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It was almost 8 PM when my wife called me from San Francisco last time. She was there visiting her sister for five days, and she told me that she missed the bus, but she was lucky to find a taxi. I used her visits to her sister, which became more frequent lately, to fuck a young slut. She was seven years younger than my wife, and she had a nice, pleasant face. I had to admit it that my wife had much prettier and more feminine body, but the little slut had her advantages, too. She had boobs like Pam Anderson, and she could always put my dick all the way in her throat without any troubles. However, it was more than obvious that during sex she faked it more than she really enjoyed it, but I supposed it was a part of her strategy to get as much money from me as possible. 

I was totally broke thanks to the little bitch who, I thought, already climbed up some other man hungry of a sweet pussy out of marriage. Don’t blame me. Men cheated on babes like Jennifer Lopez. Besides, I suspected that my wife jumped on some hot guy occasionally. Especially, because she’d been wearing very provocative clothes lately, and her trips to her sister became more frequent.

I looked at the time. It was 10:50 PM. They should’ve been here already. Soon I heard the doorbell ringing. I unlocked the door. My wife stepped inside and fell into my arms. In spite of everything, I had to admit it that I missed her. I kissed her honestly. A man who was approximately my age stood behind her. Maybe an inch or two taller than me and, obviously, a lot stronger. 

“Good evening,” he said.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Come on in,” my wife said and slipped away from my embrace.

We entered the living room.

“Dear, this is the man who drove me.”

We shook hands strongly – manly.

“He is,” she continued “the cabdriver who drove me. It was, so to say, on his way. So he agreed to drive me here half-price.”

“Oh... nice of him.”

“Thank you,” I added, talking to him. 

“You’re welcome,” he said.

“Love, I didn’t have any money, so I told him you’d pay him when I get home.”

Those words made me thunderstruck. 

“Yes, that’s what we agreed. I wanna go, you know, I’m in a hurry, too...” he added fuel to the fire.

“But, darling, I don’t have any money either... at the moment.”

“How come you don’t have? You had it when I left...” she looked at me in a confused way, still insecure if it was a weird joke of mine. 

“Oh, yeah, I had...” I sighed. 

“Dear, you’re joking, right? Come on, pay the man. See he’s in a hurry...”

“I’m not joking, honey. I really don’t have any money.”

She pushed me back roughly, so I lost my balance and fell down in an armchair. 

“You don’t have! Idiot! That slut took everything from you again? You think I don’t know about her? This is a small town, my dear!” She was really enraged, and she had the right to be.

“I apologize,” the cabdriver spoke. “I’m not interested in your arguments. If I could get my money. I’d like to go.”

“You will be paid!” She almost yelled at him, like she was angry at him, too.

“When and how?” It was not easy to confuse him.

“By getting something that no one else but this idiot in the armchair here has ever gotten.”

“I don’t understand...”

“You understand it very well. You think I didn’t notice the way you’ve been looking at me during the trip? And you kept thinking what was hiding under this dress. Well, now you’ll have an opportunity to see. Is that okay?”

“Hey, love, what are you talking about? It hasn’t come to that...” I protested and wanted to get up, but she pushed me back in the armchair strongly. 

“Seems like it has,” she said.

Not paying attention to my and his obvious confusion, she pulled up her tight black dress and put it over her head. A moment later, she stood in the middle of the room wearing only a red thong and bra. She was exactly between me and the cabdriver, who still stood confused a couple of steps behind her back. She held the dress in her hand, and then she threw it directly on my face. She approached the armchair with her back facing me and said:

“Unhook it!”

“Love, don’t do that. It’s not right...”

“Unhook it, I said. When you fuck other women, then it’s okay, right?”

I unhooked her bra with trembling fingers. She put it down in front of her slowly, holding its cups. She was facing the cabdriver and shamelessly asked him:

“Do you like what you see?”

“Yes, of course.... They’re gorgeous... those nipples... ooohhh.”

She stepped towards him, and I admired the view of her sweet ass. The red thong fabric was among her butt cheeks. She approached him, clasped her hands around his neck and said half-loudly:

“Kiss it!”

He hesitated for 10-15 seconds, and then he put his head down. His face sank among her bare breasts. Petrified, I held the armrests of the armchair. I saw his head moving up and down, left and right. Soon I heard her voice of approval.

“Yeah, that’s right... nice...”

While the cabdriver was doing her breasts ruthlessly, she was lowering her thong down slowly. Her movements looked like a stripper’s. The thong slid down to her ankles, and then she simply stepped out of them. 

“Come here,” she told him. “Lie down on this table so that this jerk of mine can see it all. He deserved it.”

Like a virginal teenager, this strong 40-year-old man did what she ordered him. He lay down on the table. She approached the edge of the table where his head was. She stood there in such a manner that her smooth shaved pussy was just above his face.

“I believe you like licking,” she told him.

“Oh, yeah... especially naked pussies,” he replied and moved his head up from the table.

I clearly saw when he put his tongue out and licked her smooth, still closed labia. It didn’t take a long time and licks for the labia to open. His wet tongue made her labia widen. She approached his face as much as her position allowed her, like she tried to put her entire hairless pussy in his mouth... He put his tongue into her inside and she already started panting with pleasure. 

I couldn’t believe what was going on only a couple of feet away from me. I was thinking what to do. I couldn’t have done anything, because I was the one to blame. I was the one who virtually forced her to do this. 

The cabdriver was still lying on the table and licking eagerly my wife’s increasingly warmer pussy. His ironed pants started creasing between his legs. My wife spotted it, too.

“Wow, what’s this...” she said almost humorously, and her palm travelled down his plaid shirt; slowly her fingers sneaked to the increasingly bigger bulge on his pants. She pressed
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