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			Epilogue
		

		
		Chapter 1

		 

		One dainty, white foot peaked out from beneath the covers. Just enough of it that you could make out the ankle starting to sweep up into a calf. It was late but I was tipsy and horny and didn't care. I stripped my clothes and threw them on the floor.

		 

		Milena always slept naked. Her whole body would get extremely hot and she always said she couldn't stand pyjamas. I don't think I'd had a good night's sleep since she'd moved in four weeks ago. My cock was constantly hard and my dreams were exclusively about pushing myself into her hot, tight pussy. So far she hadn't relented, though she did all sorts of other things for me. Which is what I was hoping for tonight.

		 

		I felt her stir as I pulled myself towards her. The heat under the covers was almost unbearable. I put a hand on her soft, warm skin and ran my palm up and down her arm.

		 

		"Adamushka?" she purred, turning around. Her lips curled into a lazy, sleepy smile.

		 

		"Hey baby." I was hard as a rock. Maybe tonight would be the night? Maybe she'd be sleepy enough that she didn't care. Sleepy enough to let me in. I pressed my body up to hers, my rigid cock sinking into the soft flesh of her round ass.

		 

		She shook her head, her blonde locks sliding off her shoulder as she giggled. "What are you trying with me?"

		 

		I pulled back the covers, exposing her neck and shoulder. I leaned down and kissed her, her skin hot under my lips, her scent wafting up from beneath. "I'm sorry I'm so late, baby. Somebody changed some code on the production server and..."

		 

		She puckered her lips and frowned. "Production? What about read-only Friday?"

		 

		"I know. That's what I said, baby. Anyways, Carl wanted to take us out for drinks for staying late and I didn't want to be rude."

		 

		Her expression softened back into a smile. "But now you got drunk and horny and your fiancee is sleepy. Is that right?"

		 

		I kissed her again and smiled. She loved being a tease. "What do you say, baby? Maybe we can...you know, have some fun? What if we just have a practice run for our wedding night?"

		 

		"Practice run?" She scowled.

		 

		"No, I don't mean that. I know you want to wait. I just thought, you know...we could do something else?" I kissed her again, on the neck this time. I saw her skin pimple.

		 

		"Adamchyk, I have to talk to you." She opened her eyes and rolled over.

		 

		My erection flagged for a second. This didn't seem good. This seemed serious.

		 

		She put her hand on my cheek. I leaned in and kissed her lips but she gently moved me away. "It's serious."

		 

		My heart sank. What could be serious that it couldn't wait?

		 

		"Papi and Mimi called today."

		 

		A wave of relief washed over me. "Did they get the card? Can they come?"

		 

		She bit her lower lip and took a breath. "They're not coming Adamik."

		 

		"What? Why not? Did you tell them we could help them with the tickets? Don't they want to see you married?"

		 

		"They do Adamushka." Her eyes wandered back and forth, avoiding mine.

		 

		"Then what?"

		 

		"They want a wedding in Lubnicka."

		 

		It took a lot not to let out a groan. I'd been worried this would happen since she'd first told them we were getting married. I sighed. "Baby...I can't...we can't afford two weddings. You know that."

		 

		Milena pushed herself up on one elbow. The comforter slipped off her body revealing her firm, round breast, the pink nipple stiffening against the cold in the room. "I know. They said they would pay."

		 

		"Pay? What? How do they have money for that?" Her father had a goat farm or, more accurately, the village she was from did. The men tended it together, sharing the profits.

		 

		She pushed her lips out in a pout. "Adamushka, they were so sad," Mimi cried. "They said they waited their whole lives to see me marry."

		 

		My heart melted as I watched the first dew of a tear form in her eye. I cursed inside because I knew then that we were going. We were getting on a plane and flying to tiny Zabarice to get married. If there was something that made me powerless to resist, it was seeing Milena cry. Nevertheless, a guy's got to try.

		 

		"Baby...I want to make you happy but can we afford this? We can't afford this. Not while you're in school still. We're barely scraping by."

		 

		She sighed and I saw her lip start to quiver again.

		 

		"Oh baby, please don't cry."

		 

		"I'm sorry," she said, choking on the words. "They sounded so sad Adamchik. I thought Papi was going to cry. He never cried about anything. Never. They said because I'm their only child..."

		 

		I wasn't sure why I was trying. The decision had already been made. This was all just a formality. Something I felt I had to do so I didn't feel so bad about putting us another twenty five hundred dollars in debt for plane tickets.

		 

		"Okay baby," I sighed.

		 

		Her eyes went wide. "Okay? Are you serious?" she whispered.

		 

		"Okay," I answered. "I'm serious. I want you to be happy. I want them to be happy. I want them to know I love you and that I'd do anything for you."

		 

		The tears started flowing now as she lunged at me. She wrapped her arms around my neck, clinging to me and sniffling.

		 

		I had already started trying to figure out which credit card I could make some room on in the back of my mind. The worry faded as she pressed her lips to mine. They were salty from the tears. And hot.

		 

		She pushed her tongue into my mouth searching for mine.

		 

		I kissed her back and started to feel my cock hardening again.

		 

		She pulled away and stared into my eyes with a lusty smile. "Adamchik, I love you," she cooed, her hand drifting down my thigh until she found my stiffness.

		 

		"Oh fuck baby," I whispered as she caressed my hardness with the tips of her fingers making me bounce.

		 

		She lifted herself up higher, throwing one leg over me as she mounted my chest.

		 

		I glanced down. I could see just the top her pretty, shaved pussy glistening in the dim light.

		 

		She reached up and cupped her full breast. She leaned down, feeding me her nipple, pressing it against my lips. I took the stiff, hot nub into my mouth and rolled my tongue around it over and over. My cock hardened completely.

		 

		"Mmmm..." she purred, pulling herself away. Her nipple slipped out of my mouth with a wet pop. She touched her other breast and gave it to me the same way, letting me suckle on her tender nipple as she moaned above me.

		 

		I reached up to grab the fleshy mound but she pulled away again. I felt her start moving down my body, her sweaty pussy leaving a slick trail along my stomach. I felt the wetness of her slit slide along my cock. I was so close. I felt her hot opening hovering above my meat, tormenting me and making me ache inside. All I had to was push my hips up and I'd be inside her. I felt my ass tighten as my body tried.

		 

		She bit her lip, smiled and shook her head. "Soon Adamchik. Soon." Staring into my eyes she slid her pussy off of my member and leaned down. She lowered her face to the wet trail of her scent she'd left on my abs. She pushed out her tongue and swept it up my skin in a gentle lick, tasting herself. She licked her lips. My cock throbbed.

		 

		She moved farther down my body, her hot skin gliding along mine. She leaned forward and I felt her soft fingers wrap around my stiff cock. Her mouth hovered just above the head of my member. I could feel the heat of her breath on my aching pole.

		 

		"I love you baby," she repeated, then sank down onto my flesh, taking all of me into her tight little mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she started to suck on me.

		 

		I groaned. My ass flexed as my hips rose, pushing me deeper into her mouth.

		 

		Slowly, gently, she started moving up and down, up and down, her tight lips milking my now slick cock.

		 

		I felt the cum start to move from my balls. I wondered if agreeing to the trip would earn me a special surprise. She'd never let me come inside her mouth. Maybe tonight would be the night?

		 

		She started sucking me harder as her fingers slid down my shaft and cupped my balls.

		 

		I grunted as she started kneading them, squeezing more cum out of them and into my shaft.

		 

		"Oh fuck Mimi!" I grunted as I felt my orgasm well inside.

		 

		Her eyes opened even wider, hungry and eager for my release. Her head started bobbing up and down. She gripped the base of my shaft with her other hand. Her mouth popped off.

		 

		"Come, baby," she whispered. "Come!"

		 

		I put a hand on her head. My whole body was screaming to be back inside her mouth. A thrill rushed through me as she lowered her lips onto me again.

		 

		My orgasm swelled. I was almost there. I could feel the cum pulsing through my cock. I groaned again under the heat of her pretty mouth. I felt the first pulse of seed shoot through my shaft. "Fuck yes!" I cried.

		 

		She pulled her mouth off just as the first spurt of my cum erupted from the head of my cock. It flew into the air to one side. She started pumping me with her hand sending me careening into the depths of a massive orgasm. I clutched the sheets as I watched spurt after spurt of my hot cum blast out of my cock and spray uselessly across my stomach and the sheets of the bed.

		 

		Her hand slowed, stretching out the end of my orgasm as she stared into my eyes.

		 

		My body went limp. A shadow of disappointment crept out from a dark part of my mind. It had still felt amazing but I longed to finish inside her.

		 

		Soon, Adamchik. Soon.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		 

		I couldn't sleep that night. Milena fell back asleep almost right away as she always did. She was an expert sleeper.

		 

		I tried but numbers kept bouncing around in my head. Which credit card had the lowest interest rate again? And did it have any room? It wasn't that we were destitute but I was trying to put her through school to become a paralegal on a Level 2 IT administrator's salary and try to pay my own debts off at the same time. There was an end in sight, but it wasn't for a while.

		 

		After a few hours of trying to get to sleep I slipped out of bed, put on my bathrobe and went downstairs. I'd promised her we would go so there was no sense in second thoughts. I got on the computer and booked the flight.

		 

		Then, knowing I wasn't falling back asleep any time soon, I started wandering around the internet. There was no wiki article for the tiny village of Lubnicka where she was from. There was a small entry about Zabarice, her home country. I scanned down the page. It was the usual stuff. Population, three hundred thousand. Industry, almost none. Mostly an agricultural economy most of which had little access to the outside world. It talked about the tight-knit communities and close family ties. And...

		 

		My jaw dropped. What?!? Marriage rites. There was no formal religion in the country for the most part, only long held traditions that had been passed down for generations.

		 

		The wedding ceremony is a week-long event dating back centuries. Local custom has it that it must be performed in the spring to ensure a good harvest. The men of the village all participate in an ancient seeding dance, the details of which are not known but are purported to involve elaborate sexual rituals that involve the whole village.

		 

		What in the actual fuck?!? My heart was pounding in my chest. My palms started to sweat. I felt my pupils shrink as I read the line over and over again. Surely this was a myth or legend. There was no way that things like this still went on in the world? Was there?

		 

		When I stood up, I was shaking, barely able to make it back to bed. Elaborate sexual rituals? Like what? I stared at Milena, sleeping soundly on the other side of the mattress, my mind wandering back and forth over what I'd read. What could possibly happen that would involve the entire village? What the hell was a seeding dance?

		 

		I fell asleep not too long before the sun came up and the alarm rang. The second I was conscious, the memory of what I'd read flooded into my mind. I jerked my head to where Milena had been sleeping. She was gone.

		 

		I found her downstairs, munching on corn flakes and reading from her text book. She had on only a bathrobe that barely covered her ample breasts. My cock flexed as I tried not to stare.

		 

		When she saw me, she smiled. "Good morning!"

		 

		"I booked it."

		 

		She looked puzzled for a moment, then her eyes popped open wide. "You did?"

		 

		"I did. We're going in a week."

		 

		She let out a shriek, bounced up, her golden curls dancing around her shoulders. The bowl of corn flakes shook as she dashed up, almost crashing down onto the floor. She screamed as she ran over and hurled her arms around my neck, smothering me in kisses.

		 

		I wanted to revel in her joy, that I'd been able to make her this happy despite the cost. I could think of only one thing. Seeding dance. My stomach flipped and flopped as I poured myself a coffee and formed the sentence over and over in my mind. What would sound best? What would be the most casual way to bring it up?

		 

		She was still beaming at me when I sat down.

		 

		I couldn't help but smile. "I love you."

		 

		"Oh Adamchik, I love you too!" she said, kissing me again.

		 

		I started munching on my cereal, rolling the question over and over in my mind.

		 

		"So..."

		 

		"Hm?" she asked. She'd gone back to reading her text and didn't look up.

		 

		"So what's a wedding in Lubnicka look like anyway?" I asked, my mouth full of food to try to cover up the nervous edge in my tone.

		 

		She didn't look up. Not right away. Her eyes danced around the page.

		 

		My stomach flipped, then flopped. Why did she look so nervous? Why wasn't she answering me right away? Was there something that she needed to hide? Was it true? About the seeding dance?!?

		 

		She cleared her throat, pressed a finger against her lips, wiping away a little milk that had collected at the corner of her mouth. When she finally looked up she was biting her lip.

		 

		My insides tightened. Was this for real? Was she hiding this from me? Was she searching for an explanation?

		 

		She reached a hand across the table and touched my arm. "Adamchik..." she said with open, earnest eyes.

		 

		"Yes?"

		 

		She let out a sigh. "It's just...a little different than here..." she said, trailing off as her eyes drifted to the ground.

		 

		I swallowed loudly and tried to relax. A bolt of fear shot through me at what she was about to say. "Different how?" I managed to sputter.

		 

		She bit her lip and looked back up. More tears. Fat, salty ones were starting to form in her eyes.

		 

		"Milena, what's wrong?"

		 

		She swallowed, pushing back emotion.

		 

		"Milena...I couldn't sleep last night." I couldn't take this any longer. I had to tell her what I'd read. I had to know if it was true. "I read something."

		 

		Fear washed across her face. Her mouth opened slightly, as if to speak. No sound came out.

		 

		My heart was thundering inside my chest. This couldn't be real. This couldn't be right. "Milena...please," I whispered, barely able to get the words out.

		 

		A single tear rolled down her cheek, paused on her chin before dripping down onto her half-open bathrobe.

		 

		I glanced down at her trim tummy that was peeking out. Despite everything, my cock started to get hard.

		 

		"Oh Adamchik, there's something...I...I just have to tell you."

		 

		"Tell me what, Milena? Please!"

		 

		She nodded then looked at me with what looked like pity. "I was worried about this since you proposed. I was thinking about it every day, hoping they would not ask. Hoping they would take our offer and come here to our wedding. I was thinking about what to say to them, how to make an excuse but when I heard Papi almost cry, I couldn't. I had to say yes."

		 

		My mind was reeling now. I couldn't think straight. My vision had narrowed. My mind had narrowed. The words had settled in my mind. Seeding dance.

		 

		"For fuck's sake, Mimi, tell me. Please." I said it in a whisper. I couldn't take it any longer.

		 

		"It was always this way. It was always how it was done. I didn't think it was strange until I moved to America. Then I realized how crazy everyone would think it was."

		 

		"Mimi! How crazy what was?!?"

		 

		She sighed and I realized she had finally resigned herself to telling me the truth.

		 

		"When a woman is married in Lubnicka there is a ceremony."

		 

		"Yes?"

		 

		"A, how do you call it? A rite?"

		 

		"Yes?"

		 

		"The whole village makes it. The woman has to...she has to...be anointed."

		 

		My throat tightened. A chill settled deep in my insides. "Anointed?" I growled.

		 

		"It's a very old ceremony. Many centuries old. The men...they...they cover her in seed."

		 

		The words seemed to echo in the silence of the kitchen.

		 

		Cover her in seed.

		 

		Was she serious?!? Was I still dreaming? Was I going crazy? This couldn't be real.

		 

		"You mean..."

		 

		"Yes. It is what you think."

		 

		My head started spinning. I clung to the table. The world felt like it had started spinning the other way. It is what you think. It is what you think.

		 

		What did I think? I'd thought about it the night before. Dark and crazy things. About my fiancee being taken by other men in some kind of weird dance. I'd thought about it over and over. I couldn't stop thinking about it. Bolt after bolt of jealous rage tore through me. And then, from somewhere in the primal darkness of my mind, the first hot shot of lust blossomed in my core.

		 

		"What do you mean, it is what I think?" I growled again, surprising even myself with my tone.

		 

		Mimi put her hands up and waved them gently up and down, as if the motion would calm me and distract me from something so incredibly...hurtful? Was it that? Was it hurtful? It certainly hurt to think about.

		 

		"Okay," she said with a sigh. She got a resigned look on her face. Like she knew it was time to come clean and there was nothing to be done about it. "It sounds crazy. It's going to sound crazy. But you have to understand, it comes from a long time ago. From a primitive people who didn't understand the forces of nature or the way the world worked. They're just ancient rituals that have stuck around."

		 

		The way she was explaining it, so matter of factly, the fact that she'd stopped crying and decided to get down to business, all of it filled me with an even greater rage, a cocked gun ready to explode. And yet...

		 

		Why the hell could I not stop imagining her surrounded by other men I had no idea what this was all about and already my mind was spinning up wild fantasies and my cock was getting hard. I looked away, ashamed at the excitement that bubbled just beneath the surface of my anger. I didn't want to reveal this to her. I didn't want her to know this perverse reaction I was having.

		 

		"I guess I just have to tell you."

		 

		"Tell me!" I snapped.

		 

		The resignation spread to her eyes. "What do you want to know?"

		 

		"Everything."

		 

		"Everything?"

		 

		"Everything."

		 

		"Are you going to end this? Are you going to break with me?"

		 

		The question crashed into me like a freight train smashing into a brick wall. It shattered my entire reality. All of my plans for us, desires for us, my hope for our marriage shattered in a million different directions and I felt like a bystander that had just seen the terrible accident but was powerless to do anything but watch.

		 

		"I..."

		 

		What was there to say? I hadn't thought that far. Would I break up with the love of my life, my beautiful blonde-haired, blue-eyed Milena who was always giggling and dancing on the tips of her toes? Would I throw away the last two years of my life because of something like this? The truth was, I didn't know. I needed to know more of what this was all about.

		 

		"Just tell me. Please."

		 

		"The whole wedding is a week long. It starts on Friday and finishes with the marriage on the next Thursday night. It has to be consummated before midnight of that day."

		 

		Consummated.

		 

		The word made me shiver. With excitement as much as with dread. That Thursday, that would be the night I would finally be inside my wife. If...if I could get through all of this.

		 

		"Go on."

		 

		Her eyes danced side to side across the room. The corn flakes in her bowl had turned soggy, soaked with milk. "It starts with a dance."

		 

		"A dance?"

		 

		"Well, there are lots of dances, but this first one starts the whole thing."

		 

		"Okay..."

		 

		"It's the dance of passage. Where the woman becomes a woman for the first time. A real woman."

		 

		Ice cold terror flashed through me. "What does that mean? What happens in the dance?"

		 

		"It's...the men, the young men from the village gather and dance around the woman."

		 

		"That's it?" That didn't seem that bad. Maybe I was being crazy. Maybe I'd overreacted. Maybe I'd let my own imagination get the better of me and all of this wasn't going to be as bad as...

		 

		"That's it, except..."

		 

		That tightness in my throat again. That stifling, chocking tightness. "Except the bride to be is...you know. Nude."

		 

		Nude. My wife, or bride to be, rather. Nude in front of the village men. Just the young men, though. I clenched my fist. My jaw tightened as I stared at the table, unable to meet her gaze.

		 

		"Okay. Then what?"

		 

		She breathed. A breath of relief. Like she'd passed the first hurdle. Like there was still a chance.

		 

		"Then..." She paused. I looked up to see her smiling. It was a kind of crooked, awkward smile. Not one I'd seen on her before. She giggled. Her blonde curls bounced around her neck. She covered her mouth with a hand. "Then," she went on, "you get washed. Or at least, I think that's what happens next." She furrowed her brow, as if trying to remember the exact order of the ceremony.

		 

		"Washed?"

		 

		Another giggle. "Washed. Yes."

		 

		I felt some of the tension leave my face. "Washed how?"

		 

		A third giggle and a raised eyebrow. "The women that have all come of age but not yet married. They wash you for me. I think it's the women."

		 

		"Like, give you a bath?"

		 

		She laughed out loud this time. "Something like that!"

		 

		"What do you mean something like..."

		 

		"I don't know! I don't know because I only heard about it. I left for school before I had anything to do with that. My cousin told me about it once but I was young and it was a long time ago. I remember being very shy and I remember her laughing a lot."

		 

		Not that this had changed my mind about the whole thing but I had to admit there was some relief in knowing that I had to endure something like that, too. Maybe it was a good thing. Maybe it would bring us closer together? Going through something like this? Maybe I'd overreacted without knowing all the facts.

		 

		"And then?"

		 

		"And then...I don't know."

		 

		"Mimi..."

		 

		"I don't know! Really. I told you, I never did the ceremony and they take the children to a different village when it happens."

		 

		"Why?"

		 

		She shrugged. "Too young to see, I guess."

		 

		Too young to see? My mood darkened again. That couldn't be a good thing. What could be so lewd that they wouldn't let the children see?

		 

		"So?"

		 

		"So what?"

		 

		"So...are you going to..."

		 

		I knew what she wanted to ask. Was I going to go through with it or was I going to run? I had no idea what the answer would be. I looked at her. My beautiful Mimi, innocent and unbroken and pure. The engagement ring I'd bought her glistened on her finger. Her blue eyes sparkled in the morning light. I breathed a deep breath.

		 

		"Why didn't you tell me about this before?"

		 

		She turned her eyes down and her smile faded into a frown. "I thought you'd...I thought you'd never..." She looked back up. "I thought you'd run away. It's a crazy thing, I know. I guess I hoped that you could...I guess I hoped you loved me enough to...I don't know."

		 

		Loved her enough to endure it. Loved her enough to not let something like this get in the way. The conversation had cleared the jealousy and doubt out of my mind somewhat. At least she was being honest. At least she was coming clean. I leaned back in my chair and thought.

		 

		It wasn't her fault, really. Maybe she could have been more open, more honest about it in the first place. It stung to think she'd kept this a secret from me all along. When had she been planning on telling me, exactly? At the same time I understood why she hadn't. We were so in love. Of course she must have thought that news like this might destroy what we had. Maybe she was right in waiting. I was so in love with her, I would do anything to keep that love. Anything? Even this?

		 

		"Fuck it."

		 

		"What?" Her lip quivered. She hadn't understood my meaning.

		 

		"The good fuck it. Fuck it like I don't care about what we need to do. If we need to do this, if it's important to you so we can be together, I'll do it."

		 

		Once again I thought she was going to cry. "Adamchik, really?"

		 

		"Really. I mean it."

		 

		She pushed away from the table, knocking the cereal bowl onto the floor. Milk and soggy corn flakes splattered as the ceramic shattered across the tile. Her robe flowed open revealing her toned, alabaster skin.

		 

		My eyes widened slightly and slid down her body, along the curve of her gently swaying breasts, then settled on the top of the gentle cleft of her sex.

		 

		"I love you," she whispered, pushing me away from the table and straddling my lap. As her legs opened I caught the fresh scent of her soaked pussy drifting up between our bodies. She kissed me deeply and I felt her hand crawling down the front of my shirt and tugging at my belt buckle.

		 

		"I have to go to work," I whispered as she nibbled on my lip.

		 

		"Not yet. First I want to suck your cock."

		

	
		Chapter 3

		 

		My cock was already hard as I watched Mimi slide down my body and pull it out of my pants. It sprang out and she cupped it with both hands then ran her tongue up its firm length. My mind was a swirl of conflicting, confused emotions. I loved this woman. She was on her knees in front of me trying to suck the happiness out of me. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to fly half-way across the world and watch her at the center of a seeding dance?

