from him.

- Oh wait. I thought you were only wrong about one thing. And you are wandering in a whole forest of delusions. At home, I thought for a long time: take one disc to show you or all three. And in the end I took all three. And I was not mistaken. By the way, I will immediately warn you about the disks. Promise me that no living soul will know that you have looked at them. Promise?

- I promise. But I don’t think I’ll be interested in watching the other two. - I decided to show that the content of the records on the discs shocked me not so much. Although in reality it was far from the case.

- Do not rush to draw such conclusions. And listen further about the disks, do not interrupt. I found these discs myself by chance, in the absence of Hardin. Found by accident. As I understand it, he tried to ensure that no one could find them. And I shouldn’t have, then a little problem happened and I ran into them. But I won’t talk about it, it doesn’t matter. And what is important is that, having found the discs, I decided to make copies. Exclusively for you. And after tonight, whether you see the rest or not, it doesn’t matter, but I will destroy them. Only the originals remain, which Hardin continues to keep there to this day. I don’t know why he made these recordings, for what purpose, but I guess it has to do with the people who are on these recordings. For the sake of blackmailing your unfaithful wife, he wouldn’t do it. All those who are on the record are unfamiliar or completely unfamiliar to me his friends. And I wouldn’t even call them friends. It is rather his new business colleagues. They appeared near Hardin recently when he decided to go into this bee hive business. Quite a profitable business that brings him good income. Such that our long-standing place to buy a new home has finally come true. Only now it’s not shining for me to move there with the children. Hardin decided to use the house for other purposes. For profit. But more on that later. First, let’s deal with your delusions. So do you really think that Susan got so fed up with her husband that he stopped using her? that our long-standing place to buy a new home has finally come true. Only now it’s not shining for me to move there with the children. Hardin decided to use the house for other purposes. For profit. But more on that later. First, let’s deal with your delusions. So do you really think that Susan got so fed up with her husband that he stopped using her? that our long-standing place to buy a new home has finally come true. Only now it’s not shining for me to move there with the children. Hardin decided to use the house for other purposes. For profit. But more on that later. First, let’s deal with your delusions. So do you really think that Susan got so fed up with her husband that he stopped using her?

- At least that’s what it looks like. I’m watching her. She is either at work, or then all the time at home. Except for the time she spends in your new home as a maid. The recording showed that they had not had sex that day. I firmly concluded.

- Are you serious? Guess if you didn’t see what you’re afraid of on the tape, it didn’t happen. And you look at the time your wife left home and the time the recording started. Also the end time of the recording and the time when she appeared at home.

- Mmmm … left at seven. But you left later. Almost at eight o’clock. I saw it myself. I threw my argument to the blonde.

- That’s how? I saw it myself. Interesting … And the recording starts after nine. And to go there from us for a maximum of forty minutes, this is if during the day, with a busy highway. Even faster in the evening. They had at least half an hour to have sex. But that was before the party. And the second session was after. Melanie shocked me with the news.

- Yah! This can’t be… - I started, but then I remembered one detail from the entry that gave birth to my question, but only now, it seems, I will get an answer to it. “So that’s what those words of his meant to Susan in the bedroom about some kind of bonus prize. I’m right?

- Clever. How perceptive you are. Everything was like that. Hardin brought your treasure to the place, and the first thing he did was fuck her. This he called warming up for a slut. Then came the promise to her that if she was a good girl, she would behave as he wanted, that is, she would lay down without objection under the one whom her husband indicated to her, then he would reward her with a second access to his huge device after the party. This served as a kind of incentive for Susan all evening. If she forgot and resisted, Hardin reminded her of it. Differently. And I learned about this not from the records, but from Hardin personally, on the same day. He described everything to me in detail. The records were only confirmed later.

- Tell me, why does he need to inform you? Do you really care about his cheating? Or is this part of the manifestation of his sadistic nature? - I still could not understand how this couple has been living in such a relationship for so many years.

- It’s simple. This is part of his plan. What? You will understand a little later. As for me … - then Melanie paused, thought and continued. - Hardin is a prudent person and a very good psychologist. He is a skilled tactician in terms of enslaving the victim…

- Your spider is Hardin. Who knows how to cunningly weave a sticky and poisonous web. I inserted.

- Fine. Call it like that. With your Susan, he did his trick, tested in practice for years. I was among his first victims. First, he turns on his charm and the ability to chat the girl with words, then his impressive device between his legs comes into play. And it’s like a drug for girls. Having tried once, rare of them can refuse to repeat sex with Hardin. And this, in turn, will ask, no, it will demand from within the victim itself one more time … and more … And so soon she will no longer be able to conceive of herself without it. I’m telling you, it’s definitely a drug.

- Tell me, Melanie… I’ve wanted to ask a question for a long time, but now that you mentioned the word “drug”, I remembered… Does Hardin use real drugs on his intended victims to achieve victory for the first time? Well, let’s say, maybe he puts something in their drink, or uses marijuana cigarettes? - I caught a moment when I can quietly try to extract the information I need from a person very close to Hardin and this will not arouse suspicion that I know something.

- Oh no! Of course not, and I can assure you of that for sure. My husband has a strong aversion to both drugs and such methods. It’s about what you call him mean and treacherous. He may be cunning, but he never stooped to the point of using drugs in order to drug the next heifer.

- What, you never even smoked “weed” yourself? - I brought the conversation closer to the goal I needed.

- Maybe before I met him, but he denies it. And in sixteen years, I’ve never seen him with shit like that. In addition, we have two guys growing up. And Hardin goes out of his way to keep them from the chance to touch that shit.

“Oh, and he certainly succeeded.” - I thought, in my soul rejoicing at such a loss of my enemy, about which he, it seems, did not yet know. But I could not show Melanie that I knew something, much less tell her the facts that I had. But I saw that Melanie spoke confidently. My curiosity about drugs did not alarm her at all. And it said that she was not aware of the affairs of her husband. Or? Or is she so cunning and experienced that she was able to hide her feelings and thoughts? Or is there in the forest that their older puppy just scammed me, an adult uncle, like a stupid botanist? My head was cracking from the information that had flooded in that evening. It was an info-attack on my brain…

- No, Hardin operates without the use of such things. But his weapon is no less dangerous for the victim. - Hardin’s wife returned the story in this direction.

- You used the word “victim” several times. Do you consider yourself one of them? - I led her to the topic I needed.

- Think so. I was young and naive. In addition, by the time I met Hardin Gass, I had a breakup with my boyfriend, with whom I was close to go down the aisle. But everything collapsed in one day … - Melanie said this with a clear note of sadness. And then Hardin showed up. And my such a broken state helped him win a quick victory. He captivated me so much that in less than a month my ex-boyfriend found me and began to ask for forgiveness, begged me to restore relations, but I didn’t even want to listen to him, let alone think about him. All the place in my soul, in my heart, in my head was taken by Hardin Gass. And there was no more room for anyone there.

- And you never regretted that you fell into a trap in all these years? You meekly endured his adventures on the side? I started to become ruthless.

- Hmmm… You want to stir up my pain. I understand… This is something like your defensive reaction. Yes, I confess - I regretted it, and more than once. But by the time I found out about my hubby’s hobby - collecting a collection of “butterflies”, I had already been his wife for several years, with his two sons. I couldn’t just pick up and tear. I sacrificed myself for the children, learned to endure, and adapted, I must admit. Although … Although at times you feel like sadness … - and she fell silent.

- And she herself did not try to take revenge on her cheating husband with an affair on the side? It’s like trying with me. I asked, looking her straight in the eyes.

- With you? You were originally on Hardin’s orders. If you had succumbed to my seduction then, it would have only greatly accelerated the surrender of your Susan. But you resisted. Resist and recently, at our last meeting, in your car.

So this was a test?

- For the most part, yes.

- In more? So … - I began, winking at her.

- Does not mean anything. Forget. It was your steadfastness that gave rise to respect for you as a man in me. A respect I didn’t have at first, after everything Hardin had told me.

- He put you on notice after he caught and filmed me with Elsa?

- He talked about it as part of a plan he had in mind. And he told about the plan itself much earlier. He told, or rather it was another notice for me - to be ready and calmly accept his next affair on the side with a new chick, he told about it weeks earlier. Somehow, when he came home, he said that there were now new tenants in the neighboring area. A young couple, and the wife is such a doll. And that he managed to peep her in the “case”. Such a sultry little thing that he now made it his goal to fuck her without fail. And I will be allowed to seduce her husband, and even if I want to have sex with him. This will be part of his plan. But, first he decided to give you this stupid sheep Elsa, and you were hooked. From that moment on, Hardin was fully convinced that your wife would not last long. Melanie said.

- Bastard. - I escaped from the realization of what traps this bastard set around me and my wife and how long ago it began.

- Maybe, but you were good too - you yourself helped him in this. You have to give credit to your wife - she held on for an unexpectedly long time. It’s unexpected for me. When I first saw her, I had a strong opinion that this doll would not last long. I know too well such correct touchy. They just make themselves out. And once they taste it, and … Then they float like chips on spring water. All the more was my surprise when the process of winning your little wife by my hubby dragged on. I saw how he became more and more angry that he was not doing enough. So I started to respect her. And the feeling of disgust grew towards you more and more. As Hardin talked about how you help him seduce your missus. I thought you’d turn into a pathetic cuckold when Hardin got his way.

- So how is it? Did I justify your assumptions? I asked.

