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Chapter 1

 

Toes. I tried to keep my damn eyes on the road but those toes just kept pulling them back. She was sitting the way she always did in the car, curled up with her feet pressed against the dashboard. Every time I glanced over my eyes would stray a little further. First up to her slender ankles. Then up to the gentle curve of her firm calves. Then up to her soft, creamy white thighs that disappeared into tight, torn shorts. My mind wandered further, up into the downy softness of the patch of hair covered, no doubt, by nothing more than a tiny, pink thong.
 

"Shouldn't you be watching the road?" The soft Slavic lilt in her voice coupled with her smile made everything she said sound like a song.
 

"I am," I replied, stealing a glance at her.
 

Her smile widened. "No you're not. You're looking at my feet again." She wiggled her toes a little and the motion caught my eye.
 

"So? You've got nice feet is all."
 

I felt her lean towards me then felt the warm brush of her breath on my ear. It made me shudder and made my cock move in my jeans.
 

"Maybe if you tell me about this big secret you can have some fun with my toes?" she sang.
 

It almost broke my resolve. I could have pulled over right there and told her where we were going and I knew she'd make good on her promise. She always did. She was the best kind of wife. I steeled myself and cleared my throat.
 

"Unh-uh."
 

She pushed her lip out in a pout. "Okay," she sighed. She wiggled her toes again, then took them off the dash and pushed them into her sandals. "Eyes on the road."
 

It was going to be worth it. She was going to love it. She'd talked about getting a summer house since the day we'd met and she had no idea that was the surprise.
 

I was going to make my Valerya happy again. I was going make Val mine again.
 

I slowed as we came to a tiny path that veered off the road and led into the sparse forest of birch. The canopy filtered the sun, making the ground dance with light. 
 

"Close your eyes."
 

"Are we there?"
 

"Almost."
 

"Oh Robbie, what is it?!?" she squealed.
 

"Just close your eyes. It's a surprise, remember?"
 

She pressed her hands against her eyes.
 






Chapter 2

 


"Whaddya mean she's gonna cheat on you?"
 

Cheat.
 

Just hearing him say the word made me shudder.
 

"I didn't say that. I said it sounded like she might, if she had the chance."
 

"Hold on a second," I heard Dan muffle the receiver with his hand. "Janey will you get those kids to stop screaming! I can't hear myself think over here!" Unmuffled. "Okay. I'm back. Now start over. What's going on?"
 

I took a deep breath to calm my nerves. Dan always knew what to do. He'd show me the way out of this if anyone could.
 

"Look nothing happened yet, alright? I just overheard her on the phone."
 

"Yeah. Okay. What'd she say?"
 

"That she was bored."
 

"Of you?"
 

"No..."
 

"Then what?"
 

"Well, let me finish."
 

"Then finish! Christ it's like taking candy from a baby with you!"
 

I paused for a moment. "Dan, I don't think that's...never mind."
 

"So talk then!" he shouted.
 

"Okay. Alright. She was on the phone with her friend and I was just getting a drink and I overheard her saying we barely ever had sex anymore. That I was always playing that video game."
 

"Well? I told you to cut that shit out. You're a married man now. You've gotta have your priorities lined up. Then what?"
 

"Then...then she started laughing and said she could 'never do anything like that.'"
 

"Like what?"
 

"I was getting to th..."
 

"Oh for fucks sake, I don't have time for this shit. Talk!"
 

"Okay, okay! She said she could 'never do anything like that' but that if the chance came up she didn't know if she could stop herself."
 

Silence on the other end.
 

"Dan? You there?"
 

"I'm here," came his quiet reply.
 

"Well? What do you think?"
 

"I think you've been a dumbshit like I told you not to be!" he roared.
 

"Dumb shit? Why?"
 

"Look little brother, you got yourself a doll but you never take her out of the damn box! I told you that, remember? At your wedding? A girl like that you gotta take her out, married or not. She's not some chick you just fuck whenever you want. She's classy. She's like a a vintage car. She needs some fuckin' love!"
 

My brother wasn't school smart but he knew about girls. I was always kind of dumb about that.
 

"So? What do I do?"
 

"What do you do? Duh...what do I do? What do I do?" he mocked. "You hang up the fuckin' phone, you go out and get some flowers and tell her your takin' her out for dinner tonight. Then you bring her home and you fuck her the way she needs to be fucked. You get it?"
 

"I get it but..."
 

"But what? What's the problem?"
 

"Nothing. It's...nothing."
 

"What? Work?"
 

"No."
 

"Then what?"
 

"I was supposed to do a raid tonight..."
 

"Raid? What? Robbie what the fuck?!? Are you talkin' about that fuckin' game again? Fer fucks sake, stop that shit! This is your wife! Get your fuckin' house in order man!"
 

I sighed. He was right. I had to get my house in order.
 

"Okay bro. Thanks."
 

"Don't worry about it. You guys still comin' over this weekend? I opened the pool. The kids love it. We can get drunk."
 

"Yeah. For sure."
 

"Okay good. And Robbie?"
 

"Yeah?"
 

"You find somethin' she likes doin'. Somethin' expensive. Somethin'...nice. And then you fuckin' take her to do that thing, you get it?"
 

"I got it."
 

"Okay. Good. See you Saturday."
 

So that's what I did. I went out and bought flowers, probably for the first time since I'd married her three years earlier, I bought flowers and brought them home. I was never that good at this shit but my brother was right. This was my wife. This was my life. I could never imagine her cheating but hearing her say that had shaken me to the core. I knew I had to act.
 

She loved it. She loved the surprise. Her eyes lit up like I hadn't seen them light up in years. She giggled and bounced and when I told her I was taking her out to dinner she squealed and ran up the stairs to get dressed.
 

It felt good. Really good. It felt good knowing I could still do that to her and I had no idea why I hadn't been doing it this whole time.
 

I went all out. There was this French place that had just opened up. They served flowers on their salad. It was just the kind of thing Val loved. She giggled and cooed through dinner and kept saying what a nice surprise this way. She flirted with me and whispered things I hadn't heard her whisper in years and told me what I could do to her when we got home. Then, when we got home, she actually let me do all that stuff.
 

It started with a long, loving blowjob. She sat me down on the bed and got on her knees. She kept her clothes on, the tight red dress she'd worn and the black heels with the thin straps. I was hard from just looking at her by the time she took my cock out.
 

She ran her tongue up and down, staring into my eyes. We hadn't made love like this in a while and I felt myself getting a little too excited.
 

"Lie back, Robbie," she whispered, pressing me against the bed. "When is last time we had sex?"
 

I felt kind of embarrassed that I couldn't answer. She just smiled.
 

"I can't remember either. We have to do it twice." She winked and then slid me into her mouth, her hand cupping my balls as I groaned at the rush of pleasure that shot up from my groin.
 

She sucked me hard, her cheeks hollowing as she pulled on my rigid cock. I felt my cum moving into my cock.
 

"Oh baby," I whispered, "take it easy. You're gonna make me..."
 

"Shh..." she said as she popped off. "We're doing twice, remember?"
 

Well I didn't know about that. I'd never managed that. 
 

She had a big smile on her face as she circled just a finger and a thumb around me and started stroking me all the way up and down. I watched my cock throb at her touch.
 

"Come on Robbie," she said in an urgent whisper. "Let me see you come."
 

I groaned as my cock flexed.
 

She bit her lip and smiled. She started stroking me harder, like she wanted to milk every last drop out of my aching cock. I felt the first pulse of pleasure, then...
 

"Oh fuck!" I cried out as I watched myself erupt, long ropes of hot white cum spewing from the purple head of my cock.
 

She grinned, fucking me with her hand as I spouted load after load all over my belly where she'd pushed back my shirt. Finally, I couldn't take any more and I had to push her hand away.
 

"Oh baby, sorry..." I muttered.
 

"Mmmm," she purred, getting up. "It's okay. I like that." She was still smiling as she hiked up her dress revealing the tiny, pink thong covering her pussy. She mounted me on the bed and began to crawl up. "I loved my surprise."
 

I don't think I've ever seen her like that. So horny and ready. I felt kind of bad because I usually just couldn't get it up again after I'd come but she looked so sexy that I could already feel my cock coming back to life.
 

She crawled up past my chest and pinned my arms down with her knees. She pushed her lower lip out in a pout and asked, "Lick my pussy, baby?"
 

She didn't have to ask twice. I opened my mouth and she lowered herself onto me, pulling her thong to one side. My cock jumped as her silky wetness touched my lips. She moaned as I pushed my tongue inside. She was hot and even wetter there and I started lapping at her, her liquid running into my mouth. 
 

"Oh fuck Robbie, yes!" she groaned, grinding herself against my face. I swept up her slit and found her engorged nub. It was hot and hard and I started spinning circles around it with my tongue.
 

She grabbed me by the hair, mashing me up against her pussy and making it hard to breathe but I was so turned on by this wild Valerya that I didn't care. Even when my tongue started getting sore and my jaw, I didn't care. My cock was stiff again as she rode my face straight into a wall of climax. She came with a scream, her pussy pulsing above me, pouring more juice down my neck.
 

I thought that might have been the end of it but instead she scrambled off of me and started tearing at my shirt and pants. Pretty soon we were naked and I had her on her back.
 

I don't know what got into me but even though I'd just come the only thing I could think of doing was pressing my stiffness into her and driving it deep inside.
 

"Fuck Robbie, yes! Fuck my pussy!" she shrieked as I started pounding into her soft flesh.
 

My eyes raked down and up her body. She'd pulled her dress completely off and her tits were bouncing from my thrusts. She looked up at me looking at her.
 

"Oh fuck Robbie, yes!" she groaned again. Then, slowly, lasciviously, she pushed her middle finger into her mouth and sucked.
 

I hardened at what she'd done and felt a fresh wave of lust course through me. She must have noticed my cock throbbing inside her because her eyes opened wide and she sort of half-smiled.
 

"Yeah? You like that, baby?" she purred, then pushed her finger deep into her mouth again. She pulled it out slowly and I stared at its shiny slickness as it slid along her lips.
 

I grunted and rammed myself against her harder. It made her moan but she sucked her finger back into her mouth. Then it was out again and she was reaching up, touching my lips with it. I opened my mouth and sucked it in greedily, making her moan again.
 

I felt another orgasm welling inside me just as I felt the first clench of her pussy around my cock.
 

She pulled her finger out then pushed it back in and I sucked it, searched for it with my tongue until the feeling overwhelmed me and I felt a second searing pulse of heat race through me as my cock exploded with more cum.
 

"Fuck!" she screamed as our sweaty bodies ground against each other on the bed. I felt her pussy tighten and release, tighten and release, as her body milked me for cum. I fucked us both through a thundering orgasm until we both had nothing left. I collapsed onto the bed beside her in a sweaty, panting heap.
 

"Holy fuck," I gasped between breaths, "that was amazing!"
 

She rolled over and curled up against me, laying a hand across my chest. When I looked at her she was smiling wide.
 

We hadn't fucked like that in years, if ever. If dinner was all it took to get her engine that revved up, what would happen if I got her something she really wanted?
 

That's when I decided we were renting a summer house.
 






Chapter 3

 


Her lithe body broke into a gentle jog as she ran towards the house. Her pert, round breasts swung side to side from her petite frame. She spun around, grinning. She pressed her hands to her mouth and squealed.
 

I'd obviously nailed it. The summer house had been a good bet.
 

The place looked like it should have been in Russia, or at least somewhere east of Warsaw. A red steel roof. Wooden siding painted bright green. Gables that looked like crowns and thin lace curtains inside the windows. The house sat in a clearing in the middle of a sparse forest of birch trees.
 

"So you like it then?" I asked, stepping out of the car.
 

"Like it? Robbie I love it!" She squealed, jumping up and down. "It looks just like Didi's dacha!"
 

I smiled. That had been the whole point. She talked about that place all the time, how much she missed it. I'd spent a hell of lot of time tracking this place down but her smile was worth it.
 

"Good."
 

She spun around and launched herself at me, throwing her arms around my neck. I lifted her up and kissed her gently on the lips. As soon as I set her back down she had turned and was running towards the house. She bounded up the three steps onto the porch and turned the knob on the door. It was locked.
 

"Robbie?" she asked, turning around and pouting, for real this time.
 

"Is it locked?" I frowned. "The guy said he'd have it open by eleven." I looked at my watch. It was one.
 

Somewhere in the distance the faint sound of an engine revving came to life. We both stopped and listened. The sound got closer and closer, cutting through the sound of the wind in the trees like a chainsaw until the four wheeler came into view from behind the house. Then it was gone. The engine killed before it stopped rolling and the tall, blonde stranger jumping off and jogging towards me.
 

Tall, blonde and even I would say he was handsome. He flashed me a dazzling, white smile. As he reached out his hand for a shake, I saw his triceps flex under his tight, white shirt.
 

"You like it?" he asked as I took his hand.
 

I tried not to wince as his vice grip closed around my palm. His handshake reminded me of my brothers, a construction worker who didn't know his strength.
 

"She loves it," I managed without a grunt.
 

He let go and turned his attention to Valerya who was smiling on the porch.
 

"It's perfect," she said. The strangest sensation gripped me as I turned to see her fluttering eyelashes. They were the eyes of a woman enjoying the attention of a man that was looking at her. This man. Not me.
 

"Awesome," he replied and it was only then that I heard the same sing-song lilt in his voice that Valerya had. "I'm Viktor, by the way. Viktor with a K."
 

"Robert, but friends call me Rob. This is my wife Valerya."
 

His grin widened as he turned to her and he stepped up to the porch, reaching out to shake her hand. Except he didn't shake it. As soon as her delicate palm was in his meaty paw, he turned it, palm facing down, bent over and kissed the air just above it.
 

Valerya only giggled.
 

"Ukrainka?" he asked.
 

She giggled again. "Tak."
 

His lips cracked into an even wider grin at his cleverness. He started speaking Ukrainian but it was to fast for me to pick up anything but the occasional "tak" amid the slur of double consonants and lilting vowels.
 

I watched her laugh, blush, cover her mouth.
 

Suddenly I was very, very jealous. Suddenly, what was supposed to be a special vacation for just me and Valerya melted into a horrible, awkward threesome where I was the third wheel and they were the couple giggling on the porch.
 

She must have sensed my growing irritation. Dancing around him, she hopped down the steps and put her arms around me as she leaned in for a kiss.
 

"Sorry, Robbie."
 

"It's okay," I muttered, even though it wasn't. The last thing I wanted to look like was a jealous husband.
 

Viktor spun around, fished in his pocket and pulled out a key. "Sorry I am late. Banking problems."
 

"No problem," I said, forcing a smile and taking the key from him.
 

"So," he said, folding his arms across his broad, bulging chest. "You have everything inside. Water from well is okay, just checked few days ago. You need anything, here is my cell phone number."
 

I took the card he'd produced, seemingly out of nowhere.
 

"There will be no problem. We fixed place up this spring. In great shape. You will love it."
 

"I'm sure we will," I answered, putting an arm around Valerya's waist. What was this strange possessiveness I suddenly felt? Like I needed to show him that I owned her. That she was mine.
 

"Okay," he said, turning and jumping back onto the four wheeler. "You will have amazing time. I know it. Any problem, call me!"
 

The engine revved to life. He turned the handlebars and twisting the throttle tore deep grooves into the forest floor as he spun back in the direction he came from. We listened to the sound of the engine fading and soon we could hear the wind in the trees again.
 

I turned to Valerya. She was smiling.
 

"I love you. Thank-you. This is perfect," she purred, leaning in and touching her forehead to mine.
 

I wanted to tell her I loved her too. I wanted to tell her we were going to have a great time and talk about the three weeks we had to relax. But there was a feeling in the pit of my stomach nagging and gnawing at me and no matter how hard I tried it wouldn't go away.
 

"What'd he say to you?" I finally asked. It just felt like it had to come out.
 

"Huh?" she asked, completely ignorant of where the question had come from.
 

"Viktor. When he was speaking Ukrainian?"
 

"Oh," she said, glancing down at the ground as she tried to remember the conversation they had had. "Just, you know, silly things. Ukrainian men always talk like that."
 

Talk like what? But I didn't say it. So as we walked into the place we would be living for the next three weeks, the place I'd rented for us, that question burrowed down into my stomach and wouldn't let go. What did Ukrainian men talk like to Ukrainian women when they met?
 

The place had obviously been gutted on the inside and completely redone. The walls had been taken out and everything was one big, open space. There were stairs that led to a loft presumably where the bed was, a large stone fireplace had been put in the center of the room, surrounded by plush couches that gave the place a chalet feel. Beyond that was a handsome kitchen with stainless steel appliances and granite counter tops that were in contrast to the log walls. 
 

It had cost a pretty penny to rent for the three weeks but seeing the look on Val's face right then was more than worth it.
 

"Robbie! Robbie! Robbie!" she squealed spinning around and looking at the high ceilings in wonder.
 

"So you like it, huh?"
 

"I love it! I love you!" Her attention shifted and she ran back towards me and put her arms around my neck. Her whole body was hot from the drive and the chamomile of her conditioner mingled with the tangier bite of her sweat in an intoxicating scent of her.
 

She kissed me on the lips, then on the cheek, then her lips drifted down and kissed my neck. When she looked into my eyes again, she was wearing a wry smile.
 

"Should I give you a thank-you present?" she asked with big eyes. She bit her lower lip so there could be no mistaking what she meant.
 

Of course I wanted my thank-you present, although, I was mostly just glad that she was so happy. I wanted to take her upstairs and lay her down on the bed and fuck her the way I'd fucked her that night, but that damn question wouldn't stop bouncing around in my mind.
 

Talk like what?
 

Before I could say anything, she was on her knees in front of me, working at my belt buckle. By the time she had it open it would have been strange if I had asked her to stop. Besides, my cock was kind of hard already and I was feeling like a hero for making her so happy.
 

Before she pulled my cock out, she hooked a finger into the spaghetti straps of her tank top and pulled it down enough so that her bra less breasts came tumbling out. She looked up at me, smiling and winked.
 

Fuck me, this I could get used to.
 






Chapter 4

 


She didn't just swallow my cock, either. She started off kissing it with tender, gentle kisses, her fingers running along its skin. She pressed it against her soft cheek and looked up at me with wide eyes and smiled, then dragged her nails lightly along my now-hardened rod.
 

Then she brought her mouth around to the head. I felt her breath on me, hot and ready. 
 

My cock was aching now, aching to press into the hot, wet cavern of her mouth. Instead, she flicked her tongue out and caught the tip of my head, making my cock bounce and my ass flex as I tried to push myself into her.
 

She backed away. She glanced up, her lips turned up in a playful smile. She did it again, licked just the tip. Her pink, wet tongue felt like heaven and I wanted to feel more of it. I wanted to ram myself into her mouth.
 

I put a hand on the back of her head and stepped towards her. My hips jutted forward, trying to force my cock into her mouth.
 

With lightning reflex, her hand shot up between my legs and grabbed my balls. I mean really grabbed them. I groaned, but this time it was from just slightly too much pressure on my sack.
 

"Hey, Val, easy..." I grumbled.
 

She didn't relent. She tugged me slowly backwards, so that I had to pull away from her hot little mouth. It hurt a bit, but it was actually pretty hot, her taking charge like that. As soon as I was far enough away that I couldn't ram myself into her throat, she leaned back in and rewarded me with a kiss on the head of my cock.
 

I could feel seed moving from my sack already and I really wanted to feel myself inside her but she still had her fingers around my balls.
 

"Come on baby, please?" I begged, touching the side of her face with a finger.
 

"That's better," she whispered with a coy smile. Still holding onto my nuts, she pressed her lips against the head of my cock, leaned forward even more and began to slide me into her mouth.
 

She did it so slowly that I could feel every goddamned inch of my manhood sinking into the molten heat inside her cheeks. As I sank deeper into her, she'd bring her tongue up every once in a while and swipe it from side to side along the base of my shaft. I thought I was going to come just from that.
 

Then, with my cock throbbing inside her mouth, she stopped, held me there for a while, then started coming off of me just as slowly as she'd come on. The feeling of sliding out of those hot, tight lips and back into the lonely chill of the room was agonizing and all I could think of was being back inside her again.
 

Everything else vanished from my mind as I settled into the empty space of waiting for a climax where nothing else mattered.
 

"Tell me what you like, Robbie." The question jarred me back into reality as my mind kicked back into gear trying to think of an answer.
 

"Wh...what do you mean?" I asked, breathless.
 

"I mean what we were talking about in the car. Tell me about it?"
 

I guessed she was talking about her feet but why did I have to tell her about it? What was I supposed to tell her? I wasn't good at any of that stuff. Usually we just had sex and that was that.
 

"Baby, you know me, I can't do the dirty talk thing..." I said, hoping that she'd let it go.
 

She didn't. She smiled, caressing my cock with the palm of her hand. "Just say what it is then?" she whispered.
 

"What? What what is?" I started getting a little annoyed at her requests and felt my erection start to wilt.
 

"Just tell me what you like. What you were looking at," she teased, still running her warm palm along my shaft.
 

I breathed deep. Okay. I could do this. Just one word. Just say it Robbie.
 

"Feet. I like your feet."
 

I don't know why hearing that made her so happy but she started smiling even wider and put me back into her mouth again.
 

I groaned, my hips moving forward again. I felt her pull on my sack again, drawing me out. My cock fell out of her mouth with a pop.
 

"You want to come on my feet, Robbie?" she asked, grinning now.
 

The question sent a pulse of lust through me as I imagine a hot load splattering over her pretty toes and my cock hardened again right away.
 

"Fuck baby," I muttered. We usually didn't talk about this stuff. We usually didn't do any crazy shit, really. "I guess that'd be fun." I looked down, past her tits and towards the ground where I could see her sandaled feet. The image stirred in my mind again and now, suddenly I really wanted it. I really wanted to blow my load on her feet.
 

She stood up. Somehow, she managed to hold onto my nuts. She was gentle enough but she kept her hand there and the thought that she might twist or tug at any moment, kept me from misbehaving. She leaned in. I smelled my cock on her breath. As she kissed me, I felt her hand knead my nuts between my legs. 
 

I closed my eyes and kissed her back, plunging my tongue deep into her mouth. Immediately I felt a tug on my balls and I drew back. When she pulled away from the kiss, she was smiling.
 

I don't know what it was but something about her dominating me like that was really hot. 
 

"Come on," she said and without waiting, turned and started to walk towards the couch, still holding onto my balls.
 

I had no choice but to follow. I mean, I could have yanked myself away but I was really enjoying whatever it was she was playing at.
 

She got up onto the back of the couch and put one sandaled foot up there, too.
 

I stared at it. Those toes. Those perfectly proportioned toes with thick, puffy pads that thinned until they turned into the slender curve of the rest of her feet.
 

She still had my balls and she grabbed my cock with her other hand. 
 

I glanced at her tits. They were gorgeous, full and ripe. But this time I didn't stare at them for long. My gaze drifted back to her toes.
 

"Come on baby," she whispered as she wrapped all her fingers around my cock and started stroking. "Come on foot."
 

Fuck that was hot. She'd never done anything like it. I couldn't even believe she knew how turned on her feet made me. Had she known all along that I always stared at them in the car?
 

As she worked my cock with one hand, she started kneading me again with the other. I groaned as I felt the cum start to swell from my balls.
 

"Yes," she whispered and then bit her lip. She looked down at my cock in fascination. Like she couldn't wait to see the cum come flying out of it. She looked up at me and our eyes met. "Come on baby. Come on Robbie, be a good boy. Come on my foot. Please?"
 

She was really playing it up and sharp thrill raced through me at how much she was acting like a porn star. I stared at her, taking in her whole face, basking in her smile. She seemed to really want this, she really wanted me to come on her foot and she was acting like nothing in the world would make her happier and that was fucking hot.
 

"Oh fuck baby," I grimaced, breaking our stare to look down at my flexing cock.
 

"Yeah baby," she urged, "that's a good boy. Come on. You can do it. Come for me baby. Come on my foot."
 

Her urging was the hottest thing I'd ever heard. Like something really important depended on me blasting my seed all across her foot. 
 

I felt the surge of cum shoot out of my balls and fill the length of my throbbing cock. She must have felt it harden in her hand.
 

"Yes..." she whispered. "Come on Robbie. That's it."
 

"Holy fuck!" I shouted as hot, white seed spurted from the straining head of my cock. The first blast shot across the arch of her foot and she quickly moved the head of my cock for the second wave. A pulse of cum came flying out again and landed in a thick rope across her perfect toes. "Fuck!" I groaned again as the orgasm tightened my whole body.
 