		 

		The thought made me bulge harder as she wrapped her lips around the head of my swollen member and impaled her mouth on it. Hot tendrils of pleasure shot from between my legs and up my spine pushing all the doubt and rage far back into the darkest corners of my mind.

		 

		She cupped my balls, stroking them as her head bobbed up and down.

		 

		I stiffened in the chair. I was going to be late for work but I didn't care. I didn't care about anything but her. My cock flexed against the inside of her cheeks, cum pooling at its base. I never lasted long when she did this.

		 

		"Fuck Mimi..." I muttered, staring at her loving my stiff shaft.

		 

		She came off with a sloppy, wet pop. "I love you Adamushka," she whispered before plunging me back into her mouth.

		 

		My head rolled back and I groaned as she started sucking again. Between thick spurts of dopamine that flooded my brain from each loving suck I tried to remember what we'd just talked about. Was I really ready to do this? Could I really watch this crazy dance? The thought of primitive village women washing me flooded my mind and made me stiffen completely inside her mouth. She took me out.

		 

		"Adamchik. Baby, I want to taste your cum!" she sputtered before burying my cock inside her cheeks again.

		 

		I groaned and my head snapped forward, my eyes fixated on watching her suck. Had she said it or was I imagining things? Was this really the day she was going to let me come inside her mouth.

		 

		Her head bobbed up and down in a mesmerizing rhythm as worked my rock hard cock. Her hands were on the base now, pulling at my skin, trying to stroke my cum closer to her tongue. She was a creature possessed, intent on squeezing my seed out of me.

		 

		The image exploded in front of my eyes. Milena lying in the center of the village, naked, back arched. She was holding her breasts and around her were a dozen men, thick, rigid cocks in hand. They were pumping furiously, each of them staring at the delicate curves of her body, transfixed the way I was now.

		 

		I looked down. Her breasts were shaking side to side as she worked me in her mouth. I felt my cum leave my balls. This was it. She was going to let me do it. She was going to let me blast it into her mouth.

		 

		I felt the first hot spurt leave my shaft as I exploded against her flesh. I heard myself scream but it felt like I was outside my own body, like I wasn't myself. The cocktail of pleasure chemical drenched my brain as I stared, wide-eyed at Milena sucking the cum out of my cock.

		 

		She moaned. She purred. She squeezed my balls. I cried out again in pain and pleasure as she milked splash after splash of hot cum out of my body and into her mouth. Her head was moving up and down. Her hand pumped my shaft. My orgasm seemed to trail on forever.

		 

		The gentle pain that comes with having come invaded the ecstasy I was feeling. I put a hand on her cheek and tried to push her off.

		 

		She didn't budge. She kept sucking and pumping, fucking the cum out of me with her mouth. "Fuck Mimi, stop!" I finally cried out.

		 

		She popped off. A deluge of hot cum poured out of her mouth. She caught what she could with her hands. Some of it fell on the tile floor. She looked up at me but almost immediately looked back down at my cock and pounced on it, burying it in her mouth.

		 

		I roared at the sensation but I didn't make her stop. She sucked and licked it until it was dry and flaccid and even then she kept it in her mouth. Only my whimpering made her pull off. She gathered a strand of my seed from her cheek and pushed it into her mouth with a finger.

		 

		I groaned. She stood up. Her robe opened revealing her ripe, firm breasts, nipples stiff and hot. She pressed her lips to mine.

		 

		The taste of my spunk, mixed with the cherry wetness of her mouth exploded across my senses. I kissed her back and she fed me what she'd taken from me, what she had left in her mouth. We shared a deep kiss. When she finally pulled away I felt completely spent.

		 

		She stood up, hand on her hip, half her naked body exposed. "I love you Adamushka," she whispered. She turned on her heel and spun around, swaying towards the stairs. "Have a good day at work!" she called out.

		 

		Holy fuck.

		 

		I didn't have a good day at work. It was terrible. I would go so far as to say fucking terrible and I usually try not to swear. As soon as I left the house the reality of the whole situation slid back into my mind. Was I being crazy? Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to let my wife to be participate in this...this, seeding dance?

		 

		I started to come up with excuses, or explanations, really. What did it mean? It was only a problem for me because of the culture I'd been raised in. Here women didn't do things like that. Men didn't do things like that. That didn't mean it was wrong or bad. Things were different in different parts of the world, right? Hell, maybe her parents would have found the boring ritual of a civil North American wedding offensive. I began to construct a reality that would allow me to do this for Milena and still keep my sanity intact. It had mixed results.

		 

		When I got home, Mimi was already packing.

		 

		"How was it?" she said, skipping towards me as I walked through the door.

		 

		"Long. Annoying. I hate going in on Saturday's."

		 

		"You should stop."

		 

		"I can't stop."

		 

		"Why not?" she pouted. "They don't own you. They don't own your life."

		 

		After the day I'd had, I was in no mood for her advice. "As long as you're in school and I've got debts to pay, they do."

		 

		"Adamchik," she cooed, "I love you. Thank-you for working hard."

		 

		Her words were like a soothing ointment. Now that it was Saturday afternoon I could at least leave the office behind for a day and a half.

		 

		"What did you do?"

		 

		Her eyes sparkled. "I packed!"

		 

		Her excitement excited me but the dark spectre of what she was packing for clouded my mind. I did my best to push it back. "What did you pack? We're not leaving till Wednesday."

		 

		"I know," she said, playfully pushing me away. "I'm just excited."

		 

		Excited. Excited for what? Excited for getting married or excited about strange naked men dancing around you in a seeding dance.

		 

		You filthy slut.

		 

		The thought shocked me. I couldn't even believe I'd thought it. What a terrible way to describe my future wife. She wasn't a filthy slut, she was Milena. My Milena. I just had to keep remembering that. She seemed to sense my resentment, or my apprehension.

		 

		"What's wrong?"

		 

		What was wrong? I knew exactly what was wrong. I'd spent the whole day thinking about what was wrong. My wife naked in front of a village of strange men and women. I tried to think about the washing that she'd talked about. I tried to remember the reasons I was doing this. She was the reason. Our life together was the reason. Each time I managed to settle myself down a dark swell of jealousy and angst would well back up from inside me, overwhelming and profound.

		 

		"I love you, Mimi," I whispered, forcing a smile. What else could I say?

		 

		"I love you too," she smiled back. "Chinese food for dinner?"

		 

		She knew there was more than one way to a man's heart.

		 

		


		Chapter 3

		 

		I never liked flying. I didn't like it anymore this time. The only planes that flew into Zabarice were Soviet-era rust buckets. Their wings flapping in the wind seemed to be the only things keeping them in the sky. We were surrounded by grizzled eastern European men, the underarms of their shirts stained yellow, the smell of cheap, strong booze on their breath. It was like stepping back in time.

		 

		I tried to relax. I drank three glasses of scotch (still free, miraculously) and tried to soak myself in alcohol to ignore the dull ache that had my stomach twisted around itself. Dinner was a choice between chicken or goat, which I'd learned was the national dish in Zabarice. I tried the goat which was surprisingly delicious, given the state of the aircraft. As we flew into the darkening sky, the cabin lights were dimmed and TV screens unfolded from the ceiling of the cockpit with a noisy whir. Milena watched about five minutes of the movie which seemed to have been dragged out of the eighties and back to life specifically for this flight, and promptly fell asleep.

		 

		As the other passengers settled in for the long flight, I slipped out of my seat and pulled my bag from the overhead bin. Careful not to wake Milena, I extracted the one book I'd found about Zabarice. It was a tome written by a linguist in the early thirties that had gone to document the people and their culture. It was a hard cover but inside the paper was brittle and the edges crumbled seemingly every time they were touched. I replaced my bag, sat down and opened the book as delicately as I could.

		 

		A shock of adrenaline tore down my center and settled in my stomach at the page I'd opened. I pulled the book closer to my chest, not wanting anyone to think I was looking at pornography. It was a black and white picture but the image was clear.

		 

		About a dozen or so men stood in what looked to be the center of a village. A bed had been dragged out into this market square and on it lay a completely naked, very well-endowed young woman. The men were all holding onto their rigid and impressive cocks and the woman's legs were spread open. She had a thick patch of dark hair above her pussy that thinned into soft down around her very fleshy and very tight slit. Below the picture was the caption, "Village locals preparing for the seeding dance." I felt my cock start to grow as I stared at the picture.

		 

		I glanced to one side. Milena was curled into a ball on the seat next to me, snoring softly. I looked to the other. The older couple who had begun to watch the movie had fallen asleep on each other's shoulders. I was free to delve deeper into this strangely disturbing yet somehow arousing world.

		 

		I looked back down. While the men in the picture all looked fairly serious, the woman had a slight smile. Something caught my eye. I peered closer. In the background, seated on a low wooden chair was a young man who had on a white tunic and nothing else. There were two women standing behind him. Upon closer inspection, I realized that his legs and arms were tied to the chair.

		 

		My heart jumped. Could this be who I thought it was? Could this be the young groom, ready to watch his bride-to-be defiled by the village? The thought sent a rush of nerves tearing through me again. I leered even closer. I couldn't believe what I saw. It was difficult to make out because of the graininess of the picture but once I had seen it, it was unmistakable.

		 

		At first glance the young man in the picture had looked dejected, his shoulders were slumped forward and his head was low. Now that I had looked at it more closely, I clearly saw that his expression was quite the opposite. His eyes were open wide, peering at the scene unfolding before him and his lips were parted slightly in a goofy grin. It looked like he was actually...enjoying himself sitting in that chair.

		 

		I sat up straight and closed the book in case anyone who might be walking by should look over my shoulder. I looked over at Milena. She looked like a cat, curled under the blue airplane blanket that had come in a plastic bag. My mind put the two images together and I shivered as another rush of adrenaline shook me.

		 

		There she was. My fiancee, my Milena. It was her in that picture now, instead of the woman with the dark bush. She had her legs spread wide open, welcoming the attention of anyone who cared to glance over. Around her, were the men that were standing in the picture.

		 

		I closed my eyes and let the image come to life in my mind.

		 

		They were all staring at her now, stroking their handsome cocks with well-muscled hands, the hands of men who still use scythes to cut their wheat. The circle of them closed around her. I could only catch glimpses of her now from in between them but each glimpse brought an image into my mind that made me squirm in my seat. Just like the girl in the picture had been, Milena was smiling. She was smiling wider and wider as the circle closed around her, happy about what these burly men were going to do.

		 

		And me? I was the lonely groom, strapped to his chair, his cock hard and a goofy grin on my face as I watched the mob descend on her and start to rut.

		 

		My eyes opened wide as my body registered a sudden panic. Why the hell was I hard?!? Why was my cock straining against my jeans at the thought of my wife in the center of a circle of other guys? What was wrong with me that I thought about these things and it made me want to actually see them happen in real life.

		 

		My heart was pounding now but the nervousness had turned to excitement. Casting a furtive glance to make sure no one was looking, I opened the book again.

		 

		The second page contained a detailed description of the author, one Wladyslaw Zbygniak, a Polish linguist and sociologist. Over his career he'd travelled many times to the remote corner of south-eastern Europe where we were headed and spent most of his time in the mountains, documenting the people and their customs. He became obsessed with the place, much to the chagrin of the scientific establishment of the time. These people were apparently seen as backwards and primitive and devoting time and energy to document them was frowned upon. He was ostracized by his peers and eventually moved to the place he'd devoted his life documenting, a village deep in the mountains of Zabarice.

		 

		I turned the page. Another image made me catch my breath. This time it was even grainier but still legible. A group of women were sitting around the young man in the chair. They were all smiling, though the young man looked like a strange mixture of sheepish and terrified. His cock was clearly visible now and he was hard as a rock.

		 

		"Readying the male for the cleaning," the caption read.

		 

		Cleaning? What the fuck was this? How come I'd never heard of anything like this before? Not that I was a porn hound or anything but this was getting me seriously worked up and it seemed like I should have come across at least something that resembled this online.

		 

		The cleaning is the first preparation in the seven day ceremony. In it, the groom is masturbated by the village women and his 'Temcasova Zona' or temporary wife is chosen by the brood.

		 

		"What's that?"

		 

		I jumped in my seat at the sound of Milena's sleepy voice beside me. I slammed the book shut and turned to her, forcing a smile. "Oh, just a little something I need for...I was just doing a little reading."

		 

		"About what?" she asked, leaning closer and trying to get a look at the book in my hands. I pulled it away but it was no use. She'd seen it. There was nowhere to hide it so I decided to come clean.

		 

		I sighed and handed her the book. "Careful. It's old and the pages crumble."

		 

		She held it in the palm of one hand and opened the cover with a slender finger.

		 

		My eyes darted to her face. Some primal curiosity made me need to know what she would look like, exactly what her first reaction would be to the page inside. I wasn't disappointed. Her eyes opened a little wider, the sleepiness gone from them now. Her lips parted as she stared at the picture of the woman with her legs spread. After a moment, she turned and stared at me.

		 

		"Adamushka? Is this...?"

		 

		"Yeah. It's about Zabarice. It was written in the thirties though so probably everything's different. I can't believe that people would still do something like this? Right? I mean, it's the twenty-first century, you can't have a bunch of people running around performing mating ritual's like this. Can you?"

		 

		Her gaze wandered down towards the page. She stared at the picture for a while longer. She seemed hypnotized by what she saw.

		 

		And my reaction? I guess I should have felt jealous, like I had when she'd first told me about this crazy ritual. I felt some of that. It was somewhere, beneath the much stronger feeling that was making my pants tight. I shifted in my seat, hoping Milena hadn't noticed the lump in my crotch.

		 

		She turned the page. She stared at the next image, the one of the man surrounded by the women. She looked up with bright eyes, almost smiling. Almost giggling. "You see? Like I told you! The washing."

		 

		I looked back down at the page. That was what she'd told me. I didn't know if I believed it when I'd heard it but here it was, right in front of me. I thought about it again.

		 

		"Mimi," I said, lowering my voice so no one could hear above the din of the airplane engines. "Mimi, this can't still be going on. Who did you hear about this from? It's been ten years since you came for school. How old were you when your cousin told you this story?"

		 

		She frowned, thinking back to her youth. "Maybe five? Or maybe six years old?"

		 

		I shook my head. "Mimi, that was fifteen years ago. Are you sure something like this is still happening in Lubnicka? They have internet, right? They have phones and TV's and cars, right?"

		 

		She nodded.

		 

		"Then how on earth can they still be doing something like this?" I asked, pointing to the page with the picture.

		 

		She sighed. "I...don't know. Maybe...maybe you're right. Maybe they're not."

		 

		What was that look in her eyes? Was it disappointment? It put me off balance. But it wasn't only that. There was something else. There was something gnawing at me. The feeling crept out of the darkness into my mind until I could put my finger on it.

		 

		I was disappointed. I had no idea if what we were seeing in the book was going on or not but I was disappointed at the fact that it might not be, anymore. It was crazy to me, but I was disappointed that a throng of strong, virile young men wouldn't surround my bride and perform this ancient rite.

		 

		"Adamchik..." I heard Milena whisper.

		 

		I looked over to see that she'd turned the page. I felt the blood drain from my face.

		
		Chapter 4

		 

		The picture we were staring at was of a large gathering of people, most of which were naked. The young woman that had been in the first picture had her legs held open by two of the large young men, one on either side of her. A third man was standing, rigid cock in hand, ready to pierce her soft flesh. He was completely naked and on his knees in front of the bed, the muscles on his back and in his legs flexing as he poised himself at her entrance.

		 

		I looked up to see Milena's eyes darting around the picture, taking in every lurid detail. I'd never seen her like this, so mesmerized by something. Her whole being seemed to be consumed by what she was seeing.

		 

		My cock was stiff again as I watched her. I don't know what possessed me to do what I did next. A perverse curiosity took hold of me and I just had to know. I pushed one hand under the blanket and let it slide up the soft fabric of the flannel pants she'd put on to fly.

		 

		She looked over at me as I found the elastic and pulled it open. "Adamushka, what are you doing?!?" she asked, surprised.

		 

		I pulled the elastic of her underwear and before she knew what was happening, plunged my fingers in between her thighs. My breath caught as the tips of my fingers felt the warm, gooey softness seeping from her untouched slit. My eyes popped open. I pulled my hand out and couldn't resist the urge to smell what my fingers had just touched. It was the unmistakable salty-sweet smell of her arousal leaking from in between her legs. My heart started to pound at the realization. She was actually getting turned on by this.

		 

		"Adam! What are you doing!" she hissed, pushing my hand down and slamming the book shut.

		 

		I just stared at her, trying to make sense of the crazy jumble of emotions bouncing around in my own mind.

		 

		"What are you doing? Stop staring at me like that!" she said, putting a hand on my cheek to try to get me to look away.

		 

		I didn't budge. "Your pussy's wet," I said, quietly so only she could hear.

		 

		"What? Shhh, don't say that! People will hear."

		 

		I didn't care if anyone did. "Mimi, are you...turned on by this?"

		 

		"What? Turned on? No!" she said, looking the other way to avoid my stare. "What kind of a crazy question is that, anyways?"

		 

		The way she was acting only confirmed that it wasn't a crazy a question as she was trying to make it out to be. "Your pussy's all wet because you're turned on by this whole thing. This...ritual."

		 

		"Adam, no!" she said a little too loudly. The people from the seat's ahead of us stirred and glanced back.

		 

		I put up a hand and wave a "sorry" at them. I turned to look at Milena again. Excitement welled up inside me. The fact that Milena was excited enough by this stuff to become this aroused was doing strange things to me. Did I dare tell her about my own reaction?

		 

		"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked.

		 

		I reached over and took her hand, drawing it close to me and letting it rest on my thigh. She looked down. Her hand started to creep towards my crotch. Her eyes shot back up as she felt the tip of my hard cock. For a moment she looked confused, like she didn't know what any of it meant. Then she seemed to understand.

		 

		"Can you let me up? I have to go the bathroom."

		 

		I turned and moved my legs into the aisle. Milena made sure to press as close to me as she could, her breasts grazing my cheek, her scent making me even harder. She cast me a knowing gaze as she walked towards the restroom.

		 

		My body filled with nervous energy. Were we really going to do this? Were we going to join the "mile-high club" on the way to our wedding? She seemed serious about it. After a few minutes I stood up and shuffled towards the bathroom myself.

		 

		She had left the door only slightly open. I pushed my way in. It was a little larger than the bathrooms on modern planes so there was plenty of room for two. She took my hand and locked the door, pulling me close for a kiss. When she pulled away I smiled.

		 

		"Mimi, are you serious?"

		 

		She looked down at my crotch where my cock was still bulging in my pants. She undid the zipper and let my stiff member bounce out, curling her fingers around it and stroking it gently. She looked up into my eyes.

		 

		"Did the book make you this hard?" she purred, clutching me a little harder.

		 

		I stiffened in her firm grasp, bracing myself against the counter behind me. "Mimi...I..." Suddenly I was overwhelmed by the pleasure her touch brought. I didn't know what to say. It was true that I'd become aroused by the book, by thinking of what it would be like to see her in those situations. But thinking it was one thing, admitting to it was another.

		 

		"Adamushka, I want to tell you a secret. Do you want to hear my secret, baby?" she asked, smiling softly and stroking my rigid cock.

		 

		I nodded and exhaled a "yes."

		 

		"My pussy was wet when you touched it because of those pictures. It made me excited, but not just looking at them." She pressed her face closer to mine. "I got excited because I started imagining that it was me in those pictures and not that girl."

		 

		She pulled back to see my wide open eyes. I had flexed in her hand as she'd said it so there could be no disguising the fact that it was as arousing to me as it was to her. It all felt dangerous, though, somehow. Should we really be admitting these strange new desires to each other so close to our arrival? When we had no idea what was going to come?

		 

		"Is that why your cock is so hard, baby?" she pressed. "Because of seeing that girl?" she asked, putting on a pout.

		 

		I shook my head.

		 

		Milena smiled. "Then why? Is it because you thought of it too? Is it because you thought about me in those pictures and not her?"

		 

		My cock bulged in her hand. Her smile grew wider and she started stroking me harder. "Mimi...I..." I started but couldn't finish. I felt a hot froth of cum move out of my balls and into my shaft. I looked down at my straining cock as a trickle of precum dribbled out of the head. When I looked back up Mimi was still smiling. An eager, hungry smile now as she kept working my shaft.

		 

		"You did, didn't you? You thought of me with my legs spread open on that bed and all those boys around me with their stiff cocks." She was grinning now, thrilled with the reaction her dirty talk was getting. "Do you want to see that, Adam? Do you want to see your wife like that in front of all those men?"

		 

		The image roared into my mind again. Milena spread eagle on the bed, her back arched, her hands on her big, beautiful tits, pressing them together and making them bulge. The circle of men closed in around her, their cocks in hand.

		 

		I groaned. Milena put her hand on my mouth.

		 

		"You want to see them push themselves inside me, one by one? You want to see all of those men press their thick cocks into my tight little pussy, Adamushka?"

		 

		My cock hardened in her warm hand. My eyes were wide. I stared at her devilish grin, watched her lips twist into a delighted sneer. I felt the first hot pulse of cum shoot through my shaft. She must have felt it too. She looked down and moved to one side just in time.

		 

		With her hand still covering my mouth I strained my eyes towards the ground. The orgasm that had been building since I first opened the book tore through me in a rush as I saw more cum spurt from the head of my throbbing shaft. Rope after rope of it pulsed from my body, spilling aimlessly on the ground as Milena tugged and rubbed out the rest of my climax. I grunted into her hand but resisted the urge to cry out. My mind filled with the images she'd painted.

		 

		Milena on her back. Milena with her legs spread. Milena full of some strange man's fat cock.

		 

		As I sat against the counter of the bathroom, panting to catch my breath, I watched Milena bend down and clean up my deposit with a hand towel. She giggled and smiled, delighted with what she'd done. She made me slip out of the bathroom first. A few minutes later she followed, putting on a sleepy expression as if nothing lewd had happened in there.

		 

		She pushed past me, pressing her bountiful breasts against me as she slid by.

		 

		I sat there feeling awkward as she curled back into her seat, her eyes on me the whole time. "So?" she asked, finally. "Should we talk?"

		

	
		Chapter 5

		 

		"Talk about what?"

		 

		Her mouth rounded into a guffaw. "About what just happened, silly!" she whispered.

		 

		What was there to say? My Milena had just masturbated me onto the floor of an airplane bathroom as she talked about strange men pressing themselves into her body. What was so strange about that?

		 

		"I...I really don't know what to say."

		 

		"Hey," she said, tapping me on the shoulder and leaning close. "You started it."

		 

		I guess I did. If I hadn't pressed my hand between her legs, if I hadn't been so desperate for an answer to the question of whether what we'd seen had turned her on, none of this would have come about. "Why did you do that?" I asked.

		 

		"Because I like making you happy. You seemed...excited by the idea. I thought it would be fun." Her expression was innocent and playful and I couldn't argue that she'd done all those things just right. What was it that was bothering me about it then? It was just a fantasy, after all.

