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1.    A stormy night

They say that bad things come in threes. It certainly looked like that when I had to sell my small high street business due to pressure from online competition, my wife lost her job, and her brother got divorced and moved to live with us in London—only until he got his life back in order as he assured us. Well, there were still some good things going on for Mila and me. Our two sons, aged 14 and 12, were doing well at school. We also managed to repay our mortgage with the money from Mila’s redundancy package and the proceeds from the sale of my business. We did not have to worry anymore about mortgage payments. However, the balance in our bank account was nearing zero.

The rational thing to do was cut down expenses and urgently look for new jobs, but we did exactly the opposite. We decided to take up the offer of Mila’s brother to look after our kids so that Mila and I had a getaway for a couple of weeks to destress and figure things out. To make matters worse financially, instead of choosing a place closer to home for our holiday, like in the UK, or visiting my parents in Saltsburg, we opted for a caravan trip to the USA!

It so happened that I was meeting my ex-business partner, Donald, who had bought me out, to hand over a few things, and I told him that my wife and I were stressed. He suggested that we borrow the RV of his elderly parents, who lived in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, and go on a trip along America’s east coast for a couple of weeks.

Thus, a week after my conversation with Donald, Mila and I were staying in his dad’s Class C RV, parked in a small meadow, just a few yards off the road. We had booked a campsite at Pouty Beach near Newport in Vermont and were hoping to get there the next day by following the route recommended by Donald’s dad. We had just crossed into New York State, and after a long day of driving, we had decided to boondock. It was our first night of the trip, and it was pouring down like hell. It had started to rain at about 7 pm, just after we had parked for the night. It was almost 9 pm, and there was no sign of the weather letting up.

To be fair, it was June, and wet weather was to be expected. As long as we were not confined inside for days on end, I didn’t mind spending the first evening of our trip indoors. Especially since our mobile home had a pleasant interior finish and had been looked after well. We had everything we needed and were not too inconvenienced by the weather. In a way, I enjoyed the experience. It felt cosy in the RV despite the raging storm outside, and I liked the feeling.

[image: RV layout]

After a quick dinner, Mila and I took showers and went to the bedroom in the rear of the RV. I had folded out the piece into the middle between the twin beds and brought both beds together to make a larger bed. We sat on the edge of the bed, and I turned off the lights, except the night light, hoping to have sex with my wife after being horny all day long. Mila had put on only her black thong, and I was in my briefs. I was eager to make out with her and was desperately trying to get to her nicely shaped B-size boobs. However, Mila kept pushing my hand away. My wife is a woman who loves sex, and the two of us had always had great sex, so I knew that she was pushing back on my attempts only because she was too worked up by the weather and preferred to just cuddle up to me until the storm passed.

“Gosh, Peter!” Mila squalled when a massive bolt of lightning, immediately followed by thunder, made the night bright as day for a few seconds, letting us see through the window the torrents of mud flowing around us. I was not scared of the thunderstorm per se, but I was beginning to worry a little whether we would be able to drive the RV out of the mud the next morning.

“What a thunderstorm! Peter, is it safe in this RV?” Mila asked me after the claps of thunder subsided.

“It is safe inside, honey,” I replied and hugged her tightly. “The car acts as a Faraday cage. Do you know what a Faraday cage is?”

I tried to remember the physics lesson from my school days as I prepared to explain to my wife how a Faraday cage worked when a fierce banging on the door interrupted my thoughts.

Mila and I looked at each other, and after a moment of hesitation, I said, “Mila, it could be someone in trouble.”

The banging became more intense.

Mila grabbed her white shirt and hurriedly put it on to cover her breasts before saying, “Don’t open the door! Just check through the window!”

I turned the lights on, put on my shorts and espadrilles and grabbed my t-shirt. I went to the door, and when I looked through the window, I saw a man who immediately yelled at me to let him in.

I was unsure what to do, but after I hesitated for another couple of seconds, I looked at Mila and said, “He’s soaking wet, hon. I have to let him in.”

Mila hastily put on her short denim shorts, slipped into her sandals, and stood next to the shower cabin.

She looked scared but nodded. “OK.”

I put on my t-shirt and opened the door.

A guy in his late twenties or early thirties grinned at me and said, “Thank you so much!” 

He went inside without waiting to be invited, almost pushing me out of his way.

I shut the door behind the stranger and looked at him. He was six foot one or two inches tall, with a slim but muscular body, broad shoulders and chest, and chiselled arms. He had a handsome face with brown eyes, brown medium-length hair, and a short stubble beard. The guy was standing in the RV with muddy shoes and water dripping from him all over the carpet. His white and blue stripe t-shirt was torn near the neck, suggesting that he had been in some fight. The mud droplets scattered on his blue shorts meant that he had been running.

“Sorry for the mess, dude,” he said and wiped the water from his face.

Then he noticed my wife, who was still standing in the corridor between the bedroom and the kitchen. She was staring at the guy with a mixture of fear and compassion.

“Hello! I am Jack,” the stranger introduced himself as he smiled and waved at Mila.

“Hi, I am Peter, and this is my wife, Milena,” I introduced myself and my wife.

“Hi,” Mila said quietly and waved back at Jack.

Then she unhooked my towel from the hanger next to the shower cabin and came to Jack and me.

Mila handed the towel to Jack and said, “Here, Jack, you are soaking wet.”

“You betcha!” was Jack’s short answer as he took the towel and smiled at my wife.

Jack quickly brushed the water off his face, arms, and legs, dropped the towel on the chair next to the Lagun table and turned to me. “Peter, we need to leave this place immediately. It’s not safe here!”

I got scared. 

Shit! I’ve parked near a riverbed or something, I thought. We’ll be swept away by flash flooding! 

I grabbed the car keys and sat in the driver’s seat. Mila joined me in the passenger seat. Jack sat between the two seats on the step between the cab and the living room area.

Just when I was about to start the engine, I looked in the rear mirror and saw the flashing lights of a police car in the distance. At the same moment, I heard someone shouting, “Police!” followed by a loud banging on the door.

“Drive! Now!” Jack shouted at me and lifted his t-shirt.

I noticed the silhouette of a gun in the pocket of his shorts.

Mila followed my gaze and froze. Jack pulled out the gun and pointed it at my wife. The banging on the door and the shouting intensified.

I distinguished through the thunders of the storm the words: “Police! Open the door!”

“Drive!” came Jack’s command, loud and clear.

I turned on the engine, and off we went. The RV skidded initially, but within a couple of seconds, its tires found enough grip and miraculously, I was able to drive off.

“On the road, Peter!” Jack commanded, still pointing his gun at my wife. “Turn right, and don’t stop!”

As soon as we got on the road, Jack stopped aiming his gun at Mila but kept it in his hand.

Neither Mila nor I knew what to say to this guy; we were too scared. He seemed not too keen to talk either, just watched us closely. After driving for about five minutes, I gathered the courage to speak to him.

I kept my eyes on the road while, at the same time, I tried to catch a glimpse of Jack’s reaction in the rear mirror when I said, “You know that the police are probably following us. What’s the point, Jack?”

“No, they aren’t following us!” he replied confidently. “What you saw in your rear mirror, Peter, was a police car driven into a ditch. It’s immobile.”

After another five minutes of driving in silence, I decided I could not keep going like this.

I abruptly pulled over, turned to our kidnapper, and said, “Jack, the police must have noted down the vehicle’s registration number. They will trace us.”

“Unlikely,” Jack said and grinned at me before he continued to explain. “The cop came straight to the RV’s door and had no torch to see the number plate. And you drove off fast; there is no way he could have seen and remembered the vehicle’s number in this weather.” Jack looked at Mila. “You know what, Peter? I will feel more in control if I squeeze in the passenger seat next to your lovely wife!”

Jack stood up and stepped in front of Mila, straddling her knees and leaning his butt against the dashboard. My wife was staring at me and refusing to look at our kidnapper. However, he put his gun to her chin and made her turn her head and look at him.

He stared at my wife with an intimidating look and dragged the muzzle down her chin to her neck. In the rush when he had banged on the door, Mila had managed to button only two middle buttons of her shirt, leaving a large part of her chest and stomach exposed. Jack noticed her wardrobe malfunction. He moved his gun to her chest into her cleavage and pushed aside the left panel of her thin shirt, revealing a good portion of her breast, leaving only her nipple covered. He traced her mound of flesh with the muzzle of his gun, and, short of exposing her nipple, he touched her pink areola. At the same time, he said to me, “I don’t want to hurt such a pretty woman, Peter, so going forward, listen to me and do what I say!”

He used his gun to pull back the fabric of Mila’s shirt and cover her breast. Then he put the muzzle to her neck, under her chin, and nudged her to stand up. Mila unfastened her belt and stood up with her face pale like a ghost’s. Jack swiftly took her seat, grabbed her by the waist, turned her around, and made her sit on his lap.

“Now I know that you won’t do anything stupid, Peter,” Jack said to me as he held my wife around the waist, with his hand on her stomach and the pads of his fingers on the exposed skin just above her belly button.

He tapped with his gun on the dashboard. “Drive!”

Mila looked at me, and I saw the fear in her eyes. She was still terrified despite Jack not pointing the gun at her. I had no choice but to comply with Jack’s order. I got back on the road.

Having decided that there was no point in arguing with our assailant, I kept driving without speaking. Jack did not speak either. Holding my wife tightly on his lap, he stared ahead at the road, only occasionally casting an eye on me. Mila was also not looking at me; she, too, stared ahead through the windshield. Since she was forced to sit without the support of the seat backrest and the safety of the seatbelt, she tried to balance the g-forces on the winding road by holding with her hand Jack’s hand that he had placed on her stomach. I was finally able to gather my thoughts and began thinking about how I could get Mila and myself out of the awful situation that we had gotten ourselves into. The road that Jack had chosen seemed desolate at this time of the night. We met only two cars, so asking for help was not an option.

Shall I fight him? I asked myself. Shall I stop the RV and hit him in the head until I knock him out?

Jack was quite fit, but I have never been a weakling either. Indeed, I was 39 years old and was past my prime, but I could still have taken my chances and tried to overpower him.

I briefly looked at Jack, then looked back at the road.

His gun and his arm wrapped around my wife’s waist, keeping her as his hostage, made me give up on the idea of a physical confrontation with him. The odds were not on my side. I did not want to risk harm to my wife if I attacked him. I loved Mila very much, and she loved me. She was a beautiful, faithful, and caring wife and did not deserve to be hurt or even killed in a scuffle between Jack and me.

It is not going to be a fair fight. No, attacking him is not an option, I decided.

I glanced at Jack again. His hand had hiked Mila’s shirt further up, and his palm was spread over her exposed abs. My wife’s thighs were on top of his, and her soft skin was rubbing against his.

There’s no way he’s not feeling her sex appeal, I thought. Why can’t we use it to our advantage?

Then I started to entertain the idea that somehow, like in one of those action movies with hostages, if Mila could distract Jack with her charms, we might trick him into letting us escape.

If anyone could seduce a man in the current circumstances, that would be Mila, I thought, and I was not wrong.

At five feet six inches tall, with a slim but not skinny body, sporting a nicely shaped firm butt and long slender legs, a flat stomach, and B-size round-shaped firm breasts, even at 34, my wife was turning men’s heads. Her toned body, with its hourglass shape and low hip to waist ratio, was not the only thing that attracted men’s attention. Mila was blessed with smooth white skin and had a pretty face with beautiful greenish-brown eyes, high cheekbones, a straight nose, a narrow jawline, and full lips. Her shoulder-length light-brown hair with blonde highlights and half updos with clipped sections added an additional feminine touch to her beauty.

Mila was a beautiful and sexy woman, and with her charming smile and soft voice, she could have pulled the trick. However, that was not my wife. Mila knew that she was pretty, but she was a prudent woman, even shy at times, and it was not in her nature to flirt with other men.

I took a deep breath and sighed. I had to accept that my wife and I were kidnapped, and there was nothing I could do but carry on driving.

I looked at Jack out of the corner of my eye. I tried to figure out what type of person Mila and I were dealing with. His facial features were at odds with his violent behaviour. They were somewhat soft, even handsome, and his face created the impression of someone mild-tempered rather than the cold-blooded brute that his actions suggested he was.

Maybe he’s not that dangerous after all, I thought. Perhaps I should not rush and do something that can escalate beyond control. Maybe time is on our side. Let him calm down. Get to know him better before deciding what to do.

Mila seemed to have come to a similar conclusion as me.

She seemed to have relaxed a little. She looked less tense now, especially after Jack whispered in her ear, with his lips almost making contact with the skin of her cheek, “Relax, Milena! If I wanted to hurt you, I would have done so by now. As soon as I am out of trouble, I will let you and Peter go; just don’t do anything stupid. OK?”

Mila nodded in agreement without looking at Jack as she continued to stare at the road ahead.

Our kidnapper had also calmed down. He tucked the gun into his pocket and put his hand on Mila’s buttock to provide her with extra support on the curvy road. He seemed not to be having too ill intentions towards my wife and me after all. Indeed, it looked like his mind was focused only on his escape from the police and did not intend to kill us, rob us, or rape Mila—all the horrible things that had gone through my head when he had pulled out his gun. The conclusions I made about Jack’s intentions were somewhat comforting. However, at the same time, I noticed that he appreciated the beauty of my wife too much because he kept secretly ogling her assets. I caught him several times looking down at her cleavage. A good portion of her tits could be seen from Jack’s excellent vantage point. He did not miss checking out her sexy legs either; he glanced at them too frequently to be accidental.

I must admit that, despite our precarious situation, I was getting a hard-on from watching Jack checking my wife out and feeling her up. My mind was especially fixated on his hands. The way he had hugged her as he was trying to keep her steady on his lap was the epitome of his domination and her surrender. His right hand was pressed tightly on her fit stomach, just above the belly button, and occasionally drifted up to her breasts and bunched up her shirt. His left hand was placed on her hip and slipped below the hem of her denim shorts onto the naked skin of her outer thigh each time the RV was going round the sharp bends on the road.

Is this what you ought to be thinking about, Peter? I asked myself.

I decided that it was not the right time to entertain my dormant hotwife fantasies, so I focused my thoughts on the task at hand, i.e. getting Mila and me safely out of danger.

I kept contemplating various scenarios of how Mila and I could save ourselves. My ideas ranged from stopping for a convenience break and secretly making a phone call to the police, to something more drastic, like driving at speed into a petrol station and crashing into a pump to attract attention. Jack, however, seemed to have been guessing what was going through my head. He also appeared to know the area very well and instructed me to get on a different road, each time I noticed ahead of us a petrol station or a town or any other amenity on the satnav map. After a while, I figured out that he would not let me go near any petrol station or settlement, so I stopped looking at the satnav map. Jack was visibly pleased that he outsmarted me. In fact, I was sure that he enjoyed toying with me because he grinned every time he told me to turn right or left at a junction and, after that, looked at Mila with a triumphant smile on his face. As if to say to her: ‘Look! I outsmarted your husband yet again!’

Mila was ignoring him. She sat on his lap, tolerating his hands on her stomach and thigh. However, she avoided crossing his gaze, thus denying him the opportunity to gloat in front of her.

It was a quarter past ten when Jack said, “Peter, do you see the dirt road on the right? Follow it!”

I took the dirt road that Jack had pointed at, and after a few hundred yards, he said, “Stop here, Peter!”

I stopped the RV and turned off the engine. I was hoping against hope that Jack would get out of the RV and let Mila and me go. However, I knew too well that it was very unlikely for that to happen. The place was desolate, and Jack would not risk walking on his own in the middle of nowhere.

But if he’s not gonna leave us alone, why did we stop here? I asked myself, and then a troubling thought crossed my mind: He will kill us!

Indeed, it was a very plausible scenario that he might have chosen the location to kill us. A quiet, dark, desolate place. It was a perfect spot to shoot my wife and me. After all, this way, he would get the RV for himself and would not have to worry about keeping us as his hostages.

I looked at Jack.

My face must have betrayed my thoughts because he smiled as he said, “No, Peter, I haven’t brought you here to shoot you or your lovely wife. Relax, man!”

The way he said it and his perceptiveness made me believe he meant what he said. I even thought he might leave us alone, perhaps take one of our phones to call for a pickup and let us go.

However, he did not do that. Instead, he rubbed my wife’s belly, and this time his hand went really up, straight onto her tits, rucking up her shirt so much that one of the two fastened buttons unfastened and bared her boob.

His hand shamelessly cupped her breast as he asked her, “You OK, Milena?”

Mila trembled when she felt his hand on her boob but did not push him away or in any other way protest his hand’s incursion. She was just too stunned and only whispered, “I’m OK.”

Then suddenly, Jack let go of her breast and blushed. Yep, the guy blushed as if he had realised his hand had slipped where it was not supposed to have gone, and he was embarrassed by his actions.

Maybe he touched her by accident, I thought. Perhaps his hand accidentally slipped onto Mila’s breast. 

Whatever the reasons for Jack’s hand cupping my wife’s boob, I found it so arousing that I felt ashamed of myself, especially in the current circumstances, and I blushed too. My wife’s face was flushed as well.

“Mila, honey, you OK?” I asked.

She nodded. “Um-hum.”

There was an uncomfortable silence for a few seconds. Jack cleared his throat and tapped Mila on the thigh.

“Let me get up, Milena,” he said. “Or, can I call you Mila?”

“Sure,” my wife replied briefly and stood up to let Jack get up. She hastily tucked her breast back in her shirt and fastened two buttons.

Jack rose, put his hand on the small of my wife’s back to make sure he did not push her while negotiating the space between her and the passenger seat, and said, “Turn off the headlights, Peter!”

I had no other choice but to switch off the headlights as instructed. I turned around in my seat to keep an eye on Jack, who went into the living room area. He stood next to the adjustable Lagun table that we had left opened up in the rush, turned on the RV’s interior lights, and took off his t-shirt, revealing his chest muscles, biceps, and six-pack abs. I had to admit to myself that the guy had an impressive body. My wife was also watching what our kidnapper was doing. I was sure she would have enjoyed the free male striptease show if the circumstances were different.

I reached out to draw close the curtains separating the cab and the living room to give Jack some privacy, but he stopped me.

He waved his finger at me. “Uh-uh! Don’t do that! I need to be able to see you. I don’t want you to do something stupid!”

Jack took the gun out of his pocket and put it on the table. Then, before Mila and I realised what he would do, he pulled his shorts and briefs down to his ankles, swaying a massive cock. The semi-erect state of his penis was a testimony of the powerful effect that my wife’s bum sitting on his lap had had on him. I expected that Mila would turn her gaze away, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw that she kept looking at Jack.

She’s too numb with fear to let him out of sight even for a second, I thought.

“When it is wet in this country, it is truly wet,” Jack lamented the weather and used my towel to dry his chest, back and groins, shamelessly pulling his balls and cock to one side and then to the other.

He kicked off his wet sneakers, bent over and removed his wet socks. His cock swung between his legs.

Jack stood up straight and murmured, “My balls chafed!”

He massaged his testicles and the base of his penis.

It didn’t matter whether he was just open-minded or felt the circumstances justified exposing himself. He was showing a lack of respect for my wife and me. I felt especially humiliated because his cock was so large. It felt like he was mocking me.

And as if to add insult to injury, he asked me, “Peter, can I borrow some of your spare clothes, please?”

As if in a trance, still staring at his impressive manhood, I said, “Yes, sure. You’ll find shorts and t-shirts in the overhead cabinet in the bedroom, on the left.”

Jack looked in the direction of the bedroom and hesitated. He didn’t want to leave Mila and me out of his sight.

“I’ll bring them to you,” Mila said, realising his predicament, and put her foot on the step to the living room to head for the bedroom, but Jack stopped her.

“Hold on!” he said. “Before you do that, take the car keys from Peter and bring them to me, please!”

I gave Mila the car keys. As she passed in front of our kidnapper’s naked body, she dropped the keys on the table beside him and went to the bedroom. She took a pair of socks, my navy-blue shorts and my black t-shirt and brought them to Jack. My wife looked surprisingly calm. She was standing just a few inches away from the cock of another man and was not bothered. What was more, it seemed she was not so afraid of Jack now.

What’s up with her? I couldn’t help but ask myself. Just a second ago, she was paralysed in fear of this guy. She was so stunned by his audacity to feel her breast that she did not even try to remove his hand, and now she just stands there without giving a damn shit about his dick or gun! Is the rush of adrenaline numbed her to the point of indifference? Is she so shocked by the recent events that any decency considerations are now the least of her concerns?

Jack put on my shorts and t-shirt.

He turned his sneakers upside down and sat in one of the chairs at the table.