Her hand slowed down. Now she wasn't jerking me off any more. She squeezed and pulled my cock, like she needed to milk every last drop out of it and more.
 

The furious grip of the orgasm let go of me and I started panting heavily. I reached out and grabbed her shoulder to steady myself.
 

She just kept squeezing and pulling on my cock, her other hand kneading my nuts. A few more shots of cum dribbled out, painting her feet.
 

Suddenly I just couldn't take any more. "Okay baby, I gotta stop."
 

She looked up at me. She still had a big smile on her face. She seemed thrilled at what she'd done. She gave me one last squeeze that made me groan a bit and double over, then let me go. She reached down and put a finger into the biggest puddle of my cum.
 

I was already feeling a little awkward, now that my orgasm was over. I pulled up my pants and was about to turn around but I just couldn't stop myself from looking at the cum-covered foot one last time.
 

"Did you like it?" she asked, still playing with the cum with her finger.
 

"Val, come on...you know I did," I answered, trying not to sound too sheepish. What was up with her? Again I tried to turn away but just couldn't. I just had to keep staring at that foot.
 

"You want a closer look?"
 

My eyes darted up to meet hers. This is what I hadn't wanted. I didn't want her thinking I was creep or pervert, that I wanted to stare at the glaze I'd just left on her feet. 
 

But that was what I actually wanted to do. 
 

Without warning she spun towards me and leaned back. Her foot came up and slowed just before it landed gently on my chest. Before I knew it, I was face to toe with her beautiful, slender feet, covered in a cooling mess of my own making.
 

I looked up at her. 
 

She giggled. "Kiss it please!" she sang, her voice playful.
 

So, what the hell, I did. I kissed her big toe and she wiggled all of them because it tickled. Then I stared at her foot some more, watched the cum oozing towards her leg. Then she got tired and took it down.
 

"Towel?" she asked.
 

I ran to the kitchen and tore off a few paper towels, then cleaned her foot off for her.
 

"You liked it right?" she asked, swinging her arms around my neck and kissing me.
 

Whatever. It was vacation. We didn't have to be all uptight. I didn't have to be all uptight. I leaned in and kissed her. "I loved it babe. You?"
 

"It was fun! But now I'm starving. Should we eat?"
 

She bounced off the couch and towards the kitchen. I watched her go, my eyes following her shapely ass.
 






Chapter 5

 


We ate dinner. The place was fully stocked. Steaks in the fridge, wine in the cellar and cold beer in a huge second fridge in the basement downstairs. I got a little tipsy and Val got a lot tipsy and even though she looked so damn sexy I could tell she'd gotten too drunk to have sex again.
 

I sent her off to bed upstairs and decided to read for a bit before going to bed myself. But I couldn't. It was that question bouncing around in my mind.
 

Talk like what?
 

The thing was, I had no idea why I was thinking so much about it, or rather why it was occupying so much space inside my head. So I put my book down and decided to think it all the way through, to really try to get to the bottom of it so that maybe that would make it go away.
 

It hit me like a freight train. Why the hell was I here in the first place? None of this would have happened if I hadn't heard her say that thing on the phone about cheating on me. The answer was simple: I was jealous.
 

I was jealous that the possibility of being with another man would even enter her mind, even if she was just having a laugh with a friend. I felt bad that I'd neglected her needs so much that she would even joke about doing something like that. I was jealous of Prochenko and the instant rapport they'd shared, jealous of the way she smiled at him and touched her neck. Jealous of the lilt in her voice she only got when she spoke Ukrainian. I'd have to do a lot of learning before she talked to me like that.
 

So I mulled all that over in my head. Turned it up and packed it back down and rolled it around but it wasn't until I thought of the possibility that maybe what she'd said to her girlfriend hadn't been a joke, maybe she was really, seriously thinking about cheating on me, that everything got strange.
 

Of course I felt that initial rush of jealousy at the possibility of my wife cheating on me. When I actually thought about what it would be like, her with another man, the rush of adrenaline that sent into the pit of my stomach was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. It took me completely by surprise.
 

I thought about it. Valerya, my wife, on her back and spreading her thighs while a stranger crawled between them to fuck her.
 

Another stiff shot of adrenaline raced through me and this time, my cock moved.
 

What the fuck? Was I crazy? Was there something wrong with me that thinking about my wife with another man would make me feel like that? A weird sort of shame settled onto me as I thought about it again.
 

It would be humiliating, wouldn't it? If she ever slept with anyone but me, it would be completely humiliating and I could never ever let something like that happen. And yet...
 

My cock was completely stiff. All that adrenaline had made me so hard I could barely stand it. I thought of Valerya up in bed, snoring and wondered if I would be able to wake her up. Like any man my age, or probably any man ever, I figured it wouldn't hurt to try.
 

I snuck up the stairs, dropped my pants and shirt on the floor and crawled under the covers. It was hot under the covers as her body worked to burn off all the alcohol she'd had. I shuffled over and pressed myself against her body. She moved. Her shoulder moved as I touched it and she leaned back into me a little bit.
 

I leaned in and kissed the part of her neck that was peeking out. 
 

Nothing.
 

I kissed her again, this time on the cheek and let my hand glide up and down her side.
 

"Hey baby?"
 

Her breathing changed. I saw her eyes flutter open and she turned her head just enough to glance at me before closing them again and pressing her face to the pillow.
 

My cock was aching and rock hard now and I decided to give it one more shot. I pushed my hips against her, letting my hard cock press against her underwear. 
 

Her smile came back. "Robbie..." she purred, a silly, kind of drunken sound.
 

"I thought maybe we could...you know. Since it's our first night and everything?"
 

"Baby I'm so sleepy," she muttered, but she was still smiling and somehow that urged me on.
 

"I'll be quick. Please?" I asked.
 

She hesitated for a moment, not saying anything. I stared at her, as if I could will her to change her mind. One corner of her lip turned up. "Why don't you just do what you need. I'm sleepy."
 

Well, that was unexpected. I'd never heard anything from her like that. We'd had drunken sex a few times, but she'd never said anything like that.
 

"Baby? What do you mean?" I asked.
 

She let out a sleepy giggle. "I told you, just do whatever you want. I'm to tired for any of that. I'll just lie here. Is that okay?"
 

My mouth dropped open and my eyes went wide. Was she telling me that I could just...use her if I wanted? Because if she was, that was hot as hell but Valerya didn't do things like that. I had to be sure. The worst thing would be to get the wrong idea and get all excited and then to have to stop.
 

"Val, are you..."
 

Her eyes snapped open and she turned her head to look at me. "Robbie, I'm telling you you can use my pussy but if you don't stop talking, I'm going to change my mind!" She turned her head back and closed her eyes, pressing her face against the pillow.
 

My cock flexed at what she said. I couldn't believe that she'd said it but I wasn't about to keep talking so she could change her mind. Without waiting, I pushed my underwear down and off my legs and the slowly, gently, lifted the covers off her ass.
 

The firm cheeks of her ass framed the tight slit of her bare pussy. My cock jumped at the sight. I glanced back at her. Was she really going to let me do this?
 

When I looked back down, I saw the tiniest glimmer of dew squeeze out from between her soft folds. Maybe she was too tired to do anything about it, but from what it looked like she was interested in it as much as I was.
 

I put a hand in between her legs, my fingers pushing apart her folds to let more of her wetness out.
 

"Just put it in, Robbie. I don't want any of that."
 

I didn't need to be asked twice. I shuffled a little lower on the bed, until my cock was right beside her sex. I pried her apart a little. More of her wetness came spilling out. I touched the head of my cock to it. It was hot and sticky and made my cock lurch against her.
 

That made her wiggle a little bit on the bed. Her round ass shifted back and forth.
 

I spread her a little wider with one hand, holding myself up with my other arm. I pushed my hips forward, dipping the head of my cock into her warm, wet cunt.
 

The feeling of sinking into her tightness tore through my cock and up my spine. It made me lunge forward and into her. She was so wet that I slid in easily along her tight walls.
 

She barely reacted. Her body only moved when I moved it, she didn't moan or breathe any heavier. She just lay there, like a doll as I forced my shaft deep into her hot hole, until my balls touched her soft folds.
 

I let go of the hand that had been holding her open and that made her tighten even more around me. The whole situation, the fact that she was letting me do this, was so hot that I knew I wasn't going to last long. I tried going slowly, to stretch out the amazing feeling of fucking a woman who just told me I could use her to get off.
 

I fucked her like that for a while, rocking her against me gently on the bed. Still no reaction and each passing moment of her lying there just made me more excited. I didn't know what had gotten into her but I loved it. I wanted this to last.
 

I aching cock flexed and spasmed as I moved in and out of her and I felt my balls tighten as my cum started to move down.
 

Then, just when I thought I was going to ride her to a nice, slow finish, she turned her head and opened her eyes.
 

"Are you done yet?"
 

Her question sent a strange thrill rushing through me. I knew she was having a good time, she was dripping all over me. I knew she was just playing with me, but acting like she was so bored that she could barely stand me inside her was oddly exciting. I decided to play along.
 

"Almost, baby. I'm almost there."
 

"Okay, well, hurry up. I want to go back to sleep."
 

My hips started fucking her faster on their own after she said that. I knew she liked it because I started feeling her pussy clenching around me with each firm thrust. She was so hot and tight and felt so good around me, I knew it was almost time. I got back into a rhythm and thought that was going to be that. Then she turned her head again.
 

"Okay Robbie. I'm tired. It's time to come."
 

She slipped a hand between her legs and found my balls. She cupped them first, stroking me with one finger, then squeezed them gently. "Come on Robbie. Come."
 

Everything started spinning together into one column of pleasure that pushed through me. My fucking got faster. I felt my cock flex again. Felt her squeeze me again.
 

"Fuck!" I groaned as the cum moved into my shaft. I felt it harden inside her. Her pussy tightened.
 

Suddenly she let out one, sharp shriek and I felt her body convulse. I realized she'd just orgasmed all over me and that pushed me over the edge. Slamming into her as she held me by my sack, I felt my cock start to throb as it spurted seed deep into her hot, tight cunt.
 

I kept fucking and fucking, my orgasm stretching out each time she squeezed my balls. I came down slow and finally my cock started to go soft. I worked a few more lazy thrusts into her and then fell out.
 

She had her eyes closed, her head on the pillow again, pretending to sleep.
 

I looked down. Her slit was messy now, slick with her own clear juices. I looked down just in time to see the first dribble of myself spilling out.
 

I'd never watched my own cum running out of her. I'd seen it in plenty of porn, it was kind of a fetish of mine, I guess. We'd always been a little too conservative for me to ask to do anything like that with her, though. Now that we were playing this game and she was pretending to sleep, I couldn't resist the urge to stare.
 

My creamy seed leaked from her tight lips in a dribble. An urge gripped me. I reached out a hand even before I had a chance to think about what I was doing. I pushed her ass up, prying apart her tender slit.
 

"Robbie? What are you doing?"
 

A thick gush of my seed came oozing out of her open hole. She clenched her ass, trying to stop the flow. Her hand came back. "Robbie! What are you doing?!?" She pushed me away and sat up.
 

"Shit, sorry, baby. I just..." I didn't know how to finish. I didn't know what to say. I'd never really talked to her about what I was into, or she with me. We had a good sex life and that was good enough. This felt different though. It felt like we were on vacation and she was doing all this crazy stuff. Maybe I'd gone too far? I hoped I hadn't gone too far.
 

"You just what?" she asked, staring at me.
 

I couldn't tell if she was about to smile or not, but it kind of looked like that.
 

"I'm sorry...I won't do it again, I..."
 

"Robbie, just tell me what it was about."
 

I felt my face start to turn red. Why, though? This was my wife. We were supposed to be close. Something about her expression gave me the courage to go ahead.
 

"I...I kind of like that." 
 

Good. Very good explanation, Robbie.
 

"Like what?" she asked, leaning in.
 

I couldn't resist a glance at her tits as she did. She always slept naked and sometimes that made it really hard to sleep.
 

"I thought you were tired?" I asked with a smile.
 

She smiled back and leaned closer. "I was. Now I want to know why you did that."
 

I took a deep breath. I felt a little embarrassed but decided to tell her the truth. "I like what it looks like. What your...pussy looks like filled with...you know..."
 

"Your cum?" she asked with a giggle.
 

It made me chuckle. "Yeah," I replied. "I guess...that."
 

Without saying anything, she leaned back down, holding herself up on one arm. She reached a hand behind her and still looking at me, pulled her cheeks apart.
 

My eyes drifted back down to her messy sex. Her sticky, clear juices were now mixed with my own cum.
 

"You like that? You like seeing my pussy all messy like that?"
 

A nervous thrill surged through me. I looked up at her. Her smile had faded and now she looked completely serious. Fuck she was hot. I looked back down. Most of my mess had run out of her but there was a tiny river of it still dribbling from her hot snatch. I had no idea where this was going but something made me reach out and touch her snatch.
 

"Well, now that you've made such a mess, are you going to clean it up?"
 

I looked up at her again, shocked by what she'd just said. Even though I'd just had an orgasm, I felt my cock move again. "Are you...are you serious?"
 

Her expression didn't change. She was still holding herself open, still staring at me, her face an earnest question. "Well somebody has to. I'm not going to sleep like this. My pussy is covered with cum."
 

It seemed like every new thing out of her mouth was more dirty than the last. Was she really asking me to clean her? It was so dirty and filthy and lewd. And so fucking hot.
 

I reached towards her again, my fingers pressing against her sex as I wiped some of my mess off.
 

"I won't get very clean like that."
 

I looked up. What the fuck?!? Did she really mean it? Did she really want me to...
 

"Baby...what are you talking about."
 

"Oh come on, Robbie. We're just having fun. I won't tell anyone, I promise. I always think about it though. You doing that to me."
 

There was an excitement in her eyes now. She was wide awake and unless I was mistaken it seemed like she really wanted me to clean her out with my tongue.
 

"You want me to..."
 

"I want you to use your tongue. Please?" She looked so innocent and helpless and hungry for it at the same time.
 

My cock was half-stiff again and I thought, what the fuck? As long as she really didn't tell anyone, what did I care. I'd thought about it before, I just never would have brought it up myself.
 

I leaned down. I moved closer, putting my face against her ass. The sweet scent of her used pussy was mingled with the musk of her ass. I pushed my tongue out. 
 

She pried herself open a little more and a stream of semen came leaking out.
 

I don't know what it was about that that did it but before I knew it, my tongue was pressed against the soft lips of her cunt. The taste of our juices mixed together spread across my tongue.
 

The bitter tartness of my own seed was offset by the sharp tang of hers. Before I knew it, I'd buried my tongue inside her, searching for more.
 

She moaned and stretched herself even wider apart. I could tell she was excited because the walls of her pussy were tightening around the tip of my tongue and she was trying to grind against me the way she did when she rode my face.
 

I pushed deeper. I brought a finger up and taking my mouth off of her, pushed it into her soaked hole.
 

I felt her hand on the back of my head, guiding me up, up from her slit, up the crack of her ass, pressing me against her flesh until I felt the tight ring of muscle under my tongue.
 

"Oh fuck Robbie, that feels amazing!" she said as I fucked her with my finger and licked her ass.
 

I don't think I'd ever heard a woman so enthusiastic about what I was doing to her so I kept going. I pumped my finger in and out of her, my tongue running around the rim of her ass. Every muscle in her core was tensing as another orgasm welled inside her.
 

I started to ache. My jaw ached. My tongue ached. My arm ached from holding my finger inside her but I kept going. She was so turned on she was gushing again, all over my hand.
 

Suddenly she was screaming. I felt her pussy tighten around my finger and her ass tightened too. But I kept pumping into her, kept licking her sweet ass. I pushed her through the orgasm until she was panting and I could tell she was done. Then I fell away, exhausted but completely turned on again.
 

I crawled up the bed and curled up behind her, kissing her on the neck and nibbling her ear. I wanted to be inside her again.
 

She felt my hardness behind her and giggled. "Okay Robbie, maybe now you're pushing your luck?"I laughed but something about the way she said it made me realize I wasn't getting any more. It was going to be a long night.
 






Chapter 5

 


The next morning we had breakfast. Coffee and scrambled eggs that tasted like they were fresh from the farm. We ate slowly and stared out the window and looked at each other and smiled. It felt the way it had when we'd first met. Like we were still in love. It felt like we were in love.
 

After breakfast she showered and when she came out, she was wearing the one-piece bathing suit I'd packed for her.
 

"There's a beach here, right?"
 

I raked my eyes up and down her curves, wishing I could bed her again before we did anything else, but this was supposed to be about her having a good time. Sex was just a nice perk.
 

"There's a beach. Let me get changed." I heard her phone ring from the bedroom. I knew it was Nina by the way she answered. I could just barely make out what she was saying.
 

"He got a summer house!" She sounded so excited, I felt like a hero. "Oh my gosh it's amazing...it's perfect, just like Didi's...what? No! Nina, you know I was just joking about that!"
 

That set me off. Was she saying what I thought she was? Had Nina asked her if she needed a lover again? Just thinking about her thinking about it made a cold pulse of jealousy tear through me and settle in my gut. Right behind it was the warm bloom of my strange fantasy I'd had the night before, the one that had me so worked up.
 

I saw it again, in my mind's eye. Valerya lying on the bed, legs splayed with another man moving into her sweet cunt. My cock lurched at the thought and again the swell of shame I'd felt moved through me again.
 

Something stirred in my stomach, a deep, dark sensation that I couldn't put my finger on. What was wrong with me? I scrambled to get my swim trunks on and got downstairs just as she hung up.
 

"Who was that?"
 

"Nina!" she said, grinning as if at some inside joke between them. That grin made me squirm.
 

"Oh yeah," I said, trying to sound as cool as I could. "What'd she want?"
 

"She's jealous," she said, still smiling.
 

Another burst of nervous glee. "Of what?"
 

"Of my vacation, of course! And of my big, strong husband!" She purred the second sentence and came up to caress my arm.
 

I was neither big, nor strong and I knew Nina knew as much.
 

"Oh yeah? Was that all?"
 

"Was that all what?"
 

"Was that all she wanted?"
 

She looked puzzled. "She just wanted to talk."
 

"So what'd you two talk about?"
 

"Oh, you know," she answered, letting go of me and walking towards the door. "Just girl stuff."
 

I knew I wasn't getting any more answers from her. What I wanted was for her to tell me exactly what it had been they'd been talking about. Had Nina really asked her what I thought she had? Had she just been thinking about another man? Even if it was only a joke?
 

She opened the door, picked up her beach bag and danced out into the sun outside.
 

I followed, something inside my mind growling.
 

It was a lake beach. Not perfect, but good enough. Valerya loved beaches. She loved sun. She loved lying around for hours, going for long swims, then lying around some more. I knew this and had come armed with a book and my tablet. I wasn't a huge fan of the sun.
 

The shore was mostly grass with a little patch of sand to lie on. We settled in and as soon as she'd unrolled her towel, Val ran down to the water.
 

"It's warm!" she squealed, delighted. "I'm going inside!"
 

I chuckled at the funny sentence and started unfolding the umbrella that I'd brought. From somewhere in the distance the whine of a four wheeler turned into a growl as it neared. My heart sank at the sound.
 

He killed the engine while he was still rolling and jumped off. It was Viktor with a 'k', of course and he was wearing nothing but a speedo. The guy was cut.
 

"Hey amigo!" he called out, jogging over to where we'd set up.
 

It was impossible not to stare. As he ran, his thick package bounced inside his tights. I had my sunglasses on so I was sure he couldn't see me looking but I couldn't tear my eyes away. Even as he stepped up and held his hand out for a shake I had trouble looking up.
 

"Hey Viktor," I said, trying not to sound too irritated. Were we going to be running into this guy all week?
 

"Don't worry," he said, grinning. "I'm not stalking. Usually I swim early. Six o'clock. But my girlfriend came last night and, you know..." Wink "We stayed up."
 

Great. That was just great. I breathed a sigh of relief at the mention of his girlfriend but stole another glance at his ample cock. Fuck that guy was big.
 

"Where is your wife?" he cast his gaze out over the lake and I followed with mine.
 

My heart sank. She was gone. Just gone. Valerya didn't dive. She didn't even like getting her hair wet. She swam like a frog. Slow, easy strokes and I could always see where she was. Something was wrong.
 

"She just went in...I...I don't know..."
 

His expression changed instantly. He didn't wait to hear any more of my explanation. He broke into a run, his muscled legs and thighs pumping as he ran towards the water then dove in.
 

I stood up and ran after him but by the time I managed to jump in, his powerful strokes had already propelled him almost a hundred yards. He started diving.
 

Over and over I watched him disappear under the surface. I was swimming towards him slowly but could I started getting tired. I had to stop and tread water.
 

Dive after dive he went down and came back up. My heart started racing. My heart sank. I couldn't believe what was happening. I couldn't believe that...
 

Then there she was. He came up with her under one arm. He started powering the other arm into the water, easily closing the distance between us. By the way he was swimming, I realized things couldn't be good. I turned and started swimming towards the shore. He almost passed me.
 

When it was shallow enough to stand I watched him stand up and in one swift motion he swung Valerya into his arms. He ran to the shore. She was limp in his powerful arms. I ran up beside them just as he set her down on the sand.
 

He leaned in, his cheek against her mouth. He put his hands on her abdomen. Big, meaty paws on her tiny frame. He pumped five times. Lowering his mouth to hers I watched in stunned horror as they locked lips and he breathed into her.
 

It took five of those. Time stood still. I couldn't believe what I was watching. I couldn't believe I was just standing there, helpless. There was nothing I could do though. He had taken command.
 

I've never heard a sweeter sound then the gurgle of water coming from Valerya's throat that day. I watched her double over. He rolled her to the side and she wretched a bellyful of water onto the sand.
 

It felt like the first breath I'd taken since looking out over the lake to see her gone. After a fit of coughing, he helped her sit up.
 

She looked up into his eyes. I don't know why that made me cringe inside. Had she been expecting to see me there in front of her? She glanced over, confused, then looked back at her saviour.
 

"Yak sprawy?"
 

She wiped her lips and shot him a confused smile. She looked up at me and I couldn't just stand there anymore. I dropped down on one knee beside her, moving Viktor out of the way.
 

"Baby, are you alright?"
 

She nodded. Didn't say anything. Just nodded.
 

"What happened?" I asked.
 

She coughed before answering. "I don't know. It just felt...so tight in my stomach all of a sudden and then I couldn't hold myself up. Then I was drinking water and..." She trailed off, her eyes shifting to the sand between us as she recalled what had gone wrong.
 

"When did you eat?" Viktor's question was stern and commanding. 
 

Valerya looked up at him, as if she'd just realized he was there. "This morning. Breakfast."
 

"A lot? I mean, did you have a lot?"
 

"Two eggs. Some toast. Some coffee," I said, answering for her.
 

"It's too much." Viktor's response came, assertive and firm. "You have to wait at least an hour between eating and swimming. Otherwise? Cramp."
 

My stomach started to sink again as I realized he was right. I'd always heard that, that you should wait at least an hour after eating, I just didn't think it would make that much difference. Apparently it did.
 

I turned to look at Viktor. For the first time since everything began happening I began to realize what a debt of gratitude I owed him. "Hey Viktor?"
 

He glanced at me, one eyebrow raised.
 

"Thanks," I said.
 

He shook his head. "Is no problem. You would do it too. I'm happy everything turned okay."
 

You would do it too. 
 

Somehow that sentence stuck in my mind. I think because at the back of my mind I knew that I wouldn't have done it too. Not because I didn't want to but because I couldn't. No matter how you looked at it, I wasn't as strong a swimmer as he was. I had some inkling of how to CPR but it had been years since I practised. And when I really thought back on what had happened, how things had gone down, I knew there was no way I would have kept diving and diving, over and over in search of Valerya. I just didn't have that kind of stamina.
 

A heavy stone weighed down my stomach as I realized that if Viktor hadn't been here, she might have died.
 

The weight of his heavy hand on my arm shook me from my dark thoughts and made me look up at him.
 

"Don't stress yourself, amigo," he said, staring at me. "Was just bad luck. Next time? Be more careful with your wife." He stared at me a little longer, raising one eyebrow and tilting his head to one side. Then he stood up and I felt the need to stand up with him and thank him for what he'd done.
 

"Viktor, you're very kind. But the truth is, you saved her life."
 