Everything changed when she finally gave up and gave herself up. She confirmed my assumptions about how quickly she would become addicted to his big sausage, and his ability to spin broads. It all happened. But you, after catching her hot, behaved absolutely differently than I thought. You started fighting for your wife. To resist my Hardin’s cunning plans, which in itself is not easy. But you did it and, as I see it, you do not give up the hope of wresting your wife from the clutches of my lustful womanizer husband. I have come to respect you, and I am ready to become an ally in your fight for Susan. That’s why I’m here now. In order to open your eyes to many things that are either unknown to you or you misunderstand them.

- What about Susan? After all, I see you hate her, but helping me, you help her. And I thought you liked to see her further fall into the abyss of passion and depravity.

- Hate is not the right word. It hardly fits here. If I hated all the sluts that Hardin dragged into bed, then I would burn out from the overheating of feelings. Pity is the best way to describe my attitude towards her. She is just a weak woman who has been hiding her nasty side of her soul for so many years. She didn’t want to admit to herself that her demeanor, exposed to everyone, as a decent and conservative wife, is nothing more than a fragile screen that will be torn off by a skillful hand, one has only to meet one on her way. And with her arrival here, she met such a “craftsman.” My hubby. Which has become a problem for both of you - I have to admit it and warn you. Warn you that this problem will only grow further. I see it, I know it. Because my hubby fell for her in earnest. He will not play and leave her alone, like many before. He hatches new, far-reaching plans that you will not like very much. Would you accept the role of a cuckold for yourself, this future would be acceptable to you, even maybe you would be glad. But I doubt you’re ready to wear antlers, right? - her words crossed out all my ideas that I had developed because of the generally accepted judgment in society that blondes are inherently stupid. Meloni did not look like this at all, and she opened up to me more and more in a new light. which I have developed because of the generally accepted judgment in society that blondes are inherently stupid. Meloni did not look like this at all, and she opened up to me more and more in a new light. which I have developed because of the generally accepted judgment in society that blondes are inherently stupid. Meloni did not look like this at all, and she opened up to me more and more in a new light.

- I am ready to make every effort so that she quickly forgets about him. And I am glad that I have such a beautiful and smart ally. I complimented Melanie.

- Thank you. But I will disappoint you. You probably won’t be able to get Susan to forget about Hardin now. The forbidden fruit has been eaten. He turned out to be so sweet that it is now beyond her strength to refuse him. And my advice to you - the only possibility that comes to my mind for you to protect your wife and get her back completely, is to move from here to another place. Preferably away. I don’t see any other way.

- Hmmm… Such unexpected advice. I must admit. - dumbfounded by this turn of affairs, I chose the words for an answer. - I must say, it is unlikely that we will take your advice, Melanie. For several reasons. First, we just recently moved to this area. And the area with its calm life and beautiful landscapes suits us completely; a house, a plot, a swimming pool and a workshop - a set that we have long dreamed of, and here the dream came true; a job in which everything is going well for me and uphill, and for Susan there was such a non-dusty one. We cannot give up all of this at once. The second reason is that for all the trouble that communication between my wife and your husband brings me, I do not believe that they will be eternal. I’m looking for a way that will allow me to interrupt their meetings. But, even if this does not happen, sooner or later he will play enough with this toy, as soon as he finds a new one. If not him, then perhaps she will return to her previous state. You yourself said that some women, having released from themselves the genie of lust and debauchery that had been hiding there for some time, rush into the fire of all-burning passion and do things that were previously unimaginable for them. But this cannot last forever. The woman will walk and change her mind. Maybe they even come to the decision to break up at the same time. Who knows… Only the sky…

- I didn’t want to show you the rest of the disks, but I see I have to. Because I see that you don’t know much, and you don’t know about many of my husband’s plans. Only I will show you selectively. And we don’t have much time, and you don’t have to watch everything there, and it’s not interesting either. And along the way I will comment, explain a lot. Ready? Melanie suggested.

- Do not mind. I answered, trying to look calm.

In fact, a fire of indignation burned in me after watching the recording of the first evening. The abomination of the situation was that the cauldron was boiling inside me, and I could not dump the steam. Now that I have received first hand evidence that my wife not only continued to actively date her lover, but also lied that she was forced to work as a maid on Saturday evenings, and in fact she still played the role of a slut who was passed around, I I would like to arrange a dressing down for her and all her “partners”. But he couldn’t do it. For the time being, for the time being…

After inserting a disc of events a week later, and fiddling with the scrolling of the image, Melanie commented on what was happening on the screen:

- Pay attention: this evening Hardin took your wife and Elsa away at the beginning of the eighth evening. As I told you, the road to a new house takes a maximum of 40, well, let’s say 45 minutes. Now look at the screen when filming started in the game room, when the guests appeared there.

I looked at the screen. On the frozen picture in pause mode in the lower right corner was - KAM # 1 8:57 PM

- They prepared the room and drinks for an hour. What is surprising here?

- Don’t be naive. The other day I went there and prepared everything. They were preparing… no, it’s true that the two of them were being prepared by Hardin. Yes, your wife and your maid. Hardin cooked them, one by one. And then together. I know everything from his words. He wrote in detail. Let me tell you our little secret: Hardin likes to simmer me with this, he enjoys it. After all, he sees how angry I am, but I endure and endure everything in silence. I don’t know if the cameras recorded his pleasures or not, but he didn’t transfer it to the disk. Otherwise, we would now be watching Hardin and Elsa instruct Susan in the intricacies of lesbian sex. I confess I would be most curious. I don’t think she admitted it to you, right?

- Not a word. I answered shortly.

Now look how the evening went. Melanie shifted her and my attention to the screen. “And you will understand why Hardin needed Elsa there that evening.

The picture on the screen came to life. There were four people at the table. Hardin, Marvin, Hector, and a fourth, unfamiliar man, under forty, dark hair, very short hair. I called him “military” to myself. The game hasn’t started yet. Elsa and Susan walked around the table with trays and arranged drinks and dishes. This time Marvin sat with his back to the camera. When Elsa went up to the table and put a tray on it, began to arrange it on the table, standing next to Marvin, the gray-haired man first stared at her back. Then he slipped his hand under her short maid uniform dress, exactly the same as Susan’s. I remembered from viewing the event disc a week earlier how my wife was initially tense and negative about such brazen attempts on the part of Hardin’s friends. As she tried to protest, pull back her impudent hand. This is later, after “processing” it by Hardin,

Now Elsa turned towards Marvin, smiled affectionately at him and … bent forward a little on the table, thus giving the preoccupied cheeky better access to her charms. At the same time, she also noticeably spread her legs. She lingered near the table longer, abandoning the arrangement, and instead leaned her hands on the table. This picture was watched by all the men in the room, as well as the embarrassed Susan.

When the servant girls had done everything, Hardin took the floor:

- Now, beauties, go to the living room, and don’t let Frank and Zach get bored.

- Don’t worry, Mr Gass. They won’t be bored with us. - Elsa said with a sly wink at all the peasants at the table at once, giggling, and proceeded to the door. Let’s go, Susan.

Susan followed her. Melanie sped up the review. The recording of the usual card game in the room flashed by. I thought: “There is no wife and sex with her. And the recording was done and then edited by Hardin. So it’s important for him to have records with these people he calls his friends.”

Finally, Melanie found the start of a fragment recorded from a camera in another room. It was like a living room. There were two people in the room. Zach, whom I knew from the first CD, sat in one of the two armchairs in the room. In addition, there was a sofa sofa in the room, and he sat on it, lounging, you must understand Frank, as Hardin told the girls about it. From the furniture in the room there was also a coffee table standing in front of the sofa. Drinks and glasses of wine were on the table. Against the wall opposite the sofa was a nightstand with a TV on it. A door to another room was visible in the side wall.

When Susan and Elsa entered the room, Frank was the first to notice and greet them. He looked to be forty-five years old. He had a fair amount of baldness on his head, the remnants of hair only fringing it. He was scarcely six feet tall, and was, if not fat, at least a well-fed fellow. With an emerging beer belly. He was wearing a dark gray suit. Under the suit was a black turtleneck. Frank was not wearing a tie.

- Here come the girls! Come on in. he exclaimed.

- Hi boys! Elsa replied.

She walked seductively, wiggling her hips across the room, and approaching the sofa, turned abruptly and plopped down on Frank’s lap. She immediately wrapped her arms around his neck and stared at him with a silent question: “Well, what do you want me to do for you?”

Frank looked at the brave, broken whore for a couple of seconds, smiling in surprise, then grabbed her by the shoulders from behind with one hand and pulled her to him. He dug his lips into hers, and when Elsa immediately grabbed his neck with both hands, his free hand found its way in front under the dress of a young mischievous girl. The couple reveled in a kiss and hot hugs. Susan at that time approached Zack, and, having greeted a man already familiar to her, sat down not on his knees, as the overly brave Elsa did with the second man in the room, but on the second, free chair. This fact surprised me a lot, if you remember how hotly Susan “parted” with Zach a week ago, and how she promised to fulfill his wish and bring her ass with a sweet hole to continue the joys.

- Susan, don’t you think that you chose not the best place? My knees will be softer and more comfortable for you than a chair. “Zack was as surprised as I was by my wife’s behavior. - Come to me.

At the same time, he patted his knees, as if pointing to the dog: “To me. Here”.

“Hmmmm… I don’t know… so soon… I’m somehow not ready…” Susan mumbled in response.

I realized that despite all the depraved actions towards her from Hardin, internally Susan was still partly the same - a shy and bashful woman, the wife of another man. Such she was in the company of unfamiliar men and last evening. Was at first. But their depraved actions, plus equally depraved demands from Hardin, by the end of the evening, turned her into an insatiable, promiscuous whore, ready for anything. A week has passed. In spending it with me, Susan returned in many ways to her former behavior and moral standards, which guided her for years. And one week couldn’t change her much.