“It feels so much better to be dry,” he said as he rubbed his feet before putting on the socks.

With her arms crossed on her chest, Mila had been standing in front of Jack and patiently watching him put his clothes on.

Now she said to him, “Jack, why don’t you let us go? It stopped raining; the storm is gone. You go your way; Peter and I go our way, and we’ll call it quits. It will be as if nothing happened!”

Wow! I thought. She is brave!

“You know it won’t work that way, Mila,” Jack said and took his gun. He pointed it at her thigh and said, “Take a seat!” 

He pressed the muzzle against her flesh and nudged her to sit down in the chair across from him.

Mila’s face turned white again, and she sat down. It looked like she had lost some of her confidence, but she still stared at Jack.

“Relax, Mila! I won’t harm you or your husband unless one of you does something stupid,” Jack said to my wife. “I am not a bad guy. I just need your help until tomorrow morning while I sort out a few things.”

The colour of Mila’s face returned to normal as she regained her composure.

“What things, Jack?” she asked our captor sternly, not taking her gaze off him.

“Well, things!” he replied, a little taken aback by the abruptness of her question. Then he added, “You’ll find out in due course. Now is not the right time.”

Mila said bluntly, “You say you are not a bad person, but you are kidnapping us. You ran away from the police. I think you are a criminal, Jack. You are a brutal killer!”

A cold wave ran down my spine as I thought, she’s gonna get herself killed! She’s provoking him too much!

To my surprise, there was no adverse reaction from Jack.

Instead, he said in a conciliatory tone, “I am not a brutal killer, Mila!”

Mila kept staring him in the face. Her look was stern, almost provocative.

Now Jack seemed to get concerned that he might be perceived as weak because he waved his gun at her and firmed up his tone. “Don’t rattle a man who has a gun in his hand, Mila!”

“Or what?” Mila snapped at him. “You are going to kill me, is that it? Because you are a killer, aren’t you?”

I was scared for my wife’s life. She was too brave for comfort. I was concerned that Jack would respond with some violence, but it appeared that Mila was better than me at reading him.

He struggled with how to respond to her. Up to the point that he looked away from her and murmured, “You know nothing about me!”

Mila said in a patronising tone, “Well, then tell me what I should know about you, Jack! Because what I’ve seen from you so far is only violence and intimidation! What makes you think you are a good person?”

Wow! Wow! Wow! I thought, admiring my wife’s bravery but also worried that she was rattling this violent man too much.

Jack’s face turned serious. “What’s the point, Mila?” he asked. “Will you believe anything I tell you?”

“Try me!” was my wife’s brief response.

Jack stared through the window as if he could see in the pitch dark outside.

Then, after a minute of contemplation, he turned his gaze to Mila and said, “Maybe if I tell you the truth, you will be more willing to help me.” He took a deep breath and exhaled before he continued. “OK. I am a drug dealer. I am 27 and have been in the business for the past two years; I was a little old to get involved in this trade, but I had no choice. I did it because I desperately needed money. My parents were shot dead in a robbery three years ago, and the gangsters raped my younger sister, Amanda. The rape made her mentally unstable, and ever since then, she has needed medical treatment in a mental health clinic. I was grief-stricken over the death of my parents, worrying about my sister, and at the same time, the whole financial burden for her treatment had fallen on my shoulders. I was at my lowest when I got arrested for a fight in a pub. While in custody, I met a guy who offered me to work for Big Daddy. Do you know who Big Daddy is?”

Both Mila and I shook heads.

Jack explained, “Big Daddy is a kingpin in the drugs trade. He is feared because he is brutal and has moles in the police and the local government. No one in the cartel, even the top bosses, knows who he is because he meets only his right-hand man and does it always privately.

“Anyway, with my parents gone, I turned to narco-trafficking; that’s it! Blame me or not! That’s how I got into the ‘mafia’.

“I worked hard and succeeded where others couldn’t. Perhaps I did so well because I did not care too much about my life and was happy to take higher personal risks than the others. Gradually I managed to build a reputation as someone who gets the job done and gained the trust of the high bosses and even that of Big Daddy. I was given bigger and bigger assignments. They didn’t know that I had never liked what I was doing, so when my latest role put me on the path of becoming a killer for one of the Boston gangs, I decided to quit. However, this is not a job you just walk away from, so I began looking for the right moment. I managed to get hold of a large stash of Big Daddy’s cocaine, and I also gathered information about his people in the local government and the police. I wanted to use this to hurt Big Daddy and stop what he and his people do. I hoped to make a deal with the cops and that the police would give me a new identity and put me on the witness protection programme.

“This morning, I went to the police station and said I wanted to make a deal. The sheriff listened to me, and despite the objections of my lawyer, he arrested me. There are corrupt cops everywhere, and as I said, Big Daddy’s tentacles are many. I figured out that something fishy was going on when they kept me in custody without anyone speaking to me all day long. Finally, at 8 pm, two cops turned up. They told me they would transfer me to another precinct during the night for my own safety. I knew exactly what that meant. They planned to kill me. However, they made a mistake not to search me again. I had stolen a paper clip from the sheriff’s office, and, once in the car, I unlocked the handcuffs. I know a few tricks! When the cop, who was driving the car, began slowing down, looking for a place to pull over for a short toilet break, as he said, I knew that they planned to kill me there, fabricating that I was shot in an attempt to run away. I did not wait for that to happen and hit the driver on the head with my handcuffs, knocking him unconscious. The car went into the ditch. I overpowered the cop next to me and took his gun. I am not a killer, so I did not shoot the cops, despite that they were more criminals than I am. I opted to run away in the night, hoping that they would lose me in the storm as I was certain that they would pursue me on foot. When I saw your RV, I decided to ask you to help me get to civilisation. However, one of the cops began banging on the door, and I had no other choice but to compel you to drive off.”

When Jack finished his tale, he looked at Mila for a few seconds before his eyes wandered from her to me as he tried to read on our faces whether we believed him or not. I left the driver’s seat and sat beside my wife. Jack did not stop me. He was still holding his gun but was not pointing it at any of us. Our captor probably expected that his story would win us to his side; however, I did not know what to make of it. It felt too far-fetched. And most importantly, I was unsure if I could trust a stranger who had kidnapped us and had just admitted that he was a drug dealer, yielding a gun he had stolen from a police officer after a scuffle with him and his colleague. On the other hand, I thought it was unusual for a hardened criminal to sit down and tell us his story.

Mila probably had similar thoughts and said, “Jack, I am not sure I can believe you.”

“I know,” he said, “I have no proof. However, think about it! Would I be sitting here and telling you all this if I were a brutal killer?”

“I don’t know” was Mila’s brief answer.

“I want you to help me escape to Canada,” Jack said. “You will drive me to the border, and I’ll manage from there.”

What he said didn’t make sense to me. How will he enter Canada without a passport? And if he is sought by the police, how will he cross the border? But do I care? As long as we get rid of him!

“Jack, if you wanted to go to Canada,” I said, “why did we have to drive south for the past hour? I looked at the satnav. We are near Elmira.”

Jack sighed. “Well, I panicked. And I did not have a plan. I came up with the Canada plan just now.”

“So, you want me to drive you to the border, and then you will let us go, is that right?” I asked him.

“Yes,” he replied. “We can travel only during the night, I am afraid. And we are not going through Buffalo; I want to cross the border into Quebec. I have a friend in French Canada who can help me.”

Jack put the gun in his pocket and sat back. I was unsure if I could believe even half of his story, but the fact that he had bothered to tell it and had become somewhat humbler changed how I looked at him. I was more inclined to think that Jack would let us go unharmed. Mila must have also grown more sympathetic to him because she returned the smile when he smiled at her. That was the first time my wife smiled after he had entered our RV.

Mila stood up and asked him, “Jack, have you had dinner?”

Jack shook his head.

“We’ve got some pizza in the fridge,” Mila said. “I can warm it for you.”

Jack smiled at her. “Awesome! Thank you, Mila!”

Mila took the pizza out of the fridge and put it in the microwave. She leaned her back against the pantry cupboard and stared at Jack while waiting for his pizza to warm up. Touching her clavicle under her neck, Mila was deep in thought, trying to read Jack’s face and figure out if he was lying to us or not. With her eyes fixed on Jack, she pushed her pelvis forward and began swinging her hips slightly from side to size. Her shorts were riding up, exposing the creases between her pussy and thighs, showing plenty of leg and letting her cameltoe play peek-a-boo with each swing.

Jack couldn’t help but move his gaze to her crotch.

God! I thought. Does she realise what she is doing? I must be insane, but it feels so erotic! Mila looks so sexy!

Jack caught himself staring at my wife’s thighs and looked back at her face. He smiled shyly at her. She smiled back at him and continued to watch his face.

Wow! So many smiles all of a sudden, I thought, but that’s better than guns! 

It was a little uncomfortable, but we all stayed quiet, waiting for Jack’s pizza to get ready.

Mila is not flirting for real. She’s beguiling him! I continued to ponder over the dynamic that had started to develop between the three of us and our options for escape. And well done to her! I didn’t know she had it in her, but well done to her! Use your charms, girl, and save us! Make him lower his guard, and I’ll strike him. Well, we’ll run away. Not strike him, no! I can’t shoot him. 

Can’t I? If I get his gun, why not? Self-defence! Hm. I. . . shoot. . . him! Um, doesn’t sound good. Killing a man? Tough call! I kill him. Hm. Or he kills us! Yeah, he will if attacked.

Hmm. Best is if we negotiate our release. That is an option with Mila’s charms. No, not really. He wants to reach the border, perhaps use us as a human shield. He won’t let us go! He won’t! 

It’s more likely he falls for Mila and starts trusting us, falls asleep, and we leave him behind. Or tie him up and dump him out. Why not?

Jack held my wife’s gaze for a while, and then his eyes wandered down to her chest and then to her stomach, which was still partially exposed as Mila had not tucked her shirt into her shorts. This time she caught his gaze, and realising that part of her belly was still uncovered, she quickly tucked her shirt into her pants. Then she checked the top buttons of her blouse and fastened them.

“Sorry about the. . . ,” Jack said when he saw my wife was concerned about her cleavage. He did not finish his thought. Instead, he pointed at her chest and smiling at her, he waved his hand vaguely as he mumbled, “I was, um, . . . I was stressed, and . . . umm. . . sorry if I—”

“That’s OK!” Mila said quickly, embarrassed as we all knew what Jack referred to. He referred to feeling her breast while she was sitting on his lap.

Mila smiled at Jack. Again!

I could bet a hundred bucks that it was a coquettish smile, but then I thought to myself: It’s my imagination. She’s just embarrassed.

Mila looked at me and blushed.

The microwave bell rang and saved us from the uncomfortable silence that had ensued again.

Mila pulled the pizza from the microwave and put it in front of Jack on the table. Then she took a carton of orange juice from the fridge and placed it on the table along with an empty glass for Jack to help himself. He thanked her and began eating without further ado.

“I am going to make coffee for Peter and me. Would you also like a cup, Jack?” my wife asked our ‘special guest’.

“That will be great, thank you, Mila!” came Jack’s swift reply, accompanied by yet another smile.

I picked up the car keys from the table. Jack didn’t mind it.

I went to the driver’s seat, started the engine, put Newport, Vermont in the satnav as the destination of our journey and said, “Jack, we have booked a campsite at Newport. It’s close to the Canadian border. Do you mind if we head that way?”

“That’s perfect, thank you, Peter,” Jack replied.

Mila made a cup of coffee for Jack and for herself. However, she filled the coffee flask for me as I was expected to drive all night and had to stay awake. She sat in the passenger seat and put on her seatbelt as we prepared for a long night’s drive.

“Try to have a nap, honey,” I said, although I knew what she would say.

“No, I’ll stay awake and keep you company,” she said and smiled at me.

My wife’s smile gave me additional comfort that our situation was not as bad as we had thought in the beginning. The more I thought of Jack’s tale, the more I felt optimistic about the outcome for Mila and me. However, I still did not trust him entirely and kept checking on him in my rear mirror from time to time. Jack did not trust Mila and me completely either because he prepared to stay awake at the table all night.

He was not wrong to keep an eye on us because I was still considering leaving him in the vehicle and running with Mila to the nearest police station or urban area if he fell asleep.

Mila helped me stay awake by massaging my shoulders every 30 minutes or so and talking to me quietly about various things. I was burning with desire to ask her what had made her change tack with Jack. How come she had gained the courage to confront him the way she had? Because her shift in behaviour was truly extraordinary. I knew my wife could be feisty, brave, and decisive, and she’d never lacked confidence but what I had seen her doing with Jack was phenomenal considering the circumstances.

However, I did not dare ask her as I noticed that the only subject she was not bringing up was our hostage situation. So I decided not to talk about it either. I figured out that my wife did not want to unnecessarily risk aggravating Jack or raise his suspicions. She was well aware that he was listening to us, and probably she had the same idea as mine: give him a sense of security by not talking about him, let him lower his guard and fall asleep, and then leave him in the RV.

I will ask her later on, I said to myself. I’ll find the right moment to ask her how she found out that her aggressive tactic would work so well with him. Ultimately she made him tell us his story—even if it is fake—and promise to let us go when we reach the border. Yes, my wife is a great psychologist; I have to give her that!

Jack was visibly tired. However, he did not fall asleep to mine and Mila’s greatest disappointment. Instead, with the break of dusk, he moved behind my seat and sat down on the floor before he said, “We need to be more careful now and watch out for police blockades.”

Less than a couple of minutes later, as we approached a junction, he stared in the distance ahead of us and suddenly shouted, “Turn right! Take the road on the right!”

I obliged his request immediately and asked him, “What’s going on, Jack?”

“Police have cut off the road just on top of the hill, don’t you see?” he replied and pointed to my left at the road we had just abandoned.

I could not see anything, but I assumed that Jack had better eyesight than me, so I carried on driving.

“Those little glints that you see in the distance, Peter. These are the windshields of police cars blocking the road. They have cut us off!” Jack explained and swore, “Fuck!”

Then he calmed down and said, “OK, change of plan! Keep following this road. I know the area. We will be in the White Mountain National Forest within less than an hour. In a way, we are lucky! We’ll have a day of camping in this beautiful park. It will be a good camouflage too—an RV near a lake is not raising suspicions.”

I sighed and resigned myself to the fact that we were not getting rid of Jack for the time being.

Mila unfastened her seat belt and stood up.

“I’ll have a nap,” she said, stretched her arms in the air and yawned.

She had buttoned up her shirt, but it still inched up a bit, accidentally flashing part of her flat stomach. She realised the slight wardrobe malfunction and immediately pulled down her shirt to cover the inadvertently exposed skin as she looked at Jack. When she saw that he had had a glimpse of her sexy belly, she smiled shyly, almost guiltily.

Wow! I thought to myself. She smiled at him when she saw him gawking at her! Yep, she did! Is she flirting with him? She can’t be! Mila is not like that. And with him? While we are kidnapped? No! She is trying to beguile him, and then we trick him. I didn’t think she had it in her, but she’s so good at it! She’s so hot the way she’s doing it. Showing flesh, innocently, by accident, and then acting embarrassed! I have a hard on watching her, my wife! Whom I’ve fucked thousands of times. I can only imagine what’s going on in Jack’s pants! For whom she is the new chick, desired as such. ‘Cos all men are like this. Want to fuck something new. And Mila is using it in a very clever way. Wow! I didn’t expect this from my Mila!

Mila stepped with one leg over Jack’s stretched legs on the floor to make her way to the back of the RV.

“Hm, Mila,” Jack said as he grabbed her hand above the wrist. “You can’t lie down to sleep while the RV is in motion, I am afraid. It’s against the law. “

“Ha!” Mila scoffed at him. “You are such a law-abiding citizen now! I was not supposed to sit on your lap without a seatbelt either, but you made me. So? Where’s the police to pull us over?”

“Well,” Jack said as he kept holding her hand, “I want to be able to watch you. I don’t want you to make a stupid phone call to the police behind my back.”

My wife’s face suddenly changed. She looked at Jack with a mixture of disbelief and discontent. Mila stood still, straddling over Jack’s legs, with one foot on the floor in the living room and the other on the step between the passenger seat and my seat in the cab area. Her long legs, spread wide open just in front of Jack’s face, could not have offered him a better view of her cameltoe. I could not help but feel very aroused when I noticed how Jack managed to sneak a peek at close quarters at the outline of my wife’s pussy lips, subtly discernible through the fabric of her tight denim shorts.

“Now what?” Mila said without hiding her frustration. “You kidnap us, ruin our holiday, and now you’ll torture us with sleep deprivation! Is that what you call ‘I am not a bad guy’, Jack?” She took her mobile phone out of her front pocket and handed it to Jack. “Here! Take my phone and keep it with you!”

Then she pulled her hand off his grip and walked past him. Jack did not stop her. His gaze followed her until she disappeared into the bedroom.

How smart! Changing tack when least expected, I thought in admiration of my wife. Change your mood, confuse him! He’ll try to please you to be on your good side! Well done again, Mila!

“You’ve got a feisty wife, Peter!” Jack said after Mila closed the shower door that also doubled as the door to the bedroom.

I just smiled to myself and thought, You betcha! Then I smiled to myself again. She’s playing you well, mate!


2.    At dawn

Jack pointed to a dirt road on our right. “Take this road!”

I slowed down and stopped, concerned about the rugged terrain.

“Don’t worry, Peter!” Jack said. “The RV will take it! Just go slow.”

“Are you sure you know where we are going?” I asked.

“Yes!” Jack replied. “I know the area very well.”

“OK, if you say so,” I said and turned into the dirt road.

“Follow my instructions, and all will be fine,“ Jack assured me. “We are going to a place tourists rarely visit. I used to go fishing there with my dad.”  

Following Jack’s instructions, I got onto some tiny dirt roads and then completely off-road. Driving was not easy at all, and on a few occasions, I thought the RV would tip over onto its side or break down. 

Finally, at about 7:30 am, we arrived at a small pond surrounded by a sparse forest. I found a spot near the shoreline with a nice clearing between the trees to park the RV.

When I turned off the engine, Mila showed up in the cab.

“Did you manage to have a nap, honey?” I asked her.

“Yeah, until we got on the bumpy roads,” she replied, giving Jack an accusing look.

“Sorry, Mila!” he said and raised his hands apologetically.

Then he got up, took his sneakers, and examined them. “Dry enough,” he said and put them on. “Let’s get out!”

The three of us got out of the RV and filled our lungs with the fresh morning air. Indeed, there was no one else around, and the only reminder that people visited the place from time to time was an old wooden bridge with a small boat tied to its pillar.

“Right!” Jack said. “Peter, give me the car keys and your cell phone!”

I gave him my mobile phone and the car keys, and he put them in his pocket where my wife’s mobile phone was already tucked in.

“I will have a nap in the boat,” Jack said. Then he raised his finger at Mila and me. “Don’t even think of running away! There’s no one around in a ten-mile radius. You saw the terrain! There are bears in these woods!”

Jack got in the boat, untied it, sat down in it, and took the two oars. He rowed to a spot about thirty yards off the shore and dropped the rusty anchor.

Mila and I watched Jack lie down in the boat.

“Go get my wallet and your purse, Mila!” I whispered to her as I kept looking at the boat. It seemed that our kidnapper indeed intended to sleep since I could not see him moving.

Mila went into the RV, and a few seconds later, she returned.

“Here!” she said as she handed me my wallet.

We walked backwards, looking at the boat until we got behind the RV, and then we both darted off to the opening in the trees, which I had used to drive through to get to the lake.

We kept running, trying to follow the track left behind by the RV, but soon we lost the trail, and we just ran in a random direction. After five minutes, I stopped in the middle of a meadow and squatted as I tried to catch my breath.

Mila stood next to me and patted me on the shoulder as she said, “Hon, I’ve told you to cut down on the bacon. You should start coming with me to the gym.”

Mila was in much better shape than me. She was panting too, but she was not struggling to breathe as I was.

After a minute or so, I rose up and looked around.

“Fuck!” I swore. “Not a living soul!”

Mila looked around too.

I lamented our situation. “If we don’t find someone to help us soon, we’ll either get lost, or he will get us. Even if we find one of the dirt roads, he’s got the RV! He will catch us. The bastard! Took our phones! He knows the area very well. He took us to the most desolate place on this fucking mountain!”

“Do you think there are bears?” Mila asked me as she looked apprehensively at the thicker woods to our right.

“Fuck the bears, Mila!” I shouted but then calmed down. “Sorry, hon! I mean, there are probably bears, but I am more concerned that he will chase us and find us.”

“What do you think he will do to us if he catches us?”