		 

		"What's wrong?" she asked, reading me well.

		 

		"Do you...I mean, what about you?"

		 

		"What about me?"

		 

		"You were excited by it, too."

		 

		She looked down and giggled. "Yeah. I was."

		 

		Her response made my stomach twist and my nerves tingle as fresh jealousy filled my insides. "Why?"

		 

		"Why what?"

		 

		"Why were you excited? Do you want to fuck other men?"

		 

		It was Milena who put a finger to her lips, shushing me as she looked around to see if anyone had heard. "I didn't say that."

		 

		"But you were aroused by it. By the thought of it?"

		 

		"So were you," she replied.

		 

		Well, she was right. But that was different. It was one thing for me to be excited by the prospect. Her getting excited about it felt like...a betrayal, somehow. "You're looking forward to this, aren't you?" I asked, trying to keep my voice calm despite the anger that was boiling inside.

		 

		Her smile vanished and concern filled her eyes. "Looking forward? To what?"

		 

		"To this whole thing. This whole marriage ritual. You want it to happen the way it did in the book, don't you?" I was taking through clenched teeth now, unable to control my jealousy any longer.

		 

		"Adam..." she said, her voice fading.

		 

		"Answer me. Is this why we had to do this? Because you want to get fucked by a bunch of different guys?"

		 

		She shushed me again and put a hand on my arm. "Adam...I...I don't know."

		 

		Her answer didn't help my mood. "You don't know?" I shot back.

		 

		She looked up and it looked like her eyes were going to fill with tears again. I was too angry now to care. "Yes."

		 

		A red-hot flash of panic ripped through me at her response. Was she being serious?!? How could she say something like that? How could she tell me she was looking forward to cheating on me?!? All the tears in the world wouldn't make me feel sorry for her this time.

		 

		"Okay, I have to tell you something."

		 

		I clutched at the armrests, my nails digging into the tough plastic as I braced myself for what she was going to say.

		 

		"I love you, Adamushka, I really do. I wasn't lying when I said that I was worried about this from the day you proposed. I wasn't lying about that. But..."

		 

		"But what?" I growled.

		 

		"But I wasn't just worried because I knew this would be your reaction. I was worried because I knew that there was nothing I could do about it."

		 

		"What do you mean 'nothing you could do?'"

		 

		Milena sighed. "I mean that I knew it could only be one way. These are my people, Adamushka. My traditions, my culture, my ways. No matter how much I love you, I knew I couldn't turn my back on that. I always meant to come back. I always meant to get married this way. Then I met you."

		 

		It began to dawn on me, what she was trying to explain. "You mean..."

		 

		"I mean that even if you told me you would never go through with it, that you would break up with me, that you would go out of my life, I could not tell Mimi and Papi that I would not be married in this way. It's too important to them and they are too important to me. I love you. I just...I want us to go. And try. If you can't then I understand. Just know that I love you so much but this is...this is inside me. This is mine."

		 

		A strange calm settled over me as I stared deep into Milena's eyes. There was love there. Tremendous love. For me. For us. "You're saying that..."

		 

		"I'm saying the choice is yours. I want to be with you but I cannot turn my back on Mimi and Papi. I cannot turn my back on my people, my friends, my whole life back home. If you could not do this, if you can not do this, I understand. But we can not be together if you can't."

		 

		She couldn't have said it more directly. For a second I felt betrayed. If she loved me so much, wouldn't that love trump everything else? Wouldn't she be able to tell her parents no? "Why not? Why wouldn't you say no to this to stay with me?"

		 

		She sighed again but held my gaze. "Because, Adamchik, you will see. In Zabarice, family is more important than anything. Especially in Lubnicka. The whole village is one big family. We do everything together. It is how I was raised and the whole time I was in America I missed it so much. I didn't realize how much until I spoke with Mimi and Papi. They reminded me of how much I needed to go back."

		 

		"Wait," I started, suddenly confused. "Go back? What do you mean go back?"

		 

		She bit her lip. "Adamushka, can you do something for me?" she asked.

		 

		"I guess. I mean, it depends on what it is."

		 

		She smiled. "Can you keep your mind open when we go there?"

		 

		"Keep my mind open? I think I'm doing a pretty good job of that already," I huffed.

		 

		"You are," she said, putting her hand on my arm. "I want you to keep it open the whole time, though. I want you to think about maybe...maybe living there instead of going back?"

		 

		The question sent my mind reeling again. It felt like all the calm that had settled over me, was lost. "Living in Zabarice? Mimi, what the hell are you talking about?!? You never said anything about this. You never told me it was something you were even thinking about!"

		 

		"I know, Adamchik, I know. Because I didn't feel it this deeply until a few days ago and then it felt like...like it would ruin things if I asked you. Like we would have a fight, like we are now."

		 

		"Mimi," I said, eyeing her squarely, "this is crazy. Our whole life is in America. I have a job there, you're going to school..."

		 

		"...we have no money and are up to our eyeballs in debt."

		 

		That tripped me up for a moment. "What does that have anything to do with this? I thought you wanted to go to school? That's why we're in debt. That's why..."

		 

		"Adamushka, there's no point of arguing about it now. We don't have to make any decision now. I just wanted to ask. I only wanted to ask you to keep your eyes and mind open while we are there. Do you still want to marry me?"

		 

		Did I still want to marry her?!? What kind of a crazy question was that? With everything she'd told me, with everything that I'd found out about this crazy place she was from, I was still sitting on the plane next to her, wasn't I?

		 

		"Mimi, of course I do but..."

		 

		She put a finger on my lips. "But nothing, Adamchik. But nothing. That is all I need to hear. I love you and I'm happy that you still love me. Even if things are crazy sometimes." She grinned, then giggled, then leaned in and kissed my lips. Then she curled herself back into the chair, covered herself in blanket and drifted back to sleep.

		 

		I watched it all happen. I wanted to shake her awake and take her by the shoulders and talk about all of it all over again. The book, what had happened in the bathroom, her wet pussy. I hesitated and in the few moments I did I realized there was no point. I could talk about it until I was blue in the face but at the end of the day I was still on a plane, headed to a strange country to some strange ritual where who knows what was going to happen to my wife.

		 

		The fact was that I loved her. I loved her so much I'd do anything for her and I was going to make her my wife. Sometimes you just have to be a man about things and this felt like one of those times. No matter how much it hurt or tore me up inside, I was going to make this work. We were going to be married and we were going to live a happy life, damnit!

		 

		I folded my arms across my chest and closed my eyes to try and get some sleep.

		

	
		Chapter 6

		 

		From the air, Volniceba, the capital of Zabarice looked like the picture of socialist urban planning. Wide, nearly empty avenues converged on roundabouts like spokes on a wagon wheel. At the center of each roundabout was a patch of grass and on that, a statue, usually of a person or group of people carrying sickles or hammers or scythes. People with staunch expression and square jaws and strong eyes. It looked like a country that had never pulled itself out from under the severe influence of Communist design.

		 

		As we descended towards the city, Milena stared out the window as I stared at her, smiling and wide-eyed. We'd been back once together, her first time after many years away, to meet her parents. I remembered that same expression, that same fondness in her eyes then, that I saw now.

		 

		I felt her squeeze my hand. The sensation made a warmth spread in my insides. This was my woman I was sitting with on the plane. No matter what happened in the next week, she would always be mine.

		 

		We shuffled off the plane and into the terminal. The place smelled like stale smoke and acrid sweat and old concrete. It smelled like it was from another time. Milena didn't seem to mind. The beleaguered customs officer barely glanced at our passports before stamping them and waving us through. Time seemed to slow down as we stepped into the baggage claim.

		 

		Tired looking men with yellowed shirts leaned on baggage trolleys. Two army guards sauntered by, their rifles slung casually over their shoulders as they talked and laughed. Milena seemed to drink the whole thing in, smiling at everything she saw. She was ecstatic, I could tell, and I knew it was because I was being a good sport about it all. Her happiness was my doing. It felt good to think of things that way.

		 

		We got our bags and made our way out into the arrivals area. As soon as we'd stepped through the sliding glass doors, a cheer erupted from the small crowd waiting outside. Milena let out a shriek beside me, dropped her bag and ran towards the people that had made the noise. I stood somewhat stunned, watching the scene unfold.

		 

		The group was made up of five very tall, very well-muscled men and five very beautiful looking women. The women looked quite similar to Milena in appearance. Large breasts, thin waists and full hips and thighs that tapered down to strong calves and slender ankles. They all wore white dresses with colourful tops that I realized must have been some sort of traditional garb. The tops were decorated with embroidered flowers but were fit quite snugly making the women's breasts bulge and creating a tantalizing cleft.

		 

		The men all stood about six foot four and wore dark pants, colourful, loose shirts with no sleeves and flat caps with feathers pluming straight up. As soon as Milena had finished kissing all of her girlfriends, they hoisted her up onto their arms. They let out a cheer, making the whole airport turn and stare. People seemed to realize what was going and a few started clapping in a slow but steady rhythm. Soon the whole arrivals area had joined into the clapping and I saw people looking around, scanning the area where I was standing.

		 

		The whole feeling made me more than a little embarrassed. I never really enjoyed being the center of attention and situations like this made my skin crawl. I felt so out of control.

		 

		Milena waved at me and some people saw. Soon, the group of girls who had just greeted her rushed over and started speaking very quickly. I had no idea what they were saying but a couple of them started hauling our heavy bags towards the exit.

		 

		"Oh, it's alright!" I said, bending over to try and get the bags back. I didn't want to look like some kind of chump who made women carry his bags. I was shocked to feel a swift swat land on my ass. I shot up, my hands reaching back and spun around.

		 

		The girl who'd obviously just spanked me was standing in front of me with red cheeks and a wry smile. Her fists were on her hips in a defiant stance. Another swat made me spin back around. Another, very beautiful woman, was standing in the same pose.

		 

		I heard people around me start to chuckle. They started to crowd. Another sharp smack landed on my ass. I spun around. A different girl this time, but in the same pose. I realized that the group had surrounded me in a circle. More people started to gather around. They were clapping and laughing and staring and pointing at me. I felt the room start to spin. I was so embarrassed I wanted to crawl into a hole in the floor and hide.

		 

		"It's spanking circle," came the whispered voice, it's hot breath on my cheek. "Only a kiss can rescue you!"

		 

		I turned to one side to see who was talking to me and was immediately met by the feeling of warm, moist lips on mine. My eyes shot wide open and I tried to pull back but her hand found the back of my head. There was nothing I could do and the feeling of kissing another woman, or rather being kissed by one in such a public place sent arousal skittering down my spine. My cock moved. Unable to do anything, I let myself melt into the kiss.

		 

		Her tongue pushed past my lips and found mine. I gave her what she wanted and I felt her soft tongue lapping around mine, our spit mingling in the heat of our mouths. As soon as I stopped resisting, the crowd around us went wild and the girl let go of me and stepped back. Her cheeks looked as red as mine felt and she was wearing a very cheesy grin.

		 

		The women with our bags began pulling them towards the door. Some very helpful, very smiley, very eastern European men with thick moustaches came immediately to their aid. The whole thing was so confusing but the last thing I wanted to do was end up in another "spanking circle," so I decided to let the whole thing play out and go with the flow. The woman around me began walking. The one who'd kissed me took me by the hand.

		 

		I looked down in disbelief at the fact that she'd grabbed my hand. Looking up, I scanned the airport for any sign of Milena but she was nowhere to be found. I looked back up at the woman as we walked. She had high cheek bones and a very pretty mouth and almond shaped brown eyes. She smiled.

		 

		"I'm Zarica," she said in slightly serrated sounding, but very fluent English. "Call me Zar."

		 

		"I'm Adam," I said. I extended a hand then felt the blood come to my cheeks again as I realized we were already holding hands.

		 

		She giggled but didn't make a big deal out of it as we walked out of the terminal. "Yes, I know. I will explain everything on the wedding bus," she said with a firm nod.

		 

		Wedding bus? It became obvious which was the wedding bus in the two lane drive outside the terminal. I just caught the shape of Milena being carried through the back door. The women walked me towards the front door. The men with our bags opened the compartment under the bus and hauled them inside. They smiled at us and both reached out to pat me on the back as we walked past. Before I knew it, we had boarded the bus and I was sitting on a couch surrounded by five beautiful women, feeling shy.

		 

		The bus was designed with a wall in between the two compartments. I heard the men with Milena shuffling around in the back but couldn't see what was going on. Terrifying thoughts crawled out from the darkest corners of my mind.

		 

		What were they doing? Had this whole crazy ritual already begun? It sounded like things were being shuffled around. Was my wife being passed from one man to the next? Was her mouth on their undoubtedly large cocks? A cold rush of jealousy made me shiver.

		 

		The engine of the bus rumbled to life. I saw the driver fighting with the gear shift out of the corner of my eye. Somewhere in the belly of the bus, gears ground. The bus lurched forward, rocking us in our seats. I turned and looked at Zar. I was sure I looked terrified.

		 

		"Welcome to Zabarice, Adamchik!" Zar said with a smile.

		 

		"Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!"

		 

		I jumped as the other women shouted three quick "Hoi's!" in short succession. Zar seemed to notice my puzzlement.

		 

		"It just means they agree with my welcome and are happy. You will hear it a lot! Did you have a good plane flight?"

		 

		"Uh...um, sure. I mean yes."

		 

		Another giggle. The other girls giggle, too.

		 

		"How do you like it? Zabarice, I mean?"

		 

		"Uh, good so far, I guess." I wasn't sure what she meant since I'd only just arrived. More banging came from the other side of the bus. My eyes darted towards the wall between the two compartments. What the hell was going in there?

		 

		"Don't worry," Zar soothed, putting a hand on my arm. "They will take care of her well in there. My brother is with them. I told him to be gentle."

		 

		Another cold rush of panic pulsed through me. Gentle?!? What the fuck? "Gentle?" I whispered. My mouth was completely dry.

		 

		She furrowed her brow. "Or...maybe I used wrong word. Kind?"

		 

		"Kind. Yes, kind." Of course she'd meant kind. Why would they need to be gentle with her. It wasn't happening already. Was it?

		 

		"You look worried."

		 

		"I..." I began, staring in disbelief into her eyes. I had no idea what to say.

		 

		"You are worried? Don't be worried. You have questions?"

		 

		"Questions?" I asked. Somehow I found the words I wanted to come out. "Only just one. What the hell is going on?"

		 

		The group burst into giggles. "Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!" they cried. Zar turned to me once they'd settled down.

		 

		"Okay. It's okay. You relax. I will try to explain." She pushed her hand against my chest. One of the other women handed me a shot glass with a clear, golden liquid. "Drink," Zar ordered.

		 

		Maybe I should have known better but it felt like exactly what I needed right then. I put the glass to my lips and leaning my head back, poured the alcohol into my mouth.

		 

		The bus began to spin.

		

	
		Chapter 7

		 

		We'd pulled out onto the highway, if you could call it that. It was a two lane road strewn with potholes which the driver expertly dodged. The only thing about it that was like a highway, was the speed at which we were travelling. The countryside rushed by in a blur, long plots of wheat separated by lines of tall trees. Clusters of white cottages dotted the hills in the distance.

		 

		"Milena told you something?" Zar asked.

		 

		"Um, something? I mean, we talked a little bit about it, about the wedding ritual, er, ceremony but I'm not really sure I understand," I lied.

		 

		"Okay. It's...different than America."

		 

		"Yeah, I gathered that."

		 

		"Here, in Zabarice, we have different way of celebrating. I was in England for studies but I think America is the same. There you have white robe for the bride and suit with bow tie, yes?"

		 

		"Yes," I nodded.

		 

		"There everyone is for himself. Every family has their own house?"

		 

		"Yes."

		 

		"Here no. Here everyone is for everyone else, like one big family. You understand?"

		 

		I nodded slowly. I thought I did. It seemed more than just a relic of socialist ways. These people, these women, from what little I'd seen of them, seemed to share a closer bond.

		 

		"Good. So, wedding is the same. Everyone shares in young couples love. Everyone takes joy from it and puts some back."

		 

		That part made my skin crawl. On the surface it seemed lovely, that a whole community could celebrate a wedding for a week. The dark thoughts on the fringes of my mind loomed, casting shadows of doubt over the cheery notion. "What do you mean 'shares'?" I asked.

		 

		Zar glanced at the other girls, making me look at them, too. They were all staring out the windows now, as if purposefully avoiding our conversation. She bit her lip then looked back at me.

		 

		"When you invite people to your house, for a party, you will share food and drink with them, yes?"

		 

		"Sure but..."

		 

		She held up her hand. "And if they bring something, they share with you?"

		 

		"Yeah, except..."

		 

		"It's like that. Except we will share everything. Not just food and drink. We will share you."

		 

		My heart skipped a beat. More noises came from the back room. I felt my blood begin to boil. I shot up and out of my seat. "Look, what the hell is going on back there?!?" I said, pointing a stiff finger at the wall.

		 

		Some of the women stifled their giggling with fingers against their lips. Others kept staring through the windows outside.

		 

		"Adamchik," she said, the sound of Milena's pet name coming from her mouth calming me somewhat. "It's nothing bad. It's a tradition on the wedding bus. Boys try to stand on their hands as long as they can. Whoever stands the least time takes a drink. Okay? Noise is just when the boys fall over on their heads." She bonked her head with a fist making the other girls laugh.

		 

		I breathed deeply, doing my best to calm down. Whether she was lying or not, I didn't have much choice but to believe her for the time being. Still, the possibility that something more nefarious was going on wouldn't let me relax completely. I sat back down.

		 

		I began to sort through everything she'd said, trying to make sense of it all in my mind. If she was telling the truth, and why wouldn't she, this was going to be exactly what the book had outlined. Or pretty close. I looked up to see her faint smile.

		 

		"You're going to make me share Milena?" I asked in a quiet voice, hoping the other girls wouldn't hear.

		 

		Zar raised an eyebrow, bit her lip and gave me a nod.

		 

		More ice cold jealousy pulsed through me. My vision narrowed. This was for real. Everything I'd read, everything Mimi had said, was right. I closed my eyes and reminded myself of how much I loved her, how much I wanted her happiness, how much I wanted us to be together. Whatever it took. I felt her warm hand on my arm again. I looked up.

		 

		"But Adamchik, it's not only that."

		 

		"Huh? Not only what?"

		 

		"It's not just you has to share Milena. That would not be fair. Milena has to share you, too!" Her lips cracked into a wide grin.

		 

		I couldn't help that my cock moved or that my heart tried to jump out of my mouth. Was she serious? "Share me too?" I whispered. "With who?"

		 

		Zar grinned even wider. She waved her hand in a circle. "With us, Adamchik. With us!"

		 

		My palms began to sweat. This was getting crazier and crazier by the second. Did Milena know about this? If she did then why hadn't she said anything? I looked around at the other women who were now all staring back, smiling. I looked at Milena. She was still grinning, a devilish look in her eyes.

		 

		"Share? Like..." I began, but couldn't bring myself to finish. I couldn't help that my eyes wandered down her curvy chest and towards her core. My mind followed. I barely managed it but I tore my gaze away.

		 

		"Not like that," Zar answered with a wry smile. "We are not married yet. We don't have anyone to share us yet. There is another woman for that."

		 

		"A-a-another woman?" I stammered. My mind drifted back to something I'd read. "Temcasova Zona?" I asked.

		 

		"Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!" the five women cried, then erupted into fits of laughter and giggles.

		 

		Temporary Wife.

		 

		"So she did tell you something," Zar managed, once they'd all calmed down.

		 

		I mumbled something about the book but I could barely speak.

		 

		"Look, Adamchik," Zar purred, her hand drifting down my arm. One of the other women stood up and swayed across the bus to open a compartment on the other side. "We can't share you in the full way but it doesn't mean that we can't have any fun! It would be no fair if only Milena could have the fun!"

		 

		My eyes shot down as I felt her fingers drift across my stiffening cock. I startled and tried to push her back. She swatted my hand away and gripped my shaft through my pants.

		 

		"Adamchik, relax. Milena won't be mad. It's your last week as a lonely man. In Zabarice we think you should have some fun!"

		 

		I looked around. All of the women were looking at me, smiling. The one who'd opened the compartment now stood in front of it holding a white tunic in one hand. My heart jumped as I recognized it as the same tunic I'd seen in the book.

		 

		Zar began unbuttoning my jeans. I felt paralyzed, riveted to my seat. Was this really happening? Was I really going to let her, let them do this to me? My cock bounced out, stiff and ready. I shuddered as she wrapped her fingers around it, surrounding it with the warmth of her hand.

		 

		I felt like I should protest, like I should get up and stop this madness. When she started stroking me any resolve I had to do so, disappeared.

		 

		"You have a nice cock, Adamchik," Zar whispered, her warm breath grazing my cheek.

		 

		I let out a pitiful sounding groan as she clutched me even harder. Looking around the bus, I saw that all the other women were staring at my member, smiling wide.

		 

		The speeding bus veered this way and that, the driver dodging potholes like a plane dodging flak. I looked back at Zar.

		 

		Her eyes were on my cock. Her lips were parted. My hips pressed up, lifting my ass from the couch.

		 

		"Ah!" the women all cooed.

		 

		My face warmed in a blush. I couldn't help it. What the hell was I supposed to do?!?

		 

		Zar started stroking me harder. I felt a climax start to swell. The whole world seemed to be spinning. One of the other women dropped down from her seat across from us and crawled over on her hands and knees, eyeing me the whole time. She lifted her hand, cupping it until it settled beneath my sack.

		 

		"Ugh..." I groaned as she started kneading my heavy balls. My body was tense with arousal. I watched Zar bite her lip again as her fist picked up speed around my cock. I felt the cum start to well, pooling at the base of my shaft.

		 

		"Oh fuck," I muttered, perched on the edge of a very confusing climax.

		 

		"Come on Adamchik! Share your seed with us!"

		 

		The head of my cock erupted, spewing hot, white spunk all over Zar's slender hand. I let out a roar. My body shuddered. The group of women erupted into howls and laughs.

		 

		Zar didn't relent. She pumped me through the thickest part of my orgasm, still stroking me even as the pleasure waned. As my body started shaking I had to push her away. I looked up at all the women. They were smiling warm, friendly smiles. I looked at Zar.

		 

		She was holding her hand up, my cum coating the outside.

		 

		"See, Adamchik? It won't be so bad. Right?"

		 

		I shook my head. This was crazy. This was mad. What could I say? It came out in a breathy whisper. "Right."

		 

		After the shock of what had just happened began to wear off, I reached down to button myself back up. Zar blocked my hand. I looked up to see her shaking her head.

		 

		"No, Adamchik. This part is also a little different in Zabarice."

		 

		The woman on her knees in front of me started pulling at my jeans.

		 

		"Before the wedding, the man in Zabarice can only wear one thing. That." She pointed towards the white tunic the woman was still holding out.

		 

		"That?" I asked, knowing full well that was what I'd seen in the picture.

		 

		"It's tradition, you know? To make sure the husband has no secrets. You understand?"