- Come on. Don’t break. Zach said sarcastically. – Although… ahh… Understood. This is the kind of game you like to play.

He still couldn’t believe that Susan was truly embarrassed. But, remembering Hardin’s admonitions, the wife complied with Zach’s wishes. And soon he was already crumpling her mouth-watering boobs through the dress, and his hand was poking around under him, in panties. In addition, the couple kissed passionately, as did the second in the room.

But Frank, having heard the conversation between Zach and his wife, showed his interest in her. He broke the kiss with Elsa. He said something to her, and she, twisting her face in a grimace of displeasure, got off his knees and went to Zach with Susan.

- Zach, let the beauty go. Let it come here. Beauty Elsa will brighten up your loneliness. Frank said confidently, and it became obvious that they might both be co-workers, but Frank is the boss of the two.

Susan got off Zack’s lap and walked towards Elsa. Their eyes met, and in the eyes of the younger maid, I read: “Well, why are you better than me, touchy gringo?” Elsa clearly felt humiliated by Frank’s actions. He showed that despite the younger age, the other girl - Susan, looks preferable. Such a blow for any woman! And she decided to take revenge, taking the reins in her hands. She did not sit down on Zack’s knees, but bent down to him, said something quietly, and held out her hand. He took her hand in his, stood up and led the young Hispanic woman to a door in the wall, where they disappeared.

“So you like to play the role of a wild, wild horse, baby?” Frank asked Susan, who had come up to him. This indecision and modesty of hers, which she played so skillfully, in his opinion, attracted the attention of an elderly womanizer. Favorably extolled her over the young girl, to which, of course, she could not reach with her brains. Plus, of course, Susan’s beauty was still brighter than Elsa’s.

“Mmmm… It’s just my second time… and… I haven’t gotten used to it so fast yet…” Susan murmured, looking at the floor in embarrassment.

This turned Frank on even more.

- Wonderful. Innocence itself. Ha! The innocence that was played at cards last time. Zach told me how he won your panties. He showed them to me. And how then all your holes went in the form of prizes. Zach told me what a great, tight, not yet spoiled ass you have. I want to try it out soon. - Frank smiled, trying to look into Susan’s eyes, which she tried to take aside.

- Let’s sit still … - his wife murmured.

- What is it - “sit”??!! the fat man barked. “Can’t you see that I’m eager to drive you up your ass… and give you a good ass fuck… just like Zach.

Again, the rude words poured on her did their job: Susan’s mouth dropped open in surprise, or maybe excitement.

“But…” she tried to say something.

- No “buts”! Answer quickly - do you want me to clean your ass for you? Well? – with the pressure, the onslaught Frank pressed.

“Ah, well…” Susan tensed.

- Answer!!! - the man barked.

- Yes! - Susan’s eyes were already burning with an unhealthy fire that flared up inside her passion.

- Another thing! Come on, take me to the range… hehe. Frank laughed.

And Susan led her new partner into another room.

Melanie skimmed through the bedroom scene between Elsa and Zack. It took a considerable amount of time even in this mode. The young Mexican who had given me so many problems was herself here - a whore. And she did the most incredible things. But now the picture of that bedroom has changed to another. And this one had my wife and Frank. The wife quickly undressed and stood on the bed in a pose of “cancer”. “Becomes her favorite pose.” - I thought. Further, Frank, having settled down behind, worked like a jackhammer.

- Return to normal speed for a minute. I asked Melanie.

From the speakers poured the creak of the bed, the blows of her back against the wall … all the attributes of such an action. But even louder are the moans of my wife and the “heckling” of her user. Nothing new…another sexual act that was done with my unfaithful wife.

- Melanie, come on. I asked.

And my new ally drove the record on. Even with the flickering recording, it was clearly visible that Frank took advantage of not only Susan’s back hole, but all of them, twisting and turning it in different poses on the bed. Melanie slowed down the tape when Frank came, and Susan, who was on her knees, swallowing his lump deeply, took another portion of male cream directly into her stomach.

- Great job, you bastards! My friend did not lie - you are a fucking nipple and a hot filly. - showered “compliments” on his wife, her new lover.

- Thank you. - just said the wife. She took Frank’s cock again, kissed his head, let go, and hurried into the shower, rolling her stockings up her legs as she went.

Then the scene in the game room scrolled. The losers Marvin and Hector gave way to Zach and Frank, who came after the “relaxation” session from the two young women. A new game has begun. But the living room again appeared on the recording, where Marvin and Hector, apparently discussing the reasons for the loss, filled him with strong alcohol. After a while, Susan and Elsa entered the room together. Both put themselves in perfect order, and it was impossible to think that only recently each of the girls had a stormy sex session. Maybe it was not captured by the camera, and Susan and Elsa agreed before entering the living room, but, having entered, they each confidently went to “their” partner.

- Oh, girls! Come to us, wait… wait… - all Marvin said, and Susan was already standing in front of him, and turning sideways, plopped down on his knees. At the same time, Elsa did the same, perched on Ector’s lap. Marvin’s hand slid under Susan’s short dress in front, and not only did she not feel embarrassed, as at the beginning of the evening, but, on the contrary, spread her legs wider. From which Marvin’s hand immediately found the desired target:

- Oh, what a pleasant to the touch shaved pussy! I love these. And without panties, especially. And how wet already. Guess your fire needs to be put out ASAP, baby, don’t you? Marvin said all this face to face with Susan.

“Auhhh…yeah…” Susan groaned and whispered to him.

- Let’s go! Marvin pulled his wife’s hand into her next sex round of the evening.

- Speed up. I said to Melanie as the now-familiar bedroom flashed onto the screen, where Susan and Marvin were about to turn up the heat. They won’t show you anything new.

- It’s right. But, there’s a difference in Susan’s behavior, and you couldn’t help but notice it, even during that evening. This is what Hardin planned to bring two for the evening - Susan and Elsa. Elsa, do not look at her young age, depraved whore with experience. She was supposed to show your wife a clear example of how a real pro prostitute in a brothel should behave. And it helped. Look further and you will be convinced.

- What else prostitute? My wife was not and never will be. What nonsense? - such a conclusion from Melanie infuriated me to the point that my whole body vibrated. - A prostitute works for a living. Susan is forced… by coincidence, she has to play the role of a whore. If it wasn’t for your hubby…

- Okay, that’s enough! Melanie interrupted me. - Aren’t you tired of dragging my husband on any issue? And, if you still do not want to accept the obvious, then look further. After that I will explain everything to you.

I didn’t really need to explain anything. I just refused to believe what I was seeing and didn’t want to admit it to myself in the first place. To admit that my beloved wife really began to look like a prostitute in her actions. One argument remained in her defense. The one I tried to convince Melanie with: Susan did not receive any remuneration for the services she provided of a sexual nature. material reward. Because moral and carnal pleasure, which can be considered a reward, she seems to have received plenty.

And the further, in the course of the evening, the more relaxed and bolder my wife became in her actions. Only the couples at the table changed. The losers went into the living room for a sip of alcohol or coffee, their place at the table was taken by another couple. In addition to drinks, two sex toys, Susan and Elsa, became a consolation for the losers of the game. The men took the girls into the bedrooms, and there they had a great time with them. I did not keep track of who and how many times Elsa visited, but Susan tasted all the guests during the evening. Or maybe it’s right to say - they tried her sweet charms. The wife retired with a new guest. His name was spoken - Harry. Twice the couple - Hardin and Harry - left the game. And during this period, Harry tasted first Susan, next time Elsa. While Harry was being petted by Elsa, Hardin was spending time with Susan. There was no hint of sex. They were sitting and talking animatedly about something. It looked more like Hardin was questioning his mistress about something and giving her some instructions.

But that was Susan’s only time out. The rest of the time she acted in such a way that Melanie’s words came to mind - why Hardin brings my wife on Saturdays to his new home. As soon as she entered the room, she immediately tried to surround her with attention, care and a smile, the man she had chosen. She sat on his lap or next to him. Then the passionate kisses began. Simultaneously with the kissing, the men embraced Susan’s charms, which now the wife not only did not object, but also initiated herself, offering and flaunting. Susan herself every time tried to squeeze the objects of male pride through her trousers. She did it with a noticeable passion in her eyes. It seemed that she was about to unzip the trousers of another man, extract his cock into the light and swallow it greedily. But apparently such actions were taboo established by Hardin. Neither Susan

It was only possible for the peasants to expose the charms of the girls. And often the next partner would expose his wife’s boobs, or lift up the hem of her dress, demonstrating to the camera that there were no panties under the dress. In order to completely undress the girls, the men took them to the bedrooms. And then the heat began. Which, however, Melanie scrolled at an accelerated rate.

When all the guests left the house, the recording ended. Melanie took a freeze frame and turned to me:

- Look at the time. The hour of the night. Do you remember what time Susan got home?

- Mmmmm … - I strained my memory. - Somewhere … almost three in the morning.

- That’s it! Do you have any idea what the other three were doing? In addition to cleaning … - her look with a sly squint hinted at a lot.

- I guess. But please clarify. I quipped.

“Hardin painted a picture for me the next morning that you won’t forget. He himself, in his words, “cheered up” his whores not much. Quickly with each. There was no particular desire. But I enjoyed their lesbian show. And the ringleader this time, in contrast to the same show on arrival at home hours earlier, was not Elsa, but … Guess who! - then Melanie smiled, and showed me her tongue … like she said: “get it!”