The wind and the birds seemed to go silent as the three of us processed what I'd just said. I knew they both knew I was right. I knew Viktor was just searching for something to say that would deflect the debt of gratitude I owed him.
 

"Is my fault," he said finally. "I should have some card or something. In the house. Remind people of safety."
 

"You know what?" I replied, respecting his humility. "Maybe you should. That'd be good for liability. But here, what happened here? I just want to say thanks. You...you saved Valerya's life."
 

I knew it. He knew it. She did, too. None of us said anything else for a few moments. He put a hand on my shoulder and gave it a shake. Suddenly, Valerya was standing up next to us, her eyes moving from his to mine.
 

"Come to dinner tonight?" she asked.
 






Chapter 6

 


I knew it was the right thing to say. I knew it was what needed to be done. I knew this was the absolute worst time to be feeling jealous or insecure or whatever it was I was feeling. I also knew that I couldn't help but feel it. 
 

This man, Viktor, had just saved her life. Of course she should invite him for dinner. Of course she should show her gratitude and I should show mine.
 

But somewhere deep inside, the insecurity and jealousy and all the feelings I'd pushed back since I'd first heard that conversation with Nina, began to surface. I tried to push them away again but they put up a fight.
 

Viktor grinned but put up his hands and waved them a little. "No, no. I don't want to make an intrusion. My girlfriend is here. You didn't come to have company. No problem."
 

Valerya looked at me. Suddenly I saw a sadness in her eyes. I knew she wanted this. I knew she really wanted it. The guy had really just saved her life.
 

"Viktor," I said after a deep breath. "We have to insist. Please. We won't keep you long. Bring your girlfriend. We'll have a good time."
 

Maybe he figured it would be bad for business if he didn't come. Maybe it was some Slavic sense of duty or guilt. Or maybe he genuinely changed his mind?
 

"Okay. I come tonight. But I have to bring Shanice. She is only here for few days."
 

"Of course," I answered, trying to hide my shock that Viktor with a 'K' was dating a girl named Shanice. "Come over around six. We'll be ready."
 

He smiled and gave a firm nod. "Okay. Now I got to swim for myself." He waved at us and ran backwards a few steps towards the water before turning around.
 

I don't know what possessed me to turn and look at Valerya at that moment. Some sub-conscious, primal instinct, no doubt. She was staring at his cock the same way I'd stared at it. Her eyes were just a little wider than normal and full of awe.
 

Jealousy seared through me as I gazed at her imagining what was in another man's briefs. When he turned and ran towards the water she turned and saw me watching her. She immediately looked at the ground. 
 

"Are you okay?" I asked, letting her off the hook considering everything she'd just been through.
 

"Yes. It was stupid. A stupid cramp." She looked back up with big eyes. "I could have died!"
 

"We were both lucky that Viktor was here."
 

She glanced up at me. "Yes. We were."
 

We spent the rest of the day lounging around on the beach. I read a good chunk of the book I'd brought and Valerya got back into the water but didn't stray too far from shore. We both tried to put what had happened behind us. I couldn't be sure but it seemed like Val had an easier time of that than I did.
 

Now not only did I have the idea of Valerya opening her legs for some other man bouncing around in my brain, I also had the image of Viktor pressing his lips to hers. Despite the circumstances, I couldn't help replaying it over and over, imagining him leaning down and touch her like that.
 

By the time we got back to the house it was almost four. Val put some potatoes on to boil for a salad and I went down to the freezer and fished out some steaks. I tried to push my strange, dark fantasy away, to leave it in the basement where it wouldn't keep bothering me but to no avail. It was wedged into my mind.
 

"Val?" I asked once I'd come back upstairs.
 

She looked up from the onions she was chopping. "Hm?"
 

"Did you see it?"
 

"Hm?" she asked, furrowing her brow.
 

"Did you see how big his cock was?"
 

Her eyes popped open and she dropped the knife. She jumped back as it clattered to the floor.
 

"Robbie!" she shrieked. "Don't do that!"
 

"Sorry," I muttered, stooping down to pick up the knife and thinking I should have given her more warning before bringing something like that up.
 

"What are you talking about?!?" She had her fist on her hip now and was staring at me intently.
 

"About that. He was wearing those...those skimpy tights. You saw it, didn't you?"
 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. Then she waved her hand in the air and said, "So what?"
 

So what? Yeah, exactly Robbie, so the fuck what? What the hell was I doing bringing this up? This was some crazy thing all in my head. Why was I sharing this with her?
 

"So, I was just wondering. If you saw it."
 

She stepped forward and pressed a hand to my forehead. "Are you feeling alright?"
 

"I'm fine," I replied, taking her hand and wrapping it around my back. "Should we have an...appetizer before they get here? Maybe upstairs?"
 

My stomach tightened as she let out a little sigh. This was not the Valerya I'd fucked last night.
 

"Robbie, it's not that I don't want to...I just, I'm still kind of shaky from today. Later for sure. Okay?"
 

I forced a smile then leaned in and kissed her cheek. Of course it was okay. I hadn't brought her here to have sex with me whenever I wanted. Or at least, that wasn't exclusively why I'd brought her here. Of course it was okay.
 

So I poured us both a glass of wine and I sat down and listened to her talk about her grandfather's cabin and how it was different than this one.
 

But my dark little secret wouldn't let me concentrate for long. There was Viktor again, kissing her on the lips in my mind. By the time our guests arrived I was at least one sheet to the wind, if not two. Thankfully Valerya had only had one glass of wine and seemed to notice I was slurring slightly already.
 

"Viktor!" I called out a little too loudly. "Great to see you!"
 

Valerya turned and shot me a scowl from where she was standing, greeting them by the door. It was a "shouldn't you have a glass of water?" sort of look.
 

"Hello," Viktor said, letting his date step inside. "This is Shanice. Shanice, Valerya and Rob."
 

The three of them said hello as I watched from where I was standing by the kitchen counter. Shanice was predictably stunning. Her skin was very dark. She had full, round breasts and a toned body that was tucked into a tight tank top and a mini skirt. She had the legs of a tennis player and her ass looked she spent half her day doing squats. I must have been staring at her a little longer than I thought because the next thing I knew Val was barking at me from across the room.
 

"Robbie! Can you pour the wine?" This time she was not smiling. 
 

I busied myself pouring wine and handing it out and tried my best not to look at Shanice, or at least anything lower than her neck, any more than I could help. But it seemed like the damage had been done. Val wouldn't look me in the eye for the rest of the evening and I knew that as soon as they left I was going to be in trouble.
 

Dinner was casual. Viktor talked about his job and how he'd come by the property. He was about my age but had done very well already and was hoping to retire by forty-five. Val listened intently to everything he had to say, smiling in all the right places and laughing at his weird jokes which I knew she didn't find funny.
 

It got me a little twisted into a knot. Of course he'd saved her life that morning but I knew this was about much more than that. Val could be insanely jealous when she got it in her mind to be and I knew this was payback for me checking out Shanice.
 

So I spent a few silent hours listening mostly to Viktor's stories. Sometimes Shanice would pipe up with a comment about one of them but everything she said seemed so inane that I wondered what a guy like Viktor saw in a woman like her, beyond the obvious.
 

It was a relief when he finally said it was getting late and that they should go. It was a relief walking them to the door and a relief when it closed behind them. Of course I was grateful for what he'd done, but I was more grateful that we wouldn't have to be seeing him anymore for the next few weeks, aside from the occasional coincidence.
 

As Valerya turned and started to walk towards the bathroom, I put on my best smile got ready to do damage control.
 

"Well that was fun," I offered, wandering into the bathroom after her.
 

She was already brushing her teeth. She saw me in the mirror but didn't meet my stare. "Mmhmm."
 

It seemed worse than I'd thought. After she rinsed out her mouth she tried to squeeze past me but I blocked the door.
 

"What's wrong?"
 

"What's wrong?" she snapped, cocking her head to one side. "You got so drunk before dinner I had to call your name three times before you would stop staring at her! It was so embarrassing Robbie!"
 

It was a relief to hear her say my name. I always knew the situation was unsalvageable if she didn't say my name. I put the palms of my hands together and bowed slightly in front of her. I put on my most sincere expression.
 

"I'm sorry. I really am."
 

She sighed. That was also a good thing. A sigh meant there was wiggle room. I probably still wasn't having sex tonight but at least we wouldn't go to bed mad.
 

"You're right, I did get too drunk." She loved that kind of honesty, me owning up to something I did wrong. It threw her for a loop because most guys were not like that at all. "I was in no way trying to be creepy or make you feel bad. I just...you know, biological things. Instinct."
 

Her brow furrowed. I wished I could take back that last part.
 

"Instinct?" she asked.
 

"I mean...I don't mean that..."
 

"What do you mean, exactly?" She didn't sound mad, but she didn't exactly sound happy either. 
 

My mind started racing to dig a way out. "I just mean, you know, we're animals, if I see a woman who is...attractive, not as attractive as you but, you know, still pretty good looking, it's hard not to look. We're wired that way."
 

One eyebrow went up. "Oh. We are?"
 

I sighed, my shoulders slumped and I tilted my head to one side. Now she was just playing with me. Now she was just enjoying the ride. "Val, come on. I was just trying to say sorry."
 

"No, no. I want to hear more. I want to hear more about this instinct thing. If we're just animals..."
 

"I'm not saying we're just animals,"
 

"So if I find someone I like to look at, I can do that, right? I'm just an animal, right? You don't mind."
 

I should have said something right then. I should have objected in some way. I should have become the macho alpha, protecting what was mine and telling her I would become insanely jealous if she ever did anything like that. But I hesitated too long. I opened my mouth to say something but nothing came out.
 

Her eyebrow arched a little higher. "You wouldn't mind?"
 

"Wouldn't mind what?" I asked, nervous about where the conversation was headed but intrigued by the direction at the same time. The same nervous jealousy I'd been feeling started coursing through me but now there was a strange new energy surrounding it. The possibility of talking about what I'd been feeling, of revealing to Valerya what I'd been thinking about was tantalizing for some reason and I didn't want her to stop asking questions.
 

"You wouldn't mind if I looked at a guy every now and again? A good-looking guy?"
 

I shrugged. "Sure I wouldn't mind. You're allowed to look. That's what I'm saying. It's no big deal."
 

A smile curled up one corner of her mouth. That smile, together with the raised eyebrow made her look devious. Almost a little sinister.
 

"Well then I have a confession to make, Robbie," she said, acting sly.
 

All of the adrenaline that had travelled through my nerves up to that point was nothing compared to the razor of it that tore through me right then at what she'd said. A million possibilities of what she might be confessing shot like lightning through my mind. My palms began to sweat and I felt my face start turning red. I had to breathe to calm my heart that had punched against my chest.
 

"You do?" I barely managed to get it out, my mouth was so dry.
 

She opened her eyes a little wider and nodded her head slightly. "You remember what you asked me earlier? When I dropped the knife?"
 

Of course I remembered what I'd asked her earlier. I hadn't been able to stop thinking about it. I nodded back at her and swallowed to try and make my throat less dry.
 

"The reason I was so surprised?"
 

Adrenaline was shooting up and down my insides. I was pretty sure I knew what she was going to say. I still couldn't believe it or how crazy it felt, thinking about it and feeling this way. I nodded again. It was an agonizing few moments before she kept going.
 

"It was because that was exactly," she said the words quietly, precisely, "what I was thinking about. Viktor's fat cock."
 






Chapter 7

 


Viktor's fat cock.
 

The words settled into me and stayed there like a slow motion punch in the gut. It suddenly felt like I could feel every nerve ending in my body. Everything was buzzing. My vision seemed sharper, my hearing more acute. Despite all that, I felt rooted to the ground.
 

I stared at her face, trying to make sense of what she was doing, hoping that her expression would somehow soften the blow of what she'd just said.
 

It didn't. She just kept staring at me with her eyes wide open, waiting for me to react. She let the silence drag on forever when I didn't. She almost seemed to enjoy it, like this was the knife of revenge she'd twisted into me for my staring at Shanice and she needed to savour the jealousy I felt.
 

"That's okay though, right Robbie? It's just instinct? Animal instinct?"
 

I don't think I'd ever felt so confused about my own feelings before. Hearing her say the words "animal instinct" sent the most pleasurable shudder of lust through me. The thought that she was saying it about Viktor with a "K's" thick cock was like a razor on the end of that lust, cutting me inside.
 

"Sure," I managed but not before swallowing loudly. "As long as you just think about it. Whatever. I don't mind."
 

This was not the answer she had wanted. This was not the capitulation she required. I could have played along and given her what she needed. I could have said that it did bother me a little bit and I could have repeated at how sorry I was for staring at Shanice that long. Then I could have gone back on what I'd said about animal instinct, told her we were humans and that we could be above all that, if we only tried.
 

But I didn't. I didn't because somewhere inside my mind a rabbit hole had opened. Maybe those two words "animal instinct" had turned the key in the lock. Or maybe it was the mention of Viktor with a "K's" fat cock.
 

A hot and molten feeling was gushing from that hole and filling my whole body and now that I'd tried it, now that all of my conflicted emotions about her thinking about cheating, about her staring at another man's cock, swirled together, hardening inside me into a rigid and swollen column of lust.
 

Her expression changed again. The smile was still there but now her eyes weren't quite as wide. She looked calmer, like something about what I'd said had given her more control. She stared at me just as intently as she had been, then stepped up close.
 

"So you're saying that I'm allowed to follow my animal instinct, yes?" She was standing so close to me when she said it that I could feel her breath on my lips. When she asked it, it wasn't meant to be innocent or funny. She asked it in a way that was meant to provoke, to push me somewhere she wanted me to be.
 

It was intense and erotic and exciting. It felt like she was taking control the same way she'd done in bed those few times.
 

"I mean, come on Val, I only said you could think about it, right? I didn't mean anything else by it."
 

"Hmmm..." she mused. Then she pushed past me and began to climb the stairs up to the loft.
 

I had no idea what was happening, where this was headed or why we were even talking about it for so long but it was making my whole body buzz in a way I'd never felt before. I followed her up the stairs, almost tripping as I tried to go up.
 

She peeled off the pyjamas she'd put on. She did that when she was mad. To indicate that there would be no action that night. She only ever took them off once she was already under the covers. This time was different.
 

This time, she bent over a little, letting her ass jut out to just where she knew I liked it. She pushed her saggy, flannel bottoms down revealing the creamy curves of her thighs. Underneath she had only a thong and I stared as more and more of her legs were revealed until I could see them all.
 

Then, still facing the other way so that I had a perfect view of her shapely ass, she began to unbutton the blouse she was wearing. 
 

I'd started getting hard in the bathroom downstairs. I'd had to squeeze my ass a few times to keep myself from showing my erection. This was not helping and I sincerely hoped she meant to follow through on this tease or it was going to be a long night. There was no computer or internet here which just made it worse. I guess part of why we hadn't been getting it on back home was that it was just so easy to fall into gaming. No questions. No complications. No foreplay. No mess. Now that it was just me and her I felt that feeling, the one I'd felt when we'd first met and fallen in love, rear it's ugly head. I felt like I needed her again.
 

When her shirt fell off, I raked my gaze up and down her back and then watched her peel the covers off the bed before crawling in.
 

I undressed quickly, leaving my underwear on but hoping that it would come off eventually and crawled onto the bed to lie down beside her. When I reached out and touched her she didn't move. I looked down to see that her hand was pressed between her legs, moving slowly between her thighs like she was touching herself.
 

"Valerya?" I asked, shocked by what I was seeing. She was obviously masturbating right in front of me.
 

"Yes?" she asked without turning around.
 

"What are you doing?"
 

"Nothing. Just giving in to my animal instinct. That's okay, yes?"
 

The question made me shudder. Was she really doing what it looked like she was doing? Was she really touching herself, giving herself pleasure while thinking about the strong and commanding Viktor who had saved her life?
 

"Do you want to..." I began, my cock hard and my heart in my throat. I knew she was playing me but had this game gone too far?
 

"Mmmm..." she purred, then added, "do I want to what?"
 

I stared at her, her arm moving slightly from what she was doing to herself. She was being such a tease and I knew it was only to annoy me, to get me to succumb and tell her I was sorry and take back what I had said.
 

And a part of me wanted to do that. A part of me wanted to tell her how sorry I was and that I would never do it again and that I had been wrong to look at another woman, animal instincts or not. But there was something so mesmerizing, so incredibly paralyzing about watching her touch herself, watching herself leading her body to pleasure while I imagined she was thinking about another man, that made me pause.
 

"What's the matter, Robbie?" she asked. I couldn't see her coy smile but I heard it in her voice.
 

"What...what are you thinking about?" I whispered.
 

I heard her smirk and the sound cut like a knife. Suddenly, she was not mine anymore. All of this that I'd done, the dacha, the dinner, everything had been thrown out the window and she was acting only out of her own self-interest. To make me humble. To make me beg.
 

"I'm just thinking about our friend Viktor's thick cock. Why?"
 

Valerya had always tried to use sex as leverage in our relationship. It had worked at the beginning, when I was still enamoured and infatuated with her and I still needed the inside of her like a hungry man needs bread. But this? This was completely different. She wasn't just using sex to try and get what she wanted now. She was using it to make me feel guilty and furious and jealous all at the same time.
 

And it was hot as all fucking hell.
 

"Val, come on..." I muttered. A half-hearted attempt at getting her to stop what she was doing. That wasn't what I really wanted, though. Because it was thrilling to think that she actually was thinking of Porchenko's member. It was thrilling to think that she was using what I'd said about animal instinct against me, making me jealous and turned on at the same time. It was thrilling to think that I was falling for it bit by bit, relinquishing control of the situation and letting her take the reins.
 

Maybe I should have told her to stop. Maybe I should have pulled her hand out from between her legs and talked to her honestly right then and there. But the truth was that I was way too hot and bothered by what she was doing to do anything like that. I wanted more. I wanted to find out more about this Valerya who could use me and blackmail me into submission with just the insinuation that she was thinking about another man.
 

"Are you really thinking about him?" I whispered, not knowing what it was I really wanted to hear.
 

She rolled over and took her hand out from between her legs and looked me squarely in the eye. "Why, Robbie? Are you jealous? Is that an animal instinct too?"
 

Her hand felt off her stomach and onto the bed, but on the way down grazed against my rigid cock. It only registered on her face after a moment, the fact that she'd just touched my hard on after she'd been trying to make me jealous. She looked down, as if to make sure it was true.
 

A part of me wanted to roll over, or pretend like I had to go to the bathroom. I don't know what kept me there, really. I'd been thinking about it for so long, going over it and over it in my mind, I guess in some way I wanted her to know. I wanted her to find out.
 

"Robbie?" She looked confused and all the malice and jealousy had vanished from her eyes. She just looked really puzzled.
 

"What?"
 

"What do you mean what? This!" She wrapped her fingers around my cock and squeezed.
 

I grunted but didn't pull away.
 

"So? What about it? You're hot. I told you, I wanted to..."
 

"Yeah, but Robbie come on! You're not jealous that your wife was just touching herself thinking about another man?"
 

This was it. This was the question that I'd been trying to figure out on my own, ever since I'd heard her talking on the phone about it. I didn't feel like I was any closer to figuring it out. What I did know is that every time I thought about it, every time I thought about her with someone else or saw her in a situation like that, some kind of zombie trance took hold of me and I would start to wonder "what if?"
 

"Yeah, I know."
 

She scrunched her nose up for a moment as she considered my reply. Enlightenment spread across her face. Suddenly she was looking at me with different eyes. 
 

"You know what?"
 

"I know you were trying to make me jealous."
 

"And? Are you?"
 

"Kind of."
 

"Only kind of?"
 

"I mean, I guess a lot but..."
 

"But what?"
 

 What the hell would my wife think of me if I told her that the thought of her with another man turned me on like nothing else? Everything about that was supposed to be wrong, wasn't it? Even at an evolutionary level I was a freak for wanting something like that. I should be worried about her cheating, not turned on by it. I should be the only one who gets to put my seed in her.
 

That thought sent another unexpected thrill rushing through me. That another man would leave his seed inside her? That he'd fuck his sperm into her while I sat and watched, then lay next to her while it did its job? How had I never thought about this? It was incredibly demented and incredibly erotic at the same time.
 

And suddenly it was too much. It felt like telling her any of this was going too deep. Like she was going too deep into my mind.
 

"Fuck, I don't know. I can't do this..." I tried to roll over and get up. 
 

"No Robbie, wait." She caught me by the shoulder and wouldn't let go. "Come on. Please? I want to know."
 






Chapter 8

 


It felt good, hearing that. It felt good that she wanted to know, that she wanted to be that close to me, even if what I was thinking was weird. I already felt closer to her, just because she'd asked. It was still hard being honest.
 

"Want to know what?"
 

She shuffled closer towards me. It felt like the balance of power had shifted again. Now that I had something she wanted, it was her turn to chase. "I want to know what you were going to say. About jealousy?"
 

I took a deep breath and rolled back to face her. She was looking at me with big, honest eyes. It felt like standing on the edge of a cliff. I knew that once I told her, if I told her, there was no going back. Someone else would know about this. Even if it was my wife, keeper of all my other secrets, someone else would know that the thought of my wife with another man really turned me on.
 

"You can't tell anyone."
 

"What? Of course not."
 

"You can't think I'm a freak."
 

She narrowed her eyes and smiled. "I already think that."
 

It made me chuckle and lightened the mood. I wanted this. Deep inside me I wanted to share this with her. I knew I was letting my cock do my thinking for me but I didn't care. 
 

"Okay. The thing is...thinking about you with someone else, like with another guy? Is really fucking hot."
 

I watched her eyes dance back and forth from mine, to my mouth, to the muscles in my cheeks. She was studying me, trying to put all the little cues together and figure out if this was really real. 
 

All I wanted to know was how she felt about it. It was hard enough just coming out and saying it, not knowing what she thought of me now was killer.
 

"So what am I? More of a freak now?" I tried to make it sound light but it came out awkward and dark. Seeing her smile was a relief but why the hell wasn't she saying anything? 
 

She shuffled closer to me and ran a finger down my cheek. "Yes. You're my freak." She let that linger over us for a while and then that same finger slid down my chin, then my neck, down my chest and abs until she ran it along the line of my still stiff cock.
 

It was good news, I guess. I was getting laid. Something about it felt strange, though. For the first time, probably in my life, I would have preferred to talk.
 

"So when I told you that I was thinking of our friend Viktor, you thought about me with him?" she whispered, her finger gliding up and down my rigid shaft. 
 

I nodded, staring into her eyes.
 

I felt her hook her fingers into my underwear and pull them down. I felt my cock spring out. I felt the heat of her palm just above it. "Were you thinking about me touching him? Like this?"
 

The image of Valerya wrapping her fingers around his massive cock flashed in my mind at the same time that I felt them wrapping around mine.
 

A violent, jealous shudder shook through my body at the thought. It settled somewhere above my balls, sending blood pulsing to my member and making me stiffen even more in Valerya's hand.
 

Something changed in her expression at that moment, something profound. There was something eager and inquisitive in her eyes now, like she'd just stumbled on a super power that had been hidden from her until just then.
 

It was terrifying, the thought that I'd been the one to hand her that power, but there was no turning back.
 

Holding me tight, I felt her start to stroke me up and down. There was an urgency to her touch that hadn't been there before. Like she wanted to take her new super-power out for a test drive.
 

"When you think about me and Viktor, Robbie, what does Viktor do?"
 

It was another edge, another cliff that led to yet another abyss. Did I dare jump off? Did I dare talk to her about the things I'd thought about? About them together and him pressing between her legs?
 

I looked into her eyes. There was so much wonder there, a deep curiosity that only I could fulfill. I had changed in her eyes as an object of desire. I had something she wanted and only I could give it to her.
 

"I think of him fucking you."
 

Her eyes opened even wider when I said it. Suddenly she was scrambling onto me, swinging a leg over me and positioning herself above my cock. She bent over, her soft breasts pressing against my chest as she whispered, "Tell me more."
 

My cock ached. She was still holding me. A drip of her juice landed on the head of my cock. My hips jutted up, my body desperate to fill her wet cunt. She raised herself on her haunches, not letting me in.
 

"I want to hear more."
 

More? How could I tell her more? I was terrible enough at dirty talk, how could I start describing to my wife what I'd imagined another man doing to her? I don't know where the words came from, but they did. I closed my eyes and thought of the image I'd conjured up.
 

"You're on your back."
 