		 

		I didn't understand any of it. None. I also knew there was nothing to be done at this point. I was on a "wedding bus" heading to my crazy eastern European wedding and that was that. I don't know where the chuckle came from. It was all so absurd! I started to laugh. The strong alcohol had given me humor and courage. My head was still spinning.

		 

		The women looked around, a little confused at my reaction.

		 

		When I got my laughter under control, I stood up. My pants and underwear fell down around my ankles.

		 

		"Right," I said. "Let's get this done."

		

	
		Chapter 8

		 

		I sat in my seat for the remainder of the trip, naked from the waist down. The tunic was comfortable, but snug. It was leather with a soft, velvety lining that felt good on my skin. The first few minutes after I'd undressed were quite awkward but soon I got used to the fact that I was almost completely naked in front of five beautiful women.

		 

		Zar introduced the rest of them. Kasia, Petra, Martina and Ylena. As I stared out the window I could feel them stealing glances at my flaccid cock. Petra fed me more of the golden liquid. It had an earthy, herbal flavour and tasted good going down. It warmed my insides and made me relax.

		 

		After a few hours, the bus turned off the main highway and onto a small road. It wound its way up into the hills. The cottages were fewer and farther in between and soon I couldn't see any at all. Golden fields gave way to grassy hillsides with outcrops of gray-white rock with goats and cows grazing. Then the road became nothing more than a dirt path. The engine roared as the bus struggled up a steep incline.

		 

		A cluster of cottages could be seen up ahead. There were no more than a dozen of them and in the center was a large square, filled with a crowd of very handsome looking men and beautiful girls.

		 

		"It's the wedding party," Zar said, pointing at the gathering. "They are ready to welcome you to the town."

		 

		Maybe it was the booze. Maybe the fresh mountain air. It all felt strangely pastoral and welcoming. As I thought about what the week ahead would bring I felt less and less of the jealousy I'd felt at home or on the plane. These seemed like good and honest people. I felt a certain privilege at being welcomed into their world like this.

		 

		When the bus pulled to a stop the women all got up. I got up too, a little woozy from the booze but I managed to steady myself enough to walk towards the door.

		 

		"Wait," Zar said, turning around and pushing me back. "We have to make sure you make a good first impression!"

		 

		Before I could react she dropped to her knees, grabbed my cock and staring up at me, pushed it into her open mouth.

		 

		Even if I'd wanted to, I don't think I could have resisted. I felt her slick tongue run across my shaft and immediately I began to grow in her mouth. Staring at me, she bobbed up and down, taking it whole, rising with it until I was stiff and ready for release again. She let me out her mouth with a loud pop.

		 

		"Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!" the women cried, clapping their hands.

		 

		The driver of the bus swung the door open and we all stepped outside.

		 

		The air was surprisingly warm, for being so high up. A gentle breeze was blowing up the hill we'd climbed. Pockets of white flowers dotted the hills. I was a bit ashamed of being presented this way to the group of men and women crowding towards the bus but I did my best to not let it show.

		 

		Necks craned over the crowd, straining to get a glimpse of my cock. I was a little embarrassed but I found the attention arousing. The door on the other end of the bus swung open. I looked to the side. The five men emerged first, rosy cheeked and smiling from all the drinking they'd done.

		 

		Every single one of them was naked, too and it made me catch my breath. I shot Zar a look. Had she lied? Had something similar happened to Milena in the back as had happened to me in the front?

		 

		Zar shook her head, casting me a calming glance. I looked back. I sucked in a breath as I saw Milena's slender, bare ankle emerge from the bus. It was followed by her firm calf, then her soft, toned thigh. The rest of her stepped out. She was standing straight, taut pink nipples erect at the tips of her full, round breasts. Her back was arched. She looked amazing. My cock bounced as I felt a craving for her like I'd never felt before.

		 

		"Milena y Adamchik!" Zar shouted.

		 

		"Hoi!"

		 

		"Hoi!"

		 

		"Hoi!" the village cried.

		 

		Suddenly everyone seemed to burst into action. The crowd bustled back and forth. The bags were emptied from the bus. The doors were shut. The bus roared to life again and began to back up.

		 

		I looked over to where Milena had been standing but she was gone. The men were gone too. I scanned the crowd. My heart lurched.

		 

		She was up on two men's shoulders. They had their strong hands on her thighs, holding her steady. My stomach twisted. They were just inches from her sweet pussy. Was she as aroused as I was by this? Was she wet and tender and ready? My cock throbbed as I watched her disappear into one of the cottages.

		 

		Zar took me by the arm and began leading me towards the center of the square. The crowd parted. The other women followed. She led me to the very center and with a firm squeeze let me know I should stay put. A circle of all the women in the village formed around me.

		 

		One by one, they began peeling off their elaborately embroidered tops. I gawked around the circle as their ample breasts fell out. They each threw their tops over their heads and linked hands. When the last one had taken hers off, the circle was completely. The women started swaying side to side.

		 

		"Veshola, veshola, bedemy veshola!" they sang. In the distance one of the cottage doors opened. I saw a female figure, fully nude, emerge and walk towards us. Her breasts were even larger than the others and as she came closer I could tell they were heavy with milk.

		 

		The crowd parted. The woman stepped inside. She had wide hips. There was a patch of hair at the top of her otherwise shaved slit. She was smiling as she walked towards me. The circle closed around us.

		 

		My cock bounced as I watched her swaying closer. My eyes ran up and down her full, fertile body. I felt hands on my shoulders. Glancing back I saw that it was Zar standing behind me.

		 

		"Get onto your knees," she whispered against my cheek.

		 

		I did what she said. I dropped to my knees. The woman standing in front of me looked down at me and took her breast in hand. As she leaned closer I could see the creamy, white milk beading at the tip of her tender nipple.

		 

		"Temcasova Zona," I heard Zar say behind me.

		 

		The woman brought her nipple towards my lips. I opened my mouth. She pressed her soft breast against my lips and squeezed herself. The first warm drops of her milk trickled down my tongue. With the crowd still swaying and chanting around me, I began to suck.

		 

		Streak after streak of her warm milk shot into my mouth. She pumped her breast in time with my suckling, our bodies finding a rhythm together. It tasted sweet and warm and I drank all that she had to give. When no more would come, she pulled herself away and gave me the other breast to suck. I took it and did the same as I'd done with the first.

		 

		For some reason, her sweet milk seemed to make my head spin more than the alcohol on the bus had. I closed my eyes and lost myself in the rhythm of the gentle chanting as I drained her breast. Only when she pulled away did I come back into the moment and realize where I was and what I was doing.

		 

		My cock was completely stiff from the experience. Milk dribbled down my chin. Zar helped me to my feet. The woman extended a hand. I took it, but first glanced around.

		 

		My eyes settled on the sight of Milena standing at the edge of the crowd. She was crying. For a moment I thought she was angry, that I'd fucked up. But there was something in her expression that didn't fit. Looking closer I realized she was crying but they were tears of joy. She had a shaky smile on and was staring at me with happiness and pride, like she'd been waiting for this moment her entire life.

		 

		"Okay Adamchik," Zar whispered. "We have to wash you up!"

		 

		The crowd parted and I walked through, holding the woman's hand. I looked back to see the five women from the bus following us. The woman led me to the cottage she'd come from and we ducked inside.

		 

		The inside was dark. It seemed that there was no electricity in the place. There were candles on the table and the shelves. At the center of the room a bath had been prepared, steam rising from the water. The women all busied themselves getting towels and cloths. Zar led me to the bath. She unbuttoned the tunic I was wearing and guided me inside.

		 

		My cock was still completely rigid and I wished she'd reach down and take me in her hand again. She took cloths from the women and after soaking them in water began to wash me with them. I turned to see the woman whose breasts I'd sucked lying on a bed, her legs spread. I looked back at Zar.

		 

		"You know the meaning of Temcasova Zona?" she asked smiling.

		 

		I nodded.

		 

		"It is always a woman who is already married, already given birth. She will be your comfort for the week. She is yours to use."

		 

		Yours to use.

		 

		The words sent a shiver of excitement and anxiety down my back. "Zar...I...what about..."

		 

		"Milena?" she asked, finishing my thought.

		 

		"Yes," I answered. "What about Milena?"

		 

		"You don't have to worry about that. You will see that she will be well taken care of, too." Her voice was soft and low, as if she were performing an ancient sacred ritual that demanded a certain respect. The door opened behind us.

		 

		It was Milena. She was completely naked. She stepped inside and walked up towards the bath.

		 

		I reached out. My hand was met with a quick swat. Milena giggled. Zar tisked.

		 

		"Not before the wedding night!" she chided with a smile.

		 

		"Milena..." I whispered.

		 

		"Adamchik," she answered. "Are you having fun?"

		 

		"I...I am but..."

		 

		"Shh..." she said, pressing a finger to her lips. "Everything is alright."

		 

		It was hard to believe that she was standing there saying that, after what she'd seen. Did she know what had happened on the bus?

		 

		"You can trust Zar," she said, looking at her friend. "She is my best friend and everything she says is right."

		 

		I shook my head, still a little flustered by what was happening. At that moment, Zar's warm cloth ran the length of my cock as she cleaned that, too.

		 

		My cock bounced and I groaned. Milena only giggled, as did the rest of the women. The woman on the bed chuckled.

		 

		When Zar finished washing me, she took my hand and helped me to step out of the tub. All of the women except for Milena took towels and dried me off. When they were done, Zar took my hand again. She took Milena in her other hand.

		 

		"Now your bride will give you away to your 'for-now wife,'" she explained.

		 

		With my mouth hanging open in disbelief, we walked through the small cottage to the foot of the bed. Zar let go of our hands. I looked at Milena. I wanted to touch her so badly, make love to her right there. Tears welled in her eyes.

		 

		"Now I let you go for the last time. After this week, I will never let you go Adam Watkins. You will be forever mine."

		 

		I turned and looked at the woman on the bed, her legs spread open in invitation, her slit wet with a welcoming glaze.

		 

		"Milena," I stammered, "but why?"

		 

		"Remember Adamchik, in Zabarice we share everything. Don't worry, I will not be jealous. I know you are forever mine. Go to her, baby. Put your seed inside."

		 

		"My...my seed?!?" I balked, glancing at the woman again. I reached out to Milena, trying to steady myself against the spinning room. I remembered Zar's instructions at the last moment and took my hand back. "I...I can't...what if...?"

		 

		She shook her head at my apprehension. "In Zabarice, we believe the mountains know the way long before we do. What will be, will be. Put your faith in life." She moved her head to one side, gesturing towards the woman on the bed.

		 

		I couldn't believe what was happening. I couldn't believe my wife was telling me to go and have sex with another woman while she watched. I couldn't believe this crazy little place in the middle of nowhere I'd ended up. I looked around.

		 

		The women were all looking at me, pleasant expressions on their faces. This was real. I was going to do this. With one last glance at Milena, I crawled onto the bed and in between the woman's legs.

		 

		"Ah, ah!" I heard Zar say from behind me. In an instant she was kneeling by the bed. Not so fast! First you honour her offering."

		 

		"Honour her offering?" I asked, dumbfounded by what she might mean.

		 

		"With your mouth."

		 

		Chapter 9

		 

		There are times in your life when you just have to go with the flow. This was one of them. What could I do? I crawled back and lowered my mouth towards the woman's pussy. She must have been washed, too. Her pussy smelled like mountain daisy's mingled with the heady tang of her slippery juice.

		 

		My cock hardened. I glanced at Milena. She was watching intently. I looked back and pressed my mouth to the woman's sex. As I pried her lips apart with my tongue, more of her salty-sweet juice spilled into my mouth.

		 

		She moaned, her body undulating on the bed. I pressed deeper, sweeping up the line of her cunt until I found her taut clit with my tongue. I started to sweep slow, lazy circles around it. Her moans grew louder. More wetness spilled from inside her.

		 

		The whole situation had me hard as a rock. Suddenly I needed to make this woman come. I needed her to be slippery and hot and ready so I could slip myself inside. I put a hand on each of her ass cheeks, bringing her closer to my mouth.

		 

		I moved my tongue faster along her tight bud. Her hips started moving in rhythm with my mouth. Liquid was leaking from her all over my chin. I felt her thighs tighten around my cheeks. She was going to come.

		 

		Her orgasm exploded around me. She shrieked as she came. In the distance I heard the crowd chanting outside. "Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!" By the time her climax had shuddered to a stop I could barely contain myself. I scrambled up the bed and in between her soft thighs.

		 

		I pushed the head of my rigid cock against her hot, wet sex. I didn't care who was in the room or who was watching, though I knew Milena was still there. The anticipation of filling the woman up with my own spunk gripped me. My ass tightened. Splitting her soft flesh, I drove myself inside.

		 

		"Oh!" she moaned as my cock filled her with heat. Her walls were wet and warm and still tight. I felt her squeeze her pussy around me. It made my cock flex inside her. She moaned and squeezed again. Holding myself up over her, I began to rut.

		 

		As another orgasm began to well deep inside my middle I saw Milena kneel by the bed out of the corner of my eye. I looked over. She was staring at me plowing into the woman, smiling and proud.

		 

		"I love you baby. Thank-you for doing this crazy thing for me," she whispered as we stared into each other's eyes.

		 

		I looked down at her ample breasts. Her nipples were stiff with arousal. Glancing further down I saw a strand of fluid hanging beneath her, seeping from her slit. She was turned on by all this! She was just as turned on as I was!

		 

		I looked back at the woman. Her breasts were shaking as I heaved into her. More milk had come in and was leaking from her nipples. Unable to resist, I lowered my mouth and took one in my mouth.

		 

		"Drink, baby! Drink the precious milk of life!" Milena whispered as I suckled greedily on the woman's teat. I sucked for as long as I could. My cock hardened inside her.

		 

		I felt her squeeze me with her thighs. She was still pinching her pussy around me, as if she wanted to coax my gift from in between my legs. I rammed into her harder, searching for the end of her entrance, my body fighting to push the seed as deep inside of her as it could get.

		 

		The woman's body started to shake and shudder beneath me. I let her nipple fall out of my mouth and looked at her face. It was twisted in pleasure. She was going to come again. I was going to make this woman come!

		 

		"It's time, Adamchik," I heard Milena whisper close beside me.

		 

		"Huh?"

		 

		"She is almost ripe. It's time. Press your seed into her body. Give her back the gift of life!"

		 

		The thought that my wife was kneeling next to me, urging me to press my seed into this woman slammed me into a solid wall of pleasure. My whole body flexed as I drove myself deep into her.

		 

		The woman moaned. I felt her pussy tighten. Then she screamed.

		 

		My head was spinning. A pulse of hot spunk travelled through the shaft of my aching cock.

		 

		"I love you baby," Milena whispered.

		 

		I roared as my body shot hot cum deep inside the woman's tight pussy that was coming around me. The whole world seemed to melt away as she opened her eyes. Her lips were still stretched in pleasure, her mouth hanging open. I felt her hands on my ass, pulling me even deeper inside. We gazed into each other's eyes, our bodies locked together in a shared climax. The moment of searing pleasure seemed to last forever.

		 

		When the peak of my orgasm had passed, my hips started fucking again, driving my cock deep, deep into her womb. Her hands pulled my ass close. Her legs spread wide. I knew my load had gone as deep as it could. I fucked her until I was completely spent, then collapsed onto her, panting for air.

		 

		She ran her hands gently up and down my spine. It made me shiver. Reality descended. I looked to the side.

		 

		There was Milena, smiling and happy right beside me. Once again disbelief filled me at what had just happened.

		 

		"Okay Adamchik, time to get clean again," I heard Zar whisper from the other side of the bed.

		 

		I lifted myself off the woman whose cheeks were rosy, her lips now curled up in a satisfied smile. As I pulled my cock out of her I couldn't resist the urge to look down at it. It was covered in sperm and her sticky, clear juice. Some of it dripped down onto her tender pussy. I saw some of my cum leaking from inside her. I let myself be helped up and off the bed by Zar. Milena stood up and walked towards the door.

		 

		"Milena!" I called out. "I love you!" She blew me a kiss before stepping out the door.

		 

		"I love you too, Adamchik. I love you too," she whispered.

		 

		Zar bathed me again, the water in the tub cooler now. She replaced tunic I had worn and walked me towards the door.

		 

		My head was spinning. I was in a total daze. "What now?" I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

		 

		"Now," Zar said, grinning. "We eat!"

		

	
		Chapter 10

		 

		A feast had been prepared outside. The light was just beginning to wane as the sun started to set over the mountains but the air was still warm. Off to one side of the tiny village, a fire had been lit and grill hung beneath three metal rods. The smell of freshly cooked meat filled the air.

		 

		There were three long tables that had been set out in the center square. There were plates and forks and knives set out on embroidered table cloths. And wine. Lots of wine. I was seated at the head of the center table on a large, cushioned wooden chair.

		 

		A number of men were hovering around the grill, seemingly arguing about how to cook the meat. The women were making the final arrangements at the tables. They were still topless, all of them and I really couldn't help staring at their beautiful, ripe breasts. Pretty soon I had another hard-on and was doing my best to cover up the fact. I didn't know how many more orgasms I could take in a day. Zar noticed as soon as she sat down.

		 

		"Adamchik," she said eyeing my stiff cock, "you are a real warrior! You're wife will be a lucky woman!"

		 

		I grinned, feeling a little sheepish at the intimate compliment. "So when do we eat?" I asked, trying to change the subject.

		 

		Zar put her hand on my shoulder. "Soon. You must be very hungry after all that hard work!" she said, grinning. "There's a little ceremony first, though. Probably Milena didn't tell you about it. It's the blessing of the bride."

		 

		My stomach did a little flip. Blessing of the bride? In any other context it would seem innocuous enough but here? My mind began to race, imagining all the possibilities.

		 

		"I wanted to tell you about it," Zar went on, "because I wanted you to be prepared. You don't know our custom so I think maybe this could be a little surprising for you." She was still smiling but it had more empathy in it than humor. "We explained that we share everything here, yes?"

		 

		I nodded. My stomach had already started twisting and turning in anticipation of what she was going to say.

		 

		"Well, just as Milena shared you, we also expect you to share her. You understand?"

		 

		I nodded. "Zar?"

		 

		"Yes Adamchik?"

		 

		"What...how will she be shared? I mean...are they going to...?"

		 

		She smiled and squeezed my arm. "I know. This must be a little hard for you, right? I know that in the west you take possession of your wives and hold onto them. It's taken very seriously there, yes?"

		 

		I nodded again.

		 

		"That is why you feel jealousy, is that right?"

		 

		"That's why."

		 

		"How does it feel, Adamchik? The jealousy?"

		 

		I felt a bond form between me and Zar at the question. I don't think Milena, or anyone, had ever asked me a thing like that. "You mean...you mean you don't have anything like that? Here in Lubnicka?"

		 

		"Like the feeling? No. There is not even a word for it in Zabaritian. Everything belongs to the earth. We belong to the earth. Nothing on the earth belongs to us but time."

		 

		What a strange and beautiful place to have a realization like the one that came when Zar said that. Sitting half naked in a village in the mountains with topless women preparing a delicious meal.

		 

		Nothing on the earth belongs to us but time.

		 

		It was a beautiful notion. The world would probably be a better place if we all let go of our jealousy and lived by it. And yet...

		 

		"It feels like..." I began, then paused, searching for the right words to describe the feeling of having that which I thought I possessed taken away from me. I looked at Zar. "Do you...have you ever been in love?"

		 

		Zar shocked me with her gentle, blushing smile. She looked away.

		 

		"I'm sorry...did I say something wrong?"

		 

		"What? No! I'm sorry for my reaction. It's just, we don't really speak of love the same way that you do in the west."

		 

		"You don't?"

		 

		"No. We feel it, of course, but from what I've seen of my time in London, it's a very different way."

		 

		"Okay. How is it different though?" I asked. Could it really be that different? Wasn't it a fundamental human trait?

		 

		"You are speaking of that first 'romantic' love between a man and a woman, yes?" she asked.

		 

		"Yeah. You don't have that?"

		 

		Zar smiled a kind smile. The way a grandparent smiles at a child who doesn't know how cruel the world can be. "We seek that feeling with everyone all the time. With all things and with all creatures. We seek it most of all with our selves."

		 

		"Your selves?"

		 

		"Yes. No matter what the mountains bring we try and love ourselves as deeply as we can."

		 

		It was perplexing to think that our two minds could have been wired so differently. It naturally led me to the question of whether Milena's mind was closer to Zar's or closer to mine? I know she felt strongly about her traditions and customs otherwise we wouldn't be here. She wouldn't be making me go through with this. And yet, I felt like we did have romantic love, her and I. Had she simply spent enough time in America that she'd come to understand what it meant? Or did she really feel it because that's what all humans did?

		 

		I found the questions unsettling. Did she love me as much as I loved her? Did she feel our love as deeply as I did?

		 

		"I'm not sure I can explain jealousy to you if you don't feel that kind of love," I said. "I mean, I can explain the feeling. It feels like my stomach gets twisted into a knot. It feels cold inside."

		 

		"That's it?" Zar asked.

		 

		"No," I said, shaking my head. "There's more to it than that. It's a frightening feeling. If I think of Milena with another man it's terrifying. Even though she's told me that this will be part of the ceremony, the thought of it makes me scared."

		 

		"Why?"

		 

		"Because...because I love her and being with someone else, for us back home, is a betrayal. It's a betrayal of...of us."

		 

		"Because another man will be inside of her?"

		 

		The jealousy I'd just been describing to Zar twisted my stomach into a tight, painful knot. "Another man will be inside of her?" I whispered. "But...we haven't ever..."

		 

		This couldn't be true. This wasn't right. I hadn't signed up for this. Sure, I'd known there was going to be some crazy wedding ritual but this?

		 

		"Is that it? Is that the feeling? Are you feeling it now?" Zar asked.

		 

		I nodded, unable to speak because my mouth had gone completely dry.

		 

		"Why?"

		 

		I shook my head. "Why? Why?" I looked at Zar. She was looking at me with kind eyes. "I've never...we've never done that. I've never been inside her. No one has. Have they?" The idea that Milena had been lying to me about her virginity flashed through my mind. The agony inside me tightened.

		 

		"No. Milena has never made love in that way with anyone," Zar said, sounding certain.

		 

		"How do you know that?" I asked.

		 

		"She wouldn't be here if she had. It's important to her to get married in our way. Why would she do it if she'd already had sex?"

		 

		A brief respite of relief swept through me but then what Zar had said reared it's head again. "She's going to have sex with someone here?"

		 

		"Yes."

		 

		"Will it be me?" I asked, my heart pounding, my nails digging into the chair, my mouth still dry.

		 

		"Yes. But not at first."

		 

		The words were like a stake in my heart.

		 

		"That's why I wanted to talk to you, Adamchik." Zar was speaking softly now, her hand on my arm.

		 

		"I...I can't do this," I stammered, struggling to get up. Zar wouldn't let me go. Her grip tightened and I was surprised by her strength.

		 

		"Adamchik, yes you can. It's why Milena asked me to help you."

		 

		"Help me?"