It really was another tangible blow of bad news for the evening. The next one came with the viewing of the third and last disc. This time, Susan was the only “maid” at the party. Of course, it would have been especially difficult for her if a billiard table had not appeared in the interior of the house. And the losing couple at the card table occupied themselves with playing it. Here, Susan often acted as an annoying fly that interfered with the game of bowls. My, not to say faithful, wife acted that evening like a real prostitute! She constantly and obsessively offered herself to men who were passionate about the game. If at the beginning of the evening it was not so frank, then at the end, when it was no longer necessary to serve and clean up the table, and the men decided to get Susan drunk, which they did, then … Then it became just a nightmare for my eyes. Drunk Susan did not shy away from such frank things to seduce and excite men that my hair stood on end. She so shamelessly exposed her charms, up and down, walking around the table, that as soon as the next game of billiards ended, one of the two players went with her to the bedroom. Where everything was already up to the usual hot and passionate.

Only I could not get used to the idea that my wife really well entered the role of not just a whore, a whore depraved and greedy for sex, but a prostitute who actively offered herself. The highlight of the evening was the episode when all the guests had already left, only Hardin, Harry and Susan remained in the house.

The men decided to “drive” a couple of billiard games while Susan tidies up the house. She finished when the last game had just begun and was in full swing. Now she sat in a chair and waited for the game to end and Hardin to take her home. But he suddenly turned and said to her:

- Susan, baby. Come here. he waved his finger.

Susan complied and walked over to the table.

- Now get under the table. Unzip the zippers for Harry and me, and while the striker prepares the blow, please him with your mouth. All clear? Hardin asked sternly.

Yes. - the wife answered shortly and climbed under the table.

Now the game has acquired an unusual shade. When the batter was leaning over the table, it was not easy for him to concentrate on the accuracy of the strike, as there was a distraction from under the table. As a result, the game dragged on. Both players smeared more often, the balls did not fall into the pockets. Finally, Hardin prevailed, winning the large amount at stake.

“What a sly one!” I thought. “He used Susan to his advantage here too. A treacherous and greedy bastard.”

- I won, baby. But you give me a bonus as a winner. And you know what to do

- Mmmmm…. came from under the table.

Hardin continued to stand motionless at the table for about five minutes, until he began to move the arms on which he was leaning along the sides of the table, moving his pelvis … more and more actively … and, giving out a couple of guttural wheezing, froze:

- It was great. Your skill in this matter is growing day by day. You are just an oral world champion … hehe hehe … in swallowing. - laughing, he issued.

- Thank you. Susan replied to such an unusual compliment, crawling out from under the table, and wiping the corners of her mouth and chin from the excess that she could not swallow.

“Harry,” Hardin said to his friend. - Don’t you want to finish?

- Of course I do. he answered.

“Susan…” Hardin gestured to his wife at Harry’s half-sagging cock protruding from his trousers. It was a proposal to bring to orgasm and the guest.

To which Susan began with visible enthusiasm. But Harry himself did not give two hundred to the end. He came up with this…

- Stop! he interrupted his wife’s efforts. - You distracted me in the game with your hot mouth, so that I lost. I want you to feel how hard it is to get into the pocket when you are so distracted. Have you ever played billiards?

- No. Susan replied.

- Then I’ll give you an express lesson. Pick up a cue.

Susan took the cue and Harry started teaching her how to hit. Susan’s shots didn’t work well. The balls rushed around the table randomly, knocked on the sides, and did not want to go into the pockets at all. But this was not the goal of the entertainer. His target was my wife, leaning over the table. More precisely, her appetizing buttocks.

- Do not be distracted, and do not turn around! he barked and pulled up Susan’s short dress. “Keep hitting the balls while I take care of the most attractive pocket in this room.

Susan continued to push the cue forward, amateurishly sometimes hitting the cue ball completely. Her body only twitched slightly as he entered her pussy from behind. He entered and began to fuck her with sweeping movements.

- Don’t stop hitting, baby. Hit the balls and move your ass towards me. Come on, cool slut, work … Oh, fuck … What a tight pussy you have … a real cunt! Harry panted.

“Aaaah… oh… ah…” Susan began to moan.

As soon as she actively pushed her ass towards him, it had a result. Susan’s moans were joined by Harry’s men’s, and soon he was screaming, “Don’t stop…let me cum…ahhh…get it!” - and discharged right into the uterus of my wife.

Then he stood motionless for a while, holding Susan’s hips. But then he came out of her, took his limp, dirty with secretions member in his hand, turned back the maid’s dress wrapped by him, and wiped his member on his hem.

I immediately remembered those marks on Susan’s dress when I examined it at home. Now I have discovered the source of their appearance. Meanwhile, the screen went dark.

Melanie removed the disk from the laptop and put it in her bag.

- Now, on arrival I will destroy these disks. Hardin must not know that I found the originals and made copies for you.

- What is your opinion: why did he make these records?

I already told you, I don’t understand. But I guess he filmed it for the same purposes as you and Elsa. To use the records at the right time against those who are there on them. Although, to be honest, I’m scared.

- Why?

- If I could open up that I found these records, then I … Then I would advise him to destroy them. Because these friends of his… As for me, they are very dangerous people. They appeared at Hardin recently, and somehow all at once. He had never mentioned them before, and all of a sudden… I even saw some of them “live”. They exude danger. And Hardin himself, in a conversation with me, described them this way, and ordered me not to tell anyone about our new house and his new friends in any case.

So you did me a big favor by letting me know. Thanks Melanie I appreciate it.

- Do not rush to thank. I did it for you and for myself.

“And Hardin did a pretty good job of equipping the house with cameras. I noticed.

They are left over from the previous owner. He just had to reactivate them. Melanie replied.

Yes, the house itself looks solid. I suggested.

- Right. The house is big and enviable. We have dreamed of this for a long time. But our savings were clearly not enough to buy this. If not for Hardin’s successful contract for the supply of beehives. True, this work took almost the whole summer from him. But it was worth it. Hardin is my greedy mean bastard. He had amassed a good amount over the years, but this contract brought in almost the same amount in a couple of months. Melanie continued.

“Greedy, hmmm, is this a secret? And you would know how your husband earned that huge amount! Maybe he knows, but hides? No, it doesn’t look like … ”- such thoughts swarmed in my mind. while I listened to my ally’s story.

- The house has one living room, the second is a large one, as you saw, Hardin uses it as a room for games. One bedroom, large, upstairs. And two below. And another technical room, a pantry, Hardin converted into a third bedroom. For what? you ask. And here our problems merge into one.

- In terms of?

- Don’t rush. I’ll tell you. When Hardin announced to me that he was going to buy that house, I was in seventh heaven. But, unexpectedly, he forbade our sons to talk about the house. It surprised and alarmed me. The answer came soon after Hardin revealed his plans for the house. He said that this contract with the hives, it may not last forever, and it may end quickly. And the new house will help to fulfill Hardin’s long-standing dream, and become a solid source of income for our family. Hardin decided not to move me and the children to a new house, but to make a brothel out of it. Yes, you heard right - my husband decided to equip a brothel in the new house, which he dreamed of a long time ago. But he never spoke of such an unusual dream. So he converted the pantry into a fourth bedroom. So that four prostitutes could work in the house at once. Melanie paused and,

- And he has already actually recruited the necessary staff of prostitutes. The first is our mutual friend Elsa. In addition to her, there are four more of those with whom Hardin played at one time and abandoned, but did not lose contact. He had a type of interview with them, and they agreed to work for him. Especially for them this business is not something unfamiliar. All four young ladies are still those whores, and this kind of income is very welcome. Well, the sixth should be… as you can guess… your beloved wife Susan.

- ??? My silent question forced Melanie to explain further.

- Hardin decided that Susan would be perfect for this profession. First, she looks better than all his candidates. What will give her the opportunity to become the most sought-after priestess of love in his brothel, and bring the biggest income. Secondly, having discovered in her a greedy whore for sex, it will not be difficult for him to persuade her to do this for money. For this, he came up with these evenings with cards, where he lured her under the guise of serving. And as you can see, he succeeded in everything - serving smoothly flowed into the very, that neither is the sale of her body. Only for his friends he decided to give for free. But here, too, my cunning husband profited. As he told me, these new friends of his are people he really needs. And it largely depends on them. Giving your wife for comfort, he earns their authority and trust.

- A scoundrel is a scoundrel in everything. - it broke out of me.

- So be it, but now it’s not about him. About your Susan. As you have seen, she has completely entered into the role of a prostitute, and no longer shows objections, as on the first evening. He already had a preliminary conversation with her, and hinted that such multi-pleasures can be had every evening, and, in addition, get paid for it. She didn’t answer yes or no, but he noticed the twinkle in her eyes at his words. So she would agree when he offered her the job directly. And he will do it tonight. Maybe already done…

- I’m not sure the wife will agree. - I said, not at all sure of these words, but I did not want to capitulate in the face of Melanie now.

- How to know, how to know. And you can find out when she comes home. Hardin is going to suggest that she start working full-time at the end of the month. To do this, she will have to settle with him for three to four weeks. Start date of her choice, you know, depends on her cycle, right after her period ends. If she is still hiding from you what she is doing there, then I wonder how she will try to present her absence to you for such a long time. Although it should not be blamed for deception only. It is Hardin who demands that everything that happens in that house be kept secret. And she is afraid of him.

- Afraid of losing - so to speak, rather. I inserted.

- Agree. But that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you all evening. That his power over your wife has extended to the point where she will carry out whatever is in his plans. And what you can’t stop.

- How to know, how to know. I didn’t give up.