“Don’t know. Most probably shoot us. He’s got the RV, which is what he needs to get to the border. He doesn’t need us.”

“If he wanted to kill us, Pete, he would have done so by now, don’t you think?”

“True! But he doesn’t trust us now since we ran away. We’ll be a trouble to him.”

“I don’t know. He doesn’t come across as a killer,” Mila said and plucked at the fabric of her shorts between her legs as it had bunched up in her pussy while running.

“Have no illusions, Mila!” I said as my gaze fixated on her hand between her thighs. Gosh, what would I not give to fuck that pussy right now instead of running like a rabbit in these woods, I thought before I added, “He is a killer, hon! He’s got what he needed: a vehicle. The only reason he has not shot us yet is because of you.”

Mila looked at me with a mixture of surprise and bewilderment. “Because of me?”

“Oh, as if! Come on, Mila! You know it! He’s been into you since he cast his eyes on you! You are the only reason we are still alive!”

“What do you mean?” my wife asked me, looking genuinely perplexed.

“Honey! He likes you!” I said, stressing the words. “That’s why he keeps us! Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed that he’s into you!”

“I have noticed, Peter! I am not that stupid! But if he were an evil man, he could have got what he wanted by now and disposed of us. Don’t you think?”

“How?”

“How what? How could he have killed us?”

“No!” I said, a little annoyed with my wife for not getting my question or pretending not to. “How could he have got what he wanted if he had shot you?”

“Peter!” Mila raised her voice; now, she was getting annoyed with me. “If he was a brutal murderer, he would have killed you, raped me, and killed me! In that order! Think! He would have done it if that was what he wanted.”

Mila paused to check my reaction.

I opened my mouth to tell her to stop patronising me but stopped myself.

Instead, I caressed my wife’s still flushed cheek with the back of my hand and said, “Just because he hasn’t done it yet, Mila, it doesn’t mean he is not a brute! Maybe he is playing a game of cat and mouse because it’s more exciting for him! Maybe he hopes to get what he wants without using brutal force. If he is not a rapist by nature, he would certainly prefer a cooperating woman when. . . you know when.”

I expected Mila would scold me for referring to her as a sexual object, but she did not.

She just said, “Maybe!”

“Or. . . ,” I said and paused. I slapped my wife’s bum playfully before continuing, “maybe he is developing deeper feelings for you.”

Mila tilted her head to the side and smiled. “You think so?”

I didn’t know what to make of her facial expression. Does she think the guy is falling for her or not? Sometimes she is so hard to read!

“Yeah, I think so,” I said after a few seconds’ pause.

“Hm!”

“What?”

Mila smiled again and looked around. No one could be seen.

“What?” I repeated my question. “Have you not noticed how he looks at you?”

“Maybe!” Mila said and smiled yet again. She made a couple of steps to her right and stared at a bush near the forest line. “I thought I saw a bear,” she said and looked back at me.

“There are no bears, Mila! Jack told us a fib to scare us from running away.”

Mila walked back to me.

I flicked her nose playfully and brought back the subject of Jack. “He’s falling for you, hon!”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“What does this mean?” I asked and shrugged my shoulders briefly, mimicking her. Mila was not answering my question, so I asked again, “Are you telling me that you haven’t noticed that he’s extra soft on you? Do you think you would have got away with telling him in his face he is a criminal if he was not beguiled by you?”

“I am not denying it.”

I stared at my wife, and a mischievous smile spread across her face.

“Wow, hon!” slipped through my lips.

The mischievous smile continued to dance at the corners of her mouth.

“So you did exploit his soft spot for you, didn’t you?” I asked.

Mila giggled and shrugged her shoulders again.

Smiling, I shook my head from side to side. “That’s why you confronted him the way you did!”

“I’m not that stupid to ‘rattle the man with the gun’ if I didn’t expect he would yield,” she said.

“Wow! When did you become certain?”

“Certain of what?”

“That he won’t hurt you.”

Mila put her finger to my chest and pressed it playfully as she said, “I wasn’t, but I knew he liked me. I took my chances.”

“How did you figure out he was into you?” I asked her and stepped back, pretending I was yielding to her push.

A smile of superiority played on my wife’s lips before she said, “Honey, a man won’t cup your breast and then blush like a schoolgirl if he is not into you!”

“I didn’t know you had it in you!”

“Had what?”

“Charming him.”

“Pete!” Mila squealed and slapped me on the shoulder. “Are you saying I am not hot enough?”

“No! You are hot! God! You’re smoking hot!” I said and tried to grab my wife by the waist, but she squirmed herself out of my grip. I explained, “I was saying I did not know you could flirt like that.”

Mila giggled. “Really? How do you think I made you propose to me, you silly?”

“I meant flirting with another guy besides me!”

Mila shook her head in amusement. “Pete, honey! A girl who juggled work and uni knows a trick or two. Getting her project work done by the shy guy whom no one talks to because he is nerdy. Having her diploma essay written by the top student on the campus. Making the tough shift manager give her the weekend shifts so she can go to lectures during the weekdays. Being offered a lift home every Tuesday afternoon by the gym instructor. Huh?”

“I thought you had slept only with Jamie before me!” I squealed as a pang of jealousy suddenly ripped through my chest.

Mila giggled. “I didn’t say those others got anything more than a smile, maybe a kiss, or a look at my bulging nipples under the t-shirt!”

I sighed relief when Mila said she had not slept with all those men, but at the same time, I felt a tickle in my balls at the thought of my wife flirting with guys for favours.

I asked her, “Nothing more than that?”

“No!” Mila said, shaking her head slowly from side to side, smiling, and then added, “Maybe one got to sneak a hand under my tank top once, but that was all.”

“Who was that?” I asked. My wife’s reference to someone feeling her boobs in her adventurous past had piqued my interest. “The gym instructor?”

Mila nodded yes. Then she blushed.

“Of course!” I slapped my hands together. “You’ve always been into fit guys!”

“That’s why I married you,” she said and poked me in the stomach.

I chuckled appreciatively, and she smiled. 

She held her gaze on my slightly sagging belly and added, “You need to get back in shape! Once we go back home, you will start coming with me to the gym.”

“Wow! My wife was a true diva, and I didn’t know that!” I said, deflecting her attempt to make me commit to going to the gym.

Mila slapped me on the butt. “Well, as I said, I have a few tricks up my sleeve!”

“Ha-ha! You have indeed!”

A second later, our faces turned serious as we remembered that we were in trouble with Jack possibly looking for us.

We stood silent.

I looked in the distance, scanning the area with my gaze and searching for someone we could call for help. At the same time, I was thinking. It bothered me that my wife had flirted with those other men, even if she had not had sex with them. Even if she had not been in love with them. It was still a thing. She had kissed other men; some had felt her up! It bothered me, yes. And a kind of excited me. I had known only about Jamie. The only guy she had slept with, according to her. Jamie was the guy who had taken her virginity because she had been deeply in love with him. I had learned to live with that knowledge. She had told me she was capable of having sex with someone only if she was in love with him. And I had assumed it applied to any level of intimacy. But now I knew she had flirted with many other guys. She had gone out with other men. For favours. Or maybe not only for favours?

Maybe she was having fun too! She had to! She must have found them attractive enough to let them kiss her or feel her up. The game requires some reciprocity. Otherwise, she won’t be believable, will she? 

What about Jack? She knows he has the hots for her. She plays the game with him too. Does it mean she finds him attractive? Probably!

The thought of Jack reminded me that it was time to come back to the present and decide what to do. I looked around. Still not a living soul.

“Right! We can’t stay here like this!” I said, and then I took a deep breath and shouted as loud as I could, “Help! We are kidnapped! Help!”

We waited for about a minute, but no one showed up. No one shouted back.

I took another deep breath and prepared to shout again when Mila put her hand on my shoulder. 

“Hon, do you think it is wise to shout and attract bears?” she asked me.

“Oh, come on, Mila! There are no bears!” I said, raising my voice in frustration, but then I sighed and added, “But you are right! If Jack is looking for us, he might hear me.”

Mila let go of my shoulder and looked around us again.

“There are no bears, honey,” I said. “But unfortunately, there is no one to come to our rescue either.”

Mila stared in the distance, rubbing her sternum, thinking about what we should do.

I weighed in my head if we should press on with our escape or return to the RV.

We don’t know the area, I thought. There might indeed be bears in these woods. We might get lost or fall and break a limb. All sorts of things can happen to my wife and me in this wild place.

I saw the roads. We met no one on our way to the lake. Even if Mila and I do not get lost and somehow make it to one of the dirt roads, we’ll have to walk for hours before we reach the main road. By that time, Jack will have found out we are gone, got on the RV, and started checking the dirt roads. He will find us while we are still on the mountain. However incredible it seems, going back to Jack is the safer option!

“Honey, do you think we should go back to the RV?” I said.

Mila hesitated for a second but then nodded yes.

I said, “Jack seems to listen to you. Can you try talking him into letting us go?”

Mila shook her head. “He won’t let us go before reaching the border, honey. He’ll be afraid that we might go to the police.”

“Fuck him!” I shouted and threw up my hands in exasperation, but then I lowered my voice. “Look! I don’t want to drive him all the way up to Canada! We’ll get killed in a shootout between him and the police at the border. Or, more likely, at a roadblock on our way.”

“Do we have other options?”

“Hm. Yeah!” I said. I put my hand on her leg and slowly ran it up her thigh, starting from just above her kneecap and reaching the hem of her shorts. I said suggestively, “We know what he wants. . . .”

“Are you crazy?” Mila squealed. Her eyes went big, and she pushed my hand off her leg. “I am not letting him fuck me, Peter!”

“No! No!” I waved my hands energetically. “I didn’t mean that. Only play him and nothing more, like how you beguiled those guys at uni.”

Mila kept looking at me without saying anything.

So I clarified, “Charm him into trusting us enough to leave us alone in the RV with the car keys.”

She said, “I don’t think that’s a good idea. It is playing with fire. First off, he might want more than my smiles. He’s the guy with the gun, remember? Also, he is not that naive. Jack has dealt with drug dealers and tricked the police!” She sighed. “We’ll have to take him to the border.” Mila looked around. “Do you think we can find our way back to the RV?”

“We’ll try.”

Mila turned around and started to walk in the direction we had come to the meadow.

I followed her.

I walked behind my wife and couldn’t take my eyes off her lovely bum. Her short denim shorts were tight enough to accentuate the shape of her ass but not too tight to restrict her bum muscles from moving those sexy buns. Her toned butt was one of the things in her body which I could never resist. I watched the bottoms of her ass cheeks peek out of her shorts as she walked in front of me, and my boner poked up in my pants.

It was a peculiar feeling.

On the one hand, I was scared and worried that we might get killed by Jack. We were going back to him, the criminal who had kidnapped us. We were walking back into the lion’s den to surrender to his will. So hopeless we were. I felt ashamed.

On the other hand, the sight of my wife’s ass stirred feelings of lust. I couldn’t stop thinking about sex! Images of her being fucked in the RV flashed through my mind. But these images were not only about me having sex with Mila. No! This is the thing. I imagined Jack fucking my wife! I hated him, yet I was turned on picturing him with her. It seemed that after I had heard about Mila flirting with other guys while at uni, I was able to imagine her being a little more promiscuous with Jack too.

Our kidnapper was dangerous, and I should not have put him on par with those guys from my wife’s uni days.

However, I was confused.

Jack was the epitome of contradiction to me. Menacing with his gun and at the same time smiling at Mila. Threatening with his words yet speaking softly to her. Feeling her thighs and stomach, brushing her tits, even cupping her boob. I was mad at him for that, yet I was turned on watching him do it! A criminal, a brute, but at the same time a well-spoken, young handsome man with a muscular body, impressive six-pack abs, and yes, a monstrous cock! Swaying his dick like it was the most natural thing in the world to pull down his shorts and briefs and show it!

Jack had made an impression on me for all the wrong reasons, but that impression was deep! And regardless of how many times I told myself I should not do it, I kept thinking of him fucking Mila!

I couldn’t help but imagine my wife, naked, standing on all fours on the bed, boobs hanging down, with her lovely bum pointed up at Jack, who was standing behind her, at the edge of the bed, driving that cock of cocks of his into her pussy. I kept seeing Mila in my head, gasping and whimpering, gripping the sheets with her fists, crying in a high-pitched voice, “Jack!” as he was thrusting his cock in, slapping his muscular thighs against the back of hers.

It was weird to have images of this sort. It was unnatural and unreasonable, especially in the circumstances. I couldn’t quite explain to myself why I was like that, and yet I was.

Perhaps thinking of sex and Jack as a sex tool for my wife was how my brain coped with the adrenaline and the stress we were going through. Possibly my fear of Jack, the criminal, was soothed by thinking of him as an object of sexual pleasure for my wife. Thus imagining him with Mila had become a source of excitement for me, pushing aside the dread of being killed by him. Or perhaps I was too horny as I had not fucked my wife since the night before we had left London. Or maybe, thinking of Jack having sex with my wife was reinforcing my belief that her sexual appeal to him was our insurance that he would keep us alive. Who knows? Whatever the reasons, I found thinking about sex between my Mila and Jack irresistible.

I found her ass irresistible.

And I bumped into her when she stopped to figure out whether to walk around a small puddle in our path or jump over it. I did not deliberately bump into her, but I intentionally put my hands on her butt and squeezed it.

She turned around and looked at me.

“Someone is playful, I think,” she said.

The mischievous spark in her eyes was a sure sign that she was horny.

“Because someone is so irresistible, I think,” I said and wrapped my arms around her waist.

I pulled her in and kissed her, pressing my boner against her stomach. I was so horny that my dick started to twitch. Mila felt it and could not help but giggle into the kiss. I inhaled her hot breath and felt intoxicated with desire. Instead of breaking the kiss, I pressed my lips tightly against hers. She opened her mouth wider and groaned as I pushed my tongue against hers. Our tongues danced with each other in lustful bliss. I slipped my hands onto her buttocks and hooked a tumb under the waistband on either side of her hips. I started pulling down on her shorts, making my intentions clear: I wanted to fuck her there and then.

However, Mila broke the kiss and laughed, shaking her head as she pulled away from me. 

“Honey,” she said, “I want you very much, but now is not the time.”

“Why?” I asked.

“‘Cos my mind’s preoccupied with Jack.”

“I see! You prefer to do it with him!”

“What? No!” she squalled.

“Oh, yes! You want him!” I said.

Mila drew her eyebrows together. “What are you talking about, Peter?”

“No, honestly, that’s fine, honey. I get it. He’s got strong sex appeal!”

“Stop fooling around, Peter! We need to return to the RV before he finds out we are gone. Who knows what he might do to us. As you said, he has a gun!”

I winked at her. “He has the body of a Hollywood hunk!”

Mila thumped her foot on the ground. “Peter, stop it! Be serious!”

“And a handsome face!”

“Peter! Stop it!”

I grinned at her. “And a soft voice? The way he looks and talks to you! He’s got a charming smile, hasn’t he?”

Mila pushed me in the chest. “Peter, you’re being a dick now!”

I stepped back but continued to wind her up. “And strong arms, and hands! Those hands must feel so good on your tits and thighs!”

Mila was riled up. She stared at me for a couple of seconds, then said, “What do you want me to say, Peter?”

“That you find him attractive!” I said.

“Fine! I think he’s a handsome man! So?”

“And he has a massive cock!”

“Oh, my God!” Mila rolled her eyes.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed his cock!” I said, raising my voice.

“I really don’t think now is the time for this type of conversation, Peter!”

“Sorry, yes, you’re right! Of course, you’ll never admit you’re impressed by his size.”

I liked the pink glow on Mila’s cheeks and the spark in her eyes when she was wound up.

Mila took a deep breath and exhaled to calm herself down before saying, “Honey! You forget that for a woman, what matters is not what a man has but how he uses it on her.”

I waved my hand. “I know, I know, size doesn’t matter and all that. . . .”

“I’ve never said that size doesn’t matter,” Mila corrected me. “But size on its own is not enough. What matters is the living man behind it. The woman needs to feel the life in that thing!” She flicked her finger in the direction of my crotch.

“Is that why you refuse to try the dildo?” I asked her.

“Enough!” Mila’s nose wrinkled in disgust. “That thing?! How could you put it in your carry-on suitcase? What if the border officers had manually searched your luggage and pulled that thing out?”

“Well, I wouldn’t have blamed them! It is a hollow dildo. I could have stuffed drugs in it!” I chuckled. “He-he! They might have confiscated it for themselves, you know!”

Mila shook her head in disbelief at my behaviour.

I said, “You’re shaking your head, but you don’t know how it feels. I know you are against dildos, but this one is different. It’s velvety, realistic, and sizeable! Nine inches! Why do you refuse to try it? Just once? I bought it for our trip to spice it up a little, you know.”

“Peter! Strap-on-dildos are for lesbians. Lesbians do not have dicks. You have a dick of perfect size, working perfectly well! Why would you strap on yourself something like that?”

“It is for men, Mila! It’s a hollow dildo. For the man to put his dick into. It’s made to help the man fill the woman up better. I think you’ll like it.”

“I’ve never used a dildo in my life. I don’t intend to use one now! You can throw that thing away.” 

Mila turned around and walked around the puddle.

“OK!” I said when I caught up with her. “Here’s the deal! Let’s try it once. If you don’t like it, I’ll throw it away.”

Mila stopped, turned around and gave me a long look before she said, “Honey! That thing is huge! I don’t think I will be able to take it in! I’ll have to be totally, totally loose like, I don’t know, . . . anyway. Plus—”

“I’ll warm you up!” I interjected.

Mila ignored my comment and continued to explain, “Plus, it will feel plastic, unnatural. I cannot be looking at you while you are shoving that thing in me. It will just feel wrong.”

“Tell you what! We’ll do it the doggy style. You won’t be looking at me. It’s a strap-on, and you will still feel my thighs against you. It will feel natural!”

“No!” Mila said firmly and walked away.

I caught up with her.

“Sorry, Mila!” I said as I grabbed her hand.

She stopped and looked at me.

I made an innocent face and said, “Sorry, hon. Men’s fetishes. I won’t pester you about this again. I’ll throw it away.”

Mila kept looking at me for a few moments until a smile flickered at the corners of her mouth.

She slapped my butt playfully and said, “Why can’t I ever hold a grudge against you?” She shook her head and, still smiling, answered her own question: “I love you too much! That’s why!”

“I love you too!” I replied.

Mila flicked my nose, and we resumed walking.

It took us twenty minutes to get back to the RV. Jack was still in the boat, sleeping, and it appeared that he had not noticed our absence. He didn’t know about our unsuccessful attempt to run away! And that was good! We had not managed to escape, but we had avoided disaster.

I was so exhausted that I went straight into the RV’s bedroom and slumped on the twin beds. Mila lay down next to me. We did not talk, just cuddled up and soon fell asleep.


3.    Flirting over lunch

A voice woke me up. “Sorry to wake you up, my friends, but it’s past 2 o’clock.”

I rubbed my eyes, struggling to open them. Who’s that pest? I wondered.

Then I remembered: Jack! Oh, fuck! We are kidnapped!

I felt someone moving next to me. Mila! He has woken her up too. Then I remembered more: Oh, fuck! We tried to escape but failed. 

“Wakey, wakey, wake up! Time for lunch!” Jack’s annoying voice came again.

I wish you’d let us sleep, you yob! I thought and finally managed to open my eyes.

Jack was leaning on the wall and watching us.

He said, “I looked in your fridge while you were gone.”

‘While you were gone’. Shit! He’s found out! I felt cold running down my spine. That’s it! He’s gonna kill us!

Mila’s hand found mine and squeezed it. She was trembling. We both sat up and stared at Jack.

Now he smiled and said, “You have only a dozen eggs, milk, and some butter. Would you like me to make scrambled eggs for lunch?”

Seeing him smile calmed me down, and my panic subsided a little. I started to analyse in my head: He seems not to care. He acts as if our attempted escape is not a big deal. He let us know he knew but did nothing about it. He didn’t have to tell us, but he did. This means he wants us to know he knows, but he forgives us. Why? To show us he is not that bad. Maybe he is not as vicious as I thought.

“Well, we had planned to shop this morning, but obviously, thanks to you, we didn’t,” I said grumpily.

“Sorry,” Jack said quietly.

I was grumpy at Jack. However, Mila wasn’t. Not at all.

She smiled at him and said, “Make us scrambled eggs, Jack.”

Mila had realised we were still on his good side and had calmed down. She looked relaxed, even happy.

She stretched her arms in the air, inadvertently pulling up her shirt and flashing her flat stomach, to Jack’s delight. She covered her mouth and yawned. Then she put a smile on her face, which was supposed to be apologetic for yawning in front of him but felt more like a light coquettish grin.