		 

		"Yes. We have had men from the outside come to marry our women before."

		 

		"You have?"

		 

		"Yes. You are not the first one. My great-grandfather was one. It's why I wanted to ask you about all this. How you felt."

		 

		"What happened? With the others? With your great-grandfather?

		 

		Zar smiled. "He had a very happy life. They all have very happy lives."

		 

		I looked at the group clustered around the grill. They all looked similar. Tall and muscular with dark hair and deep, dark eyes. No one looked like they had come from the outside.

		 

		"None of them," Zar said, smiling. "They are all younger. You are the first for this generation of women to be married."

		 

		I felt a certain calm at the fact that other men had come before me and participated in this bizarre ritual and were now leading happy lives. If they could do it, why couldn't I?

		 

		"What did you want to tell me?" I asked, turning to Zar. I realized she hadn't yet said what she came to say.

		 

		"I wanted to tell you, Adamchik, about the ritual today. You have already completed your part. Now it's time for Milena to do hers."

		 

		"And? What happens? What's going to happen to her? Is someone going to sleep with her? Do I have to watch it?"

		 

		"Not yet, Adamchik. Not tonight. Tonight is just the blessing."

		 

		"What does that mean? What's going to happen?"

		 

		"I can tell you exactly what will happen or you can experience it without knowing. Which do you prefer?"

		 

		My eyes drifted away from hers as I pondered the question. What the hell would be worse? The agony of knowing what was coming or the agony of not? I looked back up at Zar. "Tell me. I want to know."

		 

		She nodded slowly. "Milena will be brought out with the men. She will make the five men...rise," she said, eyeing me to make sure I knew what she meant.

		 

		My breath quickened. Did she really mean what I thought she did? Milena was going to get all five of them hard? "Do you mean..."

		 

		"I mean she will take all of them into her mouth. If you would like I can take you into mine. It might make it more pleasant to watch."

		 

		I thought nothing else could surprise me. Zar's offer did. My cock throbbed at the thought. She noticed the motion.

		 

		"I guess that means you would like it?" she asked with a sly smile. She put her explaining expression back on. "Then, when the men are ready, she will stay kneeling before them as they..."

		 

		"...cover her. With their seed. Right?" This was exactly what Milena had described. The first dance.

		 

		"That's right," Zar replied.

		 

		A bell sounded from the top of one of the cottages. The door of the cottage opened. Milena stepped out. Behind her were the five large, naked men.

		 

		My jaw dropped and my eyes went wide. She swayed softly through the crowd, her full hips mesmerizing me in a trance. She smiled at me but I couldn't smile back. She was helped to her knees by two women. The five men stopped in a semi-circle around her.

		 

		Milena opened her mouth.

		

	
		Chapter 11

		 

		Nothing could have prepared me for the intensely jealous thrill that tore through me at the sight of my wife on her knees in front of the five muscular studs. Watching her open her sweet little mouth and push her tongue out, ready to take their cocks into it one by one felt like walking barefoot on shards of glass covered in cocaine. Each sharp slice of fear and jealousy was coated in a surge of powerful lust that almost muted the dread I felt at what was coming. Almost.

		 

		My gaze travelled from Milena to the men's midriffs. Their unshaven cocks hung low between their legs, reaching half-way down their thighs. I'd never seen five such well-endowed male specimens in my life. Their goose egg sized balls were swollen and heavy with seed. As the first one stepped towards Milena I looked away, glancing at Zar. I must have looked terrified.

		 

		"It's alright, Adamchik. I am here. Do you want to be in my mouth?"

		 

		"I...I don't know. They're so...they're so big." I whispered.

		 

		Zar smiled. "The men are not allowed to masturbate for two weeks before a wedding. To ensure a good blessing," she explained. She, too, was staring at their cocks with obvious excitement in her eyes.

		 

		I forced myself to look back. The man who'd stepped forward in front of Mimi had his cock in his hand. He raised it to her mouth. My whole body tightened, my insides twisted as I saw my beautiful Mimi raise her hand and wrap her slender fingers around the large man's girth. Her delicate features made his hairy member look even larger than it had. A beauty about to be taken by a beast.

		 

		Jealousy, real jealousy, the kind that filled your insides with lead, sank down into my belly, pinning me to the chair. Milena, my Milena held the massive cock up in front of her face for a moment. Was she smiling with her eyes? It seemed to be and provoked a question. Not whether she was enjoying this, but how much?

		 

		Milena let the head of the massive member fall onto her tongue. I shuddered at the sight. She opened her mouth wide, leaned forward and slid the cock along her tiny tongue and into her mouth.

		 

		"Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!" the crowd shouted and cheered.

		 

		I could only sit in place, clutching at the arms of the chair and watching my bride-to-be take another man's cock inside her mouth.

		 

		He was staring down at her and she was looking back up at him. They seemed to be sharing an intense bond in that moment. Maybe everything that Zar had said was true. Maybe they didn't feel love the same way here in Zabarice that we did back home, but there was certainly something transpiring between this stranger and my Milena.

		 

		She wrapped the fingers of her other hand around his meat and as her mouth worked the head of his organ, her hands began to pump.

		 

		My insides swirled with a confusing cocktail of revulsion and awe as I watched the scene play out. I couldn't believe I was watching Milena, my Milena, suck another man's cock. What would they say about a man like me back home? What kind of a man would let his wife do a thing like that? Yet there was no escaping the fact that watching her do it, watching her take that thick cock inside her mouth and suck it to hardness was making me as hard as a rock. I felt Zar squeeze my arm. I looked over to see her looking at me, concern in her eyes.

		 

		"Are you alright?" she asked.

		 

		I managed to nod. "I...I think so," I whispered, not really believing in it myself. This was the farthest from "okay" that I'd ever felt and yet it was a feeling I didn't want to let go of. How was that possible? How was it possible that something so dark and horrible could make me so aroused?

		 

		"Do you want to feel my mouth?" Zar whispered, her breath on my cheek shaking me from my thoughts.

		 

		I looked at her again. Her eyes were bright and eager. Her mouth was open. I couldn't resist. I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers in a gentle kiss.

		 

		She let me push my tongue into her mouth, teasing it with hers. The world seemed to melt away for a moment from the heat of the kiss. It all came racing back as she pulled away with a smile.

		 

		"Not like that, silly Adamchik. On your cock!"

		 

		She didn't wait for me to answer. She slipped off the chair she was sitting on and sank down on her knees in front of me. I stared at her as she wrapped her fingers around my cock. I was completely rigid but my cock didn't look anywhere near as big as the man Milena was sucking. I didn't have time to contemplate the thought. Zar, still staring at me with those bright eyes, sank down onto me with her mouth.

		 

		Hot pleasure flooded through me under the wet warmth of the inside of her mouth. I felt a spurt of precum trickle from me. I felt her tongue run along my shaft, licking the sticky fluid up. I looked up.

		 

		Milena had brought the first man to a full erection and had begun working on the second. I gasped at the size of the first man's phallus. He was stroking himself in long, slow strokes. It seemed like his cock was a foot long. The second cock was half-stiff and I watched Milena dip down between the man's legs, her tongue flicking at his balls.

		 

		Like a dirty little whore.

		 

		The thought came from nowhere but made my cock harden inside Zar's hot mouth. I almost blew my load. I groaned and gripped the chair and she pulled off just in time, a cooling breeze pulling the heat off my shaft and dragging me back from the edge of an orgasm.

		 

		"Soon, Adamchik. Soon," she whispered.

		 

		Her words tore me back through time. It wasn't that long ago, before all this happened that Milena had said that to me about pushing myself between her legs. Now here I was with another woman's hand on my cock as I watched my wife stroke a stranger to hardness while sucking his balls.

		 

		I looked around. The men and women watching were all staring intently at the proceedings in front of the table. They were all watching my Milena, my woman, suck another man's dick. The sea of bare breasts made me stiffen again. I realized some of the women had pushed their hands down their skirts and begun touching themselves. A few of the men had their hands in their pants, too.

		 

		Their expressions, the way they were staring at Milena, it was a look half-human, half-animal like a part of their minds had turned off and they only had the primal part left.

		 

		I looked back at Milena. The fifth and final man was standing over her, all of them stroking themselves, hard and ready. I felt Zar sink back onto me with her mouth but I couldn't tear my gaze away. The circle closed around Milena. The men started stroking their long, thick cocks even faster.

		 

		Once again it felt like watching a horrible accident in slow motion. I knew what was coming next. Did I want the image forever emblazoned in my mind? Should I look away? Could I?

		 

		Zar's hot mouth started moving faster up and down my shaft. I felt her spit come pouring down my cock, down her hand. I felt it trickle onto my balls. My insides tightened. The good way this time. I felt hot cum start to move through me. I still couldn't keep staring.

		 

		Milena was surrounded by the five men now. They were all hunched slightly, asses flexing as they pumped. I clutched my chair. I heard their first grunts of pleasure. I felt my balls tighten. I felt Zar's warm hand squeeze my sack.

		 

		Seeing the first hot streak of white cum blast across Milena's face made my cock explode. I heard myself scream as I began to shoot my load into Zar's willing mouth. It felt like I was outside myself, though. Somewhere far away. The orgasm that had been building inside me came rushing up into my brain with an almost painful ache. My eyes stayed open. I watched as each of the men Milena had sucked to hardness spewed hot sperm onto her face and body. The volume of it was incredible. Spurt after spurt of hot seed covered her, dripping down onto her full chest and taut belly.

		 

		With each shot of it my climax blossomed again and I felt myself blowing more of my own load into Zar's mouth. She sucked me in loud, wet, sloppy pulls, coaxing every last drop of cum from me that she could. I heard myself roar again as the pleasure was replaced with the dull ache that comes after something so intense.

		 

		The men around Milena had almost all finished on her and were waving their cocks, emptying them of what was left onto her. One by one they stepped away and walked back into the cottage they had come from.

		 

		I stared, my eyes agape as two women walked up to Milena and began to spread the cum across her whole body, working it into her skin. They massaged it into her, letting it seep into her pores. They cleaned it from her eyes and face then helped her up. The village erupted into cheering.

		 

		"Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!"

		 

		Milena burst into a fit of giggles as she was led away. She seemed drunk and spent, from the way she was walking. She was led back into the cottage where she'd come from, the one the men had gone inside. They all emerged again a short while later. The men were laughing and smiling, cracking jokes, it seemed. I turned to Zar who'd taken up her place on the chair beside me again.

		 

		"What now?" I whispered, terrified at what the answer might be.

		 

		"Now we eat. For real this time!"

		

	
		Chapter 12

		 

		The feast lasted well into the night. Milena sat across from me, surrounded by the five young men who had anointed her with their seed. I spent the evening staring at her as if she were a stranger. Every once in a while our eyes would meet. She would smile demurely and look away, as if she were flirting with me for the first time. I had no idea why she was doing it, after what I'd seen her do, what I'd seen done to her, but it was hot and made me hard every time it happened. I tried my best to hide my erection. I didn't think my body could take another orgasm and I didn't want Zar to notice that I was aroused.

		 

		When the air got cooler everyone put their clothes back on except for Milena and I. We were both given long, thick furs that were put around our shoulders and draped all the way down to the ground. When the fire died down and everyone had had too much wine, Milena was led away, back into the cottage along with the five men.

		 

		Zar took me by the hand and walked me back to the cottage where Zona was waiting with open legs. When she saw us come in, she smiled and ran her hands down the insides of her thighs. She let her fingers linger on the soft hair above her pussy. Then she dipped them down, opening her slit and slid them inside.

		 

		"How are you feeling?" Zar asked softly.

		 

		"Confused," I replied, unable to take my eyes from Zona's welcoming cunt.

		 

		Zar giggled at my response. "Do you feel the need to take your bride again?"

		 

		My cock had grown a bit so obviously I was feeling aroused but I didn't think I could take another orgasm.

		 

		"You don't have to. It's your right but if you don't want to..."

		 

		"I want to," I blurted before I could think about it. I turned to Zar. She smiled.

		 

		"Then let me help you get ready." She took my cock into her warm hand again and started stroking me stiff. Zona stared at me from in between her open thighs. In the flickering candlelight I saw a trickle of her juice spill from her pussy. My cock grew in Zar's hand.

		 

		"Do you still feel jealous?" she whispered.

		 

		My mind went to the cottage on the other side of the square. "What are they doing to her?"

		 

		Zar smiled again. "They are probably pleasuring her. Much in the same way I am doing to you right now."

		 

		My mind filled with images of Milena. What did she look like? Where her legs wide open, the same way Zona's were right now? Was one of the men in between them, sucking her pussy, turning circles around her clit with his tongue? Or was he inside her already, pushing into her untouched tightness with his huge cock?

		 

		"Are they fucking her?" I whispered, breathless.

		 

		"No," Zar cooed, shaking her head. "That comes at the very last. And she is not taken by them all. She is only taken by one."

		 

		It gave me some relief. In the darkest parts of my mind I'd envisioned the five men in between her legs one after the other, stabbing their thick pricks into her snatch. "Why only one?" For a moment I wasn't sure whether I'd asked the question or simply thought it.

		 

		"You haven't seen him yet. He is in the mountains. Preparing."

		 

		"Preparing for what?"

		 

		"Preparing for the seeding," she answered.

		 

		My heart jumped. My cock bulged. I gasped and my eyes shot towards Zar. "Seeding?"

		 

		She was staring at my cock, watching as she worked it hard. "Don't worry, Adamchik. It's only called that because of tradition. There is little chance..."

		 

		Little chance?!? Of what?!? Was she actually talking about Milena becoming pregnant from another man?!? "Zar..." I began.

		 

		"Shush," she whispered. "There's no sense worrying about what you can't change. If you still feel it, the jealousy, go to her. Go to Zona and put all that energy inside her with your cock."

		 

		I was completely hard now. I looked at Zona. She was smiling. Her large breasts leaked droplet of milk that were dribbling down her curvy frame and forming dark circles on the sheets of the bed. My head was spinning. My mind ran in circles around what Zar had said.

		 

		Seeding.

		 

		Was this really going to happen? Was I going to watch another man take my wife? I could still leave. I could steal away and grab Milena in the middle of the night. The thought made my heart sink. I knew she wouldn't come with me. She'd said as much. She would stay here even if I left. I couldn't bear the thought of that. I couldn't bear to think of a life without my Milena.

		 

		"It's alright Adamchik," Zar whispered. "Go to your Zona. You will feel better."

		 

		She let go of me as I stumbled forward towards the bed. My fingers flew down the tunic, unbuttoning each of the buttons and letting it fall to the floor. I sank down between Zona's thighs. I didn't know why I was doing it. I guess I thought it would make me feel better, if only for a little while. I leaned towards her, letting my stiff cock glide up and down her wet slit, collecting her moisture.

		 

		"Yo," she cooed. The one word I knew in Zabaritian.

		 

		Yes.

		 

		The feeling of a woman lying open and welcome to my body overwhelmed me. Finding her entrance with the head of my cock, I sank my weight towards her. I looked down as my cock disappeared inside her warm flesh.

		 

		Hot bolts of pleasure shot up to my brain from my groin, covering the confusion and embarrassment I'd felt all day with a warm hum. I felt Zona's hands on my ass, pulling me closer into her. I felt her calves on my legs as she wrapped her legs around mine. It made me start to fuck her harder, the feeling of our bodies intertwined.

		 

		"Yo," she purred, lifting her head and kissing my cheek.

		 

		Yes.

		 

		It didn't matter what had happened that day anymore. Or what was going to happen for the rest of the week. I was at peace right then, sawing into her. Removed from myself. In the moment. Loving myself as deeply as I knew how.

		 

		I felt her pussy clenching at me, squeezing me for seed. I grunted as I drove myself into her, thrusting deeply, surrounded by her wet warmth.

		 

		"Yo Adamchik," Zona whispered.

		 

		It was a shock, hearing Milena's pet name for me uttered by yet another strange woman's mouth. But it made me harden. It made me start to pound into her, hard enough to shake the bed.

		 

		"Yo." The word was more urgent now as her body searched for the climax mine would bring. I felt her tighten. Her hand drifted up my ass, up my back, across my cheek. She pushed a finger into my mouth.

		 

		I licked it, tasting the salty-sweet tang of her juices on my tongue. My cock throbbed inside her. I knew I had little left to give but my instincts didn't. They took over, the animal part of my brain wrenching what little control I had left and focusing all of my bodies efforts on the fuck.

		 

		Zona moaned. I grunted. Two carnal, sweaty heaps of flesh, one buried inside the other, racing towards a moment in time.

		 

		Her back arched, opening up the deepest part of her pussy. I felt it squeeze me one last time. My cock pulsed but I knew I was drained of cum. She bucked up against me as our orgasms slammed into our bodies. I arched my back, my neck craned towards the ceiling I shouted a profanity at the sky.

		 

		The collapse from that peak of pleasure was sudden and violent. My body slumped forward. I managed one last effort to push myself to the side. I rolled off of her.

		 

		Zar was still standing in the center of the room. She'd watched the whole thing. She'd watched as I'd fucked my "temporary wife." She started walking towards us. She crawled onto the bed. her eyes were on Zona's pussy. She looked at me. She raised her hand, palm up, and crooked a finger, beckoning me to come.

		 

		I didn't even have the energy to think this was strange anymore. It was just what happened here, deep in the mountains where the Zabaritian's lived. I crawled down the sweat soaked sheets. I joined her in between Zona's still open thighs.

		 

		"Look, Adamchik. You are a tired boy but you still had something inside you. Look. Look at her pussy. It's leaking with your cum. It's leaking life."

		 

		I looked down at the slowly folding flesh. A steady trickle of milky white dribbled down from the slit, down into the cleft of Zona's ass.

		 

		"It's the most precious thing," Zar whispered, mesmerized. "For us here in the mountains, nothing is more sacred." She pushed a finger against the soft folds of Zona's pussy, prying them apart.

		 

		I sucked in a breath at the jarring beauty of the torrent of seed that spilled out. She was right. These people were right. This was the most precious, most beautiful thing that we had. This was life.

		 

		"Can you imagine what it will look like? When it is coming out of Milena?" Zar whispered.

		 

		My insides twisted at the thought, so hard it made me grunt.

		 

		"No, Adamchik! Remember what I said. This is beauty. This is life."

		 

		She was right. I knew she was right. I felt the tightness in my stomach ease. Why would I be jealous of something so beautiful? Just because it wasn't mine?

		 

		"Remember Adamchik," Zar said, staring deep into my eyes. "Nothing is truly ours, but time."

		 

		I leaned back in awe at her apparent ability to read my mind. It had been a coincidence, but an uncanny one.

		 

		Zar took one last look at Zona's pussy, then crawled back off the bed.

		 

		"Sleep, Adamchik. Tomorrow will be another long day. Now you should sleep."

		 

		She smiled, turned around and walked out through the door and into the night.

		

	
		Chapter 13

		 

		It was a deep sleep but not dreamless. I woke many times throughout the night. Sometimes in a panic. Sometimes in a sweat. And sometimes only to stare out the window at the mountains and the stars.

		 

		I thought of Milena a lot. Of the way she looked in the cottage on the other side of the square. Was she sleeping? Or was she up with one of the men? Each time I thought about it, I felt a little less jealous until I could almost dismiss the idea easily whenever it sprang to mind.

		 

		Obviously the crazy ceremony I'd witnessed had changed something about me. How could it not? But was it a change for the worse? I still felt protective of Milena. I still felt that she was mine. But I began to wonder more and more what that meant.

		 

		Was anybody really ours in this life? Did we ever know and understand anyone so fully that we could possess them completely, as our modern society said we should? Or could it be that that idea was just a construct. That it was there for the same reasons money was. That we'd created something complicated before we'd known any better and now we couldn't tear it down? Was there something wrong about this ancient ritual I was being made a part of? Could "true love" take another shape, the way that Zar had explained? Not between two people, but inside one?

		 

		I fell asleep for the last time just before dawn. Zar woke me up. She was smiling above my bed, her shirt removed exposing her full, round breasts.

		 

		"Did you sleep well?" she asked.

		 

		I fought the haze of sleep to answer but I couldn't take my eyes off her breasts. They were beautiful, captivating. Was her nudity an invitation? I reached up to touch one.

		 

		She smiled and gently pushed my hand away. "Maybe, Adamchik. Maybe one day."

		 

		I felt a swell of shame rise up from inside me at the realization of what I'd done. The rules to this whole ceremony were so confusing. How come she was allowed to touch me but I couldn't touch her back? And what did she mean anyways, "maybe one day?"

		 

		"Come, Adamchik. Get up. I will help you into your tunic."

		 

		I pushed myself from the bed. Only then did I realize that Zona was gone. "Where is she?" I asked.

		 

		"Milena?"

		 

		"No. Zona, I mean."

		 

		"She had to go. But she will be back. If you are feeling your morning urge I can help with my mouth."

		 

		I shook my head. I felt rejuvenated for the sleep but somehow I didn't want Zar to do that for me. I wanted her to lie down on the bed and spread her legs and let me touch her breasts. I knew I couldn't have it, but I craved it anyways.

		 

		The thought shook me. What the hell was I thinking?!? This was some strange woman I'd only met the day before. I was here to marry Milena. I was here to make Milena my wife.

		 

		"What's wrong?" Zar asked, reading my expression.

		 

		"Nothing. Nothing. Just a funny memory, is all." I let her help me into the tunic, savouring the warmth of her hands on my body, the way her fingers felt on my chest as she did up the buttons.

		 

		"Come, Adamchik. Let's go out into the light."

		 

		"Wait. What...what's happening today?"

		 

		"We're going to the mountain stream. To wash Milena."

		 

		"Wash her? For what?"

		 

		"So she is clean. There's another ritual tonight."

		 

		Another ritual. I braced for the inevitable punch of adrenaline her words would bring. None came. Maybe just a shiver. Why was that? Was I suddenly "cured" of jealousy? I tried to picture Milena in some compromised position. Her legs spread, a thick, bulging cock pressing against her tender flesh.

		 

		Nothing. No...something. But not jealousy.

		 

		I took a deep breath and followed Zar outside.

		 

		The air still smelled like night. The sun was about to break over the mountains but the village was still swathed in a bluish light. The fire had been lit. Men were throwing more meat on the grill. Women carried jugs of water on their heads. The village was coming to life.

		 

		Milena emerged from her cottage a short while after I came out of mine. She was wearing a sheer, white dress that covered her from the shoulders down. It fell on her in a way that I could still make out her pleasant curves. I ached to talk to her. To tell her everything that had happened to me yesterday and during the night.

		 

		"She looks beautiful," Zar said, smiling towards Milena.

		 

		"Yes. She does."

		 

		"If you want, you can walk to the river together. But no touching," she said, wagging a finger at me.

		 

		My heart swelled with joy at what she'd said. Even though it had only been a day, I felt a deep longing for Milena. I hoped she felt it for me, too. "Can I see her now?"

		 

		"No touching," Zar warned.

		 

		I started walking quickly towards Milena. I broke into a run. I was almost there. So close. If I wanted to, I could have wrapped my arms around her neck.