- You’re still stubborn. And time is running, and it does not work for you. As soon as I try to help you and convince you to make the only right decision: to take away quickly, even by force, your Susan away. Away from problems.

- And I repeat - now we move somewhere - not an option. But I will find another way. And I’m sure of it.

- Confidence is good. But it’s good to have this confidence and real strength. Otherwise, you risk something very expensive in your life. I can see how much you love her, right?

Yes, I love her very much. And the fact that with her such behavior I do not refuse her is a weighty confirmation of this.

- I see it. I even envy her. Melanie looked at me somehow especially, with feeling in her eyes. - Well done. Well done for not giving up, but your plans are unlikely to come true. Heed my advice. That’s all I can help.

- No, not all. Melanie, if you’re my ally, please point me to the location of this very new home of yours. Please … - with a plea in my voice, I turned to the blonde, who was now sitting with me.

- But I can’t do that. Do not even ask. Hardin will just kill me for leaking it. He warned. I saw his eyes at the same time. They were terrible. Do not ask. And don’t be stupid. Better think it over and come up with a reason to present her to Susan as a valid move.

- It will not happen.

- Then… I’ll add it. Maybe this argument will convince you. I didn’t want to tell you this. But I see it will. Hardin just the other day… He noted the successful sale of the next batch of hives. He rarely gains… And then… And he was drawn to a revelation. He began to tell that if this contract had not turned up, he would not have bought that house now. Which means he just abandoned his relationship with Susan over time. She began to annoy him. But it would be kind of a shame to return it to such an asshole, I’m sorry, these are his words, like you. He still can’t forgive you that you then bucked up like that, again his word, came and took her home. You dare to go against him. He is a tyrant by nature, and cannot stand if someone gets in his way. Therefore, he is glad that he can humiliate you and her grandiosely by turning Susan into a prostitute.

But he thinks this is not enough. Maybe in time, when he will gain more new young and beautiful girls, and Susan will not be needed, he knows how he will let her go, finally telling you thoroughly. He’ll make her stop taking birth control pills so that some client will knock your wife out. He said so: “I will help this cuckold have their first child. And I will try to make this unknown dad also be black.

- Bastard! - it broke out of me. There was no sound from Melanie.

“Well, evening! A real difficult evening of an ordinary day. - came the thought. So much information, and almost all of it is negative. The fact that Susan continues to lie to me has been revealed again. But there is an explanation for this - the bastard forces. Her sex-filled evenings on tapes, this news of the insidious plans to turn my wife into a prostitute in a private underground brothel - all this made me a tense string. But, to my surprise, now I endured it much easier than in the previous month. Get used to? The heart was no longer beating wildly, there were no vibrations in the body. Only the reaction of the member was still the same - he stood almost the entire time of our joint viewing with Melanie. I considered this to be quite normal. It’s like watching hardcore porn. That this was so confirmed the fact - as soon as the screening was over, and Melanie began to open my eyes to some things,

And as soon as Melanie revealed to me the meanest plans of my enemy, I felt that my fighter again stood up as a stake! “Well, not now, not with Melanie!” - flashed through my head. I glanced down - the jeans in the crotch were treacherously bristling. Does Melanie see it? I turned to her and saw… a smile on her face. And then… I heard her hand slide down my jeans down there.

- Wow! As we have someone excited. I am offended - I dressed up for you specially, followed the reaction of your kachanchik, did not notice anything. But as soon as they began to watch discs, you started a revolution there. Then you relaxed, and now … he raises an uprising in you again. Melanie giggled. “So you were affected by my latest revelation of Hardin’s evil plans?”

“Oh my God! So she saw everything. What a shame. Oh those women. Nothing can be hidden from them. You think that you succeeded, but it turns out that you are all naked, paraded. ” - I was broken.

- It’s not the first time. Can I really be a cuckold, as they say, if I get turned on by a video where my wife is poked in all her holes? Although I don’t think so myself. But these are your last words about Hardin. This is a shock to me. And another shock is his reaction. I nodded at the groin of my jeans. - It will pass now.

I don’t see anything shameful here. - in the words of Melanie, I heard an attempt to come to my aid.

My tension below the belt really began to subside, when suddenly … an incoming SMS signal came.

There was no doubt - the faithful wife remembered me. “In order. I will be late. Do not wait. Kiss. I love. Very.” - the text was familiar.

“I wonder if it’s“ I’ll be late ”how much according to her concepts, if now it’s past midnight” - I thought when 00:18 was displayed on my mobile phone

- From Susan? Melanie asked.

Yes, it won’t be soon. I replied. - You don’t have to worry.

- I dont worry. Even if she finds me here, I see no problem.

- And your husband is a tyrant? How about him?

- He will appear at home even later than your beloved. He warned me that he would leave directly from there on business with Frank. It makes no sense for him to go home. The children are with my parents. I can take my time. Of course, if you do not drive away.

- I enjoy your company. Why chase? Yeah… by the way, you mentioned that Hardin won’t be coming home. Who will take Susan? Her car is at home. I got excited.

- This moment is not known to me. Can one of Hardin’s friends give her a lift? In extreme cases, there is a taxi. Now I’ll take a look at my cell phone. Maybe he wrote something about it? Melanie said, and reached for her purse, which she tossed to the edge of the couch after placing the CDs in it.

As she leaned her body forward, Melanie’s short leather skirt pulled up her thigh. A wonderful view opened up to my eyes - the edge of the elastic band of the stocking, and then the slit between her legs and a strip of pink panties. I couldn’t take my eyes off the picture. Melanie pulled out her phone, checked it, and put it back.

- Didn’t say anything. she said and added. - Liked?

- What?

- What I saw.

- Hmmm… I like the color pink.

I think you didn’t see much. There is also a rabbit. Playboy Bunny. - Melanie said playfully, and suddenly pulled up the bottom of her short skirt, on her stomach. - Here look.

Now I have a completely fabulous view. On two beautiful, slender legs in black stockings, which turned into the blonde’s rounded thighs, between which a small pink triangle of panties settled, on the front of which there really was the emblem of the Playboy magazine. My naughty neighbor put on a show for me for a couple of seconds by quickly putting the skirt material back in place.

- Liked? the provocateur asked.

- Charming view. I replied.

- Now I’ll check how much I like it. Melanie continued.

I was expecting again bold to impudence attacks of her hand on my groin. But now she was sitting so far from me on the sofa that she could not reach out with her hand. Something happened that I never expected. Melanie kicked off her shoes with two deft movements, and throwing her legs on the sofa, held them out to me. They just got me to the groin area and lay down there. Erotically bending her feet, my guest began to crawl on my jeans with her heels, pressing on the penis, which reacted to the look that the neighbor blinked at me, began to fill up, and now received additional excitement from the female feet. Melanie felt through the jeans of my poured “fighter”.

- Finally my neighbor Ken appreciated me. I’ve been waiting for this for four long months… oh, heaven. Melanie said with a giggle.

In black stylish high-heeled shoes, Melanie’s legs looked appetizing. But, without shoes, her feet, crawling over my hoard through jeans, looked simply bewitching. Neat fingers with a blue pedicure, the same as the manicure on Melanie’s hands, covered in black nylon, moved, and it seemed to me that they were signaling something. I grabbed the feet of these beautiful legs with my hands, and froze, uncertain what to do next.

- Like it. - the question came from the side, from the hostess of the legs.

- Very. I answered automatically.

- Right?

- Yes.

- Then kiss them. - it sounded like a shot above the ear, so imperiously and demandingly.

“How did she guess my wish?” The question buzzed in my head. But now my dazed head was leaning towards a pair of seductive-looking female feet, which raised my hands to meet her. My lips fell in turn to the big toe on each foot. Then they caught each of the blue-lacquered fingers through the nylon stockings. The unique aroma of women’s legs hit my nose. It was familiar to me. I often started my foreplay for Susan with kissing her feet. And he loved to do it when she came home from work, from a shopping trip. When the scent of her feet had a special charm for me. This often made her blush. She babbled in embarrassment, “Ken, don’t, they’re dirty, I’ve been walking around so much, I should at least wash them.” Stupid, she didn’t understand

It was the same with Melanie’s legs. With the difference that she did not object to my caresses at all, but aroused me even more by making sexual movements with her feet in my hands.

- Ouuuff … ahhhh … - she moaned barely audibly. “God, how nice…Ken, honey…keep it up…”

Now I gave caresses not only to the fingers, but also to the side surfaces of the feet of my ally in the struggle for my wife. Then he began to kiss the heels. Melanie’s moans became more frequent and louder. At some point, I stopped, holding Melanie’s legs up by the feet, turned around and climbed onto the sofa. Having bestowed a new ten kisses on the guest’s feet, I began to move my lips along her legs further, alternating each of them. He walked along her elastic calves, lingered under her knees. The aroma from Melanie’s feet became more refined, and the sensations from the process of kissing were more exciting.

“Aaaah… how lovely… never before… aaah…” my partner’s moans encouraged me to take further action.

When I got to her hips, my own jeans in the crotch threatened to burst at the seams. What to say about Melanie, who covered her face with her hands in pleasure; writhing her body on the couch, now throwing her legs over my shoulders. I continued to move along the hips, rushing from the right to the left, and vice versa. I dug my lips into the blonde’s legs through the nylon, not being afraid to leave traces of hickeys in this way. So I approached the place where Melanie’s legs met, and which was hidden under the thin pink fabric of the panties. On the panties, in the place where Melanie’s pussy was guessed, there was a dark small speck. I pressed my lips to him. A long groan from my guest’s lips, “Oh, Keeeen,” told me that I was on the right track. Then I, without looking up from her panties, slipped my hands under her ass, felt with my hands a thin elastic band of panties and pulled down. Agreeing with my actions, Melanie raised her hips, helping me pull off the pink piece of matter. Pulling her panties down her legs, he glanced at the face of the prostrate blonde. It was flushed, her lips shone, her hair fell over her face, covering most of it.