“I like scrambled eggs, Jack,” she chirruped and massaged her exposed belly. “I am hungry, and my tummy’s rumbling!”

Mila pulled down her shirt to cover her stomach.

“We’ll fix that right away!” Jack said and headed for the kitchen.

“Jack!” Mila called his name.

He stopped and turned around.

“Can you turn on the aircon?” she asked him with a charming smile on her face.

And then, she ran her hand over her chest, found a gap between the panels of her shirt where a button was unbuttoned, slid her hand into the gap and massaged her tits under her blouse.

My jaw had dropped. What’s going on here? Is she hitting on him?

Jack was staring at my wife and probably asking himself the same questions.

Mila removed her hand from under her shirt and said, “I am sweating! It’s boiling hot in here!”

“We’ll fix that too, Mila,” Jack said and smiled at her.

Then he turned around and went into the kitchen.

Mila and I watched Jack start the generator and turn the aircon on. Then he set about cooking. He took eggs, milk, and butter from the fridge, grabbed the oil bottle from the pantry and started the gas stove.

“Mila, what’s up?” I whispered. “You seem to be going soft on Jack. More than soft!”

“Shhh!” Mila put her fingers across my lips and murmured, “Wouldn’t it be better if we didn’t aggravate him? I thought about what you said. You were right. Let’s make friends with him, and he may let us go.”

I smiled at her and rubbed her shoulder. “You are one smart cookie, Mila! I love you.”

“Love you too, hon! Need to pee!” she said, gave me a peck on the lips and got up from the bed.

Mila went to the toilet.

I thought about what she had just said. What does she mean by ‘make friends’? Like the way she’s done with the guys at uni? Flirting with him? Cock-teasing him? That would be kinky, wouldn’t it?

I got up from the bed, went into the corridor and stood in front of the toilet.

I looked at Jack, who was busying himself in the kitchen.

Suddenly I felt inadequate. Not only because of the butt of his gun sticking out of his pocket.

Jack had a body! Lean and muscular, and agile, full of energy. Suddenly, I wasn’t sure I wanted my wife to make friends with him the way she had done with those guys at uni. 

No! It’s too risky! I concluded.

Mila popped out of the toilet and held the door for me.

I grabbed the door and leaned my face to her ear. “Hon, just friends or more than that?” I whispered.

Mila pulled her head back and looked at me.

“Just friends!” she mouthed and smiled.

She let go of the door and went back into the bedroom.

That’s good! I thought, but then I wasn’t sure. Fuck it, Peter! I cursed in my head. You don’t know what you want!

I got frustrated with myself. Why couldn’t I make up my mind about what I wanted? I pissed and washed my hands. I stared at myself in the mirror for probably a minute, trying to figure out why I was so confused. I gave up in the end. I couldn’t understand myself; that was it. I took a deep breath and got out of the loo.

Mila had joined Jack in the kitchen. She was sitting in the chair across from him and was watching him whisking the eggs. She had swapped her shirt for a white relaxed fit V-neck cami top with spaghetti straps and dropped armholes; she looked stunning.

Why did she change into this top? To be more provocative! More revealing! That’s why! And she was quick to do it while I was in the loo. Behind my back! 

Suddenly I felt jealous and betrayed.

Beguiling him was such a stupid idea! What an idiot I am!

I went into the cab area, flipped around the passenger seat, and sat down.

Mila said to Jack, “I whisk the eggs thoroughly. The way you do it. They take the air. Makes them fluffier.”

“Exactly!” Jack agreed with her. Then he looked over his shoulder at her.

“How do you like your scrambled eggs, Mila?” he asked her and smiled.

“Soft, please,” Mila replied and smiling back at him, she fixed her hair.  

“That’s how I like them too!” Jack confided. “And you, Peter?”

She said ‘just friends’, I thought, but she’s playing with her hair when she talks to him! Is she flirting with him for real?

Women play with their hair when they are interested in a man. She’s no exception to the rule. That’s what she was doing when she flirted with me!  

Does her definition of ‘just friends’ include a little bit of flirting? If it does, I don’t like it! I fucking don’t like it!

Jack’s voice interrupted my train of thoughts. “How do you like your scrambled eggs, Peter?”

“Sorry, yeah! Umm, . . . hard for me, please,” I replied.

Jack turned his attention back to the hob and poured the scrambled eggs mixture into the heated pan.

He said, “Do you guys like to cook for yourselves? I guess it’s a stupid question if you have gone camping in an RV, isn’t it?”

“I like cooking,” Mila said. “I make pancakes every Sunday morning.”

“Pancakes!” Jack said excitedly and adjusted the pan. “I love pancakes with jam. What else do you do on the weekends? Gardening? Or do you watch TV?”

“To be honest, I go shopping. I love shopping,” Mila said, and her face lit up when she mentioned her favourite hobby.

Stirring the mixture in the pan, Jack looked over his shoulder, and when he saw my wife’s excitement, he smiled at her.

“I love shopping too!” he said. “You see, it may turn out that you and I, Mila, have a lot in common.”

“Hi-hi!” Mila giggled. “We may have indeed!”

In all fairness, Jack was good company. It felt almost as if Mila and I had got together with an old friend of ours. He was likeable and knew how to make chit chat. He knew how to be kind and attentive. He was doing everything to make Mila like him. And that’s why I hated him. I felt threatened by him.

I have to put him in his place! I thought. He’s a bloody criminal, after all!

“Is it not dangerous to carry your gun without a holster, Jack?” I asked him as my gaze fell on the pistol grip peeking out of his pocket. “I presume there is a bullet in the chamber.”

Without looking at me, being too busy at the stove, Jack replied, “Well, it’s all about risk management, isn’t it, Peter?”

I was about to tell him that if he did not keep us as hostages, he did not have to take the risk in the first place. Mila read my mind because she put her hand on my knee and shook her head when I looked at her. She didn’t want me to aggravate Jack. And perhaps she was right, considering we wanted him to set us free. So I kept my mouth shut.

Mila and I watched Jack as he cooked. With his back turned to us and moving briskly around the stove, we were able to appreciate how fit his body was. Mila was staring at his butt, and initially, I thought she was looking at the gun in his pocket. That was until I saw the sparkle in her eyes and realised she was eyeing up his ass.

I smiled to myself. Hi-hi, I caught you, Mila! Next time don’t scold me when I ogle the ass of your best friend. I’ve always told you that women also look.

I reached my hand to Mila’s knee and rubbed it. I smiled at her, pretending I had not noticed her lapse of concentration. She smiled back at me.

After about five minutes, the scrambled eggs seemed to be getting ready because Jack took three plates from the cabinet above the stove and placed them on the counter.

“Your eggs are ready, Mila,” he said. “Please don’t wait for Peter and me. His will be ready in two minutes.”

Jack used the spatula to pour two-thirds of the fluffy mixture into two of the plates, leaving the rest in the pan to make my scrambled eggs hard.

Mila opened up the adjustable Lagun table, took hers and Jack’s plates from the counter and put them on the table. She went to the fridge and brought a carton of orange juice. Then she got three empty glasses from the pantry and arranged them on the table. Finally, Mila laid cutlery and sat again in the chair next to me but did not start eating; she was waiting for Jack to join us.

Mila looked so sexy in her cami top and denim shorts that I could not resist but put my hand on her thigh and caressed her soft skin. She did not stop me; she only smiled seductively and leaned toward me for a kiss.

We had just broken the kiss when Jack joined us, bringing the salt and the pepper and my scrambled eggs. He must have noticed our display of affection but pretended he had not. This pissed me off. I wanted recognition and acknowledgement by him that I was still the preferred man by my wife. I wanted him to be jealous of me for having a pretty wife who was mine and not his. And he was denying me that. Jack was pissing me off.

He sat at the table across from Mila and wished us bon appetite.

“Bon appetite!” both Mila and I replied, and we began eating.

Jack seasoned his scrambled eggs and said, “I’ve read somewhere that the way you eat your eggs says a lot about your personality.”

Personality studies of people eating eggs! How about personality studies of criminals? I thought to myself. 

Jack cut his scrambled eggs into squares and continued to explain, “According to one study, people who prefer scrambled eggs are guarded. They—”

“They watch too many crime dramas and become criminals!” I said.

I just couldn’t stand a criminal like him talking about personalities.

Mila stopped eating and looked at me, raising her eyebrows. She wasn’t happy that I was riling Jack up.

I looked back at her and shrugged my shoulders. What?!

Jack ignored my sarcastic jibe and asked, “What type of movies do the two of you like to watch?”

“Action movies,” I replied and resumed eating.

“Says my husband,” Mila said and smiled.

“Oops! Did I touch a nerve?” Jack chuckled. “Sorry!”

Mila looked down at her plate, cut a piece of her scrambled eggs and put it into her mouth.

She swallowed and looked at Jack. “My husband and I do not watch movies together. I like watching romance movies.”

“Yeah, you like having a little cry, too,” I sniped at her.

“So?” Mila gave me a little pissed off look. “Is it that bad to feel empathy with the characters?”

“Call me old-fashioned, but I am with you on this one, Mila,” Jack said, siding with my wife. “I love romance. Nothing compares to a romance movie that explores in depth the lovers’ emotions; how the characters connect not only physically, but emotionally; if it makes sense.”

“Oh!” Mila squealed in excitement. “It makes perfect sense, Jack! An emotional connection makes the sexual attraction so much stronger. Movies should promote empathy, sympathy, compassion, real love!”

“Absolutely!” Jack interjected. “These are universal values that movies should promote!”

“They should, right?” Mila said in agreement with him. She paused to give me a look ‘I told you so!’ before she continued laying out her views. “I like men who relate with the woman on an emotional level. The more sensitive the man is, the more appreciated by the woman he should be.”

“Very well said, Mila!” Jack chimed in. “Being sensitive is a virtue, not a vice.”

What the fuck? I thought in dismay. He can’t be that genteel! He’s pretending. He’s saying what she wants to hear. An imposter, that’s what he is! 

Jack was trying to make my wife feel good around him. To what end? To get under her knickers? Probably. He was flirting with her, no doubt. However, I suspected he had another goal. His logic was that if he could make her like him, she would trust him and eventually, he would be able to manipulate her into voluntarily cooperating with him. If Mila trusted him, he felt that I would follow her example. If his strategy was to win my wife over by playing the sensitive guy angle, it was working. He was talking clichés, but he was striking the right chords with Mila. She was gleaming with excitement, even adoration when she discussed the subject of emotions with him. This was a massive change from staring at him with fear just a few hours earlier. My wife was a firm believer in being sensitive and showing empathy, and Jack was projecting himself as a great champion of these values, telling her exactly what she wanted to hear.

Having finished eating, Mila put her fork and knife parallel on her plate. Since I had eaten my eggs and was still hungry, and she had left half of her scrambled eggs untouched, I took her plate and helped myself with the leftover of her lunch.

“I am so pleased that young people like you, Jack, think this way,” Mila said after giving me a disapproving look for my lack of manners at the table. She had never approved of me finishing her plate, especially in front of other people.

“As I said, we have a lot in common, Mila. You and I are like soulmates,” Jack said and looked at my wife with a broad smile on his face, pointing at her with his fork before he continued, “You and I would have made a wonderful couple!”

Mila giggled. “Hi-hi! Unfortunately, I am already taken, Jack!”

Oh, God! I thought. Now she giggles at his jokes. Who’s beguiling whom?

It didn’t feel like Mila was charming Jack. It felt the other way round. It felt like Jack was hitting on her, and she was enthralled by him.  

I was very jealous and pissed off but nonetheless smiled when I interjected, “Yes, she is already taken!”

I put my cutlery aside, leaned toward Mila and hugged her.

Jack grinned at us and shrugged his shoulders. “Well, Peter, what can I say? You are a lucky guy! Having a beautiful and sensitive wife like Mila is a blessing.”

I thought that Jack’s compliment was too cheesy for my wife’s liking, and I expected that it would receive a cold rebuke from her, but to my surprise, she liked it.

“Hey, Jack, stop it!” she squealed and giggled again.

Mila was feeling a little embarrassed, but I could tell she was flattered at the same time.

Jack had just finished his eggs, and now he put his fork and knife on the table.

“Well,” he said. “I’ll try but not before I tell you: you’re the first Eastern European girl I’ve met, and I totally like what I see!”

Both Mila and I were taken by surprise. How did he know? We had never told Jack my wife was Eastern European. Not that we were hiding it, but she never says she is not originally from the UK until asked. There is this thing that many people don’t appreciate how much effort goes into perfecting a foreign language, and when you have lived in another country for a long time, you want to take pride in your mastery of that language. To be fair, Mila had moved to the UK with her parents when she was four, so in brief conversations, more often, she was saved the question “Where are you from?” I didn’t care about myself because I had moved to England when I was eighteen, and there was no way to fool a native English speaker. However, my wife had obviously hoped that Jack would not be able to pick up on her accent.

So when he said she was from Eastern Europe, Mila pulled away from my hug and gave Jack a long look before asking him, “How did you know? My accent?”

Jack smiled and shook his head. “No! I wouldn’t have pinpointed your accent to Eastern Europe! Maybe because I am not good at accents. English is not my first language either.”

Mila smiled, satisfied that her English had not failed her.

“What’s your first language?” I asked Jack.

“Italian,” he said and looked at me. Only to quickly turn his gaze back to my wife.

The playful smile that spread across Mila’s lips meant she enjoyed being an object of Jack’s attention.

“It’s my name, isn’t it? Milena!” she said.

Jack chuckled. “It’s an exotic name. Milena! I love it!”

He wasn’t pronouncing her name correctly, so Mila giggled and said it for him, “Milena.”

“Right!” Jack cleared his throat and tried to say her name phonetically correct. “Mi-le-na.”

He was getting close but still provoked a giggle from Mila. Her eyes were gleaming. Broaching the subject of her origin might have made her feel edgy initially, but now the discussion was turning into a flirting game.

Jack laughed and then said apologetically, “Sorry! I know how it feels. My real name is Giacomo. No one can say it right the first time unless they are Italian. So for non-Italians, I am Jack. Or Jacob, but I prefer Jack.”

Mila turned to me and punched me playfully in the shoulder. “You see? You should have introduced me as Mila! If I was only Mila, we would have kept Jack guessing who we are as we are guessing who he is!”

She turned her face back to Jack and smiled.

Jack smiled too, ignoring my wife’s veiled reference to his dubious story.

“It wasn’t your name, Milena,” he said, and this time he pronounced her name correctly.

Mila raised her eyebrows. “What was it then?” she asked.

I was also intrigued about how this American Italian had figured out she was from Eastern Europe.

“I noticed this!” Jack said as he leaned over the table and pointed at my wife’s exposed side boob. He hooked a finger under the strap of her cami top and pulled on it. I was not able to see it from where I sat, but I was sure he could see my wife’s entire breast from his angle.

“I don’t read Russian, but I recognise the Cyrillic letters,” he said, referring to the initials “П.М.” under a small heart tattooed on the side of her breast. The initials were the first letters in Cyrillic of our names. Mila had made the tattoo on her side boob during a holiday in her country a few years back.

I was taken aback by Jack’s move on my wife and didn’t know how to react. He was more than pushy; he was brazen! However, I was even more surprised by Mila’s reaction or rather lack thereof. She did not push his hand away; she just stared him in the face and let him look at her breast. What’s more: a mischievous smile flickered at the corners of her lips.

“You know that not only Russians write in Cyrillic, don’t you?” she said.

“Oh!” slipped through Jack’s lips as he pulled her top further away from her chest and leaned forward.

I was certain now: Jack was looking at my wife’s exposed breast—nipple and areola too! I was able to see them as well.

He continued to shamelessly ogle Mila’s tit as he murmured, “I didn’t know.”

Mila finally grabbed his hand and pushed it away. He let go of her tank top and sat back in his seat. Smiling, he stared at her face.

“Bulgarians write in Cyrillic, too,” my wife said as she held his gaze. “I am originally from Bulgaria, Jack!”

Jack and Mila stubbornly stared at each other. Mila began playing with her hair and tilted her head to the side, exposing the soft skin of her neck. She was gleaming, exuding pheromones and sex appeal.

“What?” she asked, barely able to suppress a giggle.

“Nothing!” Jack said and chuckled. Then he asked her, “Do you have a sister?”

Mila shook her head sideways—slowly and seductively, not taking her eyes off Jack’s as a coquettish smile lit up her face. She opened her mouth slightly, showing her even white teeth, and ran the tip of her tongue over her upper lip before she whispered, “No!” and smiled again.

She looked sexy as hell.

Wow! If this is not flirting, then what is? I asked myself.

I had never seen my wife looking at another man the way she was looking at Jack. She had never connected to someone so quickly. The sparkle in her eyes and the way she was touching her hair were sure signs that she was genuinely flirting with Jack. Yes, my wife was more than trying to befriend him. She was flirting with him and not only that! She was subconsciously developing a crush on him. Jack was shamelessly hitting on my wife, and she was letting him do it. Before my very eyes.

Well, I called for it, I thought to myself. I can’t blame Mila! After all, I asked her to flirt with him, didn’t I? I asked for it! I can’t be upset with her. But it isn’t only that. Is it? Truth is: I like watching them flirt.

I crossed my legs to hide my growing erection poking through my shorts.

I was in big trouble. On the one hand, I was jealous and wanted to stop the whole ‘beguiling’ thing. It was dangerous, and I was losing control. Mila was losing control. On the other hand, I felt so turned on watching my wife flirt with another man that I couldn’t stop it.

“Are all Bulgarian women as beautiful as you are, Mila?” Jack asked Mila without taking his eyes off her face.

Mila blushed and giggled. “Hi-hi! Jack! You are making me blush in front of my husband!”

I answered his question on her behalf, “Trust me, Jack! They are sexy and pretty! Most of them! Why? Are you looking for a bride?”

“Sadly, no,” Jack replied. “In my line of business? No! I am single and will remain single. I don’t want someone I love to get hurt because of me. Especially now when I am pissing off both the mafia and the police.”

I felt I had to get back at Jack for openly flirting with my wife, and this was a good moment to do so.

“Maybe you should have just run, Jack,” I said. “Why did you have to get involved with the police if you knew that Big Daddy has people there? Not a very smart move, is it?”

Jack said calmly, “You see, Peter, I thought about running away, but I want to stop Big Daddy and his gang. I have to! I owe it to my parents, my sister, and all the people who suffer from drug addiction. I want to do it also for myself because I think, ultimately, I am also in a way a victim in all of this!”

Oh, for fuck’s sake! I fumed. Now you are a victim! 

I was not buying it, but perhaps Jack did not care; as long as Mila believed him, he was happy. And she believed him. My wife was melting before my eyes.

“Of course, you are a victim, Jack!” Mila assured him as she put her hand on top of his. “And you are doing the right thing! Stop the mafia!”

“You know how to lift my spirits, Mila,” Jack said and put his other hand on hers. He rubbed her knuckles with the pads of his fingers. “You are a true friend!”

Oh, give me a break! Now she is your friend! 

I shook my head in disbelief as I watched these two looking into each other’s eyes and holding hands like love birds.

I couldn’t hold myself any longer and said, “Maybe Mila will become more than a friend by the looks of it, Jack!”

My comment had a sobering effect on both Mila and Jack. Mila pulled her hand off Jack’s grip and blushed profusely. She bit her bottom lip and looked outside the window.

Jack followed her gaze.

“You know what?” he said briskly. “I feel terrible for ruining your vacation. Instead of sunbathing at Pouty Beach, you are sitting here with an intruder like me. Let’s make the most of this day. Why don’t we go for a swim?”

I was going to correct him by telling him that he was not an intruder but a kidnapper, but I stopped myself.

For Mila’s and my own sake, I should restrain myself. I thought. The guy only needs to pull his gun out to show me who’s the boss!

“Why not?” I said.

“Can I borrow a pair of your swimming trunks, Peter?” Jack asked me.

“Funnily enough,” Mila said with a smile, “Peter has taken only one pair of swimming trunks. This is what I was telling him yesterday while I was putting our clothes in the RV closet. We have gone on a caravan trip, with five days booked at Pouty Beach, and we have taken only one swimsuit each!”

“Well, we were going to buy some on our way, weren’t we?” I interjected.

“I’m sorry, folks!“ Jack said. “It’s my fault that your plans got ruined. I’ve already borrowed enough clothes as it is. You guys go ahead and have a swim; I will just sunbathe.”

I shook my head. “No, we are not swimming. We might just get out and catch some sun rays.”

Jack said, “OK. Get changed then and get out. I will join you once I’ve done the dishes.”