"Yes," she whispered.
 

"You're legs are pressed together but you're naked."
 

"Yes?"
 

"He starts..."
 

"Fuck Robbie, yes..." I felt the first wet heat of her pussy on my cock as she pressed her soaked lips against me, urging me on.
 

"Fuck...he starts crawling onto the bed."
 

"Yes,"
 

"He...pries you open."
 

"Oh fuck yes!"
 

My eyes popped open as I felt her lower herself onto me. My head slipped into her tight wetness and my hands came up to grab her ass. I wanted to ram myself into her, plunge my cock as deeply into her as I could. Again, she raised herself as I tried, not letting me in.
 

"Come on Robbie. Tell me more."
 

"His cock is hard," I whispered, breathless. "He pushes your legs apart." I felt her sink lower, letting more of me into her tight, wet walls. "He pins your hands behind your head."
 

She closed her eyes, groaned and threw her head back.
 

It was the moment of inattention I needed. "Then he stuffs his fat cock into your pussy and makes you scream." Thrusting up, I drove myself inside her cunt.
 

I felt her tighten around me as I rammed my cock into her as deep as I could go. She grabbed her tits, let them slip through her fingers until she found her hard nipples. Then she squeezed.
 

With both hands on the firm roundness of her ass, I started fucking up into her, bouncing her on top of me. Cum pooled from my balls as I felt her hot wetness dripping down my shaft and onto my balls.
 

"Oh please Robbie," she mewled, "keep talking!"
 

"He fucks you strong and hard and you're crying because he's so big," I grunted through clenched teeth.
 

Her pussy clenched around me again and she whimpered.
 

"You come all over him. Your pussy juice is all over his cock. He's sawing into you."
 

"Yes!" she screamed. "Fuck! Yes!"
 

I felt her hot pussy tighten again and I knew she was about to come. My cock hardened inside her. I felt the rush of seed pulse through it, ready to erupt.
 

"Oh fuck," I groaned. Right before my orgasm, I managed to get out, "he fucks you full of his cum!"
 

Our orgasms both exploded at the same time. I watched her shake and writhe on top of me. My vision narrowed. I felt only pleasure. I felt the first hot gush of my seed pump deep into her womb. I cried out. She screamed as we fucked.
 

Even after she collapsed on top of me my hips were still rutting into her. Then the tiredness came and I let her lie on top of me, sweaty and satisfied, until I fell out of her and she rolled off.
 

We lay in silence for a while, me staring up at the ceiling, until I heard her lips crack into a smile. I turned to look into her eyes.
 

"Wow," she said, staring at me with a grin.
 

I laughed, because that's what I do usually when it feels like things are weird. We let some more silence pass.
 

"When did this start?" she whispered.
 

I shrugged. "I...I heard you talking to Nina one time."
 

She furrowed her brow, trying to think back. "Which time?"
 

"It doesn't matter. It was just a joke anyways and it doesn't matter. But it really got me riled up."
 

"Long ago?"
 

"Not too long."
 

"And you've been...thinking about it all the time?"
 

"Not all the time. But sometimes. It's...it's pretty hot."
 

She bit her lip and nodded. This was the strangest reaction I could have ever expected from her, that she would be into something like this. She was a pretty conservative girl. Maybe it was the dacha, maybe it was the wine?
 

"Would you..." She let the sentence hang but I knew what it was.
 

"Really want to see it?" I asked.
 

She nodded.
 

"I don't know."
 

It was a strange conversation to be having with my wife but it didn't feel bad. It felt right.
 

"Would you let him put his cock inside you?" I asked, suddenly unabashed and unashamed that we were living out this dark fantasy of mine.
 

I saw her eyes go wide but only for an instant. She let the surprise show on her face for a moment and then her expression melted back into a sleepy pleasure.
 

"That's a little fast, don't you think?" she asked. "There's lots of things we could do before that. Besides, he has a girlfriend."
 

The razor of jealousy ran down my spine. The sex we'd just had had been incredibly hot but was she actually contemplating this? Would she actually consider doing something like this in real life? For the first time since we'd arrived I began to contemplate the possibility that maybe Porchenko would, sometime in the next three weeks, push his huge cock inside my wife.
 

She must have read into my silence. She must have understood that I was thinking the question over, pondering the possibilities and wondering if it might actually come true, fucked up as that was.
 

"You still wouldn't be jealous of something like that?" she asked. "That kind of animal instinct?"
 

My cock moved again at her question. Of course I would be jealous. Of course I would agonize about it and lay awake at night and wonder whether it was the right thing to do. Not that she would ever do something like that. Not my sweet, loyal Valerya. But the prospect, the idea that she had stumbled upon this fantasy of mine and was doing her best to blow the waning embers of it to life, was more erotic than anything I'd ever experienced.
 

"You wouldn't really do it. You wouldn't," I countered. But the tone of my voice sounded more like a dare than the conviction of a faithful husband. Of course I knew she wouldn't if left to her own devices. She was far too loyal for that. But what if...what if I gave her permission to do it? Just one time? Nothing fancy, just a night with the lover she was right now flicking herself off about.
 

"Robbie, are you being serious with me?" she asked.
 

"What do you mean?"
 

"I mean that I'm not sure whether we're really talking about doing this or it's still the fantasy. It's the fantasy, right? You don't really want to do it. Do you?"
 

I looked at her long and hard. She was beautiful, all curled up next to me the way she was. I let a hand glide down her back. "I think we should get some sleep."
 

That only woke her up. "Hey! You have to answer my question!"
 

"Well, if I let you, would you?"
 

It was just a moment of hesitation but it was long enough. "No! Of course I wouldn't. That's...not right." Just a moment of hesitation and she just did not sound convinced enough.
 

"Come on. Let's go to sleep so we can have some more fun tomorrow."
 

She settled down onto me as I pulled the covers up. It was an interesting way to end the night.
 






Chapter 9

 


"Robbie. Robbie wake up!"
 

I put a hand up to my eyes against the glare of the sun. "What time is it?"
 

"It's nine. I'm sorry, I was going to let you sleep but the water's out."
 

"What? What do you mean it's out."
 

"I mean there's no water in the sink or the shower. The water's out."
 

I took a deep breath and swung my legs over the side of the bed. I pulled my underwear and shorts on and stumbled down the stairs. Viktor's card was right where I'd left it, on the side table beside the door. I grabbed my phone and dialed.
 

"Hello?"
 

"Hey Viktor, it's me, Rob."
 

"Hey Robishka! How are you? Everything okay?"
 

"Um...not exactly. We've got no water."
 

A moment of silence. "Suka!"
 

"What?"
 

"Sorry, no, nothing, never mind. I'll be over right away."
 

He hung up.
 

"So?" Valerya asked from behind me.
 

"He's coming." I rubbed my eyes. "Coffee?"
 

"Robbie...the water?"
 

"Ugh. Right."
 

It wasn't long before we heard the sound of his four wheeler sawing through the forest. I looked out the window just in time to see him dismount with his usual flair. He bounded up to the door.
 

"Robbie! I'm sorry. It must be the well. We made repair last summer but sometimes pump goes out. Let me check behind the house."
 

He ran around to the back. I slumped down into the couch. Valerya plopped herself down next to me. She was smiling as she touched my arm.
 

"Did you sleep alright?"
 

"Yeah. I slept great. You?"
 

"Very good. You...remember last night?"
 

The memories started as a trickle but were soon rushing back into my mind. A bolt of adrenaline shook through me as I realized that the object of our little fantasy from the night before was now behind the house, looking into the well. I looked at Valerya. She was still smiling.
 

"Okay," I said. "It's a little early for this. And I need coffee. Where can we get coffee?"
 

A knock at the door made us both turn around. It was Viktor. Shirtless, cut Viktor, standing in the door.
 

"Sorry. It's dirty down there. I had to take off my shirt."
 

My eyes immediately darted to Valerya. She was drinking him in with her stare. I wanted to look back at Viktor but I was mesmerized by the way she looked. Now that I knew my fantasy turned her on as much as it turned me on, the jealousy seemed to drift into the background.
 

"It's okay," she said as I kept watching her. "We can manage but we really need some coffee."
 

Viktor stuck a finger up into the air. "That is no problem. You ride back with me to the house. You can shower there if you want. I'll bring tools and fix pump."
 

"How are we both going to fit on your ride?" I asked. I suddenly realized a more perfect situation couldn't have presented itself for us to try. We really couldn't both fit on the four-wheeler. Valerya would have to go first. She would at least have to put her hands on his shoulders to hold on. At the same time, it was perfectly safe because Shanice was at his house. I don't know if I would have trusted Viktor with my wife but I knew there was no way he was going to do anything with his girlfriend there. Or, I guess I didn't know but it seemed like a safe bet.
 

"You won't," Viktor replied. "Valerya can come first. I'll come back for you."
 

I looked at Valerya. She was just about to object out of politeness when I caught her eye. I gave her a pointed look and she shut her mouth. It seemed like she'd understood.
 

"You know," I said, without turning to Viktor, "I'm good until the pump gets fixed. You guys go ahead."
 

"Oh. Are you sure?" she asked, playing along. "You can go first?"
 

"Nah. I'm fine."
 

"Okay," Val replied. "Do you mind?"
 

"No. Come, let's go. It's not a long ride."
 

I walked over to the door as Val collected a few things for her shower. It was another beautiful day and I was almost looking forward to the beach. The two of them walked out of the house and Viktor helped Val onto the four-wheeler before hopping on himself and revving it to life.
 

I waved and Val waved back. "Say hi to Shanice!" I shouted over the rumble of the machine.
 

Viktor turned around and shook his head. "Shanice is gone. Had to leave early this morning for photo shoot. She'll come back in few days!" He revved the engine, put the machine in gear and drove off into the forest with my wife.
 






Chapter 10

 


I stood there for a few moments, stunned by what he'd said and trying to rearrange the situation in my mind. My body had started overproducing adrenaline and I had to fight not to run after them. I took a few deep breaths and began to think.
 

Of course nothing was going to happen, that was crazy, right? He was just going to drop Val off, pick up his tools and then come back here to fix the pump, right? I could convince myself of that all I wanted but every time I started believing it, my mind would start to play its tricks.
 

What if that wasn't what happened? What if they got to the cottage and he decided to make her a coffee? What if Val got a little playful, the way she had when they met? Flirty, even? The blood drained from my face as I thought of our conversation from last night.
 

What if she got it into her head that I'd been serious? What if she went a little further, maybe a kiss?
 

Again the thought of his lips pressed against hers flashed like lightning inside my mind. Except this time she wasn't on the beach while he breathed life into her. This time her body was curling under his as he pressed her into the soft bed.
 

For a split second I thought of breaking into a run and trying to catch up with them. I realized how ridiculous that was as soon as I thought it. I didn't even know where his other house was. I'd probably end up lost in the forest or worse, mauled by a bear or something.
 

I thought of calling him, texting him, maybe, but what was there to say?
 

Uh...I changed my mind about being okay with you taking my wife to your place. Can I have her back?
 

I'd look like a jealous fool to both of them. They'd probably have a laugh before he drove her back. Or maybe he'd text me something like "don't worry, I'm taking good care of her," with a smiley face and make me crazy.
 

I sat down on the porch steps, trying to calm myself down. But each deep breath that was supposed to bring solace and relief only made me more crazy. I saw her getting off the four wheeler, slightly turned on from holding onto his masculine frame. I saw her walking into the house, saw him holding the door. I saw him getting her a towel, then showing her how to run the shower and where everything was. I saw her smiling right before he stepped out of the bathroom, not completely closing the door.
 

Each thought sent a fresh course of adrenaline pulsing through my body. I wanted to be cool about it. I wanted to just laugh it away and forget about it until she got back because I knew nothing was going to happen. I knew Val better than that. I couldn't help but play the idea over and over in my head, though, that something might.
 

The angry buzz of the four-wheeler turning into a low growl was music to my ears. I sat on the porch waiting for him to come into view. When he did, he noticed me right away and smiled.
 

Using the same manoeuvre as before, he killed the engine, then jumped off the four-wheeler while it was still rolling and strode over in an easy swagger with his box of tools.
 

I didn't know how long he'd been gone. It didn't matter. I knew nothing had happened. I couldn't stand up because of my erection, because of thinking something had.
 

"You want to take machine? Back to the house? You can shower while I fix pump?"
 

"Uh...I've never really driven one of those before, I'm not sure I..."
 

"Is easy. Come. Watch." He set his tools down on the porch then spun around and walked back towards the machine.
 

I got up akwardly, trying to hold my hands in front of my crotch so he couldn't see my bulging cock.
 

"Step on. I'll show you."
 

I swung a leg over the saddle and put both hands on the handlebars. 
 

"Ignition is here. Brake like this. Like bike. Throttle here. You got it?"
 

"I think so. Which way do I..."
 

"Is easy. Behind the house you will see trail. Just follow until you reach my house. Okay?"
 

"Okay. Thanks, man, I appreciate..."
 

"No. I'm sorry. It's a shit pump. I should have fixed before you got here. I take one night off for inconvenience."
 

"Oh man, you don't have to do that..."
 

He grinned as he walked backwards towards the porch. "I know. But I want you to come back."
 

The ride through the forest was just as easy as he said. By the time the other house came into view I was pretty convinced that I needed to get myself a four-wheeler, it was so much fun to ride. I didn't try the elegant dismount but I killed the engine a few feet away from the house. The forest seemed even quieter here than at our place. I could hear the sound of the shower through the open bathroom window. I walked inside.
 

The place was gorgeous. Easily twice as big as the house we were staying in, it had all leather couches a giant screen TV that looked like it disappeared into a panel in the wall, stainless steel appliances and cathedral ceilings. One way or another, the guy had money.
 

I walked towards the bathroom eyeing the wine rack and expensive looking bottles on it. When I got to the bathroom door it was partially open, the way I'd imagined it would be.
 

A sizzle of angry jealousy raced through me. Why the hell was that door open like that? Had she left it open or had he? Or had he been in there when she'd gotten into her shower? Or any number of other crazy possibilities. Anything but the obvious, maybe someone just hadn't pulled it fully shut?
 

I stood there, letting my crazy take over, my heart pounding in my chest, my hand on the door know, pondering what to do next.
 

"Viktor? Is it you?" Valerya's voice didn't sound like I would expect it too if she knew there were a stranger standing on the other side of the bathroom door. It didn't sound shy, or apprehensive or worried. It sounded soft and inviting and...almost lewd. Like she wanted it to be him and she wanted him to come in.
 

Then it hit me. Of course she had no idea it was me standing there on the other side of the door. She probably assumed that Viktor had either never left the house, or that he'd come back.
 

I don't know what possessed me to do it but it was out of my mouth before I knew what I was saying. The one word I knew in Ukrainian.
 

"Tak."
 

Silence. As second after agonizing second ticked by, nothing but silence came from the other side of the door. My mind raced with the possibilities of what might be going through Val's mind. Was she wondering what our host was doing on the other side of the door, listening to her shower? Or had he told her that he'd be back? Was she contemplating whether to invite him in, or wondering how to tell him to stay out?
 

I stood there, my heart thundering even harder now as I waited for what she would do next.
 

"Pryveet."
 

My heart bounced into my throat for a second. I didn't know much Ukrainian but I knew enough to know she'd said "hi" the way she said it to her friends. It wasn't exactly a confession of guilt but it she was obviously not too worried about him coming in. I couldn't take any more. Even if she did think it was him for the time being, I wouldn't be able to say anything without her finding out it was me. I pushed the door open and stepped inside.
 

There was a split second between the time she saw me and realized it was me. What she did in that split second was more telling than anything else she could have done. For the tiny fraction of time she thought that I was Viktor, she did not stand curled into the corner, trying to cover herself from "his" gaze.
 

No. She stood with a hand on one hip, the other hip jutting slightly to one side. Her chest was pushed out and she was standing slightly sideways, just enough to give whoever was walking through the door the perfect tease of her pert, round ass.
 

What happened next was even more disturbing, though erotically so. She tried to cover herself up. When she realized it was me, her posture changed. One arm drifted up to her breasts, shielding her nipples, the other down to the wet patch of hair just above her pussy. It was an instinctive reaction, as if I were the stranger she hadn't been expecting and that's why she had to cover up. As if she'd been waiting in that pose for him.
 

I stopped in the door and stared at her for a moment. Shock flashed across her expression but only for a moment. She cleverly disguised the motion of trying to cover herself up as reaching to wash herself but I knew her too well for that. It was obvious what had just happened. She'd been expecting him.
 

"Robbie!" she said with a little too much enthusiasm, turning around and pressing her arms to her breasts and letting the hot water run down her backside. I stared at her firm ass and the gentle curves of her body swaying in the shower. 
 

I was stiff as a board but I had no idea how to feel about what just happened. Half of me wanted to walk over, step into the shower and fuck her senseless. Because she was hot as hell and I was suddenly horny as fuck again. Part of me wanted to go sulk. My wife had, in a way, betrayed me right in front of my eyes. I knew the pose had been for him. It meant that she was attracted to him, that she wanted to be noticed by him and that she'd been thinking of him more than just to get under my skin last night.
 

"What are you doing just standing there?" she turned and asked.
 

Without a word I stepped towards the shower, took my shirt off and pushed my shorts down. Her eyes opened a little wider in surprise and I saw her glance down at my cock. I pulled open the glass door of the shower and stepped inside.
 

"Robbie, what are you doing?"
 

I was almost blind with rage and arousal. I stepped up to her and pressed against her. She was facing the corner, her back-side on perfect display. She gasped.
 

"Robbie! What if he comes back! What are you doing?"
 

I didn't know what I was doing. I guess I needed some more proof. I knew I needed to fuck my wife like I'd never needed it before. I thrust a hand between her legs and pushed my fingers up until I felt the softness of her slit. It was soaked with her sticky juice. I slid two fingers in easily as I leaned against her as she gasped.
 

"I guess I just needed to be sure." I fucked my fingers deeper into her feeling her pussy tighten around them. 
 

She moaned but spread her legs open a little wider. "Fuck, Robbie. Sure? Sure about what?"
 

I pulled my fingers out and grabbed my cock. I guided myself between her legs, until the head of it was touching her pussy lips.
 

"Robbie, no! What if he finds us!"
 

"So what, baby? Isn't that what you want?" I drove in, letting just the head of my throbbing cock slip into her tight, wet cunt.
 

"Want? What?!? Robbie, what are you talking about?!?"
 

My cock was pulsing inside her now, my balls aching with need. Still, I wanted to wait. I wanted to tease her with all of this a little longer. Tease myself with it just as much.
 

"Isn't that who you were expecting? Viktor?" I pushed deeper into her. I felt her tighten. Her feet shuffled apart as she tried to sink deeper onto me.
 

"What? Viktor? Why?" she asked but even through her arousal I could tell it was a lie.
 

"Why else would you be standing the way you were, you little slut?"
 

She gasped and turned to try and look at me with wide eyes. I'd never called her anything like that but I'd also never felt anything like what I was feeling right then. She'd been waiting for him in that pose like a little slut. I was just saying it like it was.
 

"Robbie!" she squealed in protest.
 

Right at that moment I grabbed both her hips, drove mine against her and impaled myself inside my wife. 
 

Her whole body melted into liquid pleasure as her pussy tightened around me once again. I started grinding against her, holding her firmly with one hand, I let the other fall across her ass in a swat.
 

"Come on Valerya," I said through gritted teeth, swatting her other cheek. "Admit it. You were waiting for him, weren't you? You thought it was him and that's why you were standing like that!" Was I mad? Sort of. Was I jealous? Immensely. Was I turned on? More than I'd ever been in my life.
 

She was squirming and mewling in front of me, her ass bouncing on my pelvis as I slammed into her with my hard cock. I could feel an orgasm building inside me but I wanted to hear it from her first. I wanted her to admit to what she'd done.
 

"Robbie..." she moaned as I drove myself into her hard.
 

"What is it, baby? You gonna tell me the truth? Are you going to tell me you were waiting for big Viktor to come in?"
 

"Oh fuck, Robbie..."
 

I felt her pussy tighten at just the mention of his name. That made me even harder and made the cum come pulsing out of balls and into my cock. I reached up and grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked it back, pulling her chin high up into the air.
 

"Come on, baby. Tell it like it is. Tell me you're a little slut!" I suddenly felt possessed. There were only two thing that I wanted. I wanted to hear her say it and I wanted to come.
 

Her juices were dripping from her, down my rigid shaft and all over my balls as I felt the first clenching of her orgasm along my organ. I yanked her head back even harder.
 

"Tell me you thought it was him!" I demanded.
 

"Oh Robbie," she mewled, her body undulating beneath me with each thrust.
 

I leaned closer. Close enough I knew she would feel my breath on her neck. "Tell me you thought it was Viktor," I said, spitting his name out at the end. "Tell me you were going to be a little slut!" I slowed my cock just enough to keep her from coming.
 

"Oh fuck, please, Robbie!" she begged.
 

"Say it!"
 

"I wanted it to be Viktor!" she screamed suddenly. "I'm a little slut!"
 

My whole body tensed in giant convulsion as I felt the cum pulse through my cock and spurt out deep inside Val's hot, sloppy cunt. She tightened around me and screamed as and orgasm tore through her and I buried my cock as deeply inside her slippery mess as I could. 
 

We rutted like that until we were both spent. I fell out of her and staggered back, barely able to believe what had just happened and what I'd made her say. The sounds of Viktor moving dishes in the kitchen floated through the door.
 

Valerya spun around, her hand covering her open mouth, her eyes wide with embarrassment. She practically pushed me out of the shower, cum still dripping from my now sagging cock. I found a towel and dried myself off, put my clothes back on, then walked out into the room, closing the door behind me.
 

"Pump is fixed," Viktor said. He was arranging something on plates on the counter and his back was turned but he sounded friendly enough. It was obvious, though, that he'd been here for some time, having probably jogged back through the woods to get here. With how loud she'd screamed, I was sure he'd heard Valerya in the bathroom.
 

I cleared my throat and did my best not to sound embarrassed. "Hey, thanks Viktor."
 

"No, thank-you." He spun around, grinning. "You are patient guest. My first. I will give you big discount. More than just one night. I promise."
 

I wasn't sure what to say. He was being an amazing host and a really nice guy to boot. "Viktor, you don't have to do that," though I had a hard time saying it with how much I'd payed for the place. Despite the hiccups, it seemed to be doing the trick with Valerya and I. I'd never felt as passionate, or as jealous, about our marriage.
 

"I don't have to but I will."
 

I turned at the sound of Valerya emerging from the bathroom. She was smiling weakly and it was obvious that she was self-conscious about what had happened. 
 

Whether he'd heard or not, Viktor was playing it as if he hadn't and that at least made me feel more comfortable.
 

"Right now? We have breakfast."
 

"What?" Valerya asked. She shook her head. "No. We couldn't...it's...you're being too nice!" Her smile and bright red cheeks gave away her embarrassment.
 

"Too late," Viktor replied, grinning. "Already made. What would your grandmother say if she knew you wasted food?"
 

I had to hand it to him, he knew right where to strike to weaken her resolve. 
 

"Espresso or cappuccino?"
 

Valerya's shoulders sank a bit but her smile became more easy as she realized she had no choice. We were staying for breakfast.
 

He'd made lox with cream cheese and the smoked salmon was superb. We sat around becoming acquainted and were soon laughing together. 
 

I was just as surprised as Val had been about the breakfast but I'd done little to refuse. This was all turning into a rather strange summer adventure and considering how it was progressing, I wanted to see what would happen if the two of them were together in a social situation.
 

I wasn't disappointed. Valerya was soon laughing at all of his jokes, even the ones I missed because they were in Ukrainian. They mostly spoke English, for my benefit, but when they did slip into their mother tongue, it was somehow titillating, being left out like that. One or the other would always apologize but I didn't mind.
 

I hadn't seen Valerya like that in years. Or rather, I hadn't looked at her like that in years. She was a new woman to me and much more interesting than anything I could find on a computer screen. It was as if the jealousy I felt at their interactions were fuelling some kind of re-kindling of my attraction to her. I couldn't believe the thoughts I was having, but I couldn't deny them either.
 

When we finally finished breakfast it was almost noon. Viktor offered that we take the four-wheeler back to our house and that he would come pick it up later. We did and I drove us back with Valerya holding onto me the way she'd held onto Viktor when they left. It was a brief moment of solitude through the forest before we got home and had to confront what had happened earlier that day.
 