Throwing my panties aside, I again dug my lips into one of Melanie’s black nylon-covered legs and made a path with my lips down to the pussy that was now open to my eye. When I got to her, I heard Melanie put her feet on my back. The jolts of her heels, the slight pressure on my shoulder blades said unequivocally: “Come on, don’t stop, neighbor. Go ahead, make my pussy happy.”

But I didn’t need to be encouraged. I myself was burning with the desire to bring my new sex partner to ecstasy. The very first passage of the tongue along the entire length of the incision of the lips of Melanie’s pussy caused a noticeable reaction in her body. She arched her back, as if trying to put herself under my tongue. I took advantage of the moment of this movement to put my hands under the blonde’s ass again. My tongue at the same time made its way down the pussy. And again the body arched, and another sweet moan flew out of Melanie’s mouth. Then they began to fly out more and more often, corresponding to the fact that I increased the pace of caresses for Melanie.

Soon she was continuously howling “aaaaaaaa”, and her hips were not only thrown up, but also fidgeted from side to side on the sofa, when I, not looking up from Melanie’s shiny, flushed and now opened pussy, rushed with might and main with my tongue that burst inside. At some point, I felt Melanie’s hands lay on my head, clasping her by the back of her head, pressing her to the pussy. At the same time, Melanie’s fingers began to walk in my hair and massage my head.

“Oh Ken… you are just adorable… oh how wonderful… yes… yes! Yeees! Lick me, eat me there … ”Melanie babbled, this only stimulates my actions more. I decided to use my fingers to help my tongue. The left hand lay on the bottom of Melanie’s pubis; her fingers found her partner’s clitoris and began to play with it. I put my right fingers into the now invitingly unfolded pussy of a neighbor. So Melanie was now receiving an impact on her sensitive organs of the body from my lips, tongue and fingers. As a result, the room was filled with the sounds of her moans, shouts of enthusiastic words and whole phrases.

I understood that it would not last long, but I decided to use an additional remedy. Without interrupting the movement in her pussy with two fingers, and without removing them, I was able to reach the point of her anus with my little finger. After several rotational movements, they managed to introduce him, a centimeter, no more, inside, through a ring of muscles that succumbed to the pressure of the little finger.

It was enough to make Melanie yelp so that it seemed to ring in my ears. A few more seconds, a few of my active actions in her pussy, with a clitoris, and, in addition, in her ass, and what I wanted to give my ally, what she herself seduced me for, and not only this evening, then It happened. Melanie swallowed a deep and intense orgasm, which I stimulated and caused with my caresses. I suspected, in my mind I saw Melanie as a passionate woman who not only ends violently, but also throws out trickles of juice. But I could not imagine how strong it can manifest itself. And that it will no longer be just trickles, but whole jets. The first such jet from an orgasmic Melanie hit me right in the mouth. I involuntarily pulled back a little, and all subsequent jets fell on my chin, neck and chest even.

I was squatting on the couch, and in front of me lay a hot blonde, still shaking with a powerful orgasm. The one whose appearance only recently caused only negative emotions in me. And now, without much thought and without much deliberation, I committed treason to my wife, my beloved Susan. Made it for the second time in my life. Cheating for the first time, with Elsa, brought me huge problems. But even without them, after a few days, I would still appreciate my betrayal with Elsa as a mistake and regret it. Right now, I wasn’t sure if a week would go by and I wouldn’t want to find a chance to have Melanie as a sex partner again. So much has changed in recent months in our life in a new area. And it especially affected my family life with Susan.

“However, what can we say about a second meeting if this one is not over yet. I brought this girlfriend to an orgasm, and I myself wanted it, but for me it was just a preliminary warm-up game, I want more. And this is what my friend in jeans says. He demands freedom and détente.” - I thought, looking at Melanie, who began to come to her senses after an orgasm. She brushed her hair out of her face with her hand, and now I could see her smile. A smile that accompanies a grateful look in my direction.

- You were great, Ken. Thank you. I haven’t had such an awesome orgasm in ages. So he squeezed me out … - Melanie admitted.

- No thanks, Melanie. I myself am not myself after all that you have shown … And then next to me such beauty … opens up. I couldn’t help it… I didn’t want to… to be honest. - I answered the same. - But for some reason I … do not regret … I confess.

- Drop it. I saw your burning eyes at our meetings. Melanie began, getting up and sitting next to me. “And I didn’t understand what made you hold back.” Then I realized that you truly love your wife. And I know you will love her no matter what. And you can’t blame yourself for anything. With me you decided to cross the line, but this is only once. And she… She’s done it fifty times already… You can’t blame yourself. Come here.

And she pulled me to her and dug her lips into mine. I kissed a woman seven years older than me. A woman who was not my wife. And Melanie’s words were in my head. Yes, she’s right. Susan has cheated on me dozens of times in recent months. But first, these were acts of coercion from Hardin, under his pressure. Now this vampire went further - decided to squeeze more out of her. He wanted not only to use Susan’s body himself, but also to profit from it by selling her body. But the worst thing is that, devouring her body, this predator also killed her soul. Susan has changed. Changed before my eyes. For the worse. And now I had a visual confirmation of this: my wife, under the skillful manipulation of her insidious Hardin, understanding it or not, turned into a depraved, unbridled whore. And the worst thing is that it seems that she stopped resisting it, and, worse, she was beginning to enjoy it. And she limply allowed to sculpt a professional prostitute out of her.

“Given all this, do I need to hold back in a situation like this? I guess not. Especially next to such a seductive woman. And let it be what will be. Let this be my act of revenge on my unfaithful wife.” - such thoughts wandered through my head, while Melanie’s tongue wandered around my mouth. She wrapped her arms around my neck, I held her by the shoulders. The kiss was long. The fire of passion for Melanie flared up more and more.

- I haven’t received such caresses for a long time, and I haven’t tasted my taste from a man’s lips for a long time. Since college. And here it is again. were her first words after she broke away from me. The neighbor’s face beamed with happiness, and she continued. - It’s hot in here. I got hot!

And Melanie unbuttoned her blouse, revealing her pale pink bra to match her panties.

Would you like to help me take this off? she smiled, pointing to her blouse.

- With pleasure. I said, starting to pull the blouse off her shoulders.

When everything was done, Melanie, still not leaning back on the back of the sofa, nodded at the bra.

- And his? she winked slyly.

I put my hands behind my back, felt for the clasp of my bra, and, surprisingly quickly, dealt with it - clack! – sounded barely audible. But for me it was like a shot. Shot starting pistol, which gave the start to the marathon. Marathon tonight

Melanie pulled off her bra, tossed it on the coffee table, and it landed and hung on the screen of an open laptop.

Again she was in front of me with her breasts completely open to my gaze. I burned with the desire to dig into those breasts with my lips, lick and suck on those big nipples. But I remembered how Melanie pulled aside my hand, trying to wrinkle her, albeit fueled by implants, but still magnificent breasts of the fourth size during our second meeting with the families, at our place. She took her away and warned that Hardin did not welcome when she allowed other men to touch her pride. Now I again extended both hands to Melanie’s lush hemispheres. And it seemed to me - she even leaned her body towards! Leaned in to let me cup her juicy boobs greedily.

“Uffff…” Melanie let out a breath, along with a barely noticeable moan as my palms landed on her chest and squeezed. – Yeaaah… yeaaah…

She threw back her head; so her chest leaned forward even more; it was a clear signal to me - they are yours, use them! My hands made half a dozen massaging movements of the breasts, Melanie’s burning passion, my eyes devoured them, when from the lips of the partner, instead of groans, sighs, it sounded: “Suck them …”

I seemed to be waiting for this command-request. Melanie’s lips had not yet closed after those words, as mine were already working on her nipples with might and main. At the same time, the hands, not knowing they were tired, continued what they had begun. Melanie certainly swam in a turbulent ocean of vivid emotions, throwing back her blond head, surrendering to passion to the fullest. Now a new request was made from her, advice for me, what she wants to receive: “Bite a little nipples … I love it so …”

Grabbing these large peas with my lips and teeth, I myself received a lot of emotions, to say nothing of the squirming and groaning blonde in my hands. Having played enough of her lush milky boobs, I decided to move higher, to her thin, graceful neck. Bury your lips into her, so that … oh, it’s a pity that you couldn’t leave marks of your victory on that beautiful neck. The tyrant and despot, who considered himself the only possible ruler of it, certainly would not have endured such insolence of mine. Melanie herself would be the first to suffer. This is not me, forgiving and forgiving my Susan such marks on her …

But breaking away from Melanie’s breasts was not so easy. And not only because their taste seemed like honey to me. Because she grabbed the back of my head with both hands and pressed me to her lush hemispheres, but she tried more to direct my mouth between her breasts, where she tasted slightly salty, because of the sweat that collected there. Its smell and taste served as an additional exciter for me. But when, in order to free my head from the sweet captivity and take care of the alluring neck of my partner, I grabbed her hands and, tearing them away from my head, lifted them up, another such piquant source of “aphrodisiac” opened up to my eyes - Melanie’s shaved armpits. I nuzzled into one of her armpits and pressed my lips into hers. The blonde’s body reacted with a shudder, as if tickled. I actively earned the language. The smell of sweat mixed with the smell of deodorant, its taste, they greatly increased my arousal. Melanie seemed to feel the same way.