He stood up, put the gun on the shelf behind him, pulled Mila’s and my mobile phones from his pocket and put them next to the weapon before he began clearing the table.

Mila and I looked at each other. Our kidnapper had left his gun on the shelf! Unattended! I felt that my wife was vindicated. She had mellowed him down!

I contemplated jumping and grabbing the gun, but, having guessed what was going through my head, Mila shook her head, indicating a no.

She grabbed my wrist and said, “Let’s get changed, honey!” and stood up.

I decided to listen to her.

We went into the bedroom, closed the door, and began taking off our clothes in silence. We could talk outside; there was no need to risk being overheard by Jack. Despite thinking hard about whether we were missing an opportunity to snatch Jack’s gun, I still noticed my wife’s sexy forms. I could not resist the temptation and cupped her naked buttocks when she removed her thong. She gently pushed my hands away and smiled, nodding to the kitchen where Jack was washing the dishes. 

I sighed. Yep, he could walk on us! She will give me blue balls because of him!

We put on swimsuits, took a towel each, a tube of sunscreen lotion and went back to the living room. Jack was still washing the dishes but looked at us over his shoulder when I opened the door to step out of the RV.

Mila had put on her black string bikini, showing her flawless body, and Jack did not hide that he was checking her out.

He smiled at her. “You look fantastic, Mila!”

“Thank you!” she chirruped and blushed but still smiled.

“My wife is irresistibly sexy, isn’t she, Jack?” I said, and then I did not know why I said it, but I just did. “You can’t not want to fuck her, can you?”

“Peter!” Mila squeaked and slapped me on the shoulder. “What’s with you?”

Jack chuckled. “She is gorgeous, indeed! See you in a bit!”


4.    Lake camping

Mila and I got out, and I shut the door behind us. We walked to the patch of sand near the water, and Mila put the towels down.

I looked at the RV’s door to make sure it was shut and asked Mila quietly, “Why did you stop me from taking his gun?”

“Because you were gonna get us killed, Peter!” she whispered.

She looked over her shoulder at the RV and said, “He was right there! What if he was faster than you? Or wrestled the gun out of your hand?”

I knew she was right. Jack was younger and stronger, and probably more used to fights than me.

Nonetheless, I wanted her to say otherwise and made a sad face, but with a subtle smile on my lips. “I see! You think he is stronger than me!”

“Of course not, honey! You are stronger!” she said with a soft voice, figuring out I wanted to play a little game of hurt feelings.

She hugged my arm and pressed her boobs against me.

“And bigger!” I said.

“And bigger!” she repeated.

“In the department down there,” I said and nodded at my crotch.

Mila giggled. “Yeah, there too!”

She was saying what I wanted to hear. We both knew Jack was more hung than me. But she knew I liked to hear otherwise and was playing along.

I took a deep breath and said, “OK! Let’s be real. He is stronger and has a bigger dick!”

“What has the dick to do with it?” Mila asked but then answered her own question. “Sorry, I know. Men’s obsessions!”

“Yeah, men’s obsessions. But, seriously, what do you think of Jack?”

“He seems a good guy, to be honest.”

“Yeah, he is charming, isn’t he?”

“Um. . . , OK. You could say so!” Mila said.

“And you are totally falling for him!” I said.

Mila let go of my arm and looked at me. “Why did you say that?”

“Well, I watched you! You flirted with him, big time!”

“No! I didn’t!”

“Oh, yes, you did! You totally did!”

“No!” Mila said adamantly. “I didn’t flirt with him!”

I smiled. “OK! How’s holding hands and playing with your hair not flirting?”

“It isn’t! I was only trying to be friendly. Making friends with him, as we talked about. Remember?”

“I remember ‘making friends’, but don’t remember discussing emotional attachments between movie characters!”

“It’s easy to talk to him about these things, Peter. He is a sensitive man. A nice guy.”

“Precisely! He is a nice guy; hence you flirt with him!”

Mila got pissed off.

“OK!” she said abruptly. “How do you think I could soften him up? You asked me to play him! I had to be believable, hadn’t I?”

“True!” I said. “I did ask you, and you had to be believable. But did you have to let him see your boobs?”

“I didn’t!”

“Oh, yes, you did!”

Mila’s face flushed red, and she stomped her foot like an angry child. “I didn’t!”

She was getting riled up. She knew Jack had seen her breasts. She had let him do it but now felt compelled to deny it.

Mila stopped arguing. She took the sunscreen bottle and applied sunscreen on her arms, face, and neck; she was nervous and choppy. I had rattled her. But I wanted to rattle her more.

I leaned to her ear and whispered, “I get he’s hot but is he that hot to let him see your boobs?”

Mila pushed me in the chest. “He didn’t see my boobs, Peter! Stop it!”

Fine! I thought. If that makes it easier for you, then believe it didn’t happen! 

Her very reaction proved me right: my wife had a crush on our kidnapper. However, there was no point in riling her up further. I let her be. For the time being!

So, instead of continuing to talk about her crush on Jack, I decided to change the conversation back to his gun.

“Do you think he will leave his gun in the RV when he gets out?” I asked her.

“We’ll find out,” Mila said sharply without looking at me. She was still pissed off with me.

I watched her spread sunscreen on her stomach, then her legs.

When she finished, she grabbed me by the shoulder and nudged me to turn my back to her. She applied sunscreen on my back, then gave me the bottle and turned her back to me to return the favour.

“You know what I am thinking,” I said as I spread lotion on her back and shoulders. “If Jack leaves his gun inside, get him distracted! I will run into the RV and take the gun.”

“And then what, Peter? Are you going to shoot him?” she asked as she turned around to face me.

She stared at me, waiting for my answer. She had raised a valid question: was I capable of killing a man?

I didn’t answer it. I slathered sunscreen on my body and put the bottle on the ground.

“I don’t know,” I said finally. “I guess I’ll only threaten him.”

We sat down on our towels.

“What if he doesn’t yield?” Mila asked me as she stared in the distance over the glistening water surface of the small lake.

My wife had put me on the spot.

I didn’t know the answer to her question and admitted it. “I don’t know, Mila! What do you suggest?”

“We can get ourselves killed, Peter. If you get his gun and don’t shoot him, he might decide to kill us.”

“So, are you saying I have to shoot him?”

After some hesitation, she said, “No. I think Jack is a good guy who’s caught up in an awful situation. He does not deserve to die.”

“Mila! Stop saying he is a good guy, please!” I was getting annoyed with her. “Good guys don’t kidnap people and force them to drive to Canada.” I took a pebble and threw it in the water. I sighed a deep sigh of frustration and said, “In that case, we are going to get killed!”

“Do you really think so?”

“Yes! Why are we here? Because he saw a police barricade on the road, we turned away at the last moment. Sooner or later, we’ll run into another ambush and get shot along with him! But that will be all right since he is a good guy, I guess!”

“I do think he is a good guy!”

I was barely hiding my frustration with my wife’s clouded thinking due to her emotional attachment to Jack. Falling for his charms was so stupid and unexpected!

I made an effort not to shout at her and stuck to sarcasm. “And since he’s a good guy, Mila, we have to make him happy, is that it? Even if we get killed!”

Mila got flustered. “I don’t know what’s the point of this argument, Peter!”

“Well, the point is finding a way to make your sensitive guy, who loves romantic movies, and relates so well to women, happy! Isn’t that what you want? To make him happy?”

“Is it that bad to help him and make him happy?”

“You want to make him happy?! Is that it?” I asked her, raising my voice.

“Yes!” she said, also raising her voice. “I want him to be happy, and I want us to be alive!”

“Then, here’s an idea, Mila! Next time, show him your pussy, and he might let us go. After he fucks you, of course! That will make him happy for sure!”

Mila pushed me in the chest. “You’re such a dick, Peter! . . . Sometimes!”

She shook her head, and her eyes turned moist. She looked away from me at the lake in front of us.

“Sorry,” I said and tried to wrap my arm around her shoulders, but she pushed me away.

I tried to hug her again, but she grabbed my hand and, holding it away from her, she looked and stared at me. Her lips quivered; she was about to start crying.

“Mila, I don’t want us to fight,” I said. “I am sorry for attacking you like this. I did tell you to—”

“You did tell me to beguile him. Didn’t you?” Mila said and let go of my hand.

She looked in the distance again.

I hugged her, and this time she did not push me away.

“I did,” I said.

“And how was I supposed to do it without talking to him?” she said, and a tear rolled down her cheek. “Without. . . without. . . .” She wiped her tear away.

“Without flirting,” I finished her thought.

“Yes!” she said and looked at me. “It’s not easy, Peter! These things involve feelings. OK? You open your soul; you become vulnerable. And he is. . . . He is kind. How’s it my fault he’s so. . . , he’s so. . . .”

“Charming,” I said.

“Yes!” she cried and hugged her knees to her chest. She looked at the lake and murmured, “Charming!”

I moved my arm from her shoulders and rubbed her wrist reassuringly as I said, “I don’t blame you, hon. And I love you!”

“I love you too,” she whispered.

We heard the RV door open and close and looked over our shoulders.

Jack had got out.

He was bare-chested and barefoot, wearing only my shorts, with our spare towel tucked under his left arm. I noticed the grip of his gun peeking out of his right pocket, rendering moot the discussion Mila and I had had about our escape options. The bulge in his left pocket meant that he had also taken our mobile phones and the car keys. He went to the boat and emptied his pockets in it. I had correctly guessed their content.

Our ‘guest’ walked up to us and stood in front of my wife. He could not tear his gaze away from her. Jack was unable or simply didn’t bother to hide how much he was impressed by the gorgeous body that Mila had put on display.

I could not fault him for that.

Any observer who appreciated the feminine forms was up for a treat around my wife dressed in her sunbathing suite only. Her black string bikini made her smooth white skin even more eye-catching, and the strings sitting flawlessly along her hipline highlighted the perfect ratio between the sexy curves of her hips and her lean waist. And if the eyes of the connoisseur of female beauty decided to wander down her long legs, he would have appreciated the smoothness of her slender thighs, followed by her nicely shaped calves and ankles. On his way back, the observer could not have missed stopping his gaze at my wife’s inner thighs and imaging what it would have felt to touch their soft texture. Mila had slightly drawn her legs apart, thus showing the cameltoe of her pussy, covered only by the tiny triangle of her bikini bottom. The piece of cloth was barely able to hide the jewel between her long legs and provided a hint of the hidden feminine treasure by revealing the delicate creases between her thighs and groin. And once the viewer had finally managed to pull his gaze away from the outline of my wife’s sexy cameltoe bulging out of the bikini’s piece of fabric, his wandering eyes would have been dragged to the sight of her flat stomach. Then he would have laid his eyes on the round shapes of her firm breasts, accentuated by the whiteness of the skin surrounding the triangles of her bikini top. The avid explorer would have struggled to overcome the irresistible sex appeal radiating from the silhouette of my wife’s perky nipples tightly stretching the fabric of her bikini cups. However, if he had been able to move on, he would have still stumbled upon another feast for the man’s eye: her long delicate neck, which was the epitome of female sensuality.

And if the sight of my wife’s body was not enough to mesmerise the appreciative man, he needed to look no further than her beautiful face and the locks of light-brown hair with blonde tips flowing down her shoulders to be truly enchanted. My wife’s naturally high cheekbones, slim face and narrow jawline and chin, combined with her plump lips, straight nose and long and lean eyebrows, created the impression of perfection. At the same time, her greenish-brown eyes exuberated warmth and kindness, reflecting the gentleness of the soul behind this beauty.

Mila watched Jack stand still and stare at her with his hungry eyes for about fifteen seconds, and fully aware that she was the reason for his transfixed state, a smile flickered across her lips.

Eventually, she said, “Jack! Aren’t you going to sit down?”

Jack finally realised that it was too awkward just to stand and watch my wife, so he squatted next to us and said, “It is beautiful here, isn’t it?”

“It is,” I said.

Mila concurred with me by nodding, still smiling to herself.

Jack pulled down his towel next to her and lay on his back. Mila and I stretched on our backs too.

We basked in the sun without talking for about twenty minutes when Jack broke the silence. “Would you like to tell me about your family?” he asked. “I will tell you about mine.”

“Jack, why do you want to know about us?” Mila asked him abruptly with a rather aggressive tone as she sat up. “We are your hostages. Let’s face it! You can dispose of us at any moment. Why do you want to bond with us? It does not make any sense if you are going to kill us!”

I had to give it to Mila. She dared to confront Jack when he least expected it. She chose a moment when he probably thought he had begun to get along with us very well, especially with her. He had presumably started to believe that if we would not be obedient collaborators in his plan, whatever it was, at least we would not be an obstacle to his intentions. Otherwise, he would not have felt safe enough to leave his gun in the boat. Indeed, he was probably confident that he could easily outrun me if I rushed towards the boat to grab the weapon or even knock me out if there was a fight. Whatever his exact considerations were, he certainly felt sufficiently confident that we would not be causing him any trouble if he kept us company unarmed. However, Mila had caught him by surprise; the expression on his face betrayed him. My wife had been so mesmerised by him during lunch, and here she was – feisty and determined to stand up to him.

“Mila, Mila,” Jack whispered, propped himself up on his elbow and put two fingers across her lips. “Don’t talk like this! You know too well that I cannot kill you.”

Mila pushed his hand away.

“How do I know?” she asked. “Because you said you were not a bad guy and because you take an interest in my family? Or because you pretend to share my views on interpersonal relationships?”

“Wow!” Jack said, shocked by Mila’s statement. “I was honest with you, Mila. I truly believe in what I said at lunch. And I really like you and Peter. How do you want me to prove it to you?”

“Let us go!” my wife said straight away. “Don’t make us drive you to the border! We’ll get killed!”

Jack sat up. “OK! You’ll drive me to Boston. I have a friend who owns a nightclub there. You’ll leave me with him. Then you will be free to go wherever you want. I promise!”

“Do you promise indeed?” Mila asked him.

“I do!” Jack said. “I cross my heart. We shall leave for Boston at seven this evening. We’ll be there at about ten-thirty when Fred, my friend, is usually there too. You’ll drop me off at the nightclub, and then we’ll part ways. Deal?” He stretched his hand for a handshake with Mila.

After some hesitation, she took his hand, looked into his eyes, and said, “Deal!”

Mila then smiled at Jack. He was back on her good side.

She told him about our family, kids, and the troubles with her brother. Jack talked about his childhood, his parents, and how he and his sister grew up together. He did not want to talk about the tragedy with his parents and sister but only mentioned that it pained him to watch his sister’s young life wasted away only because some drugged monsters had decided to rob their house. Jack revealed that the real reason for becoming a drug dealer was revenge. He had hoped that by working in the business, one day, he would be able to find out the identities of the perpetrators of the crime against his family. Also, he believed that eventually, he would be able to find a way to hurt the mafia, which was ultimately responsible for the crime.

Jack’s story moved Mila. It was precisely the kind of thing that played into my wife’s weakness: her empathy. Her sympathy for Jack deepened. She was so touched that she even rubbed his shoulder when he mentioned how heartbroken he was and how he felt that he had already wasted his life by getting involved with the mafia.

“Let’s change the topic to something lighter, shall we?” Jack said. “Who likes open water swimming?”

I raised my hand.

“I don’t,” Mila said, “but I don’t mind cooling down in the water.”

She stood up, and Jack and I watched her wading slowly into the lake. My wife’s ass in her skimpy bikini bottom was a sight not to miss. I looked at Jack, and he grinned at me when he saw I caught his gaze at Mila’s backside.

“Your wife has an amazing body, dude!” he whispered.

“Um-hum,” I said and then whispered back, “Which part of her body do you like the most?”

I shouldn’t have said it. It would have been a good banter if we talked about someone else’s wife, not mine, but it was done.

“Everything!” Jack said without hesitation, and his grin went wider.

He stared at my face, then looked at Mila, who was standing twenty yards from us. She was waist-deep in the water, with her back to us, splashing water on her chest as she tried to get used to the water temperature.

She couldn’t overhear us.

Jack looked back at me as if he wanted to say something but held himself back. He just stared at me.

And then I said it. “How much do you want to fuck her, Jack?”

I had no idea why I asked him. I knew it was a stupid, irrational, unnatural thing to do, yet I did it.

I expected Jack to be taken aback by my question. To say something like, “Hey, dude! This is your wife we are talking about!” or “Ha-ha! Excellent joke!” or something on those lines.

Instead, he kept staring at me.

The silence was becoming uncomfortable. And my cock getting harder by the second made it even more uncomfortable. I couldn’t believe I had just asked another guy if he wanted to fuck my wife; no, not if he wanted to! I had asked him how much he wanted to fuck her. I was a total nutcase to do that. My behaviour was inexplicable, incomprehensible. I couldn’t explain it to myself; probably no one could. No one but my cock. My rock-hard cock at this point gave me the explanation: my cuckold fetish was stronger than my fear of Jack, stronger than my jealousy, stronger than anything rational. The irrational lust was winning over my common sense. That was the explanation!

Mila looked over her shoulder at us and shouted, “Peter, are you coming or not?”

I turned my head to look at her. “I’ll be with you in a sec, hon!” I shouted.

That was the moment I should have got up and forgotten about my stupid question, but I didn’t. I felt compelled to look at Jack’s face again, and I looked.

He was waiting for me to look at him. And then quietly, with an even voice, without any trace of shame, without a muscle moving on his face other than his lips, he said, “Very much!”

I couldn’t believe it, but my cock twitched the moment I heard the words “very much”.

I swallowed, not sure what to say to Jack. I had to tell him to fuck off, or to fuck himself, or something, but I was lost for words. I was dumbfounded by his audacious admission of wanting to fuck my wife and by my incomprehensible act of asking him in the first place.

I finally pulled myself together and opened my mouth to tell him to get lost when he spoke before me.

Again, without any shadow of unease, he asked me, quietly but clearly, “How much do you want me to?”

I couldn’t answer this question. No way!

I got up and prepared to join my wife in the water. I did not bother to hide the tent in my swimming trunks. Jack also stood up, and yes, he too had a massive tent in his shorts.

“Let me take the boat away, and I will join you and Mila,” Jack said, but then he paused, and after a couple of seconds of hesitation, he added, “Maybe I shouldn’t, I mean—“

“Come on, Jack!” I said. “Take it away! You will feel more relaxed, and I won’t be tempted.”

He did not say anything, just went to the boat, got in it, and began rowing.

On the one hand, I regretted my honesty the moment I had told him to move the boat away from the ramp. I had scuppered my last chance of stealing his gun. However, on the other hand, I thought that if he was indeed letting us go in the evening, maybe it was for the best. If he had left the boat where it was, I could have been tempted to take his gun, and if something had gone wrong, this could have turned out to be the worst decision in my entire life.

I looked at Mila, who was now chest-deep in the water, and I thought: I removed the temptation of going for Jack’s gun. However, I can’t remove the other temptation: watching my wife and Jack being around each other!

I could not indulge in my thoughts because Mila waved at me. “Come on, Pete! Join me for a dip!” Then she giggled. “Are you scared of the water?”

I walked into the lake and finally joined her. I stood in front of her and wrapped my arms around her waist.

“Honey, you are a top negotiator!” I said and pulled her in closer to me.

She giggled. “Hi-hi! Am I not indeed?”

“Do you think he will let us go tonight?”

“Um, . . . I do, actually.”

“I don’t trust him. Look!” I nodded in Jack’s direction. “He still does not trust us. He keeps his gun and car keys safe in the boat.”

I chose not to mention that he had wanted to leave the boat at the ramp, but I had prompted him to move it.

Mila looked at Jack and watched him row for a while before saying, “Still! I think he is a good guy and will hold his end of the deal. There won’t be any reason to hold us as hostages once he is safe with his friend.”

I said, “I disagree. There is another big reason to keep us longer.”

“What’s that?” Mila asked me as she looked back at me.

The words slipped through my lips. “He wants to fuck you!”

I expected that Mila would pull away from me and tell me I was an idiot or something.

Instead, she stared at me for a while and then said calmly, as if she was talking about the weather, “I know he wants to fuck me. Do you think I cannot read men?”

I had not expected her to be that blunt, especially after she had tried to deny so vehemently earlier that she had flirted with him. It took me a couple of seconds to recover from my surprise.

“Well,” I said. “That’s my point. He will not let us go tonight.”

“He will let us go! Jack is a good guy and will keep his word.”

“Without having had you?”

“Yes! Without having had me.”

“Why are you so confident?” I asked her.

Mila was getting annoyed with me and raised her voice. “Because he is not a rapist, Peter! Have you not figured that out yet?”