"So?" I asked once I'd killed the engine and we were walking towards the house.
 

"So?" she echoed, pretending like she didn't know what I wanted to talk about.
 

"I want to talk to you," I said, grabbing her arm and spinning her around.
 

She was smiling and I knew she knew exactly what I wanted to talk about but she was playing coy. "So? Talk."
 

"About what happened back there. In the shower."
 

She moved closer to me and ran a finger down the front of my shirt. She looked up, still smiling but with mischief in her eyes, daring me to say it first.
 

"You're not mad?" I asked.
 

"That he heard us?"
 

"I'd almost forgotten about that. You're not mad about what I made you say?"
 

She covered her mouth as she let out a guffaw. "Made me say, Robbie?" she asked, still giggling.  "I only say what I want."
 

I narrowed my eyes, not sure of what to make of her response. "So? Do you want to fuck Viktor? Are you really a little slut?"
 

She giggle again, behind her hand, then spun around and broke free of my grasp. "I need something stronger than coffee to talk like this." She bounced up the stairs.
 

"Stronger like what?"
 

"Vodka. Come."
 






Chapter 11

 


The same sort of nervous energy I'd felt when the two of them left and Viktor had said his girlfriend wasn't there sizzled through me as I watched Valerya pour to shots of vodka into shot glasses. She was a classy girl but she'd learned to drink from her father and this was how it was done. I was, for my part, a lightweight, but I'd learned to take at least two before I started to slur. 
 

We slammed the first one back and immediately the room started to move a little along with the hot burn that seared down into my belly.
 

"Okay," she said, sitting down at the kitchen table and folding her hands in her lap. "You're not serious. Right?"
 

I sighed and walked over and sat down, too. I looked into her eyes and tried to look deep into myself but everything was confusing and not as clear as it had been at Viktor's place. When I focused back on her, I thought of how beautiful she looked. How could I have ignored that beauty for so long? I knew that it was this, the fear of her cheating and then the thought of her doing it with Viktor that had made me start paying attention to her again. It just felt like the right thing to do.
 

"I think you mean serious about..." I began but she interrupted.
 

"I mean serious about seeing me with Porchenko? I mean, you are serious because it's a fantasy but you're not seriously serious? It's only in your head, right?"
 

I leaned back in my chair and tried to hide the effect the alcohol was having on me. I knew she wouldn't take anything seriously that I said if she thought I was drunk.
 

"Would you ever do it?" I asked.
 

"No," came the immediate reply.
 

"Why not?"
 

"Because we're married. That's why."
 

"Even if I asked you?"
 

"Why would you ask me something like that? I'm your wife." She was dead serious, not a hint of humor in her expression. No sign that she would go anywhere near this in real life.
 

"Yeah, I know," I said, suddenly feeling braver for the booze, "that's why I'm asking. Aren't you supposed to try and make your husband happy?"
 

She narrowed her eyes. "Isn't that what you're supposed to do to?" she asked.
 

"I'm trying my best. That's why we're here. You always said you wanted this."
 

Her expression softened at the realization that I had a point.
 

"You always wanted a summer house in the woods, right?" I pressed, not wanting to give up the advantage.
 

"Yes..."
 

"So what if this is something I always wanted, I just didn't know about?"
 

"What if what is?"
 

"Seeing you with another man."
 

Her mouth opened slightly right after I'd said it, like she couldn't believe I had. Her eyes darted around my face, watching to see if I was starting to smile or if this were some big joke. I kept my expression deadpan.
 

"You are serious," she whispered.
 

In that moment, I felt like something changed. I felt like I suddenly had her where I hadn't before. I shuffled closer, dragging the chair up to where she was sitting.
 

"It's vacation, right?" I asked, holding her hands.
 

"Yes. So?"
 

"So, people do crazy stuff on vacation all the time, right?"
 

"Do they? Like what kind of crazy stuff?"
 

"Stuff they wouldn't do at home. Stuff they'd never think of any other time. Stuff like this, like what I'm asking."
 

She was wearing a look of concern now and I knew I had to be careful how hard I pressed. If I put too much pressure on her she'd spook and never do anything about it.
 

"Val, I've seen the way you look at him. You look at him like you want him, right?"
 

She opened her mouth to speak but she was obviously at a loss of what to say. She shook her head, stared off into the distance, contemplating everything that I was presenting to her.
 

"He has a girlfriend!" she blurted suddenly, like that was what was going to save her from having to think anymore about the situation.
 

Somehow, I didn't think that mattered so much to a guy like Viktor, but maybe I was wrong.
 

"Yeah, but they seem pretty...open, don't you think?"
 

My heart was pounding again as I contemplated the possibilities. In my head, I'd already invited him over for dinner that night. He was already cracking wise at our table and Valerya was already falling under his spell.
 

"I don't know," she muttered. But her heart wasn't in it. I could tell she was considering it as a possibility herself.
 

"What if I just invite him for dinner?"
 

"Tonight?"
 

"Tonight."
 

"We already had him for dinner. Remember? When he saved my life?"
 

Something about her saying that really cut my insides up a little. Maybe it was what I filled in at the end that she hadn't said. 
 

When you couldn't.
 

I pushed the thought away. I knew I was close to getting her to agree.
 

"Come on, let me try. I'll invite him over and if he's into it we'll see what happens."
 

"See what happens?" she asked, still sounding troubled but now slightly more intrigued.
 

"Just see what happens. We'll have some dinner, some drinks. It'll be fun."
 

She thought about it for a little while longer, then looked up. "What if I don't want to? When he comes over?"
 

"Want to what?" I asked, not sure what she was talking about.
 

"What if I don't want to fuck him?"
 

Hearing her say it was like a punch in the gut. She was never that direct, that profane. Did I really want this? Did I really want to make her do this? Would anything be the same between us ever again?
 

"Then you don't have to. You can just say you're tired. I'll spend some more time with him after you go to bed, then ask him to leave."
 

When she looked up at me this time, there was something in her eyes I couldn't read. A resolve, to try something new? To make me happy? It didn't matter. She'd agreed.
 

I got up, kissed her on the forehead and told her I'd be right back. I hopped on the four-wheeler and rode through the forest to Porchenko's house.
 

He was doing push-ups on the porch in nothing but his underwear and five-toed shoes. He didn't seem bothered when I pulled up. He finished his set, then got up and grabbed a towel, smiling.
 

I thought he was going to try and cover his waist but he did nothing of the sort. He towelled himself off under his arms and threw the towel onto a chair and just stood there in his briefs.
 

Once again I couldn't resist but glancing at how thick and long his cock looked in his underwear. The thought of that cock pushing into my wife sent an electric thrill up my spine and it took all my effort to look back up to his smiling eyes.
 

"Hey," he said as I walked up towards him.
 

"Hey," I replied. "I thought I'd bring your ride back. In case you wanted to go down to the beach or whatever."
 

"Oh. You didn't have to. But thanks."
 

"Yeah, no problem, no problem. Also, I was wondering if you felt like joining us for dinner again tonight?"
 

He raised his eyebrows and nodded. "It's very kind of you but I don't want to be third wheel. You came here for vacation, not for Porchenko time!"
 

"Yeah, no, I know, I just...we had a nice time at breakfast and we wanted to say thank-you for fixing the pump and whatnot."
 

He narrowed his eyes a little and tilted his head. As if he didn't quite understand what this was all about and why I was asking him over again.
 

I decided it wouldn't hurt to make the point a little clearer. "Look, Val's really into you. She thinks you're great but doesn't want to come on too strong, because you have a girlfriend and all that."
 

I shivered as soon as I'd heard myself say it. I wondered if he'd look at me even more strangely, but what I'd said seemed to have the opposite effect, it seemed to make him relax.
 

He nodded and stuck out his lower jaw. It was a slow, knowing nod. I wondered if I'd gone too far.
 

"Is no problem. Shanice is gone."
 

What that was supposed to mean exactly, I wasn't sure. It did make me feel like he knew what I was getting at but at the same time, I knew not to attribute intelligence where the explanation could be ignorance.
 

"Right," I replied, not sure if he'd understood.
 

"You like to watch then?" 
 

The question floored me and I had no idea how to respond. He was staring at me as if he'd just asked whether it was supposed to rain later that day. I opened my mouth and shook my head slowly, trying to force some words to come out. The idea that I was talking to a man about fucking my wife was proving to be a little much.
 

"I..." I managed but couldn't get out any more.
 

One corner of his lips cracked into a smile. He made the shape of a pistol with his thumb and forefinger then snapped his thumb down and made a popping sound with his mouth as his hand came up in a mock recoil.
 

"You like to watch."
 






Chapter 12

 


"So? What did he say? Is he coming over?" Suddenly, Valerya sounded almost nervous.
 

I let out a chuckle at the fact that she might be.
 

"What? Why are you laughing?"
 

"Because you sound kind of...scared."
 

"I'm not scared!"
 

I crossed the floor to where she was standing. She smelled different. She smelled...excited. I put a hand on her leg and crumpled up the skirt she was wearing. Her scent wafted up from between her legs. 
 

She swatted my hand away. "Hey! What are you doing?"
 

"Just seeing if you actually are excited." I don't know what had gotten into me but now that this was actually happening, now that he was coming over and we were going to see where it took us, I was immensely turned on.
 

I caught Valerya as she glanced down at my hard cock. "Robbie!" she squealed "What are you we doing?!?" But she seemed way more excited than scared. 
 

I leaned in close and put on my lowest growl. "We're making Viktor fuck you tonight."
 

Her chest swelled in excitement as I said it and I knew she was getting wet between the legs. "Robbie," she purred, chastising me slightly, "that's so dirty."
 

I moved in even closer, pinning her against the counter. I pushed my hand back in between her legs. I had to have her.
 

"But you like it don't you? Even though it's dirty? You told me you like being a dirty little slut."
 

She let me in this time, with a gasp. The tiny panties she was wearing were soaked with juice. I wanted to taste her, I wanted to take in all of her excitement. She gasped again as I lifted her up onto the counter, then dropped down to my knees and spread her legs.
 

The white dress she was wearing and her creamy white thighs and her sopping white panties all combined to make her little, moist pussy irresistible. I pulled her underwear to one side and my cock hardened at the sight of her tight, leaking slit.
 

"Robbie," she purred again but didn't resist as I leaned in and stuck out my tongue. The taste of her juice coated it and I swallowed some of her clear fluid as I burrowed into her hole. Her body melted above me as my tongue pressed against her hot walls. I fucked it in and out of her a few times, gathering more of her fluid, drinking her in before drifting up her engorged cunt and finding the tightened nub of her clit.
 

She moaned above me and I felt her fingers weave into my hair as she pressed me close.
 

I flicked at her clit, making her body writhe on the counter. I found the spot that seemed to make her moan the most and started to run circles around it.
 

My other hand drifted up and found her tight hole. I pushed a finger into her to feel her heat. She was burning up inside and her pussy drooled wetness all over my hand. I pushed another finger in, filling her up and the thought of Porchenko doing the same thing to her that night made my heart thud and adrenaline race in my veins.
 

Still licking her, I started pumping my fingers in and out. She was rocking back and forth, riding my hand now and I wanted to feel her pussy closing around it as she came. I twisted my hand around curled my fingers up and I immediately felt her body change.
 

As I fucked her furiously with my fingers, her movements became more urgent and her moans changed, blending into one low wail. I kept fucking her fast and hard as my tongue swept around her clit.
 

"Fuck Robbie, fuck!" she cried. I knew she was close. Her body started jerking above me in jagged motions. I kept fucking her, feeling her insides getting even hotter and tighter and sloppier around my fingers.
 

It happened so fast. She stopped moaning for a second then let out a high-pitched shriek. At the same time I felt her pussy clench and the deluge began. I pulled my fingers out but kept licking her as squirt after hot squirt of her juices blasted my face and neck.
 

She screamed again and clutched at my hair with her fingers as an enormous orgasm rocked through her body. The squirts kept coming and I lapped up as much of her juices as I could. Finally her body started to relax and I slowed my tongue, then stopped when she pushed me away.
 

I stood up, my shirt a wet mess with her cum and my cock hard as a rock. I undid my belt and hauled myself out.
 

She was perched on the counter, her heels up and her toes hanging down. Her pussy was wide open and messy and sore and ready for my aching cock. I stepped towards her, pointing the head of my cock at her willing hole and drove myself inside.
 

"Oh Robbie," she purred as I fucked into her deep. "Robbie you made my pussy so wet. It's all wet for you, Robbie. Your little slut is all wet for your cock."
 

Her dirty talk made me ache more and I rutted against her hard, desperate to unload.
 

"But it's enough, your cock isn't enough," she whispered.
 

My eyes opened wide as I stopped fucking and leaned back to see her smiling a devious smile. She wrapped her hand around my neck, pulling me close again.
 

"I need more cock than this, baby. I need to feel a big man's cock inside me."
 

My body erupted back into fucking her as soon as she said it. The image of her spread eagle and filled with Viktor's fat cock burned in my mind.
 

"Oh baby, that's good but I can't wait to feel Viktor inside me the way you are now. Come in me baby. Come in my pussy. I want to feel full of your cum."
 

I groaned as the first hot blast of my seed spurted into her womb. I rammed myself against her, pumping her full of my love the way she'd asked. The orgasm was intense but I'd rushed it and it was over fast. I held myself inside her and let her kiss my neck until my cock was too soft and fell out. I stepped back.
 

My eyes dropped to the sight of her freshly fucked pussy, starting to leak my cum. When I looked up, she was staring at me intently.
 

"Please baby?" she whispered. "It felt so good last time?"
 

Even though I'd just come, I couldn't resist. She looked delicious and I just wanted to be close to that messy cunt. I stepped forward and dropped to my knees. 
 

The heady smell of my spunk and her sweet juices wafted up from her sex. I stared at her closing hole, mesmerized by the thick white goo slowly oozing from it. I felt her hand on the back of my head, pulling me in. I resisted at first, holding myself against the cupboards, I looked up.
 

She was staring down at me with wide eyes, as if the sight of her husband's face next to her freshly used pussy was the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen. She took her hand away, stopped pulling me in.
 

"Please Robbie?" she whispered. "I really want to try." She looked so angelic and the slight pout of her lip and this strange new sexual adventure we were embarking on made me swell with love. Of course I would give her whatever she wanted. I just wanted my beautiful wife to be happy.
 

I leaned in, reluctant at first to taste myself. I kept looking up at her as I found her hole with my tongue.
 

Her eyes opened wide and her mouth dropped open. Her hand settled again on the back of my head.As the first sticky rope of my own cum settled on my tongue, I watched her mouth the words "Oh yes."
 

I'd never seen her so happy, or so aroused. She pulled me close and I pushed my tongue deep into her throbbing pussy. I scooped out more of my seed and pulled it into my mouth. I leaned back, opened my mouth and pushed out my tongue.
 

Valerya was transfixed. She gasped as she saw the messy load I'd cleaned out of her in my mouth.
 

I felt a trickle of it dribble out of the corner of my mouth. 
 

Her hand came up, her finger pressing against my cheek. She collected the seed and scooped it back into my mouth.
 

I closed my lips around her finger, letting the tip of it linger and feel the mess on my tongue. Then I pulled myself off slowly and swallowed the salty load.
 

The whole time she stared at me, sometimes shaking her head in disbelief at what was happening. She glanced down at her now tight hole and scooped some more of the cum that was leaking out with a finger. She gave it to me and I licked and sucked it all off, then swallowed it up. The whole thing had made me hard again and my cock bounced and bobbed at her touch.
 

Val sprang down off the counter, her white summer dress flaring like a parachute as she sank down onto my lap. I felt her pussy on my cock, felt myself slip inside her tightness. I felt my own cum leaking out and down around my balls. She grabbed me by the chin and leaned in, kissing me, exploring my mouth with her tongue, tasting what I'd tasted. Tasting us.
 

"Robbie, baby, that was so fucking hot," she whispered as her hips rocked slowly back and forth. "I don't know why but it's so hot watching you do that."
 

We stayed on the floor like that, kissing and cuddling as she slid along my shaft with her tight slit. Right before I came, she felt me harden inside her and slowed down, just the way I liked.
 

"I love you, baby," she whispered.
 

"Fuck," I groaned, "I love you too." I shot what little I had left into her as she squeezed me with her cunt.
 






Chapter 13

 


Viktor came over with wine and flowers and had obviously had a couple of drinks already. I'd had a glass of wine in the afternoon, as I started feeling kind of nervous of what was going to happen. But with the wine came tiredness and the last thing I needed was to fall asleep so I'd laid off.
 

Valerya seemed to have gotten more comfortable with the idea of something happening with Viktor and had smiled and hummed away the afternoon reading in the hammock. She'd showered and dressed in another sun dress and put a flower in her hair. Right before Viktor showed up, she pulled her skirt up and shown me that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. 
 

I was already kind of hard in anticipation of what was going to happen and this only made my cock more painful in my pants.
 

Viktor saw it as soon as I opened the door and he laughed and shook my hand. Val started giggling, once she'd realized what he was laughing at and I felt a little sheepish but it definitely broke the ice.
 

Val had made some cold summer salads and we ate and drank for a while until Viktor raised his wine glass in a toast.
 

"You have done this before? With someone else?" he asked.
 

I shook my head and Val covered her smile with a finger and looked away.
 

Viktor grinned. "Then to first times!"
 

We downed our wine and Viktor shifted over one chair so he was sitting right next to Val.
 

My spine stiffened as I watched him lean closer to her and settle his lips on her bare shoulder in a gentle kiss. My stomach tightened as his hand settled on her arm. He ran his fingers down to her hand, then back to her elbow and I saw her skin prickle at his touch.
 

She looked up. Her wide eyes were innocent and curious. Curious to see my reaction. Curious to see whether it was still okay.
 

As our eyes met I nodded, giving her the permission she craved. She giggled and looked away. She was a little tipsy from the wine but I could tell she was embarrassed, too.
 

My cock started to get hard with each twist of my stomach as I watched Viktor start exploring her body with his mouth. He kissed her neck and I watched her tilt her head, opening for him the way she did for me sometimes. His hand grazed up and down her arm until his fingers stretched and found her breast.
 

A delicious agony soaked through me as I watched his strong hand cup her pert breast. He squeezed the red fabric that clung to the mound of flesh and kneaded it. I looked up to see him nibbling on her ear.
 

She was melting for him. Her whole body had softened, the way she was sitting in the chair, curved a little more, she was getting ready for it. For him. She was getting ready to take another man inside herself.
 

His lips glanced across her cheek. His hand roamed to her other breast. She turned towards him and their lips met. 
 

An icy shudder of jealousy travelled through me at the sight. Why was I doing this? Why had I pushed her to do this? To let another man do this to her? How far was I going to let this go? Was I really going to let Viktor fuck my wife?
 

I stared as their mouths worked into a kiss, their tongues dancing inside each other's mouths. My cock was pressing uncomfortably against my shorts, making me want to take it out.
 

Viktor's hand came up and he slid his index finger gently across her chin.
 

It was oddly a much more intimate gesture than touching her breasts had been and it stung to watch him being so affectionate with Val. When their kiss ended and he pulled away she turned to me again, gasping for breath a little. Her normally pink lips looked redder, more sucked on, more used and it was hot to think another man had done that to her.
 

Viktor stood up, towering over her he offered his hand. She took it and as soon as she'd stood up he bent low and literally swept her off her feet and into his arms making her shriek and the laugh at the noise.
 

My insides tightened even more as I watched him round the table, holding her in his arms as if they were newlyweds staring into each others eyes. He whispered something to her as he carried her up the stairs and towards the loft and she giggled again.
 

I knew I should get up and follow. I could barely make myself move, though. I was riveted just watching what was happening play out. Another man was carrying my wife to what had been our bed in the short time we'd been here. The thought shook me from my stupor and I managed to tear myself from the chair and follow them up the stairs.
 

Val was standing in the center of the loft facing me with Viktor's large frame looming behind her.
 

I froze as our eyes met. The faint sound of the zipper of her red dress being undone cut through the silence in the room. I stepped towards her just as the fabric fell down, exposing her naked body to us both. I sucked in air at the sight of her firm breasts, the pink nipples stiff with desire. Desire for him. The dew already collecting between her legs filled the space with her scent.
 

I heard Viktor taking off his clothes behind her and I stepped even closer to her and kissed her on the lips.
 

"I love you," I whispered, stepping back.
 

She giggled but didn't say it back. I didn't want to kill the moment but for some reason I felt like I really needed her to say it back just then. I opened my mouth to say it again but it was too late. Viktor had already turned her around. I watched as he leaned down to kiss her again and her arms drifted up and over his neck.
 

I shrank back into the chair in the corner of the space and sank into it to watch. I tried not to make too much noise as I pulled my cock out.
 

Their kiss lingered for a long time. Viktor's large paws ran up and down the alabaster flesh of Valerya's back, occasionally drifting down to the roundness of her ass and settling there.
 

My heart jumped the first time he grabbed her ass with both hands and squeezed. No one had touched her like that since we'd met. Lately, I'd barely touched her like that.
 

A self-loathing loomed up from somewhere deep inside me at how I'd neglected my Val, my wife. I swore then that I would never do anything like that again. She was a woman that deserved every ounce of my attention and I was going to make sure I gave her just that. Maybe it took something like this happening to make me realize it but better late than never, right?
 

At that moment Viktor's tenderness seemed to expire. I saw him lift one hand from her ass and bring it down in a rough, loud smack.
 

Valerya yelped and I nearly jumped out of my chair. Only the giggling that followed kept me from standing up and calling the whole thing off. Should we have been clearer with him about what we wanted? Should I have been? I should have said that something like that was off limits. Valerya didn't like rough sex like that.
 

"Okay baby," Viktor growled, turning her slightly and pushing on her shoulders until she sank down on her knees in front of him.
 

My mind started reeling and I clutched the arms of the chair I was sitting in. He'd turned just enough that I could see the side of them. My eyes wandered down his body and for the first time I saw his naked, massive cock.
 

My jaw dropped at the sight. It was a thick, veiny thing and hung low and heavy between his legs, even soft. His balls were wrinkled and fat and looked like they were the size of tennis balls. I couldn't believe something like that was going to go inside Valerya. Inside my wife.
 

I felt a trembling start somewhere inside me. I suddenly felt very cold. What was I doing? What were we doing? Had we thought this through? Or had I just been thinking with my cock? It had seemed like it was going to be so hot, watching her with him but now I wasn't sure.
 

I looked at Val. She was looking at what I'd just been staring at, Viktor's thick cock. I saw her eyes roving up and down the thing, like she'd never seen one before in all her life. Astonishment and...what else was that in her eyes? Desire?
 

"It's okay, baby," Viktor chuckled, taking himself in hand. "You can touch." He glanced over at me and laughed, like we were sharing an inside joke about Val's reaction to him. As if we were on the same team. Then he took that heavy slab of meat and slapped it against her cheek.
 

The sight made me jolt and started to raise hand, to protest what he'd done. This was my fucking wife not some cheap slut!
 

Only Val's reaction stopped me. She didn't wince or touch her cheek where his fat cock had landed. She didn't say anything or tell him to stop. She just looked up at him and opened her mouth.
 

"Dobra suka," I heard him growl as he swung his cock around the other side of her face and slapped her other cheek.
 

I didn't know much Ukrainian but I knew enough to know that meant "good bitch." It wasn't even that he'd said it that made my blood boil, though that did too. It was that she'd just opened her mouth for him like that. Ready to be used at the drop of a hat. I pushed all the angry feelings back down. If I wasn't going to do anything about it there was no sense having a bad time. It was sexy as hell watching her act like that, I was just more worried now than I had been before. About how this would all end up.
 

He slid the head of his cock onto her tiny, pink tongue. Without hesitation, Val opened her mouth and started to slide down onto his fat, long meat. Like she'd been doing it all her life. She tried to wrap a hand around the base of his shaft but her fingers wouldn't reach all the way. She took about an inch of him into her mouth, then stopped.
 

He put a finger on her chin and rubbed her cheek. I clutched my chair even harder. I knew what he was doing. He was admiring himself, the way his cock looked inside her obedient little mouth.
 

I'd never done anything like that to her or to any other woman. I just wasn't that kind of guy. I just wasn't the dominating type.
 

He grunted. A primal sound of approval at what he saw. "Suck."
 

To my complete shock, Valerya obeyed him instantly. Her lips hollowed and she put her other hand on his rising cock and began to suck. With each pull of her hungry lips a sloppy wet sound came from her mouth as she sucked him rigid.
 