		 

		The stout frame of one of the men she shared a cottage with stepped between us, blocking my path. I looked up. He was smiling but his eyes were firm. He shook his head.

		 

		"Okay," I said, backing away. "Okay. I won't touch her."

		 

		He looked up to where Zar was standing. I looked back. She nodded once. The man moved aside.

		 

		"Milena," I said, staring deep into her blue eyes.

		 

		"Adamushka. I love you."

		 

		Her words filled me with love but now I wondered what she meant. Was it the same kind of love I felt? Or was it the kind Milena had told me about. The love these people felt?

		 

		"I miss you," I said, pushing the question out of my mind.

		 

		She tilted her head slightly to the side. "I miss you too. Isn't it funny? It was only one night!" She giggled.

		 

		How could so much have changed in just one night?

		 

		A procession started to form at the edge of the village. "Come," Milena said. "We can talk while we walk."

		 

		At the head of the line of people someone lit a box of incense hanging from a string. We began walking up the mountain trail, the incense swinging ahead of us, sweetening the smell of the mountain air. It was surreal, to be naked and exposed in nature with a bunch of strange men and women that didn't even speak the same language. It was somehow comforting at the same time.

		 

		"Are you feeling better?" Milena asked quietly.

		 

		"About what?" I couldn't take my eyes off her. She looked so beautiful in that white, flowing robe.

		 

		"About all of this. About us?"

		 

		The sound of a waterfall crept out of the distance. I looked up to see the stream we were walking towards. Clear, fresh mountain water running down into the valley.

		 

		"It's strange," I replied. "I am."

		 

		Milena smiled.

		 

		"Why is that funny?" I asked.

		 

		"It's not funny, Adamchik. I like it. I knew you would feel better. I knew that Zarica would help you."

		 

		It was jarring, hearing her talk about Zar. I felt a swell of shame flush my cheeks at the thoughts I'd had about her earlier that morning.

		 

		"What is it?" Milena asked.

		 

		Had she seen me blush? Did she sense something was up? Suddenly everything was confusing again. My mind felt muddled, conflicted about what to feel or what to answer back.

		 

		"Adamushka, it's alright. You are feeling something for her?"

		 

		Was I really going to tell her the truth? "I...I don't know."

		 

		"Adamchik, you don't have to lie. You can tell me anything here."

		 

		"I can?"

		 

		"You can."

		 

		"Why?"

		 

		Milena took a breath, then sighed. "Because...here is different. It's not like back home. I think you've seen it already."

		 

		"You mean that love isn't the same?"

		 

		"Something like that, yes."

		 

		We were almost at the stream. I slowed down, desperate to hear what she had to say about this. Desperate to know if she still loved me the same way. "What do you mean Milena? Do you still love me?" I blurted.

		 

		She looked shocked and for a second I saw her reach a hand towards me.

		 

		"Ah!" came Zar's voice from behind us.

		 

		Milena withdrew right away. She stopped and turned towards me, putting her hands behind her back. "Adam, of course I love you." The fact that she used my real name lent weight to her words.

		 

		I breathed a sigh of relief. "Then what? What is it? Why is it so different here?"

		 

		"Love is welcomed here. Not just forbidden. Anyone can love. Everyone can. If you feel something for Zar, then good. Everyone should feel more and worry less." She smiled. "It's time to go. They're waiting."

		 

		I watched her walk away. Who was this woman? Of course it was still Milena but the Milena I knew would never have said anything like that. Had she changed so much since being back? Or had she always been this way? Was this the real Milena? Had I fallen in love with a facade?

		 

		There wasn't any more time to think about it. Milena walked up the hill, towards the stream. Zar came up behind me and took me by the arm.

		 

		"So? Did you have a nice talk?" She was smiling, like she knew what we had talked about.

		 

		"I think so..."

		 

		Zar giggled. "Try not to think too much. It's what makes people crazy."

		 

		I wasn't sure what she meant by that. I let her lead me to the edge of the stream. The crowd of half-clothed men and women began to chant. Two of the men I recognized from Milena's cottage walked up and put their hands on her arms. Again I braced myself for the surge of jealousy I thought seeing that would bring. Again, none came.

		 

		I did think about what it would feel like to touch those arms again. To hold her in my arms. The way her soft flesh would feel against me. The way her breath would feel on my cheek. The memory of our conversation, about Zar, rushed into my mind.

		 

		I looked over at Zar. She was watching the proceedings, too. My eyes raked up and down her body, pausing at her full breasts. I didn't want to feel it but it was there. Was it the same thing I felt for Milena? Could it be? Was this love?

		 

		The sound of Milena gasping made me look back towards the water. She'd just set foot inside the icy mountain stream, the men at her sides, helping her in. I could only imagine how cold that water was up this high.

		 

		The two men turned Milena around, then bent down and grabbed the hem of the white dress. They pulled it off her slowly.

		 

		"Hoi, hoi, hoi!" The words echoed off the flat faces of the mountains. They were quieter this time, spoken like a prayer.

		 

		Milena's naked body was revealed. She looked magnificent. Her pink nipples were tight and stiff from the cold. The men led her back to the edge of the water. She bent down on one knee, then the other.

		 

		My pulse pounded in my chest as I saw Milena positioned on all fours, like an animal might be.

		 

		"What are they going to do?" I whispered to Zar.

		 

		"They will purify her with the mountain water," Zar answered back.

		 

		"Purify her? How?"

		 

		"Shh. Just watch."

		 

		I stared, wide-eyed as one of the men stepped out of the frigid water. He picked up a small, wooden cup. The other man stepped towards Milena and place a large paw on one of the cheeks of her ass. I watched her body stiffen. The other man dipped the wooden cup in the burbling stream, scooping up a small amount of the frigid, crystal waters. With his other hand, he pried her ass apart.

		 

		Milena gasped, her mouth opening, her eyes going wide as the freezing water spilled from the cup and into her tight back hole. I saw her shudder as the icy liquid poured deep into her insides. Purification?!? Why on earth did they have to...

		 

		The realization settled on me, the weight of what was going to happen making my shoulders sag. They were purifying her, preparing her. They were getting her ready so they could fuck her ass. My gaze shot towards Zar. She was watching what was happening with a beatific smile. Like this was the most normal thing to her. I guess it was. I guess this was how people got married here.a

		 

		When I looked back at Milena, she was rocking slowly back and forth. The men had squeezed her cheeks shut, sealing in the frigid waters. They rocked her like that for a while. One man set down the cup. Then, both of them took hold of her shoulders and her legs. Keeping her in the same position, they tilted her back.

		 

		I watched water trickle from her asshole, dripping back into the stream from where it had come. A strange arousal began to grow inside me. It was laced with tiny tendrils of jealousy but not much. I thought about what was going to happen later that day. I was going to watch my wife take a man into her ass. The thought made my cock start to grow again.

		 

		When the ceremony had finished, the procession reformed. This time, the men wrapped Milena up in blankets and one of them took her in his strong arms, his muscles flexing against her weight. He walked down the mountain path, choosing his steps carefully. I watched them go. When everyone had passed, I turned to Zar.

		 

		"Why?" I asked.

		 

		"Why what, Adamchik?"

		 

		"Why are they going to do that?"

		 

		Zar smiled. It warmed me inside. "So she is ready for you. So that she knows how to take a man."

		 

		It should have made my insides twist. The only thing I felt was curiosity. "Is it necessary?"

		 

		"Is anything?"

		 

		No good answer came to mind. We made our way back to the village. An aching need swelled between my legs.

		

	
		Chapter 14

		 

		They day passed by. We ate meat. Some women danced. I watched their breasts, my cock growing at the sight of their hypnotic swing. I didn't speak to Zar much, though she sat beside me almost the whole time. I looked at her a lot. I rolled the feelings that I had for her around in my head.

		 

		There was something magnetic about her quiet wisdom that I'd never encountered in a woman. She seemed to have an answer to everything, even if that answer were only another question. When she saw my cock grow she offered to service me but I declined. Now I wanted to save all of that energy. I wanted to save it for when I would get to see Milena again. I wanted to save it and release it at the same moment she released hers.

		 

		The morning stretched into a lazy afternoon. When the sun was half-way down the other half of the sky, the men began cooking again. Women carried jugs. They brought plates and put them on the tables. A bed was carried out into the square. When Milena emerged from the cottage, she was naked again. She looked awake and refreshed.

		 

		My body buzzed with excitement at the sight of her. She walked slowly towards the bed. The five men followed.

		 

		"You will have to go to her," Zar said, turning to me.

		 

		My heart jumped. Could this be it? Would I be allowed to touch my precious Milena? Zar must have seen the excitement in my eyes.

		 

		"Don't get too excited. You will only be able to hold the ropes. You can't touch her yet."

		 

		Ropes?

		 

		Zar rose and took my arm. I followed. My cock bounced along as I walked. I couldn't believe I was so turned on after all of the orgasms that I'd had the day before. We walked over towards the bed.

		 

		Three of the men lined up at the side of the bed. Milena lay on it, spreading her legs open. The other two brought two short stretches of rope and tied them to her ankles. I watched it all in my white tunic, standing on the other edge of the bed above Milena's head. Once the ropes were attached, the men pulled her legs up slowly, stretching them up above her head.

		 

		My cock flexed as I watched her tender, pink gash, already a little slick, split open between her legs.

		 

		The men handed me each a rope. One for each hand.

		 

		"You will keep her open while they honour her," Zar whispered.

		 

		Somewhere in the square, someone began to chant. "Veshola, veshola, bedemy veshola!"

		 

		I pulled the ropes, pulling Milena's legs back and opening them more. My hands were so close to her naked feet. If I reached a little further I could touch her toes. That would mean letting go of the rope, though. That would mean disobeying what I'd been told.

		 

		As the two men walked to the back of the line, the one immediately in front of Milena sank to his knees. He put his hands on her thighs. I looked down to see her craning her neck, trying to see what he was about to do.

		 

		He pushed his tongue out of his mouth. I looked up at the slick muscle, poised above Milena's slippery flesh. As he pressed it to her I heard her gasp. I felt the muscles in her legs flex through the ropes. He ran his tongue up her slit in a long, slow lick.

		 

		Again, through the ropes, I felt her shudder. She moaned in pleasure at his commanding touch.

		 

		"Open her. Open her for him," Zar whispered.

		 

		I did what she asked. I pulled the ropes taut, pulling them to the sides, opening Milena's soft folds.

		 

		The man drove his tongue into her sweaty cunt. Milena gasped, then moaned. It was long, low moan, like a wail but not as loud. I stared, transfixed as I watched him work his tongue in and out of her opening, his spit mingling with her juices in a frothy foam.

		 

		Milena's body began to rock. With her hands on the bed she stared pushing herself back and forth, impaling herself deeper and deeper on the man's strong tongue. I could see that she was ready to come. Her thighs started to shiver. Her stomach began to flex. I felt her tugging at the ropes as I strained to hold her in place for her lover.

		 

		She shrieked and threw her head against the bed, arching her back in pleasure. Her toes spread as the orgasm shook through her entire body. I stared at those toes, my cock aching to be touched. It passed to quickly and as soon as it was over, the next man was between her legs, licking her pussy and searching for her clit.

		 

		Each of the men drove her to climax after climax until she was spent and limp and her eyelids drooped like she might fall asleep.

		 

		All I wanted to do was let go of the ropes, scramble onto the bed and push my hardness into her swollen slit, dripping with juice. I wanted to slam my body against her, buck against her thighs, push both of us towards pleasure as I kissed her mouth.

		 

		I couldn't, though. That wasn't allowed.

		 

		I watched as the first man who'd licked her took up his place beside her on the bed. He was close enough that I could smell his musk. I looked down. He was holding his cock in his hand, poised above her open mouth. Milena seemed to rise from her stupor.

		 

		She opened her mouth and he pushed the thick, bulbous head of his cock past her lips. I almost groaned as I watched him disappear inside the woman who was going to be my wife. I glanced at him. He caught my eye and smiled. A shiver ran through me at the gesture. His eyes drifted back towards his cock, half-buried now inside her mouth. He bent over her, holding himself up with his hands. His hips began to move back and forth as he fucked her mouth.

		 

		Milena groaned and gurgled beneath him each time he thrust himself into her throat. One time he pushed into her and held himself there, making her face go red from the lack of air. When he finally pulled out, she sucked in a giant lungful of air. His cock was covered in her spit and bile. He crawled off the bed and down towards her middle again.

		 

		My cock flexed as I realized it was time. He looked up at me and nodded once. I pulled on the ropes. Milena moaned softly as her ankles came back, curling her back and exposing her dark back hole.

		 

		I stood, staring at the sight of his thick cock, poised at her back entrance. He touched the head of it to the tight ring of muscle and I saw it pucker at his touch. He spat. A thick gob of sticky goo sailing from his mouth and landing perfectly on the dark target. His thumb moved to her hole. He pulled his cock away. He started to rub his spittle against her, easing her open.

		 

		I watched her thighs relax as she let him push his thumb in. Just the tip. She craned her neck, moaning as he pushed it in further, up to his knuckle. He worked it in even deeper, twisting it as he went.

		 

		I felt Milena straining against the ropes her body flexing as he moved deeper into her, until he could go no further. He pulled himself out. Milena gasped. The head of his cock touched her rim again. She didn't tighten this time. She lifted her head again, watching as he pressed the head of his throbbing cock against her. She sucked in her breath.

		 

		He leaned forward, the head of his cock stretching her ring. My mouth opened at what I was about to see. He flexed. Milena moaned. His cock sank into her.

		 

		Her head fell back on the bed. Her eyes were closed and she let out a loud moan. He drove in deeper, stretching her tight hole. A trickle of his spit seeped out between his cock and her asshole.

		 

		Milena's eyes opened. She looked up. Our eyes locked. "Adamchik," she said, her voice barely above a whisper, "I love you."

		 

		My heart swelled at hearing her words. She looked so beautiful, her legs spread, her full breasts swaying gently as he worked his massive cock inside her hole.

		 

		"I love you too, baby," I replied.

		 

		"Oh!" she groaned as he stretched her with his girth. He was halfway inside her now, buried in her darkest spot. I glanced up. I couldn't believe she'd taken so much of him. He was so thick and she was so stretched and I wished it was me standing between her legs instead of holding her legs open. It was still incredibly hot, just being there and watching it happen.

		 

		With one final thrust he sank as deeply into her as he could get. She let out a whimper as he started to thrust. Slowly at first but gaining speed with each sway, he put his hands on her thighs, bracing himself to fuck.

		 

		Soon he was sawing into her, her ass clenching around him with each thrust. She was staring down at herself, as if she couldn't believe something so big had fit into something so tight.

		 

		He reached up. His paw closed around her breast and he squeezed the tender mound of flesh. Milena moaned again but I saw her start rocking slightly.

		 

		My eyes opened wide. She was rocking back against his thrusts. The woman who was going to be my wife looked like she was really enjoying getting fucked in the ass by this beast.

		 

		I looked up to see him staring down at her slit. It was wet as her juices leaked from it, down between her legs, coating his cock each time he pulled it out. His hand trailed from her breast, down her taut tummy and settled at the top of her sex. He spread her soaked folds apart revealing her stiff and hungry clit. He put a finger on each side of it and squeezed.

		 

		Milena tensed and mewled at the sudden attention to her core. He moved his fingers from side to side making her moan and making more juice spill from her gash. With his fingers squeezed tight around her tender nub, he started stroking quick circles around it, his cock still pounding deep into her insides.

		 

		Milena threw her head back, sobbed and I felt her body start to shake through the ropes I was holding. Her toes curled and danced up in the air. Her calves flexed against the ropes and against his hardening thrusts.

		 

		I saw his lip curl up in a snarl. His cock stiffened. His balls tightened beneath him.

		 

		My heart thundered. I was about to watch this man come inside her. Inside my sweet Milena.

		 

		She came first. A furious orgasm that made her whole body ripple with excitement. She screamed. She threw her head back from side to side. The wet sounds of his fingers pressed against her clit slapped against the cottages of the walls surrounding us. Her ass tightened around him. She raised her head to watch.

		 

		His roar sounded like an animal. He threw his head back and screamed towards the sky.

		 

		I could only stare at his massive rod, half-buried inside Milena, pulsing and pulsing, releasing the sticky spunk from inside his body deep into hers. The villagers erupted into cheers and whistles.

		 

		My cock hardened. I wanted to touch her, to be inside her so much. Zar's soft touch on my shoulder made me start.

		 

		"It's time to let go," she whispered, pulling me gently by the arm.

		 

		I didn't want to. I wanted to hold Milena there. I wanted to lean forward and drive my stiff cock into her open mouth.

		 

		Soon, Adamchik. Soon.

		 

		I let go of the ropes and let myself be pulled away. Her legs lowered, his hands supporting her thighs. He stepped back. His cock fell out.

		 

		I thought it was over. I thought that we would all go to our tables and the feast would start again. I didn't expect him to crawl onto the bed beside her.

		 

		"What...what's he doing?" I whispered, glancing at Zar.

		 

		"So she knows how to clean a man," she said, smiling as she watched the scene unfold.

		 

		I looked back. His deflating cock was next to her mouth. She reached out, unprompted, taking him in hand. As if she'd done this before. As if she knew exactly what to do.

		 

		He lowered himself over her, letting the head of his dick touch her lips.

		 

		Her mouth opened, willing and hungry, her tongue flicking out over his manhood. He let himself down and slid his cock into her mouth. The thick mess of spit and spunk that covered his manhood spilled down her cheeks as he forced himself into her mouth. She gurgled and gagged and sucked in loud, sloppy sucks, tasting the cum that he'd just shot deep into her dark tunnel.

		 

		I don't know if it was jealousy or excitement or both that ran in shivers up and down my back as I gaped at Milena cleaning him. She was eager, eating him deeply. It was filthy and loud as she slurped and sucked but it made me so hard I thought my cock might erupt on its own.

		 

		Zar must have noticed how hard I was. "Come on," she said, taking me by the arm. "Let's go to the cabin. Zona is there." She nearly had to drag me away. As I walked towards the cottage, my neck craned back to see the stout man's glistening cock emerge from Milena's mouth. When we got to the door, Zar pushed me through and closed it. The sounds outside were muffled now and it took some time for my eyes to adjust to the light.

		 

		I turned to see her looking at me. It wasn't her usual, friendly stare. There was more there. What was that look in her eyes? Did she feel it? Did she feel the same thing for me that I felt for her? Was she trying to resist it too?

		 

		Zona sat up on the bed. "Ne meche za berdzo holiyanke," she said, the first time outside of her urging during sex that I'd heard her speak. She had a beautiful voice, lilting and low.

		 

		Zar giggled.

		 

		"What did she say?" I asked, turning to her again. She was looking into the corner. Was that a blush on her cheeks.

		 

		"She's just joking. Never mind."

		 

		It made my stomach flop. What inside joke could possibly make Zar blush?

		 

		"Come on, Adamchik. We have a surprise." With a twinkle in her eye, she grabbed my cock and led me towards the bed.

		

	
		Chapter 15

		 

		"Wha...what are you doing?" I stammered as Zar, still holding my rigid member sat down on the bed. She handed my cock to Zona who took it and started stroking it.

		 

		I flexed in her hand and she looked up and smiled. They both did.

		 

		"I saw you watching Milena's feet," Zar said, her mouth a wry smile.

		 

		I was the one to blush this time. I looked down as Zar pushed her back up against the headboard and pushed out her feet. She had beautiful feet. Slender, with cute, round toes. I flexed as I realized what she they were going to do.

		 

		"In Zabarice, spurting on a woman's feet is meant for good luck. Can you believe it?"

		 

		I could barely believe. Zona slid of the bed. Her breasts were heavy with milk again and leaking a bit. She took up position on one side of me and started jacking me harder. I looked back at Zar.

		 

		She was smiling at me with a strange smile. Her eyes were darting around my face, like she was studying me, trying to figure something out.

		 

		I couldn't take my eyes off her. She was so...beautiful. A pang of shame rocked through me but it only made me stiffen more.

		 

		"Dobre Adamchik," Zona purred.

		 

		Zar seemed to get excited by my excitement. She glanced down at my cock, watching Zona as she pumped me towards a climax. Her eyes opened a bit wider. She raised an eyebrow. She looked back up at me and I gasped as she hooked her fingers at the hem of her shirt and yanked it off above her head. Her large, round breasts came bouncing out.

		 

		I glanced down, seeing the motion of her toes. She was wiggling them a little, caressing one foot with the other. I looked back up to see her staring at me with round eyes.

		 

		"Come on Adamchik," Zar whispered, smiling and biting her lip. "Give me your good luck."

		 

		It felt like my cum was swirling inside me as my whole body tensed, preparing for my release. With Zona still pumping me with her fist, I locked eyes with Zar. An electric thrill rushed through me as we gazed into each others eyes. Was she feeling this? Was she feeling it the way I was? Could she the connection that I felt between us?

		 

		Somewhere in the back of my mind more shame welled. I knew I shouldn't be having these thoughts. I was getting married to Milena soon, I knew I shouldn't be thinking this way about Zar. I couldn't help myself. She was beautiful, in a different way than Mimi, but beautiful nonetheless. Suddenly I wanted her so badly. I didn't want to spill my load on her feet. I wanted to bury my cock inside her pussy, I wanted to make her feel what I felt. I wanted her to feel my love.

		 

		Her eyes roamed up and down my body, from my cock to my face and back. She seemed just as hungry for my release as I did. Just as ready. I felt it start to come in. I felt the cum shoot through my throbbing cock. I felt my ass tighten. Zona's hand slowed.

		 

		"Dobre Adamchik," she purred, her lips curling into a smile.

		 

		"Dobre Adamchik," Zar echoed.

		 

		My head swam in a murky pool of pleasure and lust. The sound of both women urging me to climax drove me over the edge and I felt myself plunging into the deep abyss of an orgasm yet again.

		 

		"Ah!" I shouted. I looked down. A spurt of my seed shot from my throbbing head and spilled in a long, white line across both of Zar's feet. Then another. Zona slowed, stretching out my pleasure as she milked me with her fist. In the deepest part of my orgasm I heard Zar giggle.

		 

		She lifted her feet as Zona let go of me. Suddenly they were on me, squeezing my pulsing cock between them, coaxing more cum out.

		 

		"Fuck!" I seethed as more cum splattered onto her delicate feet. It dribbled down the sides and got between her toes. Her smile was still there, wide and welcoming, as if she loved the feeling of my hot spunk on her as much as I like delivering it.

		 

		I shuddered as my climax passed. The intense feeling of pleasure sucked out of my groin and back, deep into my body in a rush.

		 

		Zar cooed and giggled as she kept working me with her feet. Zona sat staring and smiling at her as she did.

		 

		When I couldn't take anymore, I stumbled back, spent and exhausted. Zona rose up off the floor, walked to the corner of the room and picked up a fur off the chair.

		 

		"Edem zjadlice," she said. She walked to the door and stepped out, closing it behind her.

		 

		"Where'd she go?" I asked, unsure of what else to say to crack the awkward silence that hung in the room.