“Oh, I agree with you. He does not intend to force himself on you but hopes you will voluntarily let him fuck you.”

“Have you forgotten that I am your wife?”

I smiled and pressed my erect cock against her stomach.

Mila’s annoyance got replaced by amusement, and a smile flickered at the corners of her lips.

She said, “You are so horny, Pete, that your brain is starting to turn into mush. We’d better have sex sooner before you do something stupid.”

“Or make you do something stupid!”

She giggled. “Yeah, that too!”

Gosh! What she just said means she thinks Jack fucking her is a possibility, I thought, and my cock twitched. I reached down between her legs and cupped her pussy.

“No, silly! Not here!” Mila said and pushed me in the chest, gently but firmly, and I had to let go of her.

“He is coming!” she whispered and nodded towards Jack, who, in the meantime, had taken the boat about thirty yards into the pond and now dropped anchor roughly in the same place where he had had a nap in the morning.

Then he took off his shorts and dived.

“Let’s hang around for a little longer, then we’ll leave him to swim by himself while we sneak in the RV for a quickie,” Mila said, and the lustful smile on her face told me she meant it.

My wife was horny, horny enough to suggest a quickie, something she had never liked doing. I didn’t like it either, but I was going to take up her offer because she was right. It could save us from doing something stupid!

Jack swam to us and stood right before Mila.

“Mila, let’s swim!” he said and stretched his hand towards her.

Mila was slightly nervous and hesitant being around this naked man but took his hand and walked with him a few steps further into the lake. Then they began swimming breaststroke next to each other. I caught up with them with front crawl. We swam for about five minutes before we headed back to the shore. Jack took Mila’s hand as we began walking. While we had been swimming, Mila had surely been able to catch the occasional glimpse of his naked ass and penis. I had been able to. However, it was somewhat different in the water while swimming. Now, as we were walking out of the lake, we were able to observe his cock fully from an even closer distance than the previous night when he had changed in front of us.

When we reached the shore, we lay on the towels.

Mila and I acted around our nude companion as if nothing was out of the ordinary, although we both sneaked peeks at his cock from the corners of our eyes every now and then.

Jack was absolutely at ease.

He didn’t think it was inappropriate to swim naked with us, sway his cock while walking alongside us, or lie on his back next to my wife with his manhood put on full display. Whether Jack thought that the circumstances justified his behaviour, was an exhibitionist by nature, or an avid nudist, it didn’t matter. He had no qualms about showing his cock. Having said that, when Jack sat up ten minutes later, he covered his crotch with the edge of his towel. He wanted to hide his growing erection. The physical proximity to my charming wife must have been too much to ignore.

Mila and I sat up too. We were glad that the nearby tree provided shade from the mid-afternoon sun. Still, I applied some sunscreen lotion on my wife’s back and shoulders, and she returned the favour. Jack gladly accepted Mila’s offer to do the same for him, and she had the pleasure of feeling his well-shaped muscles while spreading the sunscreen oil on his back and shoulders.

Jack told a funny story about how he and his dad had got lost on a fishing trip. Both Mila and I laughed. Encouraged by our laughter, he went on to tell us a couple of more stories. Our kidnapper appeared to have a good sense of humour and certainly was a good storyteller because we enjoyed his tales.

After Jack decided that he had talked enough about his childhood adventures, he moved on to talk about the fauna in the forest. He turned out to be calm, observant, and knowledgeable. My wife has always liked gentle and intelligent people. And Jack proved to be such a person.

Mila felt at ease sitting next to the nude man, who was alternating sharing intriguing facts about the area with more in-depth thoughts about the relationship between humans and nature. Occasionally he made Mila a compliment, and she appreciated it each time with a smile or a tap on his hand.

At one point, the towel slipped off Jack’s crotch. Both Mila and I saw his massive erection. My wife giggled, and Jack turned to lie on his stomach, baring his ass but at least hiding his erect cock.

Jack was a little embarrassed. He stared at the RV, avoiding looking at Mila or me. 

There was an uncomfortable silence. 

Mila hugged her knees to her chest and turned her gaze to the lake’s surface, pretending she was preoccupied with taking in the area’s beauty. I was looking at the lake too but could not stop thinking that my wife was thinking about Jack. I imagined she was thinking of the huge fully-erect cock pressed flat between Jack’s abdomen and the towel, just a few inches away from her. That, in turn, made me hard and the tent in my trunks became uncomfortable.

“Jack, as a drug dealer, have you ever used drugs yourself?” I asked.

I had only asked the question to break my train of thoughts in the hope of making my erection subside.

Mila also saw my question as an opportunity to take her mind off what she had been thinking, most probably Jack’s penis, and said, “Yes, Jack, have you?”

Jack looked up at her and smiled. Then he said, “Yes.”

“And how does it feel?” she asked him.

“It’s hard to describe. You feel more alert, more sensual if you will,” Jack said as he rose to his elbows.

“I see,” Mila said.

Jack continued to explain, “Your senses are on alert, but a good alert, like. . . , like as if you are playing the ‘nervous game’ and you are in that state of suspense, heightened sensitivity, when the excitement is building up like an orchestra building up to a crescendo, and you are about to say, ‘Yes’, but then you hold a little longer and say, “No,” and you had thought the excitement couldn’t have gone higher and yet it does.”

“What is the ‘nervous game’?” Mila asked.

“Oh, have you not played it?” Jack asked her.

Mila shook her head. “No.”

“I haven’t heard of it either,” I said.

Jack chuckled. “Seriously, folks? Never?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Never.”

My wife shook her head again.

“OK, let’s play!” Jack said, and before Mila and I realised what he was doing, he dragged himself right in front of her.

Lying on his stomach, he put his hands on her ankles and gently nudged her to spread her legs apart. Mila opened her legs with her knees drawn up to her chest and her feet flat on the towel. Jack crawled forward between her legs and propped himself on his elbows. Needless to say, I felt my cock twitching again, seeing my wife’s cameltoe less than ten inches away from Jack’s face.

So long with getting my erection down! I thought.

Jack explained the rules of the game: “The goal of the game is to stay in the game as long as possible. I will keep asking, ‘Are you nervous?’ and you have to say, ‘No.’ If you say, ‘Yes,’ you lose and at that moment between the ‘No’ and the ‘Yes’, you will feel what it feels like to have snorted a line of coke. Ready?”

Mile stared at Jack’s face for a few seconds, hesitating, before she smiled shyly.

She leaned back on her hands and said, “OK.”

Jack said, “OK! Close your eyes!”

Mila giggled and closed her eyes.

Jack put his hand on her calf and asked her, “Are you nervous?”

She giggled again and said, “No.”

Jack moved his hand onto my wife’s knee and asked her again, “Are you nervous?”

Smiling, Mila shook her head. “No.”

Jack placed his hand on the inner thigh of her right leg, midway between her knee and her crotch. She trembled at his touch but still said, “No,” when asked if she was nervous.

Then Jack’s hand moved closer to her bikini bottom, right below the crease of her groin, and he asked her, “Are you nervous?”

Mila’s body shook when she felt his hand so close to her pussy, but she still giggled. She wasn’t saying anything, though.

Jack repeated his question. “Are you nervous, Mila?”

I saw goosebumps rising on my wife’s arms, neck, and legs.

I thought she would say yes.

Yet, she said, “No.”

And then Jack did something that I did not expect, and most probably Mila did not expect either.

He placed his index and middle fingers on her cameltoe, one digit on each of the two bulges of her pussy lips. Mila’s breathing became shallow and frequent. The goosebumps spread to her chest.

“Are you nervous?” Jack whispered.

My wife’s face was flushed red with excitement. Her chest was moving up and down fast as if she had run a mile. She tried to slow down her breathing without much success. Mila was still not answering Jack’s question. She ran the tip of her tongue over her upper lip.

My boner was pressing against my swimming trunks. I could only imagine how Jack felt lying on his hard cock as he stared at my wife’s face while his fingers felt the warmth of her pussy lips through the thin fabric of her bikini bottom. I was not worried anymore that Mila or Jack could see the tent in my trunks. They had something more exciting going on.

A few seconds passed in tense silence, and Jack ran his fingers along Mila’s pussy lips over her bikini, slowly, gently, as he whispered, “Are you nervous?”

Mila was panting. She opened her eyes and looked at Jack. Their eyes locked. My wife’s dilated pupils revealed how aroused she was.

Jack asked her, “Are you nervous?”

His fingers traced the hem of her bikini in the crease of her groin.

Mila was not answering his question. Jack kept looking her in the eyes as he hooked his fingers under the edge of fabric covering her pussy.

Mila’s body shivered. Her calf and thigh muscles tensed. I could see her heart thumping in her chest.

Jack repeated his question. “Are you nervous, Mila?”

He lifted the piece of cloth covering her pussy, and his fingers snuck under. His knuckles touched her labia. Jack’s and Mila’s eyes stayed locked on each other, neither of them able to look at anything else. Jack slowly ran the back of his fingers over my wife’s pussy, his knuckles caressing her soft pussy lips.

“Yes!” Mila shouted, grabbed his hand, and pushed it away. She closed her legs and sat up, blushing profusely.

Jack chuckled. “Did you feel the line of coke, Mila?”

Mila said in a croaked voice, “Yes.” A second later, she giggled. Then she took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, and said, “Yes, I definitely felt it, Jack!”

She looked at me, and I smiled.

“I felt it too,” I said.

Jack laughed. “Ha-ha! Me too!”

And as if to prove he was telling the truth, he stood up in one swift movement, showing off his triceps, abs, and back muscles at work but also revealing his massive erection. His cockhead was red and swollen, his shaft was thick with large veins, and his balls were high up in his scrotum, prepared to push out sperm if given a chance.

Mila burst into laughter. She covered her mouth shyly, staring at Jack’s cock, as she said, “I believe you!”

Jack laughed. “Ha-ha!”

My wife laughed too, shaking her head from side to side in amusement and without taking her eyes off his cock. I hugged her, and looking at Jack’s manhood too, I joined her laughing.

Mila cuddled up to me and said to Jack, “You certainly don’t need to snort coke if you play this game, Jack!”

“I agree,” he said. “But only when I play it with you!”

Mila couldn’t blush more than she was already blushing.

“And this was one line of coke,” Jack added as he sat next to her.

Mila turned her face to him and smiled. Their eyes met.

Jack put his hand on her stomach. She shuddered the moment she felt his touch, so aroused she was. Staring her in the eyes and with a seductive smile on his face, Jack slowly ran his fingers down her belly, past her navel, further down to the waistband of her bikini bottom, then hooked his fingers under the waistband and pulled on it as he said, “We can play a game for ten lines of coke if you want?”

He nodded towards the RV.

Did he. . . ? Did he just invite my wife to fuck her in the RV? Did he just—

I could not finish my thought because Mila grabbed his hand and pushed it away.

Smiling politely, she said, “Some other time, Jack!”

Then she turned her face to me, clasped my chin and kissed me, a deep French kiss. This was her way to release her sexual tension and overcome the temptation offered to her by Jack.

That was when our fun in the sun ended abruptly.

A car with a caravan parked on the other bank of the lake. It was a quarter to five.

Jack did not like the presence of the newcomers even so far away from us, so he stood up and said, “Let’s move to another place.”

He walked into the water, baring it all again, and a few yards into the lake, he dived in. Mila and I watched him swim towards the boat.

“He has impressive assets, don’t you think, honey?” I said and looked at my wife.

She ignored my question and followed Jack with her eyes for about a minute or so.

Finally, she said, “I think he will let us free once we take him to Boston.”

Two minutes later, Jack brought back the boat, jumped off it, tied it to the pillar, and said, “Let’s get away from here. I don’t like attracting unnecessary attention.”

Having wrapped his precious possessions in my shorts and shamelessly swaying his dick, he headed straight to the RV.

Mila did not even attempt to avert her gaze when he walked past us, and the moment he disappeared into the RV, I said to her, “He has a large dick!”

She did not ignore my comment this time and said, “And he loves showing it!”

We followed Jack into the RV, where he was already putting his own clothes on, which had dried by now. Mila and I went to change in the bedroom. I put the same clothes on while my wife opted for a white cotton ribbed crop vest top and blue raw-hem low-rise denim shorts.

I sat in the driver’s seat, Jack took the passenger seat, and Mila sat on the step between us.

Jack gave me the car keys and put the mobile phones and his gun in the glovebox.

He looked at me, then at Mila and asked us, “I don’t need to hold these, do I?”

Both Mila and I shook our heads to say no.

“That’s what I thought,” Jack said.

He winked at Mila, reached to her leg and, without any hesitation, gently squeezed her thigh.

“We are friends now,“ he said. “Remember? We snorted coke together!”

Mila giggled, grabbed his hand, and pushed it away.

I was turned on but also jealous. This other man was feeling my wife up whenever he wanted, and she was responding with giggles. I started to worry that she might consider the unthinkable, the one thing I knew I could fantasise about but was unsure if I wanted to happen for real.

No! She will never do it! I won’t let her do it! Mila and I love each other and will never do it if we are in the right state of mind. I asked him if he wanted to fuck her, but it didn’t mean I wanted it to happen. I was fantasising. That’s all! We’ll never do it if we are in the right state of mind!

I put the key in the ignition just when Jack tickled Mila in the stomach.

“What about snorting some more?” he asked her.

My cock jumped, and I sighed to myself. But are we?

Squirming and giggling, Mila said, “No, Jack! We’ve snorted enough! No more!”

She pushed his hand off her.

Jack let go of her and turned to me. “Peter, we’ll go to a creek where I used to go fishing with my dad. We might catch something for dinner before we leave for Boston.”

He is leaving tonight for good, I thought, and that abated my anxiety. That’s good, very good! Mila and I won’t do anything stupid. We won’t have time to do anything stupid!

“You might have to navigate through some bumpy roads, but you are an excellent driver!” Jack said to me and then turned his attention back to Mila. “Mila, come sit on my lap! I’ll hold you! You don’t have a seat belt there.”

“I’ll go sit in the chair, Jack,” Mila said and smiled politely at him.

She patted my shoulder as if to say: Don’t worry, honey, I am in control!

Mila seemed to have realised she had to tone it down with Jack. She rose and sat in the chair in the living room. She fastened the seatbelt.

I thanked Donald’s dad in my head for custom installing seatbelts on the chairs in the living room, allowing more than two people to travel in the vehicle. Otherwise, Mila would have probably sat on Jack’s lap, and who knows what could have happened?

I started the engine and drove off. I had to follow Jack’s instructions once again.


5.    Creek fishing

The place Jack had in mind turned out not to be far away. It was just behind the hill on the other side of the lake. However, getting there was hard. I had to navigate some rough terrain, which slowed us down considerably. I drove very slowly and with great care not to tip the RV over, get stuck, blow a tyre, or damage the undercarriage. On a few occasions, Jack got out to check if we could go around a boulder or keep on the trail. In the end, after thirty minutes of the hardest off-road drive in my life, we arrived safely at a creek, and I parked the RV.

“Voila!” I said, and we unfastened our seatbelts with relief.

Mila stood up on the step to the cab and put her hand on my shoulder.

“Well done, honey!” she praised me.

“Thank you, hon!” I replied and turned in my seat to look at her.

Jack swivelled the passenger seat around to face Mila.

“He did well, didn’t he?” he said. “It was a hell of a drive!”

Mila looked at Jack. “Yeah, it was a hell of a drive.”

Jack put his hand on the small of her back and pulled her into him, making her tilt her pelvis forward.

He smiled at her.

Slightly swaying sideways, with her stomach and crotch pushed out, Mila smiled back at him. “What?”

Jack rubbed her back. His hand slid to her bum, then continued down to the back of her exposed thigh, and he pulled her further towards him.

“Shall we go fishing?” he asked her and squeezed the soft flesh of her thigh.

Mila giggled. “Fishing?”

“Yeah, fishing. Or shall we do something else?” Jack put his other hand on her stomach, over her exposed belly button.

His hand slipped down, and he hooked his fingers under the waistband of her shorts. A lustful smile spread across his face, and he began slowly pulling her shorts down.

Wow! I thought. He’s determined to pursue her to the very end! Yeah, it’s good he’s leaving us tonight! That was the voice of my common sense whispering in my head. The voice of my cock was whispering something else: Look at them! Imagine how hot it would be to watch them fuck!

Mila giggled again. She did not push Jack’s hand away, and he continued to pull her shorts down until the top of her landing strip got exposed.

“No, let’s go fishing,” Mila said, grabbed his hand and pulled it off her shorts.

She stepped back, and Jack let go of her.

“We don’t have a fishing rod,” I said.

“Actually, we have,” Jack said. “You haven’t checked what you’ve got in the RV’s rear garage. I looked there this morning. You have a fishing rod.”

He turned the passenger seat around to face forward, opened the door and looked at the creek.

“Come on! Let’s go fishing!” Jack said. “We should be able to catch smallmouth bass or a pike. It would make a nice dinner for the three of us.”

We got out, and Jack opened the storage compartment at the rear of the RV. Indeed, there was a fishing rod left there, probably by Donald’s dad. There were also many other angling accessories, including a small tackle box with plastic lures, which Jack put in a bucket along with a filleting knife and a pair of long-nosed pliers that were lying around.

He tucked the fishing rod under his arm, grabbed the bucket, shooed an insect away from his face and said, “Who wants to come fishing with me?”

“I don’t know how to fish, Jack,” Mila said.

“I’ll teach you, Mila. Come with me! There’s a good fishing spot downstream,” Jack said. He took my wife’s hand, and they headed downstream. However, they made only five or six steps, and Jack stopped, looked over his shoulder and asked me, “Aren’t you coming with us, Peter?”

“I am tired. You two go ahead,” I replied.

“In that case, we’ll fish right here!” Jack nodded at the creek bend just in front of us, which was five or six yards from the RV. He grinned at me. “I know you want to watch us.”

“Yeah! I’ll watch you from here,” I said and sat on the steps of the RV.

What does he mean by ‘I know you want to watch us’? I asked myself, although I knew too well the double entendre of his words. He doesn’t only mean watching them fish. He’s teasing me about my cuckold fetish! He’s figured me out! Of course, he has. I’ve been more than obvious. I told him practically myself that I am a cuckold! He’s laughing at me now. Bastard!

But why do I care? Why am I angry at him? He is not wrong after all. He’s stating the obvious: I like watching them flirt!

Jack and Mila took off their shoes at the edge of the creek bank. Jack opened the tackle box and chose a lure. He attached the bait to the hook and took my wife’s hand again as they waded into the stream until they were knee-deep in the water.

“Watch how I throw the lure, Mila,” Jack said to my wife and cast the lure. He explained to her, “You must always aim at the shady places on a sunny day like this one. That’s where the fish is.”

“Gosh, you are good at this, Jack,” Mila praised Jack’s skills and giggled. “Hi-hi! If I have to do it, I’ll probably drop it on my feet.”

“Oh, it’s easier than it looks,” he said. “Let me show you how to hold the rod. Hold it here!”

Jack put the rod in my wife’s hands and moved behind her. He hugged her from behind and held her hands, showing her how to control the drag and tighten the fishing line. He also explained to her how to retrieve the line and how to reel.

It was the beginner’s luck, perhaps, but within a minute, there was a bite, and they hooked a fish. Well, Jack struck the fish but let Mila reel it. In her excitement, my wife leaned her back against Jack’s chest. He wrapped one arm around her waist from behind and placed his hand on her stomach. Jack used his other hand to work on the roller. Mila screamed out of exaltation when they lifted up and swung the fish in. It was about two-pound smallmouth bass. When they walked to the shore, Jack skilfully unhooked the fish with the help of the pair of pliers and put it in the bucket.

“Honey!” Mila waved at me, all in smiles. “Look! My first fish!”

I smiled at her too. “Yes, honey, well done!”

Jack washed his hands in the stream, re-adjusted the lure, and they went back to the same spot. Hugging my wife from behind and supporting her hands as she held the rod, Jack began teaching her how to cast. Mila was having fun, and the more attempts they made to cast, the more jovial and noisier she was becoming. She laughed and giggled at each unsuccessful attempt while Jack hugged her ever more tightly, pushing his crotch against her bum.

After six or seven unsuccessful attempts, they managed to throw the lure exactly where Jack wanted it, and Mila screamed out of excitement, “We did it, Jack!”

“Yes, Mila, we did it,” Jack said excitedly too.

Then he let go of her hands, leaving her to hold the fishing road on her own, and as he pressed his chest tightly against her back, he slipped his left hand from behind onto her stomach. At the same time, his right hand brushed the hair off her neck, revealing her right ear.