I stared in horror, suddenly feeling like I didn't know who this woman was. Where had tiny my Valerya learned to act like that?!?
 

His massive cock swelled and rose until Val had to adjust the way she was kneeling, to be able to keep mouthing his now rigid pole. Once he was fully erect, even I had to admit the sight of his cock was nothing short of majestic. The perfect kind of tool only nature could make. A superior breeding mechanism to seed new life.
 

He pushed her off with a gentle hand and a loud pop. 
 

She still held onto him with her hands, panting now like a hungry animal. Hungry for him. 
 

He took his cock in hand again and gave her a few more slaps. They were harder this time but she didn't flinch. She shook her head a little, offering him her cheeks and her forehead.
 

"Hey amigo! Everything alright?"
 

I realized I'd been staring only at her and that massive cock she'd been hauling on. I lifted my eyes to his.
 

He was grinning but it was a puzzled grin. I realized what I must have looked like. Terrified.
 

"Yeah," I breathed, "it's fine."
 

Valerya turned to face me at the sound of my voice. As her eyes settled on me, she broke into giggles. Obviously at what I looked like. I closed my mouth and blinked my eyes a few times after I realized how they'd dried out from staring.
 

"Good," Viktor grunted, turning his attention back to my wife.
 

Valerya was still giggling as he slapped her with his cock a few more times. Our eyes met as his flesh connected with her cheek. 
 

I had no idea what was so hot about it but I could not look away. I couldn't look away from the sight of my wife being used that way by another man.
 

"Okay," Viktor commanded, "on the bed."
 

Valerya scrambled up immediately onto the bed. She was about to lie down on her back when he stopped her and steadied her on all fours. Her beautiful round ass was sticking high up in the air and her legs were crossed. The evidence of her arousal dripped from her pretty, pink slit.
 

"Ah..." Viktor grunted, looking back at me, his hand still on her ass. "Fuck man, you have a nice wife. "Dobra kurwa," he muttered.
 

Good whore.
 

His hand came up and landed on the fleshy part of her ass. The loud smack it made filled the room. Her flesh trembled outwards from where he'd spanked her and I heard her yelp a little this time.
 

Somehow that sound gave me courage. "Hey, Viktor, man...maybe go a little easy...she's not really into the rough stuff," I said.
 

He turned around again, grinning. "Amigo, don't worry. You just have to know where to spank." His massive palm cut sideways this time, smacking into the side of her ass. The sound that came out of her was somewhere between a cry and a mewl. "You see?" Viktor asked. "You like it baby? Right?"
 

Valerya turned her neck and looked back at me. There were tears in her eyes. Right before I jumped up and ran to her, she whispered, almost too softly for me to hear. "I like it."
 

Viktor turned back towards her and his hand swept up in a wide arc, cuffing her ass on the way up.
 

The pain in her expression made me cringe. I had no idea she had this side to her. That she liked it this rough. She yelped as his palm made contact again with her ass but the way she was moving only made it look like she wanted more.
 

Viktor spat into his palm and started rubbing the head of his cock. After a few rubs he put the head of it at the entrance to her tight slit. 
 

Her pussy was drooling hot, clear juice now. He ran the purple head of his cock up and down the folds of her pussy, until he was coated in liquid. Even just the head of his cock pressed against her cunt that way looked massive. There was no way his whole cock was going to fit inside her.
 

I was so confused and turned on and aching all over from the tension. I reached down and grabbed my cock, ready to watch my wife get fucked.
 

With a gentle pressure, Viktor leaned in and I saw her folds split open under the weight of his cock. Her pink pussy opened for him like a flower and my jaw dropped open again as I saw the head of his engorged cock press inside.
 

Valerya's whole body changed the moment he entered her. Her back arched, pushing her pussy even higher for him. Her shoulders tensed as his meat split her tender flesh. She sucked in her breath with a loud gasp.
 

Viktor grunted over her. I rocked back and forth in my chair. Nervous energy seared up and down my spine. This was it. This was what I'd wanted. I'd wanted to see her with another man. I'd wanted Viktor to fuck my wife. Not that I was regretting what I saw, although there was probably some regret buried in the bundle of emotions that held my hands clenched to the chair. But more than that, I felt transported, outside of myself, like I was looking at the whole thing from above. The only thing keeping me anchored to any sort of reality was the aching need I felt in my balls and in my cock.
 

He put a hand on each of her round ass cheeks. He pushed them, spreading her apart and giving me the perfect view of her soaked, willing pussy. I watched his ass tense and a moment later he shifted his weight forward and sank deep into my wife.
 

Valerya groaned loudly as inch after inch of his cock sank into her tight, weeping hole. He must have been ten inches fully erect and I watched as he pushed almost half of that into her. I saw her grimace right before he stopped. It was already deeper than I'd ever been inside her. She turned to face him, her lips twisted in anguish.
 

He rocked back and forth a little, trying to work himself in deeper into her pussy.
 

"Nie, Viktor! It's all I can take!"
 

I looked up to see his mouth curl in a sneer. My heart was pounding for my little Valerya, seemingly completely stuffed by his veiny rod. He grabbed hold of her hips and I could only watch in horror as I realized what he was about to do. He leaned forward.
 

Her expression changed to shock as she realized what was about to happen.
 

He rocked forward a little, his fingers digging into her flesh. 
 

Her tits swayed beneath her chest.
 

The wet sound of his cock splitting her tight pussy and plunging into the depths of her insides filled the room. Valerya moaned, a low moan that gradually rose in pitch, then transformed into a series of pained sobs. I watched as the rest of his massive organ sank into her, the whole spectacle ending with the soft slap of his balls against her tender clit.
 

I sat frozen to my seat. Had he hurt her? Before I saw it with my own eyes I thought there was no way she could have fit his entire length inside herself. Once again I tried to get out of my seat, to go over and tell them to stop, that things had obviously gone far enough. 
 

What kept me from doing it was the sound of those sobs changing. My gaze roamed back up Valerya's body. Her head was still turned, her neck craned as she tried to look behind her, as if she had to see that his whole cock was in her tightness to really believe it. Her mouth was still twisted but not in anguish anymore. Now her expression was pure desire.
 

"You like it baby?" Viktor asked, giving her another light spank.
 

She looked like she was going to cry again. Her eyes and lips turned down. She spoke in barely a whisper. "Oh my God...yes..."
 

I shuddered at seeing her so completely consumed by the feeling of his girth pressed deep inside her. The thought that I might never be able to fulfill her again after she'd taken someone this big skittered into my mind from some dark corner of my brain. I swatted at it and it retreated but I knew it wouldn't stay away for long.
 

Viktor began to pull his cock slowly out of Valerya's pussy. Her tight pussy lips were stretched around it so taut they looked like they might tear. As the long, veiny rod re-emerged, soaked in the hot fluid from the depths of her cunt, Valerya began to moan again. This time the sound was filled with a different kind of pain. As his head popped out of her gaping pussy, Valerya pushed her arms back, trying to rear back onto the meaty pole.
 

Viktor's muscled paw crashed down hard on her ass. "Stiy!" he shouted. "I fuck you how I like!"
 

My eyes were still wide open in disbelief at how this man was treating my wife. But I couldn't move. I couldn't break the trance. I sat there, my cock in my hand, watching as he re-entered her slowly at the insistence of her begging sobs.
 

"Please Viktor, please!" she whimpered as he teased her tight pussy with the head of his cock. She was literally begging him to fuck her again. My wife, my sweet Valerya was on all fours, her ass up in the air, begging to be fucked by that massive cock.
 

He pushed his cock in, just past his glans.
 

Her moans twisted into what sounded like pained laughter, then a deep, primal growl. She swung her head back around, baring her teeth. "Fuck it into me!" she snarled. "Fuck that tight pussy!"
 

Viktor sneered. He stood over her, his cock partially impaled in her sopping cunt, his frame a massive, dominating shape. He gripped her hips again and bore down.
 

She was ready for him this time. Right before his pelvis slammed against her slit she pushed back, driving him even deeper than he'd gone before.
 

"Suka!" he growled and slapped her again on the ass. 
 

She seemed ready for that, too. She looked at him out of the corner of her eye and one side of her mouth curled up. "It's all you can do?"
 

Had I heard right? Had she just challenged this huge tower of muscle to fuck her even harder?
 

His eyes went wide. His fist was by her head in a flash, fingers twisting into her hair, yanking her backward, pushing her tits out and arching her back.
 

For a moment she winced at the pain of it but her smile quickly reappeared. I couldn't believe it. Was she enjoying the way he was handling her? Did she really like it this rough?
 

Veins bulged on his legs and arms as his whole body flexed, the tension of an animal getting ready to fuck. Valerya's soft curves seemed to melt into the hard shape of his body. Her pale complexion looking even whiter against his tanned, toned skin. He yanked her head back even further, exposing her neck. He wrapped his other hand around her soft throat as she gasped for air. His hips started moving, thrusting his rigid cock deep inside her cunt.
 

Valerya looked like a doll, suspended only by her hair and neck, her body there for his pleasure.
 

He let go of her throat and she took in a massive breath. I saw his eyes graze down her full curves. His tan hand followed them until it settled on the curve of her ass. He still had her hair pulled back but even a man like Viktor couldn't resist the feeling of that ass under his hand.
 

Valerya made a funny sound. Something between a moan and a laugh. I saw her shudder once, then again. "Oh God..." she half-moaned, half-whispered.
 

I realized she was going to come. My sweet Valerya was going to have an orgasm from this beast of a man slapping her and yanking her around. This animal that was sawing his massive cock into her, that had almost split her in two with it, was going to make my wife come. And from the looks of it, it was going to be an orgasm like none she'd ever head.
 

"Enough for you now?" he growled, then slapped her reddening ass.
 

A few more of the laugh-moans burbled out of her. Her body shook again.
 

His huge cock plied into her sloppy wetness, powering up deep into her cunt.
 

"Yes...yes...yes...yes..." It started a whisper but each word crescendoed until she was screaming it at the top of her lungs. It looked and sounded like a horrible and violent fight. A one-sided battle to a little death. Her body shook. She swung her arm back and found his legs. The pleasure he was pumping into her curled her hand into claw. She clamped down on his thigh, her sharp nails digging into his flesh.
 

He grunted at the pain but knew what it meant. She wanted even more. His hips started to swing faster. His massive cock thundered into her cunt.
 

Finally she looked satisfied. Like this was what she'd needed. Like this was what she'd been waiting for her entire life. Her expression softened. A calm before the storm.
 

The ear-piercing scream that tore from her body shook the room. Her body flailed in spasms and convulsions. I could practically see the climax travelling from her core and up her spine.
 

Viktor didn't flinch. He was nothing now except a powerful fucking machine whose only purpose was to seed my wife. Veins bulged in his throat that had turned red. He clenched his jaw. His hand tightened around her thigh.
 

Her nails dug deeper into his.
 

His mouth opened in a powerful scream. His ass flexed hard as he drove himself deep into my wife's insides. I could see his nuts. They squeezed and pulsed as he held himself buried in her body, pumping seed inside her. Fucking her full of life.
 

I didn't have to imagine how much cum a man like that could deliver. It started spewing out of her a moment later. Spurting from between his flesh and hers. He must have filled her tight fertile pussy so completely with spunk that there was no room left. The perfect breeding machine.
 

As the moment waned, I saw his hips buck as he delivered the last of his powerful thrusts. 
 

Valerya shuddered but I'd never seen her so completely satisfied. Her expression was blank and bliss.
 

Viktor pulled his long, still-hard cock out of her slowly. The sticky sounds of their fluids filled the room. The head of his massive member popped out. He let her go. She collapsed onto the mattress, a puddle of used flesh.
 

He picked up his clothes and walked towards the stairs in an alpha-strut. "Fuck man," he mumbled. "Fucking nice wife."
 

Then he was gone. He disappeared down the stairs and I didn't even hear the door.
 

I stared at Val, my own cock still in hand. She looked so peaceful, like she was falling asleep.
 

This had been the most incredible thing I'd ever seen and I wanted to share that with her somehow. I was also still holding onto and incredibly powerful erection. I needed her. I needed the inside of her right then.
 

"Baby?" I whispered, kicking off my shorts and crawling onto the bed. 
 

Her eyes fluttered open. Her mouth widened into a soft smile. 
 

"Are you okay?" I asked.
 

She could only nod.
 

"Can I..." I stopped, not sure if she could even handle anything else.
 

She smiled a little wider and nodded again.
 

Relief washed through me. I couldn't imagine what I would have felt if she'd said the opposite and I didn't want to know. I put a hand on her soft shoulder and let my palm glide down her body. I stopped at the same curve of her ass where Viktor's hand had been. The skin was red and warm from the spanking he'd given her. I lifted my hand and gave the spot a light slap.
 

She winced and swept a lazy hand up towards mine, swatting me away.
 

Why? Why had he been allowed to do that? I pushed the thought away. There'd be lots of time to sort all of this out later. Right now I needed her. 
 

I put my hands on the cheeks of her ass and rolled her so she was lying on her stomach. I spread her open slowly. His hot, sticky white mess was oozing from her gaping pussy. He'd stretched her so wide that it was still closing. Not the tight slit I was used to. My cock throbbed. That's where I was going. I was going to put my cock that was half his size, into that sloppy hot mess. That's how I was going to try and compete with his seed.
 

I thought I might come as soon as my head touched her opening. It was so hot and his cum made the perfect lube. I closed my eyes and groaned, letting myself slip deep inside. As my pelvis settled on the soft pillow her ass made, I realized I was probably not even half as deep as he'd been. Even if I could spew half the load he had into her, there was no way my sperm would reach the places his had.
 

Holding myself up above her, I thrust into her soaked hole. And again. And again. I felt the cum start pulsing from my balls.
 

"Oh fuck..." I groaned as my cock flexed and throbbed against her inside walls. Through the haze and delirium of my climax, I looked up at her pretty face. She smiled sweetly. A polite acknowledgement of my contribution to the evening.
 

I collapsed beside her on the bed, panting and red-faced and spent. I wanted to talk about it all. I wanted to hear what she was feeling and tell her how I felt but I knew this wasn't the time for it. I put and arm around her and we fell asleep.
 






Chapter 14

 


I woke up to the soft sunlight flickering through the loft window, pale light dancing along Valerya's cheeks. As reality flooded my mind, shoving the absurd dream I'd been having aside, my stomach tightened as I realized I lived in a different world than I had the day before.
 

I lived in a world where my wife had slept...been fucked by another man last night and nothing would ever undo that. A cold jet of adrenaline shot through me as I considered that. I looked over at Valerya again. She looked so peaceful. I thought of waking her but I also felt like I needed some time to myself. I got out of the bed as quietly and as I could and made my way downstairs.
 

The remnants of last nights dinner were still on the table, empty glasses tinged red and cutlery crossing plates. I decided not to touch any of it since that would probably wake my sleeping beauty upstairs, too. Instead, I poured fresh grounds into the coffee maker and waited for it to boil. 
 

The bitter taste of black coffee made me more  alert but did nothing to get rid of the confusion I felt. I kept playing the scene out over and over in my head. Viktor's massive cock piling into Valerya's tight snatch. I couldn't shake it and the harder I tried, the more it stuck.
 

"Some coffee left for me?"
 

I turned to see her in a white bathrobe, smiling at me from the foot of the stairs. She was barefoot and had probably just thrown on the bathrobe to come down. I smiled back and set down my mug.
 

"How do you want it this morning?" I asked. She liked to mix up how she took her coffee every once in a while. We both did.
 

"Black and strong."
 

I poured her a cup and we both sat down.
 

"So?" she asked after a few swigs. "My turn to ask now. Are you okay?"
 

I nodded. "Sure."
 

"Sure? What does this mean, sure? That's not yes or no."
 

"No, it's not."
 

"What does it mean, this sure?"
 

"I'm...not quite sure."
 

"You're not sure about what?"
 

"About how I feel about what happened last night."
 

She scowled. "You can't do that. You're not allowed."
 

"No, no, I know. I'm not saying I regret it. Just trying to process what it did to me. What it did to us."
 

She put her coffee down, leaned over and took my hand. "What do you mean 'us?' We are still 'us.' Right?" There was a note of nervousness that had entered her tone and it made me feel strangely reassured. The fact that she was slightly concerned about us made her feel mine again.
 

"Of course we're still us," I answered, squeezing her hand. "But you don't feel any different at all?"
 

She sat up again, picked up her mug and took a long sip. She looked down at the table, lost in her thoughts. "I feel like..." She trailed off, drifting back into her thoughts.
 

"Like what?"
 

"I feel like we opened something."
 

"How?"
 

"Like we opened some new door. In our marriage."
 

That was a mild shock. I had thought of a lot of possibilities of what she might say but not that. "What do you mean 'a new door?'" I asked, trying to sound calm.
 

She glanced at me, studying the lines on my face and how they were drawn. Deciphering what my expression might mean. I knew that look. I hadn't seen it in a long time.
 

"Robbie, I'm going to be honest with you."
 

My stomach twisted. My heart jumped. "Good honest or bad honest?"
 

She smiled. "There's only good honest."
 

"Okay," I sighed, bracing myself.
 

"What happened with Viktor last night was amazing. I never had a sex like that."
 

Amazing.
 

I felt anything but. Try listening to your wife she's just had the best sex of her life. With another man. It's quite a trip.
 

"Does that...does it hurt you? When I say that?"
 

It took a minute to steady my breathing before I replied. "No..."
 

"But?"
 

"I mean, it's hard. Hell, it was hard watching it in some ways."
 

"Why?"
 

"Because...I guess because I knew you were having a great time but...no. No, that wasn't the hardest part."
 

"What then?"
 

I looked up and into her eyes. "It was...it was what you said before. What you called it. Animal instinct. You two looked like animals. It was so raw."
 

She was nodding. "It felt like that."
 

I looked up at her as the realization of where she was going with this settled on me. "And you want to do it again."
 

She bit her lip and nodded. An almost indecipherable motion but definitely a nod.
 

I sighed.
 

"I don't have to," she offered, reaching out again with one hand.
 

Of course I knew she didn't. I knew if I asked her, she wouldn't. She wasn't that selfish or that cruel. I also knew that there was a part of me that wanted to see it again, that wanted to see her do it again. But there was a voice coming from somewhere the opposite side of my head. It wasn't loud but it was firm and resolute.
 

This is could get messy.
 

"Val..."
 

She tilted her head slightly to the side.
 

"Val, I love you."
 

"I love you too," she replied, her voice quiet but warm.
 

"I want you to be happy. I want to make you happy. That's why I brought you here. It's just..."
 

Where was I going with this? I had no idea what to say.
 

"Too much? It would be too much? It's okay Robbie. I don't mind. I just...I wanted to be honest with you." She smiled but it was forced and weak and I could tell she was disappointed.
 

She went to take a shower and I started to think. What was the problem? I'd gotten what I wanted. I'd seen my wife with another man and it was exhilarating. Terrifying, too, but exhilarating and hot and raw and it felt like I was with a new woman, a woman I hadn't met until just then.
 

But there was something really bothering me about it. Maybe part of it was how rough he'd been with her. Part of it was definitely that she'd liked it. Seeing her react the way she had, coming so hard on his cock. Even just sitting in the kitchen, the memory of it was making me hard.
 

I looked around the place. This was what we'd come here for. Well, maybe not exactly it, but we'd left the city to try something new. Something different. Maybe this was it. I walked over to the bathroom, knocked and stepped inside.
 

"Hey."
 

"Hey!" she called out from the shower. Her voice had already changed. That was one of Val's superpowers. Happy in a flash.
 

"Okay."
 

"Okay? Okay what?"
 

"Okay if you want to do it...let's do it."
 

She stared at me through the glass, rivulets of water running down her curvy frame. "Are you sure?"
 

"No. But I'm sure I want you to be happy."
 

"No." She shook her head. "I don't want it to be like that."
 

"What? What do you mean."
 

"Come here." She opened the glass door. Water from the shower started dripping from it onto the bathroom floor. "Take your clothes off."
 

I hesitated. Not because I didn't want to tear my clothes off and jump into the shower and make love. It felt weird though, just using sex to patch things up. "Why don't you finish your shower. We can talk more when you get out."
 

She looked a little hurt, a little disappointed that I didn't bite.
 

I resisted the urge to change my mind and cave to my desire. This seemed like a conversation that needed to be had in the full and sober light of day.
 






Chapter 15

 


I was waiting for her downstairs. She'd tied her hair back in a pony tail and put on a tight white tee and too short shorts. It made my cock move. It made me want to forget about the conversation and take her upstairs and bed her. I steeled my nerves. This was something I needed my head for. The big one.
 

"You don't want it like what?" I asked.
 

She nestled in beside me on the couch. "Robbie," she said, curling her fingers through my hair. "I don't want this to be something you let me do."
 

"I was the one that wanted it, remember? I was the one that told you to..."
 

"I know. I know all that. But like you said, it's different now that it's morning. I feel it, too. It just feels like your heart is not so...in it anymore."
 

Hearing that made me feel even more relieved. "It's not that. I had an amazing time last night, I really did."
 

"But?"
 

"But...seeing Viktor do that to you, the way he treated you. Do you...I don't know. Do you like sex like that?"
 

"You mean rough, right?"
 

"Yeah. I mean rough."
 

She sighed. "I think that all girls do. Sometimes."
 

"Why didn't you ever say anything? Why didn't you tell me that? I could get into it, if that's what you want."
 

She put a slender finger on her pink lips and contemplated her reply. "Because we're not like that," she answered, finally. 
 

"Not like what?"
 

"I like what we have, Robbie. We do fun things. We do things that make you feel good."
 

"What about you?"
 

"Seeing you feel good makes me feel good. I like the things we do, too. They make me feel good too."
 

"Not as good as you felt last night." I didn't want to let the jealousy that was bubbling just below the surface of my skin come out because it felt like if I did, it might consume me and end this talk, end this whole experiment, if that's what this was.
 

"Viktor...last night...it's all different," she said, shaking her head.
 

"Different how?"
 

"He means nothing to me. It's silly but, he's, like, just a cock." She giggled at the last word, a little embarrassed at having said it.
 

"Come on. I thought he was a nice guy!" I couldn't resist infusing a little levity into the situation. It worked. Val laughed.
 

"That's not what I meant!" she giggled, giving me a playful slap. "I don't feel anything for him, Robbie. I love you. That was something fun, but it could never take place of what I have with you." She cuddled in closer, tighter, her warm skin pressing against mine. 
 

I didn't want sex to get in the way of this important talk but she wasn't helping. I felt my cock grow.
 

"What if I told you I wanted to see it again."
 

"I wouldn't believe you. Not now."
 

"Well, I do."
 

"You do?" she asked, suddenly hopeful.
 

"I do and I don't."
 

She sank back into the couch. "See?"
 

"Well, come on Val, it's not as simple as that."
 

"Either you want it or you don't."
 

I laughed. "Yeah. It doesn't work that way."
 

"Tell me how it works then."
 

I wished I knew myself. "I don't know what's so hot about seeing you with another guy. I think about it all the time now. I can't get away from it. I guess...I guess I'm just scared that if we do it again I might lose a little part of you. Then another and then another and before I know it you'll be...not mine anymore."
 

"Hmm. I can see why you would worry about it." She thought for a while, her eyes roaming around the room. "It's just not like that. It wouldn't happen that way."
 

"Okay. Tell me why."
 

"Women aren't like men, Robbie. We don't have sex then fall in love. It's the other way around, remember? We have to see the good in a man first. Otherwise we would only marry men like Viktor."
 

That stung. "For the way he fucks?"
 

She giggled. "I guess, for the way he fucks."
 

It wasn't that I was insecure. Maybe of the size of his cock but Val and I had always had a pretty good sex life until I started ignoring her. Maybe she was right. "So why do you want to do it again?" I asked.
 

She looked up at me with wide, round eyes. "You really want to know?" There was a hint of teasing in her voice.
 

Did I? Did I really want to know why my wife wanted to make it with another man again? What the hell. I'd already gone this far. "Go."
 

"Because of you, Robbie."
 

Her answer took me by surprise. "What do you mean, because of me?"
 

"Because I never saw you look at me before, the way you looked at me last night."
 

"I don't think you saw much of anything last night, from the way you looked."
 

"You're wrong. I watched you the whole time. I mean seriously, Robbie, it was good sex but partly I was acting. You just...the way you were looking at me. You were..."
 

"Mesmerized."
 