		 

		"She needs food," Zar said, still staring at me. I couldn't bring myself to look back at her. "Are you hungry?"

		 

		I was but I didn't want to leave the room. I wanted to stay there with Zar. I wanted to tell her about everything I felt for her. I wanted to tell her how strong the feelings had become. "Not really, but I guess we should go?" I said, finally finding the courage to look back into her eyes.

		 

		"That's not what I meant," she said with a giggle. "I meant are you hungry for these?"

		 

		My eyes went wide. She wiggled her toes again, then swung her feet slowly up and down. My eyes roamed up and down her toned calves and tender thighs. "What?" I whispered.

		 

		"It's good luck to spew on a woman's feet," she answered. "Better luck to clean it off."

		 

		What was she saying? Was it what I thought it was? Was she asking me to lick my own cum off of her feet?!?

		 

		"You don't like to do it?" she asked, her eyes turning down, her smile fading into a genuine, delicate pout.

		 

		"I...it's not that..." I answered. It wasn't that I didn't want to do it. It seemed like she'd been really excited by it. It seemed that doing it would make her happy.

		 

		"Well?" she asked, her eyes eager and hopeful again.

		 

		Without thinking I dropped to my knees in front of the bed. My gaze was riveted to her dainty feet. She raised one and brought it close to my mouth. I caught the heady odour of my drying spunk. I'd never done anything like this before. I'd never done anything like this with Milena or anyone else. It was as erotic as it was repugnant. I took the sole of her foot in my hands and pulled her closer.

		 

		She slid down the bed and let her foot settle on my chest. She let it glide up my neck, then my cheek. I felt the warm cum ooze along my face.

		 

		Something switched inside. Now I wanted nothing more than to taste myself and taste those beautiful feet and toes. I grabbed hold of her foot and brought it to my lips. Pushing my tongue out I slid it along her arch, collecting my own juices into my mouth. They were salty-sweet, still warm and smelled like a man's cum. I gobbled up the first load and swallowed it down.

		 

		"Oh Adamchik," Zar moaned softly, pushing her big toe into my mouth.

		 

		Despite my orgasm, I felt myself start to rise again. I took her toe and sucked it, caressing it with my tongue. Another moan. She spread her legs. My cock hardened even more.

		 

		Through the darkness I could see the faint glint of her sweaty pussy as the juices running from it caught the last light falling through the window. I pulled her toe out of my mouth and licked another long line on the side of her foot this time. Was she wet for me? Was she wet because of what I was doing?

		 

		She moaned again, a little louder this time and pressed her foot against my mouth. I took each of her other toes, sucking them like I had the first until her body was writhing on the bed.

		 

		My mouth was musky with the taste of cum. My cock was hard. Some primal switch flipped in the dark recesses of my mind. I pulled her out of my mouth and without thinking crawled up onto the bed, prying her beautiful long legs apart.

		 

		Zar gasped. "Adam? What are you doing?" She looked down at my hard cock. "Adam, no. We shouldn't."

		 

		Her words filled me with an even more overwhelming desire for her body. "I know," I whispered, sinking between her legs, pressing my cock against her cunt and bringing my lips close to hers. "I know we shouldn't. But...can I?" As I said it, I let my hips move forward, sliding the underside of my shaft against her drooling pussy.

		 

		She moaned. She looked down, staring at me between her legs. She wasn't fighting. She wasn't resisting at all. She wanted it as much as I did. I could tell.

		 

		"Oh...Adamchik...I don't know. It's...it's not allowed."

		 

		"No one will know. No one will find out. Zar is gone. Everyone else is busy outside." I couldn't help rubbing my now dripping cock back and forth against her tender slit. Once again, I felt like I might explode if I didn't bury myself inside her right then.

		 

		"I..." she began, but a gasp took her breath away as the head of my cock slid along her clit. "It's not allowed," she repeated but I felt her legs spread open wider.

		 

		"What will happen? What will happen if someone finds out?"

		 

		Her eyes popped open at the question. She stared deep into mine. When she spoke it was a low, guttural sound. "They will whip us. They will make Milena whip us both."

		 

		Milena's name on her lips and the notion of her whipping us for our bad behaviour drove me completely wild. Without thinking, I lowered the head of my cock to her opening and drove myself inside.

		 

		Zar let out an agonized low moan.

		 

		I grunted as my hardness melted into her blistering and messy sex. She was so wet I could feel her dripping all over me. I felt her hands on my back, drifting down towards my ass.

		 

		"Oh Adam we shouldn't," as her body rocked in time with mine.

		 

		That just made it hotter, hearing her say that. Knowing it was so forbidden. Why the hell was it forbidden? Why could I have sex with Zona and not with Zar? It didn't matter. I was doing it. It was happening. I felt the head of my cock come up against a wall of flesh. My eyes opened wide.

		 

		Zar looked up. "I...I'm not broken."

		 

		"Oh...oh my God, Zar, I'm sorry..." I sputtered as I started to pull out.

		 

		"No!" she breathed, her voice an urgent whisper. "Please!"

		 

		Perched on the razor sharp edge of indecision, my mind fighting with my cock I begged the universe to help me do the right thing. Why did I feel like I didn't know what that was anymore?

		 

		I felt her body tense beneath me. I pushed. I felt the membrane flex, then break beneath the pressure. Zar's lips twisted. I plunged deeper into her heat, stretching her sweaty, untouched walls.. Her tortured expression melted into lust. A warm trickle ran down my leg.

		 

		"Oh God..." I whispered. What had I just done?!?

		 

		"No! Don't stop now, please!" Zar begged. With her hands on my ass, she pulled me towards her, moving against me at the same time.

		 

		All reason drowned in a sea of pleasure and lust. There was no stopping now. I was too far gone. My hips started pounding against her. No tenderness. No affection. Just white-hot lust. Our bodies fucked and clawed at each other. I tugged her lips with my teeth. She pushed her tongue into my mouth. It was the hottest fuck I'd ever had. Somewhere in the deep, darkness of all that heat, regret swam.

		 

		"Yes...yes...yes..." Zar said as her thighs moved up and down my body. I felt her legs twist around me. I felt her hips just.

		 

		I fucked and fucked, another load of cum ready to burst out of me and deep into her body in a salty froth. I felt her pussy tighten. She looked up. She was going to come. I'd never seen a woman's face look like that, so filled with agony and lust and love. Hot seed pulsed through my shaft.

		 

		I drove her into the bed, covering her mouth with my hand to muffle her scream. I buried my face into the sheets to stifle my roar. I felt the energy moving between us, life moving between us as spurt after spurt of my searing love blasted deep into her body, racing towards her ripe womb. We fucked and fucked, the bed sliding in jerks across the floor. I drove myself deep into her hungry pussy and filled her with all I had.

		 

		That regret crept in as soon as the orgasm swept out. As I lay there, sweaty and panting on top of her, I knew I'd fucked up. I didn't want to ruin the moment, though. I just lay there, trying to savour the feeling of her body against mine for as long as I could.

		 

		"Oh Adamchik," she whispered. Her breath on my cheek made me shudder. "What have you done?"

		 

		What the fuck had I done?!?

		 

		"Adam," she breathed, her voice more urgent now. She started scrambling out from under me. "Please, Adam, you have to help me. You have to clean me out."

		

	
		Chapter 16

		 

		The words had barely left her mouth when I started moving down her body. I knew she was right. I knew it was what I had to do. With the memory of the taste on my cum still fresh in my mind, I sank down between her legs.

		 

		Her pussy was stretched and messy and dripping seed and juice. I put a finger on either side of her lips and pried them apart.

		 

		I didn't know how it was possible that I had so much cum inside myself. I'd had more orgasms in the last few days than I'd had in a long time. But there it was. Creamy white and oozing out of her furrowed snatch.

		 

		Suddenly her fingers were in my hair. She tightened them into a fist. I winced as she dragged me back up onto the bed, keeping me between her thighs the whole time, my mouth pressed to her leaking sex. With the grace of a martial arts expert, she twisted me onto my back and swung a leg over my head. I was beneath her now. She was staring down at me past her heaving breasts.

		 

		"Suck, Adamchik," she ordered, her face tight with angst. "Suck!"

		 

		I only had to be told twice. Plunging my tongue deep into her sopping pussy I began to sweep and swirl all of my cum out of her cunt. Each time I felt a hot glob of it drip down onto my tongue I swallowed hard, bringing the seed back from her body into mine. I gulped and gasped beneath her as she twisted her thighs above my head. Soon, I tasted more of her than I did of me and I knew that at least I'd done my best to clean myself out. She stayed on top of me like that even after I was sure I'd slurped everything out of her that I could.

		 

		She ground her hips against me, her thighs flexing on my cheeks. I reached up to push her off, to tell her I'd done my best. Her eyes closed. Her body shook. I felt her tense above me. A gush of her hot juice shot into my throat. I gulped and my cock grew, realizing she'd just come.

		 

		The sound of the door swinging open made my stomach leap into my throat. Zar rose above me as I tried to scramble up from beneath her legs. It was too late. Zona and the four other girls were standing outside the door. In front of them all, stood Milena. She wasn't crying. She didn't even look that mad. There was a delighted vengeance in her eyes.

		 

		"Zarica!" Zona gasped, covering her mouth.

		 

		Zar scrambled off of me and onto the floor as she tried to cover her body with her arms.

		 

		I sat up on the bed. My mind raced, trying to think of something to say. Nothing came. The air was heavy with a thick silence.

		 

		Without a word, Milena stepped forward. The regret that had reared its head right after my orgasm wrapped around me again. What the fuck had I done?!? She walked towards me with an easy gait, her full hips swinging side to side. She stood at the side of the bed staring down at me. She leaned over. Was she going to slap me? I saw her hand come up. I closed my eyes, bracing for impact.

		 

		I felt none. Only the slightest pressure as her finger ran beside my cheek. It didn't even felt like she touched it. My stomach sank as I realized what she had, in fact, done. When I opened my eyes, there it was. A tiny strand of my cum dangling from the end of her finger, the cum I'd sucked out of Zar.

		 

		"Did you enjoy yourself?" Milena whispered, her voice steady and even.

		 

		"Milena...I'm sorry, I...I don't know what came over me."

		 

		To my confusion and relief, she smiled. Not a sinister smile. Not a vengeful smile. A real, bona fide, honest smile.

		 

		"Adamchik, you're so hot right now. I wish I could fuck you. I wish I could touch you," she whispered as the others looked on.

		 

		"You can, Mimi. We can. I can..." I reached out a hand and tried to grab her by the waist.

		 

		"Ah, ah!" she said, moving to one side just in time. "You would be in even bigger trouble then!"

		 

		I had no idea what was going on. Why was she being like this? Why wasn't she mad? I knew what I'd done was forbidden, not to mention that I'd just deflowered Zar.

		 

		"You...you're not mad?"

		 

		She looked confused. "Mad?" she asked. "Why would I be mad? I told you, this is what it's like here. We don't get jealous about love."

		 

		A swell of relief moved through me. Was it going to be that easy? Was I really off the hook.

		 

		"But..."

		 

		But? There was a but? "But what?"

		 

		"But...that doesn't mean that there aren't any rules."

		 

		"Rules? What rules?"

		 

		"Rules. You knew you weren't supposed to do that with Zar. That's why you have Zona, right?"

		 

		"I...I know, but..."

		 

		"But you felt it, didn't you Adamchik? You felt...love?"

		 

		"I...it's not the same. It's not the same as I felt for you..." I stopped abruptly, realizing my words might be hurtful to Zar.

		 

		"Adamushka, it's okay." Milena replied. "You can feel it for more than one person. Here, that kind of thing is not wrong. But, you are not supposed to fuck one of my maidens, and a fresh one, too! Not on the week of our wedding."

		 

		"I'm sorry Mimi," I said, lowering my head.

		 

		"I know you are. But we still have to correct this."

		 

		"How? Tell me. I'll do anything."

		 

		"Oh, it's not what I want. But it's tradition, when things like this happen. I promise I won't hit very hard. I'm just a girl. I don't have that much strength."

		 

		It made me remember what Zar had said when I was between her legs.

		 

		We'll be whipped.

		 

		I swallowed. Milena smiled. She brought her finger close to my mouth. I knew what I had to do. I opened my lips and pushed my tongue out. She let the drop of cum dangle from the end of her finger, getting heavier and heavier until finally I felt it land on my tongue. I closed my mouth and swallowed.

		 

		"Hoi, hoi, hoi," came the quiet voice from outside. "Hoi, hoi, hoi!" someone else joined. "Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!" The whole chorus of villagers echoed.

		 

		Milena stepped back, held up her hand, palm up and crooked a finger. I got up and followed, steeling myself for the punishment that lay ahead.

		

	
		Chapter 17

		 

		The bed had been removed from the market square. The tables had been set with plates and cutlery and I could smell barbecued goat on the grill. I realized they must have all been waiting for us outside. The whole village must have been waiting for us to come out. I wondered when Milena had started getting suspicious. I wondered what had prompted her to walk towards my cabin, to open the door. Had she suspected? That I was in there fucking her friend, her bridesmaid? Did she care? And if she did, did she care in the same way I did?

		 

		For the first time since I'd met her, Zar was not smiling or cheerful. Her eyes were cast down as we walked to the center of the square, her face a picture of remorse. I wondered if she regretted fucking me, or letting me take her virginity, or if she was just feeling bad about doing it at Milena's wedding.

		 

		And then there was Milena. As soon as someone put the leather flogger in her hand she seemed to straighten, her chest puffing out and her strut changing into something more confident, more...dominating.

		 

		After my tunic was removed, we were knelt, Zar and I, in the center of the square where the bed had been. I followed Milena as she walked around us. She actually seemed to be enjoying herself, like she was happy that things had happened this way. I could just make her out, out of the corner of my eye when she stopped behind me and slightly to the right. I watched her raise the flailing flogger, like she was going to bring it down in a playful swat.

		 

		She didn't. It landed hard, razors of pain cutting deep under my skin beneath the painful lash. I cried out and swayed forward, the searing pain making my head spin and my vision blur. I cast a furtive glance at Zar.

		 

		She was looking at me with sympathy, knowing the same fate was awaiting her. "I'm sorry..." she whispered.

		 

		I shook my head. I wanted her to know there was nothing to be sorry about. If there were anyone that should be sorry, it was me.

		 

		Another furious lash. I cried out in agony again but managed not to fall forward. I looked back at Milena. She was standing over me like a master over some fallen animal, flogging it to get it to stand up again. It was painful but it was intensely erotic, too, that she had that much fire and viciousness inside her. I'd never even seen a shadow of that side of her. She was always just playful, loving Milena.

		 

		Her arm came down in a wide arc, the tips of the flogger grazing across my back. Though I couldn't see it, I was certain that this time she'd drawn blood, the pain cut so deep. I couldn't take it any more. I fell forward, holding myself up with weak arms and praying that my punishment had been enough.

		 

		I heard Milena's soft footsteps on the ground as she came around in front of me. I looked up. She was towering over me, the lash end of the flogger slung over her shoulder. She looked incredibly beautiful, staring down at me like that. It was a disapproving but loving look all at once and it made me love her even more. How could I have done that to her? How was it possible that she wasn't mad?

		 

		When she crouched down my eyes instinctively drifted towards her pussy. The pink flesh swelled as the folds of her pussy spread. I could barely tear my eyes away.

		 

		"What do you think, Adamchik, will you let your new lover take the same punishment? Or would you like to take it for her?"

		 

		I looked up. She had asked it earnestly, I could tell by her eyes. I glanced at Zar.

		 

		"No. Adam, you don't have to," she whispered, but I could tell it's what she wanted me to do.

		 

		I looked back at Milena. "Is there anything else? Anything else I can do? It hurts so much..."

		 

		Milena raised an eyebrow. One side of her lip curled up in a smile. "I can't decide myself. We have to ask the village. Is that what you want to do Adamchik? You want me to ask them about another punishment?"

		 

		I wondered what I was getting into. I didn't want to see Zar flogged the way I'd been. At the same time the last thing I wanted was to feel the sting of the flogger on my own back again. My flesh was still burning from the whipping.

		 

		"Yes. I mean...ask them. I...I can't take another whipping," I muttered.

		 

		Milena stood up. I looked up to see her towering over me again, me on my hands and knees, naked in front of the square full of people.

		 

		"Dereleska. Podhalec mayavic. Obrazunie?" Milena spoke to the onlookers.

		 

		A moment of silence passed before people started shouting from different corners of the square.

		 

		"Podavalec!" rang a man's voice from somewhere in the back. The crowd burst into laughter. Milena smiled.

		 

		"Sobotnicka!" a woman's voice cried. More laughter.

		 

		"Krecolek. Vyjem krecolek!"

		 

		Milena's eyes went wide. She looked down at me. "What do you think Adamchik? I like that idea?"

		 

		"I don't know what they said."

		 

		"They said we should repeat the last ceremony I did. This time with your new friend Zarica. But this time you can clean her, since you like it so much. But I don't think that's enough, Adamchik. I think we should take away your Zona. I think you've had too much fun here. You're getting spoiled!"

		 

		My stomach flopped. I glanced at Zar. She was looking down at the ground, not wanting to meet my stare. I knew I had no choice. I wouldn't let Zar be flogged. She had been the one who had told me to stop. I would probably faint if I let Milena flog me again. I knew what I had to do.

		 

		"I will take the punishment, if you want," I muttered to Zar.

		 

		She only shook her head. She wouldn't look at me.

		 

		I looked up at Milena and nodded. The crowd burst into cheers.

		 

		It wasn't long before I was standing in the same position I had been with Milena, two short ropes in my hands, the ends ties to Zar's ankles this time. The man standing between her legs was the same one who'd taken Milena. He was looking at me and grinning.

		 

		I'm sure he was pleased with himself. I would have been, too. Not only had he fucked my fiancee, now he was fucking my lover, too. And I would have to be the one to clean her out after he was done.

		 

		Milena called out into the crowd. Zona stepped forward, smiling. She knelt down in front of the large man and, staring me straight in the eye, put the head of his cock into her mouth and started to suck on it.

		 

		I looked between the three women, Milena standing beside me, Zar beneath me and Zona in front. A strange feeling gripped me. For the first time I understood deeply what this culture, these people were about. All of these feelings, these jealous feelings I'd been having, they were all just a creation. A human creation. I could no more lay claim to any of these three women than they could to me. We all belonged to each other and to no one at the same time.

		 

		We all came from the earth and we would all return there. We all smiled at the same sun and sheltered from the same rain. None of us owned anything or owed anything to anyone. Seeing everyone standing naked in front of each other made it so clear, so obvious. We are all there for each other. This is what the ritual was about. We were all in it together.

		 

		I looked at Milena. Something changed about her expression. She stepped closer. "Adamchik? Are you alright?" she asked.

		 

		I felt my lower lip start to tremble at the concern in her voice. She looked even more beautiful than she ever had. She'd broken out of the character of the stern dominatrix and back into the Milena I knew. She wasn't in the ceremony any more. She was there with me.

		 

		"Mimi," I said, fighting the urge to touch her.

		 

		Why? Who cared? If these people really were about love, if they really believed all of the stuff that Zar had told me, they wouldn't give a flying fuck if I broke with their traditions.

		 

		A resolve hardened inside me. Even if they did give a fuck, why should I? This was about me and Milena. I was a man and I was taking this woman as my wife. I'd done more than enough to try and make her happy. If she couldn't meet me halfway, if she couldn't put all of this aside for me like I'd put things aside for her, what did that say?

		 

		"Adamchik?" Her voice stirred me from my thoughts.

		 

		"Mimi." I took a breath, pushing back the tears and emotion that had been welling up inside me. I let go of the ropes holding Zar's legs up in the air. I turned to Milena. A gasp rose from the crowd. "I love you, baby. This has been...weird and crazy and I guess kind of fun, but..."

		 

		"But? But what, Adamchik?"

		 

		"But...I'm done."

		 

		I watched her eyes go wide.

		 

		"I love you. I wanted to do whatever it took to make you happy. I feel like I've done enough." I stepped towards her. The crowd gasped again. I put my arms around her. Her skin was warm and soft and felt like home. I drew her in, pressed her against my body, leaned down and laid my lips on hers in a gentle kiss.

		 

		I'd expected her to push me away, to step back, to do anything to keep me from touching her. She didn't. She met my lips with hers open. I felt her arms settle around my waist. She tilted her head and let me kiss her deeply.

		 

		The crowd erupted in a roar.

		 

		It was a beautiful sound that tore up the mountains into the heavens and made the sky sing. But why? Why were they cheering?

		 

		When the kiss ended, I opened my eyes to see Mimi smiling. A tear left the corner of one eye and rolled lazily down her cheek.

		 

		"Mimi, what's going on? I thought I'd be in trouble? I thought we would?"

		 

		"Oh, my Adamchik," she said, putting a hand on my cheek. "This is it. This is the moment they've been waiting for. The moment I've been waiting for."

		 

		"It is?"

		 

		"It is. It's the moment when a man realizes that traditions are meant to be broken, that what's most important is being true to yourself. In our culture it's the moment you become a real man."

		 

		I shook my head. These crazy people just kept getting crazier. "You mean I'm not going to get punished for touching you?"

		 

		"No," she said, smiling and shaking her head. "It's what everyone's been waiting for you to do. Most of all me."

		 

		I shook my head and laughed. This place was something else. "So really, can we get married now?"

		 

		"Yes. Tomorrow. Tomorrow the whole village will sing the sowing song."

		 

		"Sowing song?"

		 

		"It's the marriage ceremony. It happens in the field that brought the biggest harvest the year before."

		 

		"Okay. Like an outdoor ceremony, right?"

		 

		"Yes."

		 

		"And what about...what about all the stuff about you and, you know...the guy in the mountains?"

		 

		Milena's eyes were big and bright and earnest. "Yes. That's the ceremony."

		 

		"That's the ceremony? He's going to come down out of the mountains and...and fuck you?"

		 

		"Yes," she nodded, "but you'll be there beside me the whole time. We'll be together. We'll kiss and touch and lie together. It will be just like making love."

		 

		For a moment I was speechless. "Why can't we just make love? Why can't we do it the way we do back home? My home?"

		 

		She caressed my cheek. "Where is home, Adamchik? Is it back there? Do you think you could ever go back after all that's happened here? After everything you've learned?"

		 

		I looked around at the villagers. Milena's friends. They were all watching us as we talked. I looked at Zar and Zona and the huge man towering over them both. The feeling welled up, as if from the earth itself and burned up my legs and spine and into the base of my brain.

		 

		I felt more connected to these people than I had to anyone in my entire life. How could that be? I knew Milena was completely serious. She wanted to stay, she'd said as much before we got here. Could I really do that? Could I leave everything behind and live like this?

		 

		I felt the answer before I thought it. I looked at Milena. She was smiling. I smiled back and leaned in to kiss her one more time.

		 

		The crowd went wild.

		

	
		Chapter 18

		 

		Milena was waiting for me when I stepped out of the cabin the next morning. She was holding what looked to be a crown. It was made of grass and twigs twisted together and sticking up from it where a couple of branches that looked like antlers.