“Oh, oh… ticklish… ahhh… oh… hee hee… yes… come on… ah, ticklish… how cool… don’t stop… oh…” she chirped like a bird, writhing her whole body from the surging pleasure and tickling.

Saturated with the scent and taste of her armpits, I finally shifted my attention to Melanie’s neck. My caresses with lips were accompanied by an approving groan-moo from the clenched lips of my unexpected ally and sexual partner. It seemed that I caressed her so much that Melanie was running out of strength to endure such sweet torture. And my suspicions were confirmed by her words.

- Oh, Ken… it’s so beautiful! But I can’t take anymore… I want… more. - Melanie said, and began to unbutton and tear off my shirt.

She did it fantastically fast and great. In a matter of seconds, my shirt flew off to accompany Melanie’s bra.

- Then I myself, Melanie. Lie down on your back. I myself am already on edge. I said, pressing on her shoulders and pushing her slightly back. In half a minute, he himself threw off everything that was put on me below.

She lay down, or rather, leaned back on her back like a doll. In this movement of her, passion and Melanie’s indefatigable desire were visible and screaming - to surrender to me completely. “Take me and hurry!” screamed her trembling body. It wanted a release.

I caught it, and it made me a real sexual predator now. In front of me lay an appetizing blonde with gorgeous breasts, slender, strong and embossed legs, and most importantly, she radiated inner magnetism and passion. The only thing that took me seconds to remove it was my partner’s black leather skirt. Before I had time to stop the sound of the rustle of her falling onto the sofa behind me, where I threw the penultimate element of the outfit torn from Melanie, in which she came to visit me, I already grabbed the blonde’s magnificent legs, covered with black stockings, which I decided not to take off, considering them more erotic in this form, picked them up under the knees, and pushed up and forward.

Melanie greeted me warmly by spreading her hips as wide as she could. I moved my body forward so that by holding Melanie’s legs, I could reach her pussy with my cock. In seconds, the head of the penis found a wet and hot place on the partner’s body. Moving my hips forward, I tried to push my cock into that desired place, into her waiting sweet hole. My friend, due to repeatedly bringing him to a state of significant excitement throughout the evening and such a long stay on the platoon in the last half hour, has now lost his elasticity a little, and did not want to find the right path for himself. He opened the outer barrier of folds, but then slid up Melanie’s pubis, to her navel.

Seeing that several of my attempts ended in nothing, the wife of my main current enemy decided to intervene and help. She herself burned with impatience. Melanie lifted her shoulders forward, slipped her right hand between our bodies, grabbed a cock. I clearly caught the moment that at first she squeezed it tightly once, as if signaling to me - “study the right way”, and then directed and inserted the head of my engine into the waiting tunnel. All I had to do was freeze for a moment, get ready and move my pelvis well forward. And I got into Melanie’s hot and wet pussy…

I pierced her and she screamed. I immediately went in almost to my entire length, and in a few more pushes I rested my pubis against her. Then he slowly pulled out. From Melanie came: “mmmmm.” I repeated the movements again. And again the same reaction. He worked his hips faster, and Melanie seemed to be waiting for this. Now she didn’t just lie down and take a member into herself, but, having got used to it, and to the rhythm that I set, she herself began to move her hips towards me. After assisting me with her hand in aiming my missile at the target, she placed both hands on my shoulders, as if to help me keep my weight and not fall on her. Minutes later, Melanie’s hands moved from my shoulders to her legs. Now she herself, grabbing her legs under her knees, kept them raised up and spread apart, giving free rein to my hands.

I did not fail to use these. Without slowing down the pace of intercourse, I leaned my body further down, towards the partner’s body. He leaned on his elbows, and his palms lay on Melanie’s big tits. Squeezing and releasing them, whipping with such a massage, I alternately pressed my lips to Melanie’s large nipples, which seemed to have now become quite huge. So huge that they felt between my lips and tongue when I licked them, no less than a lollipop candy.

All these actions of mine brought me the discovery that Melanie is very vocal during sex. She did not weakly moan and scream when I brought her orally to orgasm. Now she was literally shaking the ceiling of our living room with lingering moans, which turned first into a howl, and after I took care of her boobs - just into a wild op.

I guess I’m a very cautious person. Because even in moments of such passion, the thought came to me that such a cry could spread around the neighborhood, and to such an extent that the neighbors would hear it, although only the Gusses and an elderly couple of Davenports lived nearby. And, if the Gass house was empty now, then I was worried that Melanie’s voice might disturb the sleep of an elderly couple, bring them a lot of problems. Imagine hearing in the middle of the night, for about an hour, a desperate female cry. Therefore, he found a “Solomonic” solution to the problem - he covered Melanie’s mouth with a kiss.

Which Melanie didn’t mind at all. On the contrary, she happily met mine with her lips, put her tongue into my mouth. We merged into a hot French kiss. Now I fucked her, leaning on top, kneading her lovely breasts with my hands, and fought her in a battle of tongues, for the right to take possession of my partner’s mouth.

Another, and rather pleasant for me, was the discovery that Melanie’s pussy is tight and tight. Almost the same as my Susan. But I thought that having lived with Hardin for so many years as a legal wife, and with this size of his device, Melanie, who gave birth twice, would be thoroughly stretched. It didn’t feel like anything. That is why such hot sex could not kindle the fire of orgasm and ejaculation for a long time. The denouement was approaching…

- Melanie, sweetie… I’m about to finish… just about… if necessary… I’ll go out earlier than… - Breaking the clutch of our lips, I, like a gentleman, decided to warn my partner.

No, I’m definitely a cautious person. Even at such a moment, I remembered that Melanie and I, from the suddenness of the passion that flared up between us, from hasty actions, did not even remember about condoms, whether I needed to use them. I didn’t know if she used birth control pills like Susan did. And I was afraid to bring her unpleasant moments, having finished in her, for which she could later express dissatisfaction with me, which could seriously spoil relations with a serious ally that suddenly appeared in my fight against Hardin.

- Do not dare! Don’t get out of me… don’t stop… otherwise I’ll kill you… I’ll kill you… - without letting me finish, Melanie interrupted me, throwing out words in portions, in the pauses between her loud whining.

- But I’ll cum inside you… I won’t hold back… - the first wave has already rolled.

- Yes Yes! Cum Ken…into me…into me…let everything into me…kill you if you…aaaaah, these words were the final verdict for my containment.

I no longer held back, but with big thrusts of my hips I drove my cock as deep as possible, and shot portion after portion into a woman who, as it turned out, was not against it at all. But more than that, she not only hospitably accepted my emissions, she herself, having abandoned holding her legs, covered her face with her hands, arched her back towards me, as if wanting my charges to fly into her as deeply as possible, and giving out a long guttural “aaaaa”, reveled in the second orgasm with me in the evening.

“I would kill you, I would kill you, if you pulled your boy out of me. Melanie was the first to speak, after we both fell unconscious after a simultaneous and mutual orgasm, mixing our bodies on the sofa.

- It’s just that we didn’t discuss this important point with you, it wasn’t before, and I thought …

- He thought! And he almost gave me such an orgasm. If I had pulled it out, I would definitely have torn it off in the most interesting place. I would have killed you… exactly… haha. Melanie said with a laugh. - It’s good that you asked. Well done. And in another, too, well done. You are smart, Ken. Thank you.

- It’s because you were beautiful and passionate. This moved me. I need to thank you. I replied with compliments from my side.

- If you pulled out and came… well, let’s say on my stomach… mmmm… I would kill you twice! Melanie laughed. Because I don’t like it when a man does that. It disgusts me. I would rather swallow cum than take it on my body. And, pulling out, you would definitely break my orgasm. So it’s better inside. And I’m on pills. As is your Susan. Oh, I’m sorry I said that.

- Fine. What’s the point here. - I answered, realizing that Melanie stopped short because she once again reminded me of my wife, and even revealed to me the secret that she was well privy to the intricacies of our family life. It still wouldn’t be! With such a long relationship between my wife and her faithful.

- I don’t want to hurt you again. I understand how much you endured, looking through these three discs. I’ll be honest: I wanted to have sex with you, but if I hadn’t seen you in a new light for myself, which I saw while watching, I might have put it off, put up with it. Therefore, I decided that simply leaving and not giving you an outlet after such upheavals would be … well … disgusting on my part and a waste of an opportunity for me. I admit.

- For my part, I must confess … I was struck by many things for today’s evening-night. For example, when I saw your beautiful breasts again without anything on them, I was afraid that you would refuse to touch them, as then, citing that Hardin forbade it.

- Well, you remembered. Melanie smiled. And compared. Much water has flown under the bridge since that day. A lot has happened, a lot has changed. Or maybe Hardin didn’t forbid me at all? Maybe I myself didn’t want to let you anoint them, because, I’m telling you, I didn’t have a very good opinion of you. I saw in you a lustful male who fell for the bait, wanted a honey on the side. And by this he brought himself problems, which he decided to remove by selling, or rather, by betraying his wife. How could I treat you differently? But time has passed, so much has happened in this time, so much has changed. And today my boobs are at your disposal. Do you want to take more? Take it. You deserved. You gave me divine sex today.

And Melanie, taking mine in her hand, laid it on her left breast. Probably, so that I would not only receive joy from palpation, but also hear how her heart beats. It beat from the inside with a small hammer.

- You’re lovely. Looking into her eyes, I said. - I did my best. But I don’t think I could outshine your husband and give you more pleasure than he did. I can’t match his size.