"Yes," she smiled. "Mesmerized. Every woman wants her man to look at her like that. All the time."
 

A warm feeling filled me. It felt like we had made a profound connection, Val and I. It was reassuring and comforting and gave me courage all at the same time. "You were so beautiful on that bed," I whispered.
 

She smiled and turned away in an embarrassed flirt.
 

I felt my cock rising. Even though we hadn't really come to any sort of resolution of my problem, it felt like we understood each other a little better. "So what do we do now?"
 

She turned to look at me again, still smiling. "It's up to you. You're the man here Robbie. I'm your wife."
 

She'd always been like that. She was her own woman but she'd always deferred to me.
 

"We're on vacation, right?"
 

"Yeah," she answered. "So?"
 

"So let's have some fun."
 

Her full, pink lips broke into a smile. "What kind of fun?"
 

"Why don't we see what Viktor's up to tonight?"
 

"Really?" Her eyes sparkled with renewed interest.
 

"Really."
 

"You won't feel bad."
 

I chuckled. She still didn't really understand. "That's kind of part of the fun."
 

Val just shook her head and curled next to me tighter. I felt like I'd found a whole new side of her I hadn't known before. Like I'd opened another part of my wife.
 






Chapter 16

 


It turned out that Viktor was free again. We walked through the woods toward his cabin. We found him bare-chested, chopping wood. He was sweaty and his muscles bulged as he swung the axe he was holding onto a block and split it in two.
 

"Amigos!" he called out with a wave. His strong, cut body glistened in the sun.
 

I felt a pang of apprehension as we got closer. Was this really the right thing to do? I could feel Val's energy emanating from her. We were holding hands and I felt a tension enter her body, as if it were already priming itself for more of him.
 

"Did we all have good time last night?" he asked, grinning.
 

Val giggled.
 

"We all had a good time," I said with a smile. "We were wondering what you were up to tonight?"
 

He smirked and nodded. Had he expected this? Did he know that we would come walking through the woods? Did he expect that once a woman had been stuffed full of his thick cock she would never be able to get enough? I pushed the thoughts away. I wanted this and so did Val. It didn't matter what he thought. This was ours. He was just a small part of it.
 

"You want to see something?" he asked.
 

I looked at Val. She nodded. "Sure," I replied.
 

"Come inside."
 

As soon as we walked in Val gasped. I balked as my eyes settled on what she'd seen. It was Shanice. Beautiful, black Shanice was standing completely naked in the center of the room. Completely naked except for the diamond studded collar she wore around her neck and the high black heels on her dainty feet.
 

I felt Val's hand tighten around mine.
 

"Um...I'm sorry, I didn't know..." I began to explain. I'd never been in a situation like this, with another man's beautiful naked woman standing in front of me. I had no idea how to react.
 

"Sorry? For what? I invited you inside! You like to swing, right?"
 

We stepped into the house, still akwardly holding hands. "I...I mean we're not really...swingers. Last night was..."
 

"Yes, yes, I know. Your first time. But you liked it, right?"
 

I swallowed loudly. "Right."
 

"Good," Viktor replied. "You remember Shanice? Isn't she beautiful pet?"
 

Shanice was standing like a statue in front of us, staring through us, it seemed. She seemed completely unperturbed that we'd just walked in.
 

"Um...yeah."
 

"Come," Viktor said, walking towards her and waving us further inside. He stepped close to her and put a hand on her ass. He gave it a firm swat and leaning close to her whispered, "Open."
 

Shanice obliged immediately. She moved each foot a little further to one side until her legs were open. 
 

Viktor pushed his huge paw between her legs.
 

My eyes widened as I heard the sound of him spreading her wetness and pushing himself inside. Shanice let out a gentle moan. Viktor moved his fingers along her sex then brought them up to his nose and sniffed. He grinned with one side of his mouth and looked at the two of us. "Always ready." He pushed the fingers against her lips.
 

She opened her mouth and let him slide them inside and along her tongue. 
 

We stood transfixed watching Shanice lick her own juices off Viktor's fingers. He pulled them out and gave her a kiss. "Go. Lie on the couch." 
 

She did what he asked, settling herself on the couch the way a cat curls into a sunbeam on a cold day.
 

"Vodka? Beer?" Viktor asked.
 

"Vodka!" Valery cried from beside me.
 

I cringed a little at her eagerness. This was certainly not what I'd been expecting at all but I was getting turned on by what was happening and she seemed to be too. "I'll have a beer."
 

Viktor fixed us our drinks and we all sat down at the giant oak table in the center of the kitchen.
 

"She has a beautiful pussy," Viktor said after downing a shot. He was looking at Shanice, then turned to me. "You will try later."
 

I cast a nervous glance at Valerya. I wondered whether what he'd said had even registered. She was looking around the place, wide-eyed and playful and ready for anything, it seemed.
 

"Look," I began, putting my beer on the table. "We didn't mean to disrupt your...afternoon."
 

"What? No disruption. It's welcome interruption from chopping wood. It's a hot day." His body was still shinning with sweat and I saw Val eyeing him with hunger in her eyes. "I know. You are a little surprised at my surprise."
 

"A little bit," I muttered, casting a quick glance at Shanice. She had a trim stomach and firm, full breasts. Her legs were long and slender and ended in slight feet with round toes. She had lain down as if she were on display in a museum or storefront selling sex. My cock hardened a little more.
 

"You came back for more good times?" Viktor asked with a knowing grin.
 

Valerya nodded. Once again her eagerness caught me off guard. She seemed further away from me now than she had at the house, lost in the exciting new world Viktor had just unveiled.
 

"Good. Tonight, we have dinner here. I make good steaks on grill. You like red wine?"
 

I looked at Viktor. He was being very earnest. Just a guy out for a good time. He really had been an amazing host. Fuck, he'd saved my wife from drowning. The further I got into my beer, the more comfortable I got. Pretty soon I had a solid buzz on and we were all laughing again as Viktor told stories about life in the trading pit before computers when men had to know how to shout. After another drink he got up, stretched his muscular chest and started walking towards the door. "Valerya, have a rest on the couch. Shanice, entertain our guest. Robert, come with me."
 

There was no denying who was in charge in Viktor's house. Everything he said sounded like a command and Valerya seemed all too happy to oblige. We both got up and I started to follow Viktor but she grabbed my hand. I turned and she leaned in and kissed me on the lips.
 

"I love you Robbie," she said with a smile.
 

My heart swelled at her warmth and I smiled. This was shaping up to be a crazy night but I felt close to her again, the way I had at the house.
 






Chapter 17

 


The door to the basement was at the back of the house. It was locked and Viktor opened it with an electronic fob. The lights came on as soon as we stepped inside.
 

"Welcome to my dungeon." He stretched his arms out and looked around the room like a king presenting his domain. It was a darkly lit room as soon as the door closed. 
 

I looked around. The walls were lined with whips and paddles all neatly hung on hooks. There was a large cross at the far end of the room with shackles for wrists and ankles. There were plush armchairs in four corners, presumably for observers and guests. In the center of the room there was an angled table with a leather covering and what looked to be kneelers attached to one side. I was obviously dumbfounded. This was the last thing I'd expected to find. A wine cellar or fully equipped gym, but this? This was crazy!
 

Viktor turned around smiling. "You like it?"
 

I chuckled a little akwardly and stepped around the room getting a closer look at the all the implements and toys. "You know, we're not really into this kind of stuff."
 

"Really?" Viktor sounded puzzled. When I looked at him he looked confused.
 

"I mean, we just never tried anything like this, man. We're just kind of pretty conservative, you know. That thing last night, that was the craziest we've ever gone."
 

"Robert," he said, stepping forward and putting his massive arm around my shoulder. "You don't know what you are missing. You like what you saw yesterday, yes? You like watching Valerya?"
 

"Yeah," I replied, "sure. It was hot."
 

"Yeah. I know. Your wife is natural sub. You don't even know it do you?"
 

"Uh...no, I guess I didn't know that."
 

He smiled and walked me over to the leather covered table. "You know what it is?"
 

"Uh, no."
 

"It's breeding bench. You know about that?"
 

"I...I guess I can probably figure it out."
 

His grin grew wider. "You can imagine Valerya here? Kneeling, yes? Her legs spread open so her pussy is nice and open?"
 

My heart started beating a little faster hearing him talk about Valerya like that. It felt a little weird, talking to another guy about my wife's pussy but I wasn't about to walk away. I wanted to hear what he was going to say about the bench, even if I didn't think Val would ever go for something like that.
 

"Yeah, I don't know. Val's pretty conservative you know. This might be a little much for her."
 

"Wait amigo, I didn't finish. I will tell you rest of the story and then we can ask your beautiful wife what she thinks."
 

"Okay..."
 

"I have some friends. Strong men. Workers. They helped me build this place. Sometimes I invite them for a party, you know?"
 

"Yeah, sure."
 

"How would you like to sit on that chair," he pointed to one of the armchairs in the corner, "and watch my friends fuck your wife while Shanice is sucking on your cock?"
 

My eyes popped open. What the fuck?!? Had I heard that right?
 

Viktor started laughing. "You like the idea, yes?"
 

Did I like the idea? Was this guy serious?!? Did I like the idea of a bunch of strangers fucking my wife in a dungeon while I watched? "Uh, Viktor, you've been super kind to us but I think...I don't know, I just think this might be a little too hardcore for Val, you know?"
 

"Too hardcore for Valerya? Or too hardcore for you?"
 

I took a deep breath. On the one hand this was really turning me on. To sit there watching Val being used by a bunch of guys sounded hot. It was also insane! I was pretty sure she would never go for it but what if she did? If I'd had trouble getting used to things this morning, what would it feel like to wake up after something like that had happened? I'm not sure why but I started to laugh.
 

"Eh? You see? You like it!" Viktor said. He punched my arm.
 

"You know, I guess it would be pretty hot but I really don't think Valerya would go for anything like that. She's too...I just think it's too much."
 

"Hey," he said putting his hands on both of my shoulders and looking me squarely in the eye. "You tell me. You want it to happen?"
 

"Sure, but..."
 

"Okay. I will help with Valerya."
 

I wasn't sure what to say. Do you say 'thanks' to something like that? Also I was pretty sure he wasn't going to be able to do anything to convince Val to do what he'd said. I just nodded and started walking around the room again. Once I'd gotten a good look at everything, Viktor opened the door for us to leave. The sun was bright outside and it took a while for my eyes to adjust. I was still kind of squinting when we got back upstairs. The sight of Val spread eagle on the couch with Shanice's face between her legs sure opened my eyes.
 

We both stood there, Viktor and I, me dumbstruck and staring at Val squirming beneath Shanice's mouth. Viktor had a hand on his hip and looked proudly at his 'pet.'
 

Val opened her eyes and saw me standing there. The sight of me watching seemed to excite her even more. I guess all that stuff she'd said the other night was true, that every woman wants a man to stare at them they I was staring at her now. Her mouth opened in a moan. 
 

Shanice's dark hands ran along Valerya's tender, white flesh. She'd sensed her coming excitement and her licks and laps got more insistent. That made Val moan again as her body moved in swells along the couch. 
 

My cock was rigid and pushing against my shorts.
 

Val's moans crescendoed. She touched her breast. She pushed her pelvis out, feeding Shanice her pussy. She was staring at me when the orgasm took hold of her. She moaned three low, sobbing moans her body arching up off the couch to be even closer to Shanice's mouth. 
 

Shanice kept eating Val's sweet pussy, putting her hands under Val's ass to keep her up. She feasted on it, stretching the climax out until Val shook and shrank back. Shanice came down with her towards the couch, licking up the last of the juices before pulling off. She wiped the corners of her lips with a finger, then crawled back up onto the couch.
 

"You see?" Viktor asked with a smile, "What a good pet she is?"
 

I nodded weakly, my eyes still on my wife whose legs were still splayed displaying her glistening pink pussy to everyone in the room. All I wanted was to run across the room, tear off my shorts and bury myself inside her, fuck her and come between her legs.
 

Viktor glanced down and noticed my erection. "You want to fuck your wife amigo?" he asked, his huge paw slapping me on the back.
 

Val laughed and closed her legs and Shanice smiled. It seemed like I was the only one in the room that found any of what was happening strange or uncomfortable.
 

"Take my advice," he said, leaning in close and speaking quietly. "Wait until the end of the night. You need to blow, Shanice will take care of you. Save the best for last."
 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I didn't know whether Val had heard what he'd said or not but I knew there was no way she'd go for anything like that. I walked over to the couch where they were sitting and sat down beside Val while Viktor walked into the kitchen.
 

"Are you having fun?" I asked.
 

"What do you think silly?" she giggled. 
 

I looked over at Shanice. She was watching us. I couldn't help but glance at her dark, full breasts the nipples an even deeper shade of brown. I thought I was being stealthy but Val caught me staring. "Sorry..." I muttered, my eyes drifting down towards the ground in shame.
 

"Robbie," she whispered, "it's okay."
 

I looked up to see her smiling. 
 

"Why should I be the only one who gets to have some fun?"
 

That was not what I'd expected to hear at all. I almost couldn't believe she'd said it. "What are you talking about?"
 

"I'm talking about Shanice," she said, leaning in even closer. I felt her nibble my ear. I turned to see her smiling at me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Shanice move off the couch.
 

"Are you serious?" I asked Val, still finding it hard to believe that she would be this easy-going about something so lewd.
 

She closed her eyes and leaned in towards me in a kiss. 
 

Had they fed her drugs? Had she gone crazy? Or was this really all happening because I'd rented a summer house? As I felt Shanice's hand tugging at my belt, my wife's lips still locked with mine, all the questions evaporated and I gave myself over to the moment.
 

When Val pulled away, Shanice had already freed my stiff and ready cock from my pants. Her slender black fingers wrapped around it as she leaned her mouth closer to the head. 
 

I looked back and forth frantically between her and Val, not knowing what I should be doing and not wanting to mess anything up.
 

"Baby," Val whispered, "it's okay. Just relax."
 

I did what she said and let myself stare at Shanice as she took my cock into her mouth. The hot wetness of her tongue made me shudder. She bobbed up and down on me a few times, licking around my glans before sinking low and taking my whole cock into her mouth.
 

I gasped with pleasure and my gaze immediately shot towards Val. Despite what she'd said, I was still worried that this wasn't going to turn out right, that she'd get upset or jealous at what was happening.
 

She wasn't either of those things. She was staring at Shanice gliding up and down my hard pole just as intently as I'd been. When she saw that I'd turned to look at her, she leaned in again and kissed my mouth.
 

I let out a deep groan as her tongue pushed past my lips and pressed against mine. The feeling of Shanice sucking my cock, taking me so deep that I could feel her throat, combined with the feeling of Val's passionate kiss made me ready to erupt. Cum pulsed from my balls and I felt it filling my cock. I pulled away from Val.
 

"Fuck...I'm going to come," I said, wanting to warn Shanice in case she wanted to pull off. 
 

She didn't. Instead, as soon as I'd said it, she put a hand on my balls and started kneading them gently. She took all of my into her mouth, so deep that I was in her throat now. She started swallowing, the muscles of her throat closing around my glans, coaxing my cum out.
 

"Fuck!" I cried, my hips jutting up, my cock pushing deeper into her mouth. I felt a blast of hot cum come spurting out. 
 

She didn't miss a beat. She kept swallowing and swallowing, staring up at me with her dark eyes as she milked everything I had from my cock.
 

When I floated back down to earth from the peak of my orgasm, I was in a daze. My head was spinning slightly and I couldn't believe what just happened. I turned to Val, some part of me still expecting that she might get mad.
 

She was staring at Shanice who was holding my cock with her fingers now and cleaning it off. She looked up at me. "Baby, that was so hot!"
 

Viktor came into the room, grinning at my predicament. "Ready for lunch?"
 

Everyone except me burst into laughter. I was still dumbfounded at what was happening. After a while I started to smile and then chuckle. As crazy as it was, I guess we were going on this ride.
 

Viktor turned out to be an exceptional cook. He made crab cake sliders with mayo on artesenal bread and paired it with a dry white wine. Shanice ate from a bowl by the table because, as Viktor explained, they were playing pet today. 
 

I found the whole thing a little weird. I knew there were people that did those things, I just never would have thought they would do them in front of strangers. I guess that was part of the thrill, though and we weren't complete strangers after all.
 

After lunch he ordered Shanice into her cage for a nap and took Val and I back around the house. Val didn't react the way I expected her to when he opened the door and we stepped inside. I thought she'd be more shocked, more aghast by the array of punishment devices. She seemed more interested in it than anything.
 

"I told your husband all about my room. You recognize what this is for?" Viktor asked her.
 

Val stepped up to it, ran a hand along the leather covering it but shook her head.
 

"Robbie wants you to have a breeding party."
 

"Uh...I..." I started to protest but Viktor who was standing behind Val put a finger to his lips.
 

She couldn't see it. She only looked up to see me staring at her. She came closer, pressing herself against my chest. "Robbie. Really?"
 

Really?!? What was she saying? She seemed genuinely excited about the prospect. Did she even know what he was talking about? Was this really my Val?
 

"I...uh...I mean..."
 

"He's shy now Valerya," Viktor interrupted. "He told me he could never ask you himself. I told him I would help. What do you think?"
 

Val leaned in even closer, smiling, and kissed me on the cheek. "Robbie, you don't have to be shy. We're having a great time, right?"
 

My mind was reeling from everything that had just happened. I shook my head in disbelief. "Uh, sure?"
 

She narrowed her eyes. "Sure? Yes sure or no sure?"
 

I didn't know what to say. This was all so crazy and happening so fast.
 

Val sensed my hesitation. She puffed up a little, grabbed my hand and turned to look at Viktor. "We have to talk," she said and dragged me out of the room.
 

The fresh air of the forest was a welcome reprieve from the dark walls of Viktor's dungeon. I was grateful that Val had got me out of there but speechless at the change in her demeanour and personality. Val was not a 'take command' kind of girl and here she was, taking command.
 

"Hey," she said, squeezing my hand. "You okay?"
 

"Uh, yeah. Yeah, I'm fine. Just a little...surprised, I guess by all this."
 

"Isn't it crazy? He's kind of crazy, right?"
 

"Viktor? Yeah, I guess. I mean, he's a nice guy. Thanks for dragging me out of there, I kind of got a little dumbstruck."
 

"Robbie, I want you to be honest. Don't let Viktor push you around. Do you really want to do what he said?"
 

I looked deep into Val's eyes. She real had changed somehow. We'd changed. We'd never just been this honest with each other, this open. It was an amazing feeling. Like we were much closer than before. "Do you?"
 

She bit her lower lip and glanced down at the ground before looking up at me again. "I do."
 

Those two words dug a pit in my stomach that I didn't think I'd ever fill again. My wife. My sweet, innocent Valerya had just told me she wanted a bunch of strange men to fuck her. She wanted a 'breeding party.'
 

"That hurts?" she asked softly.
 

"Kind of," I replied.
 

This time she didn't get upset, though. This time she didn't call the whole thing off or say that was that. This time she kept looking at me, kept studying my eyes.
 

"The good kind of hurt?"
 

The question took me by surprise. I didn't know myself what kind of hurt this was. It sounded hot when Viktor had asked me about it. Now that I saw that Val was into it, eager about it, it was a little harder to take. I tried to laugh it off. "Yeah, I guess."
 

Val didn't find it funny. She was staring at me. She was curious about this, I could tell. "So if I tell you I want to do the breeding party, you get jealous?"
 

Hearing the words come out of her mouth sent a pulse of jealous angst through me. It disappeared somewhere in that deep pit in my stomach. "I guess, yeah."
 

She was still staring at me when I felt her touch my cock. I hadn't even realized I'd gotten hard again. Her eyes went up a little. "But it also makes you hard?"
 

I couldn't deny it. I was hard as a rock. Even if I'd lied, she had the proof in her hand. She let go of me and stepped back.
 

"Do you want me to decide?" she asked, folding her arms across her chest.
 

Did I? In a way it would be easier, just handing her the reins. But how far would she go? When would I want her to stop and how would I get her to do that? The answer became very clear to me in that moment. This could never be something one or the other of us chose. We had to both do it together. If we didn't decide together, it would tear us apart.
 

"No. I don't want you to decide. I want us to decide. I'm...I'm into it if you are. It's crazy but, well, we've done a whole bunch of crazy. Let's do a little more."
 

Her eyes lit up along with her smile. "Okay Robbie. What if it gets too much? What if you want to stop?"
 

"It won't. At least I think it won't. Although it does freak me out, thinking of being in that position and not being able to stop it happening."
 

She thought for a moment. "Okay. All you have to say is summer house."
 

"Summer house?"
 

"Summer house. If I hear you say summer house, everything stops."
 

 A pulse of nervous excitement flooded through me this time. This felt better. Talking about it together, having a safe word. This seemed like an island of reason in all the crazy. Our island. A smile crept across my lips. "You took your pill this morning, right?" I joked.
 

Valerya arched her eyebrows. Her lips opened slightly. I expected her to make a joke or start giggling or tell me to stop. She shrugged her shoulders, turned around and walked out back towards the house.
 

It was the last thing I expected her to do. My stomach tightened as I watched her disappear back into the dungeon. What the fuck?!? Now she had really gone crazy and this was proof. It wasn't like her at all. Val was never that much of a tease. There was no way she'd really forgotten to take her pill in the morning, I was almost positive of that. She was religious about it. We weren't too interested in having a baby around just yet. But the fact that she'd done that, even if it was just to tease me, was so hot. The thought that she would let another man fuck her and come into her pussy bareback was so risky and sexy that I found myself getting hard again.
 

I took a deep breath and followed her back into the dungeon. I expected us to chat with him some more, maybe go back upstairs and have some drinks or the barbecue, the one he'd invited us for. I didn't expect to see their mouths locked together, her hair in his fist as he pulled her head back and kissed her deeply. For some reason I thought that game would start later and it was almost as much of a shock seeing it as it had been the first time he kissed her on the bed in the loft.
 

I stood by the door, staring at their two bodies locked together. Valerya looked helpless in his grasp. There was a tension in her body from the way he was gripping her hair but the way she was standing, the way she was pushing her chest towards him was, the way her back was arched explained exactly what she wanted. His fat cock back inside her little cunt.
 

When he finished kissing her he opened his eyes and stared deeply into hers. It was disconcerting because of how long he looked at her. He wasn't just enjoying her beautiful eyes before moving on. No. It was an act of total dominance, over her and somehow over me, too. He looked up and for the first time since we'd met, I think, his expression was serious.
 

"You want to stay?" he asked.
 

The question took me by surprise and sent a jolt of adrenaline through me. Why was he even asking? I hadn't contemplated the possibility that him and Val might fuck without me there. Me watching had always been part of the deal. I nodded.
 

He jerked his head towards the chair in the corner of the room then turned his attention back to Val.
 

I shuffled over and sat down, a little uneasy by this new and different Viktor with his serious demeanour.
 

He wasn't paying any attention to me anymore, though. He'd released Val's hair and let her stand up. He muttered something to her and she started peeling off her clothes. His hungry eyes roamed up and down her body as her clothes fell to the floor. Viktor undid the zipper of his shorts and pushed them off. They fell to the floor with his boxers once again exposing his long, fat cock hanging heavy between his legs.
 

My heart started beating harder and my palms began to sweat. Val was naked now, too. Naked and standing in front of him, her body a curve of seduction, ready for his next order.
 

His next order.
 

The words made me shudder. My wife was standing there waiting for another man to tell her what he wanted her to do.
 

He stepped forward, put a finger on her chin. Leaning in, he whispered something in her ear. 
 

My nerves prickled as I watched her sink to her knees. He was going to make her suck his cock. My wife was going to put another man's cock into her mouth and make him hard. Viktor's cock. Viktor's thick cock.
 

Val was staring at it the same way she'd stared at it in the loft. With awe and wonder, like she'd never seen anything so beautiful before. She pulled the head of it up and towards her mouth. She pushed her tongue out and started licking it, the sound of her saliva sticking to it bouncing off the concrete walls.
 

Viktor was staring at her. Every once in a while he would put his hand on the side of her cheek or tuck her hair behind her ear. Like he was showing her off for me. Showing my own wife off to me, how she was sucking his cock.
 

Val started to work. She wrapped her little fingers around the base of his meat and pushed the head of it into her mouth and started bobbing. She bounced up and down and it reminded me of a porn star going to town. She bounced until Viktor was at half mast. Then he pulled her off.
 

He took his cock in hand and slapped himself against her cheek. 
 