He lowered his head until his lips made contact with the soft skin below her ear while his chin gently touched her neck, and he said, “Now, we have to be quiet so that we don’t scare off the fish.”

Mila giggled, this time quietly.

“Yes,” she said. Then she added, “I love fishing.”

“I love watching you fish,” her ‘angling teacher’ said, tilted his head and planted a kiss on the side of her neck, just above her collarbone.

Mila trembled but did not say anything.

Jack was not in a hurry to remove his lips from my wife’s neck, but when he finally did, he said, “For luck!” He looked at me over his shoulder and winked. “Your wife is becoming a true angler, Peter.”

“Yes, she will catch a big fish!” I replied and thought to myself: she will certainly catch you by the looks of it.

Jack put his right hand back on the fishing rod to help Mila hold the rod tight while his left hand slid further up her stomach until his fingers slipped under the hem of her tank top.

“Jack, we are fishing, right?” Mila whispered as she smiled. She kept watching the float for a bite.

“Yes, we are,” Jack whispered and cupped her breast under her tank top.

Mila giggled. “Jack? What are you doing?”

Jack chuckled. “Fishing!”

I found watching my wife in the hands of this other man so arousing that I struggled to contain the erection in my pants and had to adjust my shorts to prevent my cockhead from popping over the waistband.

Mila looked at me.

I winked at her. “Watch the float, honey! Don’t get distracted!”

I opened my legs, making the shape of my erect cock visible through my shorts. I grabbed my boner through my pants and ran my hand along the length of the shaft, from the cockhead to the balls, and Mila knew. She knew I enjoyed watching her being groped by Jack.

She smiled at me and looked back at the float.

Jack continued to feel her up for about a minute or so, and there was a bite, but they struck too late and missed the fish.

Jack decided to explain to Mila how to strike when there is a bite. He let go of her boob and put his hands over hers. He showed her again how to operate the reel.

Since he kept her in his embrace, his cheek brushed against Mila’s as he said to her, “Watch the float! When it goes under, you should strike. The strike is a positive pull to the left, like this, to set the hook.” Jack helped Mila strike. “You strike first until you feel the fish and then gradually reel in to make contact with it and determine how big it is. Let’s do it again.”

They retrieved the line, and after a few unsuccessful castings, which Jack used amply to feel my wife’s belly and brush her tits with his hand as he was supposedly helping her take up a proper stance, they finally settled at the spot he liked the lure at. In about two minutes, they got another bite. With help from Jack, Mila successfully struck and, squealing with delight, reeled in a smallmouth bass of similar size to the first one.

Jack and Mila waded out of the water.

My wife’s fishing teacher took the bucket with the two fish and said, “Let me clean the fish and cook my favourite grilled bass recipe.”

Mila joined me at the RV, still beaming with the excitement caused by her little fishing adventure.

I stood up, wrapped my arms around her waist and said with a smile, “My little sexy angler! Did you like it?”

“I loved it, Peter! Next time I will teach you how to fish,” my gleaming wife said enthusiastically, proud of her fishing success, and locked her arms around my neck.

Mila was so sexy that I could not resist and kissed her. I knew my wife, and I knew by the way she kissed me back that she was aroused. I couldn’t help myself and slipped my hands onto her buttocks, then further down. I grabbed the legs of her shorts and pulled them into her crack, baring her ass cheeks. Mila knew that her bum was exposed but did not break the kiss.

I saw Jack out of the corner of my eye. He had bent down over the water to gut the fish, and at that moment, he looked at us. He smiled friendly; however, I also noticed a shadow of envy flitting across his face.

Finally, Mila and I broke the kiss.

“I’ll take a quick shower, honey,” she said as she fixed her shorts.

“I’ll do the same after you,” I said.

We went inside, straight into the bedroom. I watched Mila take her clothes off and almost blew my load in my pants.

She saw me squeezing the tip of my cock through my shorts and laughed. “Ha-ha! Someone’s having a hard time!”

I chuckled. “He-he! Yeah, I wished Jack had gone!”

“He will be gone soon, and we’ll work on you!”

Mila smiled coquettishly and went to shower.

Once I took off my clothes, I walked into the hallway and waited in front of the shower cabin for Mila to finish.

The shower door doubled as the door to the bedroom. However, Donald’s dad apparently did not like it as the only solution for providing privacy in the bedroom. He had installed curtains in the corridor, just before the entrance to the kitchen-living room area.

I drew close the curtains because I was not too comfortable being seen naked by Jack if he walked into the RV. It’s not that I am a shy guy, and I usually don’t have reservations about being nude in front of other guys, but I felt intimidated by Jack’s impressive cock and preferred that he did not see my dick.

Mila popped out of the shower cabin, completely naked, and leaned her back against the wall to make room for me to walk past her. As I walked sideways, trying to squeeze in between her and the opposite wall, I noticed the lustful spark in her eyes and deliberately rubbed my naked body against hers. Feeling the softness of her tits brushing against my chest was too much for me. I grabbed her by the waist.

We kissed passionately, and when we pulled away, I said, “God! Can’t wait to get rid of Jack!”

“Why wait?” Mila said. She took my hand and guided it between her legs. “We can lock ourselves in the bedroom.”

Mila had dried her body, and I knew immediately what the wetness of her pussy meant.

Gosh! I thought. She is horny as hell. She doesn’t care anymore about Jack being around. I have to fuck her now!

I grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her around to face the wall.

“Hon! I meant after you take a shower. . . , in the bedroom,” she whispered as she looked at me over her shoulder.

I grabbed her hands and pressed them against the wall above her head.

My voice croaked. “I want to fuck you now! The way Jack would have fucked you in the stream when he held your hands up and pressed his cock against your bum.”

I immediately regretted what I had said about Jack fucking her. I thought Mila would get pissed off and pull away.

But she did not. She just said, “OK! Go get a condom!”

“Let me feel you first, just a little, please!” I pleaded with her and pressed her hands tight against the wall.

Mila turned her face to the wall, stuck her bum out, and slightly spread her legs.

I didn’t need to look down. After fucking so many times as a married couple, we knew our bodies pretty well. I knew exactly how much to bend my knees and where to position my crotch so that my cockhead poked at the entrance of her vagina. Mila was so wet, warm, and soft. A single thrust of my pelvis and my entire cock slid into her pussy. She gasped.

God! Does it not feel good?! I thought, or maybe even said it aloud. I didn’t care.

My wife’s vagina was loose, very loose.

The effect of flirting with Jack all day long! I thought. I hope I am also a reason!

I began fucking her straight away.

I’ll just withdraw, I said to myself. No way I am stopping now for a fucking condom!

We heard Jack open and shut the RV’s door.

“Fuck!” slipped through my mouth, and I stopped thrusting.

“Pull it out,” Mila whispered and pushed her crotch forward, trying to get my cock slide out of her pussy.

However, holding her hands tightly against the wall, I pressed my crotch against her bum. I managed to keep some of my cock in her. We stayed still, listening to what Jack was doing in the kitchen.

“He’ll stay in the kitchen!” I whispered and thrust my cock in.

A muffled moan slipped through Mila’s lips.

We heard Jack taking out one of the trays.

“He needs the oil!” Mila whispered hurriedly and wriggled her wrists, trying to free herself from my grip.

She was right. Jack had to take the oil bottle and spices from the pantry, which meant he was going to pull open the curtains and see us.

I let go of Mila, and she turned around, making my cock slip out of her pussy.

She smiled at me and gently slapped me on the ass.

“Go take a shower!” she murmured. “I’ll be waiting for you in the bedroom. Hurry up!”

It was cruel. It was very cruel of Jack to deny me fucking my wife! But there was not much I could do, so I entered the shower cabin.

At least I am going to fuck her properly in the bedroom, I said to myself.

I showered as quickly as possible and got out. I shut the door, still drying myself with the towel and trying to make up my mind in which pose I was going to fuck my wife. I was about to step into the bedroom when I froze and instinctively covered my groin with the towel because I saw Jack sitting on the edge of the bed and talking to Mila. Mila was sitting in the middle of the bed and was hugging her knees to her chest underneath the light blanket wrapped around her naked body.

She waved at me nervously. “Hi, hon!”

After Jack greeted me with a grin, he turned his attention back to Mila to conclude his tale. “So, that’s how I lost Rebecca exactly three months ago, and I swore to myself never to have a girlfriend before I get out of this business. Well, I will probably be shot dead by the police or Big Daddy’s folks very soon, so I won’t have the pleasure of being with a woman again, but I guess this is exactly what I deserve.”

“Oh, Jack. Don’t say that! You make me sad,” Mila said and stretched her hand to rub his shoulder without noticing that the blanket slumped down and her left breast got exposed.

“I wished I could help you!” she whispered.

Jack tried to hide his gaze at her sexy mound of flesh by looking down in front of him, inadvertently creating the impression of someone who was totally crushed.

Mila went on to comfort him. “I know one thing: once you cut ties with the gang, you will find out that the world is a much brighter place than it might seem to you right now. You are a handsome and sensitive man, and you will get a girlfriend in no time!”

“I hope you are right, Mila!” Jack said humbly. “I hope you are right!”

Then he stood up, glanced again at my wife’s breast, so unexpectedly revealed to him, and said, “I’d better go have a look at the fish.”

I stepped aside to make room for him to pass, then entered the bedroom and shut the door behind me.

I decided not to tell Mila that she had just flashed her boob. I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the blanket off her chest.

Mila looked at me with her most loving gaze and caressed my cheek with the back of her hand.

This was usually a sure sign that she had some bad news, so I was not surprised when she said, “We have to postpone it, honey. Jack said that the fish would be ready in five minutes or so. Let’s get dressed!”

“Of course, honey,” I said, then asked her, “How did the subject about his girlfriend come up?”

“Oh!” Mila looked through the window. “He just. . . , just brought it up.”

“He just brought it up. . . . I see. Just like that?”

Mila rubbed her chest, giving her tits a little squeeze and looked up at me. “Um, yeah.”

I stared her in the eyes. “Is that so?”

Mila bit her lower lip as she held my gaze. She knew I sensed there was more to what she was telling me.

She sighed a deep sigh. “OK! He said he’s not been with a woman since they killed his girlfriend.”

Mila rubbed her collarbone, watching my face and trying to read my reaction.

I kept my gaze on her face too but did not say anything.

A pink tint appeared on her cheeks.

Mila swallowed nervously and said, “Awful! Don’t you think?” She paused, then added, “I mean, his girlfriend being killed.”

“Yeah, awful indeed,” I said. “But. . . . did he say it out of the blue?! Like, he came and said: ‘I have not been with a woman since they killed Rebecca!’”

“He. . . . He apologised. That’s when he said it.”

“Apologised for what?”

Mila rubbed her tits again as she glanced through the window and then looked at me. “He apologised for being horny and all. OK? He said the reason was because he’s not been with a woman for a long time.”

I shook my head slowly. “I still don’t get it, Mila. He came and said: ‘I want to apologise for being horny.’ Is that what he did?”

“No! Because of what he said. He apologised for what he said and said he’s been like that because he’s not been with a woman.”

“I am confused here. He said what to you?”

“OK, honey!” Mila said abruptly. “He asked me. OK?”

“Asked you what?”

Mila stared at me for a while. I held her gaze.

She realised I would not let her off the hook and decided to finally tell me what had happened. She said, “He asked me if I would let him fuck me if he stayed overnight.”

“And what did you say?”

“I said no, of course.”

“But he pleaded again and justified his request by saying he’s not been with a woman. Right?”

Mila nodded yes.

“And?” I asked.

“I said no.”

“But you wanted to say yes.”

“What do you imply, Peter?” Mila asked me with palpable frustration.

I said calmly, “I don’t have to imply it, honey. You know it, and I know it. You find him irresistible and want him to fuck you!”

Mila stared at me without saying a word.

“Just admit it, Mila!” I said and reached out to take her hand, but she pushed my hand away.

She stood up on the bed, having to stoop down a bit to avoid hitting her head on the ceiling, and her neatly shaved pussy with the thin landing strip above it hovered just a few inches away from my face. I found myself staring at her labia and could not help but regret that we were not going to have sex as we had planned. In silence, acknowledging my lustful stare only with a faint bitter smile, Mila put on her light grey cotton shorts. These were high-waist solid track shorts with wide legs. I knew she liked the loose feeling of them on her legs, and I liked how much skin they showed. Then I had the pleasure of watching her push her breasts forward as she put on her dark grey top. It was a solid crop cami top with spaghetti straps that showed her stomach, and plenty of neck and shoulders, making her look super-hot. Finally, she got off the bed, slid into her sandals and looked at me.

You are too harsh on her, Peter! I thought to myself. She told you: to play him, she had to open her soul, and of course, feelings come into it; that’s how women are! 

Just let her be, Peter! Jack will be gone for good tonight and won’t be a threat! You and Mila will be safe! Thanks to her! Don’t forget that!  

“Sorry, hon! I am really sorry,” I said.

“It’s OK, I understand,” she murmured.

“I should trust you more.”

“It’s not your fault only, Peter. Maybe I overdid it.”

“It’s not just a game anymore, is it?” I looked her in the eyes.

Mila bit her bottom lip and looked away.

I sighed. “Yeah. . . , as I thought. You have a crush on him.”

My stomach churned, but at the same time, my cock started to harden again.

Mila said quietly, “I don’t know.” She opened the door. “Let’s go and have dinner!”

She left the bedroom.

I was left alone with my thoughts.

How had she fallen in love with someone she had met less than 24 hours earlier?

I ran through my head each interaction between her and him, trying to figure out how this was possible at all, considering who Jack was and who my wife was. Jack was a criminal, a drug dealer, and my wife was a decent woman, a prudent wife who had always been faithful to me. After a long thought, probably ten minutes or so, I concluded that all this was possible only because my wife had started her flirting game with Jack in order to secure our release. Like some actors and actresses who develop feelings while taking part in intimate scenes, the same must have happened to her. Especially that Jack was young, handsome, sensual, assertive but gentle, charming, even exotic in a way! On top of it, he had managed to convince her he was a ‘good guy’ fighting for a noble cause. A young man who could not afford to have a girlfriend or a wife and would most probably end up being killed or in prison. This had made her feel empathy and compassion for him, and that was how my wife had ended up infatuated with him!

And that was deeply disturbing.

Why? Why was I bothered? After all, I was getting turned on at the thought of my wife having sex with another man.

The problem was that in my fantasies, I had always imagined Mila turning into a hotwife in a one-night stand scenario, and then nothing more. Just sex for one night, no feelings, no strings attached; I would have gotten off watching her, and then we would have carried on as normal. But this with Jack was turning into a completely different story. My wife was falling in love with him. Knowing her, knowing how much she was in love with me when we married, I knew it was dangerous. Dangerous for our relationship and marriage because she was a very emotional woman and could leave me for the man she had fallen in love with. The only good thing was that that man would not be around. Jack would be gone in a few hours and would not be a threat to my marriage!

I put my clothes on and went to join Mila and Jack in the kitchen, and it was just in time as the pleasant smell of grilled fish was filling up my nostrils.

Three portions of grilled fish seasoned with butter and black pepper had been served on the table, and Jack and Mila were waiting for me.

I leaned my back against the fridge and looked at them.

Mila had flipped around the passenger seat and was sitting in it. She had put her feet on the seat with her knees drawn to her chest and her legs open, showing plenty of thigh. Jack had seated himself in the chair on her left. He had taken the gun out of the glovebox and was showing her how to operate it. Mila was watching his lesson with interest. I stepped closer to them and confirmed for myself what I had suspected. Jack was ogling not only her thighs. He was sneaking peeks at her crotch through the left leg hole of her shorts. Since my wife had not put knickers on, Jack was being treated to the sight of her pussy!

He handed Mila the gun and put his hand on her knee.

“Would you put it back in the glovie?” he asked her.

Mila took the weapon, and a mischievous smile flickered at the corners of her lips. She disengaged the safety lever. Holding the butt of the pistol in one hand, she placed her other hand over the top of the slide, grasped it, pulled back sharply, and released. The slide snapped forward, cambering a round from the loaded magazine.

Jack’s face froze. Mila stared at him.

“Be careful, Mila!” Jack warned her. “You’ve just put a bullet in the chamber!”

“I know, Jack,” she said and pointed the gun at him. “You’ve just explained to me how it works, and I am a good learner!”

Jack was not taking his eyes off hers, but he kept his cool.

“Mila, this is not a joke!” he said. “The gun is loaded! Engage the safety lever, please! I know you don’t want to shoot me.”

Mila put her finger on the trigger. “How do you know?”

“I know!” he said, and his hand slid from her knee to mid-thigh on the inside.

Mila trembled at his touch but held the gun steady. “How much do you trust me, Jack?”

Jack held her gaze.

He did not answer her question for a while but then said, “You know what? Let’s find out! We’ll play a game. The game is to stop me from doing what I am doing by pulling the trigger!”

He was bold. More than bold. Jack was reckless. Mila could kill him, even if she didn’t want to. She could pull the trigger by accident. But it seemed he trusted her. Or was blinded by lust. Or by love?!

Jack’s hand began sliding slowly but steadily towards the leg of Mila’s shorts.

Mila kept the gun pointed at him as she stared at his face.

Jack used his other hand to pull open the leg of her shorts and bared her pussy. He looked at her exposed groin, and his hand slid into the leg hole.

Mila’s breathing accelerated; her face turned red.

Jack continued to slowly slide his hand towards my wife’s pussy.

“Shoot to stop me, Mila!” he said, and his fingers touched her labia.

Mila trembled at his touch.

She bit her bottom lip and said, “I might!”

Jack was undeterred. His palm cupped her pussy. Mila’s hands, holding the gun, started to shake.

Jack’s hand began moving up and down over her pussy lips. He was caressing her labia majora with his fingers.

“You’ve got the gun, Mila. . . ,” Jack whispered, and now his fingers parted her pussy lips.

My wife’s pink slit was glistening wet. The tips of Jack’s index and middle fingers ran along her pussy crack, up to her clit and then back down towards her vagina.

Mila gasped when Jack’s fingers touched her labia minora.  

“You can stop me by shooting me,” Jack said and parted her inner pussy lips, revealing the pink entrance to her vagina.

“Or we just stop!” Mila shouted and hastily engaged the safety lever.

Holding the gun in one hand, she used her other hand to grab the wrist of Jack’s offending hand and pulled it out of her shorts. Jack let go of her pants, and my wife closed her legs. She put her feet down on the floor, turned around and put the gun in the glove compartment.

Jack looked at me. “Come on, Peter! Aren’t you joining us for dinner?”

I took the seat across from Jack without hiding the tent in my shorts.

Mila turned around and looked at me.

She was blushing profusely.

She covered her eyes, making a peek-a-boo gesture, smiled shyly, and mouthed, “Sorry!”

I said, “It was a high-stakes game, hon! Jack trusted you with his life; you trusted him with your pussy!”

Mila didn’t say anything; she took her plate, put it on her lap, and started eating with her fingers.

I turned to Jack. “Jack, it’s amazing how much our relationship has evolved, don’t you think? To trust my wife with your gun like this!”

“Indeed! It is better this way, isn’t it?” he replied. Then he nodded at my plate. “I don’t want to rush you, but it’s almost 7 o’clock. You want to get rid of me sooner rather than later, I guess.”

“You guessed right,” I said and took my plate.

Before I started to eat, I looked at Mila. She wasn’t lifting her gaze from her plate, pretending she was not listening to us and being busy with her dinner.

We did not talk while we ate. And what was there to talk about? All was clear: as Jack had said it himself, Mila and I had to part ways with him as soon as possible before we had done something that we would regret. And by ‘we’, I didn’t mean only Mila and me, but also Jack. Why would he regret it if we did it? Because he knew he would hurt Mila if he fucked her and left her. He didn’t want to hurt her. I was convinced of that, having watched his demonstration with the gun. He cared about her. Jack was in love with my wife. No way he would have stared at the barrel of the gun the way he had if he was not in love with her and if he did not know she was in love with him. It was shitty for me, but that was how it was. At least I could take solace in the fact that my wife’s infatuation with Jack wouldn’t escalate any further. We would part ways with him in Boston.

We finished dinner quickly. Mila was about to get up and take the plates away to wash them up when Jack stopped her. For some reason, he decided to examine her wedding ring. He took her palm in his and gently tilted her hand sideways to bring the diamond in her ring in the light and to see its glare. Usually, Mila and I did not wear our rings when we were out and about in nature out of fear of losing them, but for some reason, Mila had decided to put her ring on before joining Jack for dinner. Perhaps that had been her last attempt to remind him that she was a married woman and he should leave her alone.

Well, he clearly didn’t get the hint if he almost fingered her, I thought to myself.