- Oh, what a fool you are. You talk like all you men. It is you who believe that the whole secret lies in the size of the penis in order to captivate a woman. This is a banal simplification of the explanation of the whole problem. I know that from that you and members are measured. Well, in a figurative sense of the word. Everything is much deeper. It’s just that the sensations are different, and the sex itself with two different men goes differently. Even if they have twin members. There are a lot of things added as a factor. And the smell, and the voice, and attention to you, care and much more. And your friend gave me no less pleasure today than my husband’s sausage. I need to thank him in a special way.

With these words, Melanie reached out to my “cockerel”. She took it in her right hand and began to stroke, passing along the entire length. Not a shadow of discomfort on her part, that he was still shiny from our secretions with her. I wanted to close my eyes in pleasure. Or maybe because it was already half past two at night? Squeezed out morally by the attack on my brain with information from the disks, physically by the recent hot intercourse, I believed that our unexpected “date” with Melanie was coming to an end, and she was trying in vain. Okay, well, caress my “weapon”, and that’s good.

- I have only pleasant memories from our evening. she continued. “I hope you do too. After getting to know you for who you are, I suspect you may berate yourself afterwards for succumbing to my charms, for betraying Susan, and all that. I will say right away: such thoughts will come - drive them away. For one, I don’t think I’ve committed treason against Hardin. And so should you. It will be even better for you to remember that you also could not restrain yourself and came off on someone else’s wife when yours arrives this morning and will lie to you again. Lie because Hardin said so. And you will know, well, at least suspect what really happened there. I think so - we both did not cheat on our spouses, who cheated on us many more times. Maybe now that we’re sitting like this, they’re both having hot sex.

Her last words were like some kind of magic spell. My cock, which I thought would calmly endure the caress of Melanie’s hand, and will be released by her half asleep, my cock at the words of Susan and Hardin having sex jerked sharply and began to pour. He couldn’t have reacted any other way, it was clear if Melanie’s words brought back old visions of sex between my wife and her husband.

Melanie gave me a fleeting sly glance, feeling the animation of my device with her hand, winked, and lowered her head to my pubis. A second later, my cock, already half back in combat position, received additional stimulation - Melanie’s mouth. We must give her credit, in this she turned out to be an excellent craftswoman. In less than five minutes, my cock stood like the mast of a sailboat. The blonde magician decided, in addition to my cock, to take the initiative in her hands.

- It’s your turn to lie on your back. - Melanie gently pushed me in the chest, laying me on the sofa. - Your boy is ready, and I want to saddle him.

I gladly took a seat on the sofa, and the partner climbed on her feet, then knelt down, aiming to better hit the cock, led him to her well-opened pussy after our intercourse, and planted on him. Sitting down, Melanie began to slowly get up and down again, sitting on a member. With each such time, speeding up the movement. She extended her hands forward and, catching mine in her palms, thus received additional support. This allowed her to speed up her movements while impaled on my penis. So, in the pose of a “rider”, Meloni brought herself ten minutes of frantic racing to the next orgasm. I, lying in the “lazy” position, could only cheer her up with upward movements of the pelvis, which did not come out very well, but with a “kind” dirty word. True, this time Melanie’s orgasm was not so vociferous.

After reaching the peak, Melanie collapsed exhausted on the sofa. The situation was still the same: in front of me lay a seductive blonde, squeezed out by the third orgasm in the last hour; my penis continued to stand like a stake and demanded a discharge; should I, despite the semi-insensible state of the blonde, take advantage of her sweet holes to relieve my tension - that was the question.

And a thought came to me.

- Finished? Great. But not me. What’s up, whore? Come on, move your rolls, get up, and become a cancer. I will fuck you like that. I commanded imperiously, starting my game.

And to my surprise, Melanie did not follow this change in my behavior, or even objections. She resignedly, only sighing a couple of times, pulled up her legs in black stockings, leaned on her hands, turned her back to me, arched her back in the lower back, thus squeezing her ass, and said quietly:

- OK, darling. I’m ready. Just don’t get angry. Just… fuck me and cum… in me.

This turned me on even more. I quickly attached myself to her, easily and quickly found my way into her pussy with my traveler, entered, since the lubrication in her was now hoo, and began to fuck Melanie with sweeping movements. In this position, I was finally able to see what kind of tattoo was on Melanie’s lower back. It was a colored butterfly. And she was “planted” there for a reason. Someone very “inventively cunning” tried. The image of the butterfly was made so that when Melanie’s partner fucked her in a doggy position, Melanie’s movements created the illusion that the butterfly was flying.

I did this for at least twenty minutes, and the orgasm never came. The forces given away earlier have not fully returned. All this time I tried to talk dirty and rude to Melanie. She accepted the game, and also responded in the style of a depraved whore. But that didn’t help either.

And then I decided to use the most important reserve - anal sex. Coming out of the pussy, I climbed into Melanie’s now squelching hole with my fingers. He scooped up the partner’s juices on them from there, and smeared the ring of her anus with them. Then he began to try to ram her ass with his siege weapon. It turned out not to be easy. Somehow pushing the head of the penis, I literally got stuck for a while in one position. Worst of all, I began to feel that the member begins to lose strength, goes limp. “It looks like a full-fledged act in Melanie’s ass will not work.” I thought.

And then Melanie … No, I didn’t think in vain that the expression “stupid blonde” was not about her. Melanie came to my rescue!

“You want to feel sorry for Hardin’s wife? And now he is probably just fucking the ass of your beloved Susan, and she ends up on his huge dick. So take revenge on him!” Melanie shouted from below.

And it was like another magic spell. Instantly, my penis was filled with strength and renewed, as if it had not worked at all before. And I just broke into Melanie’s anal tunnel. She screamed in pain and pleasure at the same time. We both yelled, that’s right. And the final spurt was no less stormy than the start. And we broke the cherished finishing ribbon at the same time. Again finished together, finished violently. After that, they lay motionless for about fifteen minutes, even there was no strength for words …

- I need to take a shower. Are you spending? Melanie finally answered.

- Certainly. I replied.

She didn’t stay there long, ten minutes. She came out of there, so naked, beautiful. Got to get dressed.

- You were incredible, Ken. It was the best sex I’ve had in the last… mmm… ten years, that’s for sure. You’re an excellent man, and you’ll outdo Hardin in many things.

- Thank you. And you are great. Beautiful and smart. The fact that I am so discharged today is the merit of your beautiful body and mind of a special quality. And that’s right - I don’t feel like I cheated on Susan. Rather, I had to change with someone, as a protective feature. And I’m glad you decided to help me.

- Have you forgotten? We are allies! Melanie smiled. - Let’s exchange our cell phone numbers for better communication.

We exchanged numbers. Melanie had by then dressed and put her hair in order. I just rolled up the stockings and threw them into my purse.

“Melanie,” I said. If we are allies, then I need your help. Give me the address of your new house, please. Well, or tell me how to get there.

- Ken, you understand, after all that we have now, I will not refuse you anything. But not this! I won’t tell you a word about what you’re asking. Do not even ask. No, I’m not afraid of Hardin’s wrath, don’t think about it. After all, if I give you the address, the first person Hardin’s suspicions will be your Susan. It would be nice to stir up a quarrel between them. As for me. But I refuse you for another reason. In many ways just because of what we had today. I know why you need the address of that comfort house, as I call it. You want to swoop in there next Saturday, because you once broke into our trailer, which I tried to dissuade you from then, right?

- Well, not really. - I decided that it was still premature to lay out all the cards for Melanie.

- Okay you! Not really… I know you. Just know that it’s not just Hardin you have to deal with. Do you want to go against his friends? I told you: I am still not very familiar with these people, but from what I know, they are very bad and dangerous people. And I do not want to lose my ally and, I hope, more than once a great lover. she finished with a sly wink.

Melanie wrapped her arms around my neck and a long, passionate kiss ensued. Kiss goodbye. See you.

- Tell me more, Ken, why did you decide to speak so rudely to me at the end? You assumed that’s how Hardin interacts with me during sex, right? Melanie asked.

- Yes. Susan revealed to me the secret of their intimate relationship long ago. After that we practice it in our games too. Both I and she like it. I think it’s the same with you. I confessed.

- I thought so. Believe it or not, he doesn’t allow himself to do that with me. Or rather, he allowed it when we first got married. But as soon as we had children, he stopped. He says that you can only communicate like this with cheap whores, but not with the mother of his children. Melanie completed her explanation. “Although I enjoyed being with you today. It turned not only you.

I escorted her to the Gass truck. Then he stood and saw off the light of her marker lights until they disappeared into the darkness - the car turned to the Gass section. The street was cool and quiet. It made me sleepy a little. But as soon as I came home, take a shower, fatigue again fell upon me as an unbearable burden. All the troubles of last evening and the passionate sex of this night have squeezed me out to zero.

I fell on our family bed and passed out in seconds…

 

… I was standing at the fence, behind which there was a house in which my once faithful and decent wife Susan, apparently, was currently engaged in dirty and disgusting things. Things that I intended to stop. Once and for all. To do this, I now needed, at a minimum, to overcome this eight-foot-high fence. I was looking for a place where it would be most convenient to do this. Not an easy task, especially with a baseball bat in hand. Suddenly…

Stop, Mr Francis! Hands up! I hit the ground. Don’t make any sudden movements. Not a single word. Otherwise, you will regret it greatly, Mr. Francis. Put your hands on the back of your head, and silently follow where I point. - I distinctly felt how the cold barrel of a pistol poked into my spine, into the cervical region, below my head, and a low, confident voice uttered all these words in a low voice.
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