She closed her eyes but a smile spread along her face. 
 

Was she enjoying this? Was she enjoying Viktor treating her like a whore? I couldn't believe it but it was making me hard.
 

"Suck my balls, baby," he ordered in a growl, holding his cock up.
 

Valerya leaned in took one of his heavy balls into her mouth and started to suck.
 

Viktor started stroking himself, staring down at my wife who was looking back up at him.
 

My cock was aching and I shifted in my seat, undid my own zipper and pulled myself out. 
 

Viktor must have seen me moving because he looked over. "What are you doing?" he asked, his expression still humorless.
 

I wasn't sure what to say. I felt another razor of nerves slice through me. This was a lot different than what had happened at our house. Maybe because we were at his place he felt the need to be more...in charge? I wasn't sure how I felt about the guy he'd become. I also had no idea what to say. What do you say to a guy who's asking you why you're pulling your cock out when your wife has one of his nuts in her mouth?
 

"I..."
 

The slight smile that crept across his lips filled me with relief.
 

"No, I mean, you won't do that yourself. Wait." He looked down at Val. "Off," he ordered. 
 

She let his thick nut fall out of her mouth and moved back a little from him. She looked like a little pet, ready for his every command. He moved across the room. He pushed a button on the intercom on the wall.
 

"Yes, sir?" Shanice voice crackled through the speaker.
 

"Come down."
 

"Yes, sir."
 

My cock lurched at the thought of what was about to happen. If I wasn't mistaken, Viktor had just called his "pet" to come down and service me while I watched him fuck my wife. I glanced at Val, still unable to believe that she was alright with this.
 

She wasn't paying attention to me at all. She just kept staring at Viktor as he walked back across the room, ready for his next command.
 

He stopped in front of her, where he'd been standing before. His cock had grown and was now almost completely rigid. He slapped it down on Val's cheek again. 
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Shanice move silently through the door. When I looked back, Val had Viktor's balls in her mouth and was sucking on them as he stroked himself above her.
 

The whole thing made my head spin. When Shanice knelt down in front of me, her beautiful black tits bouncing as she leaned towards me, I could barely believe this was happening to me. She pulled my zipper open, then pulled my shorts off. My cock bounced out. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and took it in her mouth again.
 

I stifled a moan as she sucked me into her hot, wet mouth. I didn't know what to look at, the beautiful black woman sucking me off, or my own wife sucking on another man's balls. The view of Val one out. 
 

Viktor was still stroking himself. Val still had both his nuts in her mouth. I watched her reach up and watched her finger slide along the skin underneath them, up towards his ass.
 

My cock jumped in Shanice's mouth. Was Val going to stick her finger up his ass? I could already feel cum moving from my balls and into my hard shaft. I didn't want to blow my load yet but Shanice's mouth felt like hot velvet and she was bouncing up and down the same way Val had on Viktor.
 

The sudden grunt that came from across the room made me look back up. It was just in time to see his balls fall out of her mouth and the first thick rope of his hot cum to blast across her face. The heavy string of it landed across her cheek and forehead and made her close her eyes.
 

Holding his own balls, Viktor pumped his cock slowly as blast after blast of his sperm splashed across Val's face as he marked her as his.
 

I let out a wobbly moan as I felt myself ejaculate into Shanice's mouth. It was a funny sound and made Viktor turn and smile at me. I heard Val start to chuckle and Shanice opened her mouth, too, letting my cum spill back down my cock and onto my balls.
 

The three of them began laughing at how I'd sounded just as I came off my orgasm and I forced a few laughs so it didn't seem like I was mad but I felt pretty sheepish about it. When the laughter died down, Viktor snapped his fingers and Shanice turned around.
 

"Come. Clean it," he ordered.
 

I stared, wide-eyed as Shanice crawled across the room. Val waited patiently as Shanice began licking the cum off her face. Each time she got a mouthful, and there was a lot, she'd lean in and kiss Val on the lips. Val's mouth would open and Shanice would let the thick glob of white spill from her tongue and onto Val's. It was hot as hell and even though I'd just come, made my cock jump in my lap.
 

Viktor and I watched the whole thing until she was done, then he ordered her back upstairs. He didn't say anything to Val, though. He helped her up and walked her over to the bench. She complied as he buckled her in.
 

"Come," he said, motioning at me with a wave. "Help me clean your wife."
 






Chapter 18

 


I didn't know an enema could turn me on until that day.
 

I stood by Val and watched as Viktor filled the blue bag with warm water and solution by a small sink at the back of the room. Val and I looked at each other but neither of us said anything. I figured if she hadn't wanted it to happen she would have probably said the magic words but since she didn't I just went along with things. When he brought the bag over I just waited for his instructions.
 

"Open her," he said and I realized he meant to spread her ass. I knelt down beside her and spread her ass cheeks, revealing the tight, dark hole that led to her insides. 
 

Without any warning Viktor pushed the nozzle into Val's ass. I saw the tight ring of muscle clench at the intrusion but there was nothing she could do strapped down.
 

Viktor ignored her discomfort and forced the thing inside her then opened the valve. 
 

I looked up to see the bag emptying, its contents filling Val's tunnel.
 

She moaned a little but didn't buck too much in the straps. When the whole sack had emptied into her, Viktor kicked at the pail he'd brought over.
 

"Hold it under her," he said.
 

I took it and held it under her and he pulled the nozzle out. A tiny bit of the fluid trickled out but Val had clenched her ass shut. Viktor gave one cheek a slap. "Ey! Open up!"
 

Val moaned but did what she was told. I watched her ass unclench and the clear liquid drained from inside her splashing into the bucket I held waiting below.
 

This whole time we were all still naked and I don't know why it occurred to me to notice it right then. 
 

"The boys like every hole. That's why we have to make it clean," Viktor explained.
 

My stomach tightened. I looked over at Val but she couldn't turn her head enough to see me.
 

"Uh..." was all I could manage in protest. Val and I had never done anything like that and I was pretty sure she wouldn't be into it. I set the bucket down and walked around to where I could see her face. Viktor walked back to the sink and began to put away the device.
 

For a moment I wasn't sure she'd heard what he'd said. She didn't look worried in any way. But when she looked up at me and bit her lips, I knew she'd heard every word. I was more than a little shocked. In the whole time we'd been together she'd never suggested we even try having anal sex and here she was, ready to be tied up and fucked in any hole by a bunch of strangers! Who was this woman?!?
 

I knelt down in front of her. I stared into her eyes and leaned in and kissed her. It was a long, lingering kiss and when I pulled away, Viktor was standing behind her again, stroking himself.
 

"Beautiful. Don't stop," he said. 
 

The air between Val and I became electric as she felt his presence behind her. When I kissed her again, her tongue moved into my mouth, pushing, searching and hungry.
 

I put a hand on her cheek and let it drift down under the bench where her tits were hanging. I brushed along the soft skin of her breast until I felt the taut nub of her nipple beneath my fingers. It was hard and ready. I pinched it and she whimpered a little into my mouth. Then she moaned.
 

I knew she wasn't moaning because I was touching her. She was moaning because Viktor was filling her again. I opened my eyes to see Viktor staring down at himself disappearing between my wife's legs. I looked up. A third of his cock was buried in her pussy and he was sawing in and out of her, collecting the juice and slathering it all over himself.
 

Val moaned again as he worked his thickness in and out of her. Viktor looked up to see me staring. He grinned.
 

"Stand up amigo."
 

I did what he told me and looked down to see myself hard again. My cock was just inches from Val's mouth now and when I looked back at Viktor he gave me a smile and a nod that meant "go ahead." I stepped closer.
 

Val looked up. She looked so sexy and beautiful and her mouth was open in a silent moan at Viktor's fucking.
 

I touched her lips with the head of my cock and she stuck her tongue out, inviting me inside. Gliding along that soft, wet tongue and into the dark heat of her mouth felt like heaven. I looked down at Viktor's cock again. More and more of him was disappearing into her, stretching her tight pussy wider and wider. The sounds of her sticky wetness mingled with the sweet smell of her cunt and made my cock jump in her mouth.
 

"Fuck it into her face, amigo," Viktor said, glancing down at my own cock half-buried in my wife's mouth. "She's a better whore than you think!"
 

I guess it should have made me uncomfortable or angry, hearing another man tell me my wife was a better whore than I thought. It didn't do either. I knew he was right. I jutted my hips forward and drove myself deep into her throat.
 

I heard Val gag and felt her tighten around me momentarily. It only lasted a second. I pulled my cock out, worried that I'd hurt her somehow. But as I fell out, she looked up and stuck her tongue out waggling it around, spit and bile dripping from it onto the floor.
 

"See?" Viktor asked. "She only wants more."
 

With my eyes wide in disbelief I pushed my cock back into her mouth. She started sucking on it, hungry, like she needed it buried inside her again. I flexed in her mouth.
 

I watched Viktor pull himself out of her pussy. His long, fat cock was glistening with her wetness dripping from it. I started fucking my cock into Val's mouth as she sucked me hard.
 

Viktor pried apart her cheeks, eyeing her tight asshole we'd just cleaned. He pressed the wet head of his cock up against it and I saw Val clench.
 

I looked up at Viktor, unable to believe he was going to try and fit his python into her tightness. I felt my head shaking slowly from side to side.
 

Viktor smiled. "Don't worry amigo. She's a better whore than you think, remember?" He slapped her ass and started pushing against her tightness.
 

Val started moaning, the sound travelling through my cock and up into my spine.
 

A trickle of precum moved through my shaft and I felt her swallow it the next time I pushed against the back of her throat.
 

Viktor was pushing, the head of his cock working to overcome the tightness of Val's ass. He grinned as I saw her loosen and watched the bulb at the top of his shaft disappear into her.
 

Val moaned again, louder this time and it tickled my sack as the sound travelled between my legs. 
 

With a look of intent, Viktor spread her cheeks wider and piled his massive rod into her, inch after excruciating inch of it disappearing into her ass. 
 

Val started to groan a long, low continuous groan, the sound muted by my own cock stuffed into her mouth. Her wrists and ankle bucked against the restraints as she took more and more of Viktor's girth. The whole scene, combined with the feeling of my cock plowing into her mouth, twisted my insides until I felt an orgasm start to shake through me.
 

I wanted to fuck my cum into Val's mouth but something about seeing Viktor splash it across her face made me need to do that too. As if I was trying to reclaim her as my own. As I felt the first pulse of seed travel through my cock, I pulled myself out and watched my cum erupt onto her cheek.
 

As my orgasm gripped me and shook my whole body, Val pushed her tongue out, trying to catch stray strands of my cum and lick them up and guzzle them down. I came hard and long, watching my wife opening her mouth wide to take my seed while another man furrowed into her ass.
 

When it was over I felt so spent, I staggered off to the side and sank back into the armchair I'd been in earlier, where I had the perfect view.
 

Viktor fucked her ass slowly, making sure she felt every inch of him. I could already imagine what it would look like, seeing her leaking seed when he finished inside her. I didn't get to enjoy that view. I watched him pull himself out and walk around to her front.
 

My stomach tightened as he pressed his filthy cock to her lips. Her mouth turned down in a slight pout as she looked up at him but she didn't refuse. She opened her lips and let his cock in. I watched it disappear into her mouth. He didn't fuck her deep, just until the head of it touched her throat. A few slow strokes in and out of her was all it took. He grunted and I knew he was fucking his hot seed deep into her mouth.
 






Chapter 19

 


Viktor's buddies turned out to be very big and very black. We'd gone back upstairs after and Viktor had made steaks like he'd said and called his friends. I got a chance to talk to Val alone and ask her if she was still okay with everything. She was and this time I didn't feel any jealousy about it. It was so hot, fucking her with Viktor and the thought that she was going to have even more on her soon had my stomach tingling all afternoon.
 

I made sure not to drink too much so that I could enjoy what was going to happen to my wife.
 

Terrance and Darius showed up just as the sun started to go down. They seemed like nice guys, though they were pretty stoned when they got there. They didn't bat an eye at Shanice who served them drinks, still only wearing the collar and heels she had been when we'd shown up.
 

I saw Val eyeing them. She'd had a little too much wine and her eyes were a little droopy but she perked up as soon as the boys came in.
 

After introducing everyone, Viktor told her and Shanice to go downstairs and for Shanice to get Val ready. The guys were eyeing me for a bit as we drank our scotch until Viktor let out a laugh and said, "Is okay. He's good guy. Makes good fuck."
 

Their heads bobbed at his explanation and their smiles got a little more sincere. They chatted a bit with Viktor but I mostly sat silent, trying to get ready for the fact that these guys were all going to fuck my wife. After we'd finished our drinks, Viktor said we should go downstairs and get started.
 

Val was in the same position she'd been in that afternoon, shackled to the bench. Shanice was standing in the corner but stepped towards us as soon as we walked in. The boys seemed to know the routine already because they both dropped their pants. Their cocks were both as long as Viktor's but Darius' was thicker by far.
 

I looked at Val's backside. Her pussy had tightened back up after being used that afternoon. I glanced back at Darius who was staring at her. There was no way, was there? There was no way he was going to fit inside my wife.
 

Shanice got on her knees and started sucking Terrance off. Darius started stroking himself, the whole time eyeing Val.
 

I tried to melt into a dark corner with the chair. Not because I didn't want to take part but because before I did, I wanted to have the full experience. I wanted to see these guys and what the would do with my wife.
 

Once Terrance was hard, Shanice moved on to Darius. I started at Terrence's massive shaft. He was black as ebony and the head of his cock was only slightly lighter. He strutted over to where Val was tied down and slapped his cock against her ass.
 

"Nice whore, huh?" Viktor asked with a grin.
 

A thrill rushed through me at the thought that they were talking about my wife. My conservative, innocent wife who was about to be used as their fuck toy. 
 

Terrence didn't say anything back. He put a hand on Val's ass and spread her cheeks a little until the soft, wet pink of her pussy was glistening in the light. He pushed the head of his cock against her soft folds and I heard her gasp.
 

"Mmm," Terrance growled, "pussy's hot as fuck. This bitch in heat!"
 

Viktor and Darius who was still getting his cocked sucked hard by Shanice both burst into laughter.
 

Terrance chuckled with them then started pushing his cock into my wife. Her body flexed and I saw her wrists and ankles straining against the cuffs again. Terrance was as thick as Viktor so I was sure he was going to stretch her out but my eyes kept roaming back to Darius.
 

Shanice had him half-stiff now and she couldn't get her lips around him anymore so she'd just started licking under the head of his cock, along his glans and pumping at him with her hands. The thing looked like a long can of tomatoes.
 

Val's groan made me look back. Terrance was halfway inside her now, the place that Viktor had come to a stop before plunging the rest of himself inside. He stopped, his black hands running along her creamy, white ass.
 

"Shit," he muttered, "bitch is tight as fuck."
 

Viktor, who'd taken his clothes off by now too, stepped around and in front of Val. Where I'd been standing when I fucked her mouth. "She can take whole thing. She's good whore." He turned his head and shot me a wink and a smile.
 

A nervous shiver ran through me. Val had a pained expression on her face but I knew she had no choice. Terrance was going to drive himself deep inside her the same way Viktor had. I turned at the motion of Shanice walking across the room. She was walking towards me. To suck me off.
 

"Uh..." I muttered as she sank down on her knees in front of me. I wasn't sure I wanted things this way. I wanted to save myself, I wanted to fuck Val too. But the wet heat of Shanice's mouth proved irresistible and I let her sink down onto my stiffness again. I watched her lips hollow as she started to suck my cock.
 

I looked back up to see that Terrance had put his hands on either side of Val's hips. He was furrowing into her, his heavy balls swinging and slapping her clit with each saw of his cock. Then, in one massive thrust, he plowed into her hard.
 

Val screamed as the thick black cock disappeared inside her with a sloppy spurt. My jaw dropped open and my cock bounced as Shanice kept sucking me off. The whole bench holding Val rattled as her body tensed, flexing against the cuffs.
 

Terrance looked up at Viktor, his eyebrows a little high.
 

"You see?" Viktor asked, stroking his cock.
 

"Shit..." Terrance muttered as he let his hips rut against my wife one more time. 
 

Val let out a string of sobs, the same sound she'd made when Viktor had rammed his thick log into her. I realized that the two men standing above her shared something I never had and never would. I would never get as deep inside Val as they both had. I would never fill her as completely as they did. It was a little sad but also somehow hot. It was hard to stay sad with Shanice hauling on my cock with her sweet mouth.
 

Terrance pulled himself out half way, then thrust himself back in. The bench rattled as Val shook it again with her shudder of pleasure.
 

My mind raced back to our conversation earlier in the day. I knew she'd just been playing with me, not answering about whether she'd taken her pill or not, but the possibility that she hadn't filled me with jealousy and lust at the same time. If she hadn't, she was about to let this big, black stud breed her tight pink pussy. She was about to let him fuck her full of his seed. What if some of it took root and made her stomach grow? My cock flexed again at the thought.
 

Terrance had stretched her pussy out enough to be fucking her hard now. She moaned each time he forced himself into her and soon I saw her start shaking again. I knew that shake, it was the same tremor that had rippled through her body before she'd had a massive orgasm with Viktor.
 

"Shit!" Terrance groaned, sawing into her sloppy pussy, "Bitch gonna make me nut!"
 

Hearing him say it I watched Valerya's eyes go wide. The muscles in her face tensed. Her whole body stiffened. The bench shook beneath her. She screamed. Terrance groaned. I watched his balls tighten up between his legs. As Val came on his cock, her pussy tightening around him and milking him for seed, I saw his organ flexing into her, delivering its sticky load.
 

He groaned again as another wave of orgasm rushed through him and slammed into her hard, stuffing his cock deep inside her and shoving his cum up along with it.
 

I couldn't stand any more. I started to come. The first wave of my orgasm rushed through me just as I saw Terrance pulling his long, flagging cock out of my wife. As his head slipped out, it was followed by a sticky flush of his white cum. My whole body shook as more of seed blasted into Shanice's mouth at the sight. 
 

Val's pussy began to seal up. As her lips came together, back to their usual tightness, they locked in the juice Terrance had fucked into her. As I sat there, spurting my own load into beautiful Shanice's mouth, Terrance's seed was swimming deep into her body searching for life.
 

I groaned, exhausted by the string of orgasms I'd had that day. I had barely anything left and it didn't take Shanice long to clean me off. Viktor looked over.
 

Darius stepped in behind Valerya. His thick, black cock looked even thicker now that it was next to her body and in a strange way I was glad that Terrance had taken her first and stretched her before Darius took her.
 

As Darius put a hand on the bottom of her ass and opened her pussy, more of Terrance's cum came leaking out in thick spurts. Without waiting for her pussy to empty, Darius pushed the dark head of his fat cock against Val's used pussy lips and began to press himself in.
 

Her mouth dropped open and the same low wail came out. Her body flexed against the cuffs as Darius pushed deeper and deeper into her tightness. Her eyes went wider and wider as he filled her with his hard root. Her pussy was stretched so tight around his lips the pink lips began to turn red. He kept plowing into her, burying his cock into her little cunt until he reached the end and there was nothing left.
 

"Mmm...she fine," was all he said, then started pressing in and out of her, slowly enjoying every tight inch of her little hole. After a while he spat on her ass and worked it in with his thumb, opening her back hole that Viktor and I had cleaned. He pulled his cock out and slapped it against her anus, then pushed the head of it against her circle and began to dig in.
 

It seemed like all of the energy had been sapped from Valerya but when she felt that thick cock push into her it breathed life into her. She started writhing in her cuffs, as if she were straining to get out, wrestling against the fat cock that was piercing her. But she didn't say anything. There were no words of protest, no "summer house" safe word. I watched in awe and horror as Darius stretched her ass as widely as her pussy was gaping and began to shove back and forth inside.
 

He grabbed her hair, the way Viktor had. Not enough that it hurt her but enough to pull her head back, exposing her neck. 
 

My eyes rushed back and forth between his black fist tangled in her hair and the way his dark skin looked boring into her behind. I watched his body tighten, watched him grab her hip, his thrusts turning into jerks. He grunted and "oh fuck," right before I saw his balls come up close to his body the way Terrance's had and his cock hardened inside my wife.
 

Val groaned as he unloaded deep inside her asshole, pummelling load after load of his hot seed into her ass. He slowed down, stretching out his orgasm and staring at what he was doing to my wife.
 

Viktor had moved behind him and as soon as Darius pulled out he stepped in and pushed himself back into Valerya's pussy. Her ass was drooling hot, white cum and it spilled down onto his cock. As he moved into her, he took some of it inside.
 

I'd lost track of how many times she'd come or I had. I sat and stared as Viktor brought himself to the brink of orgasm then exploded into her pussy the same way Terrance had. Again the thought that she might not have taken her pill that morning surged to the front of my mind. His hard cock flexed inside her delivering load after load of hot semen pulsing deep into her womb. She was filled with two men's cum now, not mine. A primal, jealous heat burned inside me as I realized I was hard.
 

Viktor pulled out of her quickly and stepped to one side. As if I knew that was my cue, I got up, walked across the room. The size of my cock paled in comparison to the other guys but I didn't care. Pointing myself at her gaping hole, I thrust into her. Suddenly I was drenched in their cum. It came spilling out of Val, oozing all over my pole and dripping down onto the floor. 
 

I knew I had nothing left to give, that I'd been sucked dry by Shanice and what little I'd had earlier that day I'd spent inside Val's mouth. I didn't care. My body didn't care. I had to make the effort, at least, to try and give myself a fighting chance.
 

Val looked back at me. "Come on baby. Breed me. Breed me with your cum!" she whispered, staring into my eyes. She looked so hot and perfect and felt so good and sloppy wet. I found myself on the brink of an almost painful orgasm, then let go and felt myself come.
 

By the time I'd finished the guys had their clothes on and we all kind of muttered good night. Viktor told Shanice to go upstairs and get the guest bed ready, that we would be staying the night. He unbuckled Val and helped her up.
 

"Wow, you guys are fun!" he said.
 

Both of us started chuckling, then laughing. Viktor started to look a little put out.
 

"Hey man, I had no idea how much fun we were until we met you!" I said, trying to explain our giggles.
 

He got it immediately and started laughing too and in some crazy way the whole thing felt normal and good. We all got dressed and went upstairs and had some water before he showed us our bed. We crawled in and passed out almost right away.
 

"Hey," I whispered through the darkness. "You okay?"
 

Val chuckled. "My bum hurts a little," she whispered.
 

I laughed, then pulled her close. "That was crazy."
 

"It was fun," she smiled.
 

I let the silence settle around us as I let myself start to drift off to sleep. The memory of our conversation earlier jarred me awake.
 

"Hey baby?" I asked, trying not to sound upset.
 

"Hmmm?" she purred through the darkness, her voice soft and sleepy in the night.
 

"You did take that pill, didn't you? This morning?"
 

The crickets sang to the moonlight outside. All I heard was her smile.
 








***
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Foreign Affairs


Ken Sanders has been informed he is being transferred from his post in Africa. 

As the date of his departure nears, a dark fantasy from his past looms large. 

When his wife discovers his voyeuristic tendencies, she suggests he give in to his desire and share her with another man. 

The act leaves them both hungry for more. Will they ever be satisfied? 


Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
Watching Her Work: A Hotwife Romance Novel
"That is your wife?" they'd ask, incredulous that someone like me could ever bed someone like her.


His book is being turned into a movie. His wife Adriana is the star. Roger Herrington has it all.


When he finds out that a racy scene has been added and that he won't be allowed to watch, Roger is forced to re-examine his past and confront the source of his jealous lust.


A 40,000-word erotic wife-watching tale of voyeurism and seduction.


Just Between Us: A Hotwife Novel

A box of pictures from Katherine's past leads Mark to discover a fantasy he didn't know he had.


His curiosity turns into an obsession that starts to take over his entire life: watching his wife with another man. When Katherine finds out about his new found fetish, her reaction to it is completely unexpected. 

Together, the two embark on a journey to see the fantasy fulfilled. But when Katherine seems too eager to please, Mark starts to wonder whose fantasy this is really about.



Hotwife Hotel : A Wifewatching Romance 


When Rebecca inherits an old house on the east coast, she convinces her husband that the move would be a good change of pace. 

In the hopes of reviving their marriage, John agrees and the two decide to turn the place into a bed and breakfast. 

John soon realizes the hotel is the perfect place to live out his secret fantasy of watching his wife with another man.
 
Will he be able to convince Rebecca? Or are some fantasies better left unsaid?
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