		 

		"The grooms all wear it. It reminds us of our connection to the wild. To nature. To all animals."

		 

		I let her set it on my head. The villagers cheered. We walked to the field the next morning holding hands. As we descended the mountain for the valley the villagers started humming around us. Gradually, the humming turned into a gentle song.

		 

		"Rogaze, rogaze, bedet mol poroc!" hummed one side.

		 

		"Dobryte, dobryte, zarno wejde w proc!" hummed the other.

		 

		"What are they singing?" I asked Milena.

		 

		She smiled. "They are singing the sowing song. They sing it for planting and for marriage!"

		 

		It was a beautiful little tune that stuck in my head even though I didn't know the words.

		 

		As we got to the field, the men and women, now fully dressed except for me, all formed a large circle with just enough space between each of them to reach out and touch hands. Milena and I were escorted to the middle of the circle where a square plot of ground had been freshly plowed. Milena turned and faced the mountains, motioning that I should do the same. The song settled back into a hum.

		 

		My heart began to beat faster as I stood in my crown of branches and white tunic, staring at the path we'd just come from and waiting for what would happen next. Memories of the last few days drifted through my mind as fluffy white clouds drifted through the blue sky overhead.

		 

		The shape came into view.

		 

		It was just a dark shadow on the path up the mountain at first. As it moved closer my stomach tightened as I began to make out its features. It was obviously a person, a man by the way he was moving, dressed in a costume. The costumed head was sown in a shape that resembled something between a stag and a bull. A sloping snout with flared nostrils that might have served for eyes for whoever was inside. Large, thick horns that branched into antlers decorated the top of the mask.

		 

		The closer the figure got, the more imposing the sight became. Something was different about this man. Different than the other men, the ones who Milena had shared a cottage with. His skin was darker. Much darker. His body was more muscular. Not lean muscle like the men who'd anointed Milena. He had a stout trunk, his rippling abs exposed. His arms were thick and seemed constantly flexed even as they swayed at his sides. His groin was covered by a long cloth that reached his knees. His calves were hard, like rock.

		 

		I swallowed at the thought of what his cock might look like. Surely it couldn't be even bigger than the ones I'd seen on the men. From the size of everything else, it seemed like a possibility.

		 

		"What is this?" I whispered to Milena. I looked at her. She was holding my hand, her arm swaying slightly with excitement. Her eyes were wide and she was smiling a bright and eager smile.

		 

		"Fetibus..." she whispered, unable to tear her eyes away from the massive frame.

		 

		"What?"

		 

		She finally looked at me. "It's the tradition. He is called fetibus. The husband's helper."

		 

		Husband's helper? I looked back at the massive man. He had stepped into the humming circle of villagers holding hands and was moving towards us. A lump grew in my throat. This was it. This was the moment I'd been waiting for and dreading at the same time. Milena and I were finally going to be married. The way she wanted. With her people. I felt like I would become one of them after this. That I, too, would belong to the mountains.

		 

		"Mimi..." I whispered.

		 

		She turned to look at me again. "Yes, Adamchik?"

		 

		"I love you."

		 

		"I love you too."

		 

		The circle tightened around us, the villagers stepping in and putting arms on each others shoulders. Zar moved from her place in the circle and walked towards us. She stopped beside Milena. She was smiling and looked proud for both of us.

		 

		Milena let go of my hand and turned to hug Zar. The two embraced for a long time with their eyes closed then Zar stepped around Milena and took me by the hand. She began to move us away from the imposing figure.

		 

		I frowned. "Wait, what are you doing? Where are we going?" I asked quietly.

		 

		"Shh. Don't worry. It's all part of the ceremony. We use your seed to bless the soil and the Fetibus blesses your wife. It's the way it has always been done."

		 

		"My seed to bless the soil? What?"

		 

		"Shush, Adamchik," Zar said, turning me around to face Milena and the monster standing in front of her. Zar pulled off her loose shirt and threw it beside her on the ground.

		 

		My eyes darted to her shapely breasts and I felt my cock start to rise. Zar knelt beside me. She opened her palm and slid it under my cock, holding my member up.

		 

		The humming of the villagers grew louder.

		 

		I looked up at Milena and the beast. Two men moved from the circle and walked towards the giant. They each stood on one side of him, raised their hands and slowly removed the costume from his head. They stepped behind him and placed it on the ground so that the dark eyes were pointed towards the man and Milena. They went back to their places in the circle.

		 

		Zar had begun gently stroking the underside of my cock. I could feel it growing as I stood staring at Mimi and the man staring deeply into each others eyes. She was still smiling a bright and warm smile. The smile of a woman who was been waiting for this moment her whole life. I knew this was the final passage, the last rite we would have to perform in the marriage and that we would be together for our whole lives but I still wanted desperately to hold her hand in that moment.

		 

		I felt Zar's other hand come gently up between my legs and cup my balls. Her fist closed around me and she began to hum the same song the others were, stroking my now stiff cock.

		 

		My heart jumped as I saw the large man's dark hand come up and brush against Milena's white cheek. She closed her eyes and moved her head ever so slightly towards his touch.

		 

		Cum began to pool from my balls into my cock. Zar was stroking me firmly, massaging my sack, pressing the cum out of it and into my hardened shaft. Two women left the circle and walked up behind Milena. They undid the long, white sheer robe she was wearing and set it on the ground behind her.

		 

		My cock throbbed as my eyes drifted down her beautiful body. Her nipples stiffened in the gentle breeze.

		 

		"What does it mean?" I asked, glancing down at Zar. She looked up from staring at my cock to reply.

		 

		"Darkness invades light. The animal will enter her, just as there is an animal that has entered all of us. The pure becomes impure when its broken. The circle will open and let another one in." She said it all while staring at me with an intensity I'd never seen in her eyes before. My cock hardened in her hand, making her smile.

		 

		I looked up as Milena sank slowly to her knees. Two men emerged from the circle again and moved towards the dark stranger. They undid the cloth around his waist and pulled it off, laying it behind the antlered head.

		 

		My eyes opened wide. My jaw dropped. My cock flexed in Zar's warm hand.

		 

		The man's cock came down almost to his knees. It was a thick, dark, column of flesh with taut skin and bulging veins. I watched as Milena's eyes ran down it and then back up. His leathery sack hung half as low as his manhood, sagging with the weight of unspent seed.

		 

		The tendrils of pleasure from Zar's touch snaked up my spine. They mixed like viscous liquid with the anxiety at the base of my brain at what I was about to see. Milena's hands drifted up. Her fingertips grazed the sides of the man's thick flesh. Her touch brought it to life.

		 

		The humming around me shifted into a soft, low chant.

		 

		Milena wrapped her dainty fingers of both hands around the cock and lifted it. The muscles in her arms flexed at the effort. It seemed to be even heavier than it looked. She brought the tip of it towards her tight, pink lips and looked up.

		 

		The man was looking down at her, a look of stern benevolence on his face. Not a single muscle in his face moved as she took him inside her mouth.

		 

		I whimpered. I looked down at Zar. She was looking back with the same eager expression I'd seen Milena wearing. Her hand moved back and forth the full length of my shaft, pulling seed out of me to bless the ground. In that moment I felt at one with everyone and everything. These people. The mountains. All of life.

		 

		Pleasure welled up inside me, tightening my balls and hardening my cock. I looked up to see that Milena was moving her mouth back and forth across the growing cock. Her hands followed her mouth, stroking the beast to life.

		 

		"He has been fasting from intercourse for thirty-seven days," Zar whispered from the ground. "He has not allowed to touch himself or release."

		 

		The thought sent a shudder through me. I thought of how many times I'd ejaculated in the last few days. The two thoughts collided in my mind. I looked down at Zar, my eyes wide.

		 

		"Isn't it beautiful, Adamchik?" she asked, smiling.

		 

		I nodded. It was beautiful. I knew that I would be allowed to lie with Milena after she'd been broken by the Fetibus. I knew that I would finally be allowed to be with my wife. But everything made sense now. The whole meaning of the ritual came into view. All the sex I'd been allowed to have, all the women that were there to service me were there to drain me of my seed. So that even as I lay with Milena, her pussy swimming with the large man's seed, there would be no hope for me, no chance for mine to take...

		 

		I looked up to see the monsters cock completely hardened. Milena was sucking it eagerly, her delicate hand cupping one of the balls in the heavy black sack hanging between the man's legs. It was almost too big to fit into one hand.

		 

		"Zasej! Zasej! Zasej te zeme!" a lone female voice sang quietly from somewhere around the circle.

		 

		I looked down at Zar. She was stroking me harder now. With intent.

		 

		"It's time Adamchik. It's time to bless the ground."

		 

		Milena had heard the words, too. She pulled her mouth off the cock as two women came behind her from the circle again. She leaned back into their arms and they lowered her gently to the ground.

		 

		Pleasure seared through me as I watched Milena's back sinking into the fertile earth. The two women took her legs, one by each ankle and slowly spread her open as the dark man stared down at her spreading, pink gash. It was swollen and slick and ready to be taken.

		 

		I thought of him, the dark intruder that had emerged from the mountains. He was going to have the first pleasure of Milena. He was going to be the first to feel her tightness and push his rigid cock into her body. He would have the first chance of sowing his seed inside her. It was a beautiful but anguished thought that made my cock dance even as my stomach churned.

		 

		He dropped to his knees. He crawled forward and in between her legs.

		 

		The sight of his dark skin next to her creamy, white flesh made more hot surge from in between my legs. He was almost there. The head of his massive cock was just inches away from the mouth of her unbroken pussy. Zar was pumping me hard now, her other hand squeezing my nuts as she tried to coax the last of my cum from my body.

		 

		I saw Milena glance at me. Love swelled in my chest. The man's massive cock was gliding along her slit now, she could barely keep her eyes open at the feeling. He pushed the head of his cock against her tender flesh. Her eyes opened wide. His body flexed. Her mouth moved.

		 

		"I love you," I saw her say but didn't hear the sound.

		 

		The sloppy sounds of his girth splitting her tight opening echoed through the valley and up the mountain. She screamed. He paused, just an inch of him inside her. She looked up and into his eyes, hers filled with fear and apprehension. The chanting around us grew softer.

		 

		The cum had moved from my balls at the sight and at Zar's touch. I was almost shaking but I wanted to hold out just a little longer. Just long enough to see the moment when my Milena would finally be mine.

		 

		The dark stranger snarled. His meaty paw ran up her body and clutched her breast, kneading it and tugging at the swollen nipple. She moaned. He didn't care. Releasing his weight, I watched as his cock tore through the final barrier that held her purity intact. Her loud scream tore up the hillsides.

		 

		It was too much for me. As his cock disappeared into her, a thick black python squeezing into a tiny pink hole, I looked down at Zar. She was smiling up at me. This was the moment.

		 

		"Come Adamchik. Seed the earth for us!"

		 

		I looked up at Milena's twitching, shaking body. She was screaming still as the beast drove his mighty cock into her, inch after inch of it in a loud and sloppy gush.

		 

		The cum rushed out of my balls. I looked down at my own cock. What little seed I had left came pulsing from the head of my cock, falling past Zar's cheeks, sailing down, hopeless onto the dark ground. Spurt after helpless spurt fell from me as Zar watched, smiling. The orgasm was quick but intense and when it had passed, I looked back up.

		 

		He'd stopped half-way into her. Her pussy seemed impossibly stretched. He was holding his weight above her, as if her body just couldn't take any more of him.

		 

		Zar squeezed out the last few drops out of my cock and let me go.

		 

		I started walking towards Milena and the beast. She caught me by the arm.

		 

		"Not yet. First you have to join the circle. Now you are one of us," she said with a smile. She pulled me back. I didn't take my eyes off Milena even once. I felt arms on my shoulders. I raised my arms and joined the swaying circle. I'd heard the song repeated enough times now, that even I started to hum.

		 

		"Good. Now go to her, Adamchik. Go to her with love."

		 

		I broke into a run. The massive man was still suspended above her. Her body squirmed and writhed beneath him, pinned to the ground, impaled by his mighty cock. I dropped onto the damp earth beside her. She turned her head. We kissed and closed our eyes.

		 

		I felt the muscles in her mouth tighten as he tried pushing even deeper into her body. I opened my eyes and looked down. My jaw dropped. Her tiny slit, her little innocence was so stretched it looked like it was going to tear her in two. The meaty black vein pulsed and grew, causing her sloppy juices to come running out.

		 

		"Oh Adamchik," Mimi whimpered looking down at her sore opening. "I don't know if I can..."

		 

		I would have stood up for her, protected her. She was my wife now after all. I would have fought the dark stranger, the Fetibus, off of her and driven him back into the mountains if that's what she had wanted. I just didn't get the chance.

		 

		As soon as the words were out of her mouth he bucked his hips towards her with a mighty roar. She shrieked, their voices twisting together in one primal scream. I stared in horror as his seeding muscle began to sink even deeper into my wife.

		 

		Her pussy splurted and spluttered, swallowing the hard, dark vein. She grabbed my hand, digging her nails into the back of mine. I couldn't do a thing. I could only stare as he plunged into her deepest place. She took him completely, her pussy gobbling up his hard root until the heavy sack swung against her ass with a noisy, wet slap.

		 

		"Oh Adamchik," she mewled, turning her head towards me again. "Isn't it beautiful? I love you so much!"

		 

		I loved her too, so deeply and with such an aching heart that it brought tears to my eyes. Knowing I was witnessing something so special that most people would never experience, I steeled my nerves and prepared to watch them fuck.

		

	
		Chapter 19

		 

		The man was a greedy lover. He didn't coo or tend to her or start gently or slow. He began to fuck her right away. He tore his cock out of her, the massive thing sloppy and sopping from her drooling pussy's mess. As soon as he was almost out, his cocked hips fired and his body slammed against hers again.

		 

		The two maiden's on either side of her held her wide open for the fucking and it was a good thing, too. I worried that if they let go he might break her down the middle from how hard his thighs were jarring against hers.

		 

		Milena moaned. Milena mewled. Milena whimpered and writhed. Her breasts bounced up and down her body as the fucking got faster and harder. With each jarring thrust the man seemed to plunge even deeper into her body than he'd gone the last.

		 

		I lay on the bare earth waiting for the violent coda of their primal pas-de-deux.

		 

		His hands mauled her wherever he pleased. He pushed them into her mouth. She sucked greedily, staring deep into his eyes. He grabbed her tits, unfazed by her screams and wails as he squeezed and slapped them the way he liked. He pinched her nipples. Her body convulsed but opened for him more, despite her moans of protest.

		 

		He chased the handmaidens away. Her legs fell around his dark, muscled thighs. He slid out of her slit with a spurting pop and as if she were a rag doll, flipped her on all fours then slammed her face into the ground.

		 

		With her cheek digging into the soft dirt her beautiful, round ass was on full and perfectly display. Her dark, back hole puckered and opened as he drove his thick meat back into her throbbing puss. His massive black paw slammed against her ass cheek making her scream and making the flesh ripple down her thigh. He grabbed her and fucked her as hard and as deep as any man ever would.

		 

		She cried sometimes but mostly she moaned as her body crested each peak of orgasm after orgasm.

		 

		I was hard again and couldn't resist touching myself but I was intent on to coming until I could be inside my wife.

		 

		When he threw her onto her back again I knew we were approaching the grand finale and my cock hardened at the thought of this beast spewing seed into her tight sweetness. He rode her, legs splayed and flying around his thick trunk, to another orgasm that shattered the silence of the valley.

		 

		All the while, the circle around us remained unbroken, humming and swaying in the wind.

		 

		His low grunt made me realize that the time had come. My hand crawled across the ground. Mimi saw the motion and turned her head. He was plowing into her with such a violent fury that her whole body was furrowing deeper and deeper into the earth.

		 

		She reached out her hand and opened it. Our fingers touched. I felt his motion in her body and it drove me wild with lust. In just another moment she'd be mine.

		 

		I've never heard a man make such an animal sound. Somewhere in his core the bear's roar met the wolf's snarl and the sound came tearing out of his open mouth as he threw it back.

		 

		A tender smile sprouted across Milena's open mouth. I saw her legs fall open even wider as the full force of his body drove him into her swollen cunt.

		 

		I looked down. He was holding his cock inside her but I could see enough of its root to watch it flex. The heavy sack that had been slapping against her ass tightened. The muscle pumped, stretching her even wider. I stared wide-eyed.

		 

		Each thick pulse of his meat sent shivers down my spine. I could only imagine what it looked like deep inside her belly. I saw it so clearly in my mind. The bulbous head of the massive black cock spitting and spewing gush after gush of virile seed as his body delivered its potent load.

		 

		Milena's mouth opened and I soon realized why. He had filled her up so completely that cum was now squirting out from in between his flesh and hers. She was so full of his seed that her body couldn't hold any more. I watched her belly swell as he slammed into her nonetheless, unrelenting in his delivery of life.

		 

		He tore out of her the same way he'd thrust in, without a worry and with a loud grunt. As he yanked his dark spear out from her tender flesh, I scrambled down and in between her legs to see the result. A fountain of cum came spurting out of her perfectly destroyed pussy for a moment. But soon her body, built to be bred by men of even the largest size, set to work. The gaping hole he'd made with his girthy cock began to close, her lips sealing the entrance and keeping his gift in.

		 

		I imagined what her insides must look like, her walls covered in his thick, white spunk. The center of her tunnel, awash in his spunk formed the perfect corridor for his hot mess of seed that was even now surely swimming towards her core, searching for the precious place it could take root.

		 

		As he rose up from in between her legs I scrambled up. Her feet were on the ground, her knees were in the air and her arms were outstretched, welcoming me into her for the first time. My cock was hard and ready as I pressed it against the salty, sweaty lips of her pussy. I lowered my body onto hers. I stared into her eyes.

		 

		"I love you, Adamchik. Thank-you. Thank-you for allowing us to be married this way."

		 

		"I love you too, baby," I said but I couldn't resist pushing the head of my cock against her mound.

		 

		"Yes, baby, now you can finally do it. You can finally put yourself inside me."

		 

		As I slipped the head of my cock past her used lips and into the dark corridor of her stretched cunt, I closed my eyes and groaned up towards the heavens.

		 

		"Hoi! Hoi! Hoi!" the village cried.

		 

		The chanting resumed as my body began to rut against her. I'd hoped to make her feel the way he had. I'd hoped that I could make her squirm and writhe and cum. My own need took over, though. She was so stretched and had been so well used by him that she just lay on the ground looking up and smiling as I grunted over her, trying to push myself half as deep as he had gone.

		 

		I felt the first swell of pleasure move through me but the familiar sensation of cum moving into my cock was gone. I had been spent and milked so thoroughly that my body had nothing left to give her. My orgasm would be an empty pleasure inside her walls. I had blessed the earth for a good harvest and left nothing for my wife.

		 

		None of that matter as I rutted against her, sliding my cock inside her sloppy walls. She smiled a tender, appreciative smile, unmoved by my affection the she'd been by his. As the empty climax welled within me, I felt my body tense.

		 

		"Yes, Adamchik. Come."

		 

		I shouted as my cock bounced and flexed inside her. Pleasure raced up and down my spine as my body bucked deep into her hole. It preformed the function perfectly. My ass drove me hard against her, pushing my cock as deeply into her pussy as it would go. My balls tightened beneath me, my cock squeezed and released, squeezed and released as it was meant to do, to deliver my own load. Only, through the dark haze of my orgasm, I knew there was nothing left. The motions were all there but void of meaning. The soft click of a trigger against the firing pin of an unloaded gun.

		 

		When I started to emerge from the thick depths of my orgasm, it was to the sensation of being pulled off Milena and hoisted onto the shoulders of a walking crowd. The circle had been broken. The humming and chanting was gone. The sun was out. I was being carried up the hill with Milena by my side.

		 

		Her cheeks were rosy. She was smiling at me and her hand was on her belly. I smiled back. Her words echoed in my mind.

		 

		Soon, Adamchik. Soon.

		 

		Soon had become now. Soon had passed and now it was "then." It felt like I had barely paid attention as it slipped by. I glanced at Milena and vowed to do better. I would do better at being in the moment as much as I could. I would do better to be in the moment with her, not thinking about what was coming or what had gone but what was.

		 

		After all, this was all we had in this life. All we had, was time.

		

	
		Epilogue

		 

		"Vele mash chlebichek?"

		 

		Zarica's voice rouses me from my daydream of staring out over the lush, green pasture where the goats are grazing.

		 

		"Na torbe," I reply. She starts to move but can't find the momentum to overcome the weight of her bulging belly. "Wait. I'll get it."

		 

		She smiles.

		 

		She is almost as big as Mimi beside me. Her swollen belly is beautiful but doesn't fit inside her shirt. The taut flesh pokes out from the bottom. When I make love to her, she has to lie on her side.

		 

		"Mne tez chlebichek. Dobre?" Mimi asks before I get up. I fell her hand settle on mine.

		 

		I turn to see her squinting against the sun. Her stomach is much better than Zarica's. I put a hand on her belly and lean in to kiss her. She closes her eyes and kisses me back. My cocks flexes. Tonight is my night with her but I know that Zar will join us, too.

		 

		"Adamchik!" Her father's voice comes from behind us, ringing down the pasture and into the valley below. I turn to see him walking from the village. He's wearing a big smile. "Kte no caluje! Kozichki blegnom!"

		 

		I spin around too see that he's right. One of the goats has run to far down the hill. I scramble to my feet and grab the long stick lying by my side. "I'll get your bread when I get back!" I call out as I start to sprint down the hill. I hear them both giggling behind me. I whistle and a moment later Drazek the sheppherd dog is running by my side. "Vlac! Vlac!" I order. He's panting and smiling and eager and ready to run. He picks up speed at my command and tears down the mountain, ready to round up the stray animal.

		 

		I come to a stop. I'm out of breath but not as much as when I started. I take a deep breath of the cool mountain air. Even after eight months living in the village I still love the smell of that air. So fresh. So good for life.

		 

		Was it an easy decision to stay? Not really. Sure, I like computers and being a sysadmin was fun. Sometimes. I'm not sure exactly when I figured out I could never go back. Sometime after the Sowing Song was sung and before we were supposed to get back on that plane to go home. Mimi was so happy she couldn't stop crying.

		 

		We met her parents after the wedding. They were both so proud. They cried too, when she told them we were going to stay. Vlacek, her father, told me he would take me on to help with the goats. That what was theirs would be ours. I worried for a few days that I'd miss my career, my old life. I don't, though. I don't miss the late night wake-up calls because there's something wrong with the DNS. I don't miss driving across campus to turn a monitor on. I don't miss...I just don't miss any of the bustle or the stress. Besides, it seems that a lot of good sysadmins end up wanting to farm goats instead. I just skipped a few steps and figured it out sooner.

		 

		I look down the valley to see Drazek driving the goat back up to the others. I turn and look up the path. The two pregnant women cheer. Milena's father gives me the thumbs up. I take another deep breath and smile towards the sky.

		 

		Life is good. Life is very good.
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