“It’s a beautiful wedding ring, Mila,” Jack said. “I like white gold with diamonds; it goes well with your skin’s complexion. Well, I guess any jewellery looks perfect on a beautiful woman like you.”

Mila blushed slightly at his compliment. “Thank you, Jack! I love gold with diamonds.”

“Your ring reminds me of my mother. She had a white gold necklace with diamonds, a beautiful and pricey one,” Jack said and let go of Mila’s hand.

He stood up and started clearing the table.

Mila helped him do the dishes, and five minutes later, we were ready to leave for Boston.

I went behind the steering wheel while Jack sat in the passenger seat to navigate me. Mila sat down on the step between the two of us. The sight of her slender legs, slightly spread apart, with her cotton shorts riding up into her crotch, showing the creases between her thighs and pussy, was a constant reminder of what my incentive was to deliver Jack to Fred as soon as possible. I was going to finally enjoy the jewel between my wife’s legs once this was done.

After driving on the bumpy roads through the woods for thirty minutes or so, I finally got on the main road where I did not need assistance from Jack, and to my surprise, five minutes later, he fell asleep!

The thought of taking his gun from the glovebox and compelling him to get off the vehicle crossed my mind. I also thought briefly of doing what my wife had failed to do: shoot him! However, I dismissed any notion of turning nasty on him. It was not worth the risk since we were going to leave him in Boston in less than three hours anyway, so what was the point of taking the chance of something going wrong? Also, in a way, like my wife, I had become sympathetic to his fate and was not sure I wanted to hurt him.

A few minutes later, Mila felt sleepy too and asked me if she could take a nap in the bedroom. We knew it was illegal to have passengers in the back of a moving motor home, but that would have been my least worry if the police stopped us with Jack in my RV.

I said yes and thus was left on my own to drive for the next three hours and reflect on what Mila and I had done in the past twenty-four hours. Perhaps the most eventful twenty-four hours of our lives.


6.    A kiss

I woke Jack up when we got close to Boston.

“Where is Mila?” were his first words.

“In the bedroom,” I said.

“Pull over where you can! She needs to buckle up.”

“Oh, OK.”

“Yeah. . . . Plenty of police in the city; you never know.”

I pulled in a layby, and Jack went to the bedroom.

I heard him say, “Sorry to wake you up, Mila. I am afraid you need to put a seat belt on.”

I adjusted the rear mirror to see what was going on in the bedroom.

“Yeah,” Mila said and sat up on the bed. She stretched her arms in the air, showing plenty of belly, and yawned.

Then she got up from the bed, straightened her shorts and said, “Give me a couple of minutes, and I’ll be with you guys.”

Mila headed for the loo, but when she tried to squeeze in between the wall and Jack, facing him and walking sideways, he put his hands on her hips.

Mila stopped moving and looked at Jack’s grinning face. He slid his hands onto her butt and cupped her ass cheeks. He bunched the fabric of her shorts and pulled them up into her ass crack, baring her bum the way I had done after they had fished. His hands squeezed the soft flesh of my wife’s ass buns. Mila and Jack stayed still for a couple of seconds, staring at each other.

Jack leaned his face towards hers, but she moved her head to the side, pressing her cheek to his cheek, and dodged the kiss. He whispered something in her ear, which I couldn’t catch.

Mila pulled her head back, looked at Jack and put her hands on his chest.

“Because a kiss means a lot to me,” she said.

Jack let go of her left ass cheek and placed his right hand on the sliver of her stomach exposed by her tank top. His fingers found the waistband of her shorts, and his hand slipped inside.

He pushed his hand between her legs and cupped her pussy. Mila trembled at his touch.

“More than this?” he asked.

“I need to pee, Jack!” Mila pushed Jack in the chest and stepped aside, making him let go of her bum and pussy.

“This isn’t a game anymore, Jack!” she said.

“I know,” he replied.

Mila fixed her shorts. “Then stop fooling around!”

“Sorry!” Jack grinned with a sheepish look on his face and nodded down at his crotch. “It’s just that it’s very tight in here.”

Mila gave him a mischievous smile. “Very tight! Is that it?”

“Mhm!” Jack pushed his pelvis forward, showing the bulge of his erection through his shorts. “He wants to get out and about!”

Mila took not only me by surprise but also Jack, judging by the face he made when she placed her hand on the tent in his shorts and rubbed his erect cock through the fabric.

“He might want! But he should stay in there!” Mila said, then let go of Jack’s manhood, grabbed his wrists, and added, “And these”—she pressed his hands to his thighs—“should stay there! Capeesh?”

Jack chuckled. “Capeesh, Mila!”

Mila let go of his hands and went into the loo.

Jack joined me in the cab, pretending that nothing had happened.

He made a remark about the seatbelts fitted to the two chairs in the living room area. “It’s good this RV has extra seatbelts.”

“I think Donald’s dad has fitted them separately,” I said.

Jack sat in the passenger seat. “Thank you, Donald’s dad! I guess. Otherwise, the three of us could not have travelled together.”

“And you had to kill us, right?”

“Why would I do that?” Jack looked at me, somewhat surprised by my statement.

“You wouldn’t have risked being stopped by the police for driving with three people in a RV with only two seatbelts. You would have killed us to have the RV for yourself.”

“I can’t hurt you or Mila, Peter! I like you guys!”

I cleared my throat. “Hm, especially my wife.”

Jack stared at my face for a while. “Yes, especially your wife. Does it bother you?”

“That you like her?”

“Yeah!”

I shook my head. “No.” Then I said, “But it bothers me that you want to fuck her.”

“Why does it bother you?” Jack asked, and his gaze bore into me.

“Huh? What type of question is this?! I am her husband, Jack! That’s why!”

“Is that the only reason, Peter?”

I didn’t like his penetrating gaze and looked away.

I thought for a while and said, “And because if you fuck her and leave her, which you will, you will hurt her. Mila is a very sensitive woman. She has fallen in love with you. Otherwise, she would never have let you do the things you do to her. I love her a lot and don’t want to see her hurt, Jack!”

I looked Jack in the eyes. He looked humbled. I didn’t expect to see him like that. Particularly after he had shown no modesty in how he had talked about fucking my wife and feeling her up in front of me.

Jack sighed and said quietly, “I know, Peter. I don’t want to see her hurt either. That’s why I am leaving you tonight, and not tomorrow, which would have been better for my plans, but I know if I stayed longer, I would have. . . .” Jack did not finish his sentence.

I finished it for him. “Fucked her.”

Jack held my gaze for a few seconds before nodding. “Yeah. And since I have to leave her, I would have hurt her.”

“What about my feelings, Jack?”

“What?” Jack chortled. “Ha-ha! Are you saying you are in love with me too?”

I couldn’t help but laugh too. “Ha-ha! No! Just to set the record straight: I am not that way!”

“Neither am I!”

“I meant: my feelings as a husband who loves his wife. I would be hurt if she was hurt.”

“Yeah, I get that. You and Mila love each other a lot. You are a happy couple, and I don’t want to destroy your marriage.”

Strangely enough, at that moment, Jack felt to me like an old friend of mine. A trusted buddy who was understanding and supportive, reassuring that all would be fine. I felt no fear, no rivalry, no jealousy.

We looked away from each other. We stayed still, staring through the windshield aimlessly in the distance.

Fifteen seconds passed in silence before Jack said, still looking outside, “Although, you would have enjoyed watching me fuck her.”

I looked at him. “How do you know?”

“I just know.”

“Well, I don’t know why you are so sure.”

“I know because you are a cuckold, Peter,” he said bluntly and looked at me.

“Right,” I muttered.

“And I am that good in bed! You would have loved watching your wife taken to pleasure heaven by my cock.”

Mila got out of the loo. The conversation between Jack and me was over. We had said what we had to say anyway.

Mila sat in the chair behind Jack and buckled up her seat belt. I re-joined the traffic.

***

I was driving through the centre of Boston when Jack asked me to pull into a back street, and I did as instructed.

He pointed at a traffic sign indicating that on-street parking was allowed. “Park here, Peter! We are just behind Fred’s nightclub. I want to buy you guys a drink.”

“Oh, you don’t have to, Jack,” I said as I stopped the RV.

Mila concurred with me. “Honestly, Jack, you don’t have to!”

Jack swivelled his seat to face her. “Please, Mila, I insist! I want to give you a small gift to apologise for all the troubles I’ve caused!”

Mila said, “No, Jack, thanks!”

Jack made a pleading face. “OK, but will you at least join me for a quick drink?”

Mila smiled politely. “Jack, Peter and I do not want to—“

“I know your concern, but it is safe at Fred’s,” Jack said. “We are good friends. Look! I’ve never brought any of my business mates to Fred’s. They don’t know I have ever visited him. Fred doesn’t know about my line of work either. He thinks I am a banker who sneaks in through the back door of his establishment for a wild night out.”

“Hi-hi!” Mila giggled. “And what exactly does a wild night entail for you?”

Jack leaned forward and put his hand on her knee. “Well, Mila, boys will be boys, you know. A few drunken nights a year are permissible, I guess.” His hand slid onto her thigh. “Why don’t Peter and you stay overnight with me at Fred’s? Fred runs a VIP entertainment business and will let us have some fun in the VIP lounge.”

Jack’s hand slipped further up Mila’s leg.

Mila laughed. “Ha-ha! No, thanks! I can imagine what goes on there.”

She pushed his hand off her leg.

“Jack, look,” I said. “Your associates might not be looking for you at Fred’s, but what about the police? No offence, but we don’t want to be involved with you!”

“None taken, Peter,” Jack said. “And I get it if you don’t want to come; we will say our goodbyes here. As for the police, this is the last place on Earth where they would be looking for me. Fred makes a great effort to keep the police out of his club because, let’s say, some of his VIP clients are high-profile businessmen who prefer not to be on the radar of the police or in the eye of the media. It’s up to you! I am just offering a quick drink before we part our ways!”

Mila and I looked at each other, and when she shrugged her shoulders, I said, “OK. Just a quick drink.”

I parked the RV. Jack opened the glove box and took out his gun, Mila’s, and my phone.

We stood up, ready to go.

Jack handed Mila and me our mobile phones as he said, “You should have your phones with you.” Then he tucked his gun in his pocket and pulled down his t-shirt, trying to conceal his weapon. He explained, “I don’t want to spook Fred if he sees me with a gun on his premises.”

I unhooked my tracksuit from the wall adjacent to the door. “Here! Tie my hoodie around your waist! It will conceal your gun better than your flimsy t-shirt.”

“Are you sure?” Jack asked me.

“Yeah! Take it!” I replied. “I’ve got another one in the cupboard. This is my old one; you can have it, Jack.”

Jack took the hoodie from my hand. “Thank you, my friend!”

He tied my sweater around his waist, and satisfied that it concealed his gun, he got out of the RV. Mila and I followed him.

We turned right at the first corner and walked into a dead-end street. It was littered with empty bottles, broken glass, cigarette stubs and even syringes scattered around smelly rubbish bins. We stood in front of a service door. Judging by the noise coming out of the premises behind that door, I concluded that we were at the back entrance of the nightclub.

I began to worry about where Jack was taking us and started to question his intentions again. Mila looked worried too and took my hand.

Jack pushed the door open and held it for Mila and me.

He noticed we were hesitant to enter the building, so he smiled invitingly and said, “Are you coming in?”

“Yes,” I said reluctantly.

We walked through some service corridors to a big hall with a dance floor in the middle. It was past 10:30 pm. The place must have been trendy because it was full of people. The moment Jack saw the bar, his confidence visibly grew, and he led us straight to it.

“I am surprised how easily someone can enter this place without paying,” I said as we walked.

Jack looked at me over his shoulder and smiled. “Well, only someone who knows the secrets of this place.”

A well-built guy in his forties, or maybe even older, was standing at the bar, watching the dance floor, and, judging by the whisky tumbler in his hand, he was drinking whisky.

When he saw us, he put the glass on the bar, and, with a broad smile on his face, he opened his arms for Jack.

“Hello, Fred!” Jack greeted his friend.

“Glad to see you, Jack!” Fred said, and they hugged.

Jack introduced Mila and me once the two men pulled away from each other. “Fred, these are my friends: Mila and Peter. I would like to buy them a drink.”

“Sure,” Fred said and smiled at Mila and me. “Nice to meet you!”

Both Mila and I said, “Nice to meet you too!”

Fred signalled a young man behind the bar.

“What would you like, boss?” the barman asked.

Fred finished his glass and pushed it towards the young man. “Jack Daniels for me, Josh.”

Fred now took his time to shamelessly give Mila the elevator eyes before asking her, “What would you like to drink, Mila?”

“Vodka and orange juice for me, please,” Mila replied.

“Vodka and orange juice for the pretty lady, Josh!” Fred repeated my wife’s order speaking slowly as if in a daze. He fixated his eyes on her thigh gap and asked her, “Anything else?”

“No, that’s all. Thank you,” Mila said.

By the look on Mila’s face, I could tell she felt uncomfortable under Fred’s penetrating gaze. She probably felt violated by his persistent stare because she instinctively put her hands in front of her crotch.

“A diet coke, please,” I said.

“Dry martini for me,” Jack added.

The bartender set about preparing our drinks.

Fred turned to Jack and said, “I worried about you, haven’t seen you for a while.”

“Some troubles at work, Fred,” Jack said. “I’ve come to ask you for a favour, actually.”

“Of course, my friend!” Fred took out his mobile phone. “Just a sec!”—he made a gesture with his hand—“Need to tell the bouncers to stop letting people in.”

Fred texted something.

When he finished, he put his phone in his pocket and turned his attention back to Jack. “What can I do for you?”

Jack leaned his face towards his friend’s ear because the music became too loud and shouted, “I would like to stay low for a couple of days until I sort out a little problem at work. Do you think I can stay with you?”

“Of course! Take the VIP apartment!” Fred said.

Jack hugged his friend. “Thank you so much, Fred! I knew I could count on you!”

I noticed that Jack’s eyes were scanning the premises as he tapped Fred on the back.

Jack let go of Fred and asked him, “How’s the business going?”

“Can’t complain, Jack!” Fred replied and went on to tell his friend how tired he was of running the business because of the constant night shifts and how he planned to retire, but his clients were demanding, and he couldn’t afford to disappoint them, and so on and on.

Fred kept checking Mila out while he spoke. He was making his interest in her so obvious that she stepped closer to me, instinctively seeking protection.

Our drinks arrived, and Fred raised his glass. “Cheers!”

The four of us clinked glasses and drank.

After Jack put his glass on the bar, he said, “Fred, do you still have my box? I need to take something from it.”

Fred appeared distracted for a moment, too busy checking out my wife again, so Jack had to prompt him for an answer, “Fred, will that be OK with you?”

Fred reluctantly moved his eyes from Mila’s legs to Jack’s face.

“Yes, of course,” he said. “Come to my office. I keep your box in my safe.”

Fred looked at Mila with a lustful grin, stepped closer to her and put his hand on the small of her back. “Let’s take Jack’s box, and I’ll show you around my VIP club.”

Mila stepped back and hooked her hand under my arm, forcing Fred to let go of her.

“No, thanks,” she murmured.

“Fred, can you bring the box here?” Jack asked. “Peter is allergic to cats, and with Oscar and Smokey in your office, we don’t want to be calling the paramedics.”

“Yeah, I can’t be around cats,” I said, lying for Jack.

I had quickly figured out I had to support him. I thought he was sensing something fishy if he was making up an excuse not to go with Fred.

Fred finished his drink in one gulp and said, “OK, Jack, the hubby and his lovely wife can wait for us here.” Then he waved at the barman. “Josh, another one for the lady and the gentleman here.”

“No, thanks,” both Mila and I said at the same time.

“As you wish. Wait for Jack and me here; we won’t be long,” Fred said and put his arm around Jack’s shoulders. “Come on, Jack! I’ll show you my new collection of gold coins. It arrived only yesterday!”

Jack looked at Mila and me and was about to tell us something, but Fred nudged him. “Let’s go!”

Jack looked very apprehensive but was about to follow Fred when my wife grabbed Jack’s hand.

“Jack,” she shouted so that Jack and Fred could hear her over the music. “I promised you a dance. I love this song!”

Jack immediately wrapped his arms around Mila’s waist.

He shouted to Fred, “I can’t miss this chance. Please, bring me the box, will you?”

Fred stopped in his tracks, visibly irritated by Mila’s caprice, but after a bit of hesitation, he put a broad smile on his face and said, “I wouldn’t miss such a chance either, Jack! I’ll bring you the box.”

As soon as Fred disappeared around the corner, Jack let go of Mila.

“Thank you, Mila! You are a saviour!” he said and looked around.

A shadow of worry crossed his face. He gave me a sign to come closer to him and Mila.

“I don’t trust Fred,” he said. “Look around! Careful! Don’t let them know we suspect something! Do you see the two guys on our right, at three o’clock, and the two at the stairs to the VIP lounge? They are Fred’s security guys and should not be here but at the gate with the bouncers or in the CCTV security room. Also, the two bald guys in black suits straight ahead of us, on the other side of the dance floor, on the porch? And the massive guy with the black t-shirt and the long beard at 6 o’clock, right behind us? I bet they are armed too. These are not Fred’s people and are allowed inside his club. These folks all turned up after Fred texted on his cell phone. This is a trap. I am so sorry that I’ve got you involved in this. Stick with me if you want to live!”

“Sure,” Mila said faintly.

Her face turned white, and she stared at me; she was too scared to even look at anything else.

Mila found my hand and grabbed it.

I was terrified too, but I decided to look around.

Indeed, at least four big guys, dressed in security uniforms, were standing about fifty feet away from us, two on our right and two on our left. They were watching us intently. A fifth big fella in the club’s uniform joined the two guys with the black suits just as I looked at them. I felt butterflies in my stomach when I noticed the silhouette of a gun under the t-shirt of the large man with the long beard.

The next ten minutes or so, while we waited for Fred to come back, felt like ages. We were in a real pickle. We felt that we were watched, but we could not look around too much or discuss the issue out of fear of revealing that we suspected something. We killed time by discussing what cocktail drinks each of us had tried, with Josh occasionally jumping into the conversation with some expert advice, not that we cared about what he was saying.

We finished our drinks, and Fred was still not coming.

I started to worry about why it was taking him so long to bring the stupid box and decided to tell Jack that Mila and I would be leaving. “Jack, Mila and I have to—“

“Peter,” Jack interrupted me as he put his hand on my shoulder. “I know you want to try it, but it is nastier than you think. It will kill you. I am not joking!”

“He-he!” Josh chuckled, thinking we were talking about the cocktail he had just made for another client. “Kill you? No! Sure, it can give you a hangover if you overdo it, but it won’t kill you.”

Finally, Fred came back with the box.

His eyes immediately fell on Mila’s ass, who had just bent over to adjust the strap of her sandal.

Mila stood straight and turned around when she heard Fred’s voice behind her as he said, “Here’s your box, Jack!”

Fred gave the box to Jack and grinned at Mila. “You know what, Mila? Why don’t you and Peter stay for the VIP party tonight? We’ll have some fun! Jack will be there.” He turned to Jack. “Right, Jack?”

Jack smiled. “Of course!”

Fred looked and winked at me. “There will be kittens, but they don’t give you allergies if you catch my drift!”

Then he turned his attention back to Mila. He put his hand on her hip and said to her, “We’ll find something to entertain you too, princess!”

Holding his gaze, Mila removed Fred’s hand from her waist and stepped back. She turned around and, seeking protection in me, wrapped her arms around me.

I hugged her.

Staying in my embrace, Mila looked at Fred and said firmly, “No, thanks!”

“Oh! Don’t be like that!” Fred made a face, then chuckled. “He-he! Come on, Mila! It will be high-quality entertainment. My establishment never disappoints!”

“No, Fred!” Jack intervened. “Peter and Mila are not into this type of entertainment. They won’t be staying.”

Jack opened his box and quickly checked its contents. I saw a fat roll of banknotes with a rubber band, a credit card, a mobile phone, and several SIM cards lying on top of some other documents.

“All right! Their loss!” Fred said, then tapped Jack on the shoulder. “At least you and I will have some fun. Let’s get upstairs; the party’s about to kick off.”

“Let me first take Mila and Peter to their hotel; they don’t know the city. I’ll be back in an hour,” Jack said as he shut the box and tucked it under his arm.

“Where are they staying? I’ll get someone to take them,” Fred offered his services.

“No, thanks, Fred,” Jack declined Fred’s offer. “I promised to take them myself. I’ll be back.”

“Sure, my friend!” Fred said and forced a smile, then turned to Mila and me. “All the best!”

Mila and I did not bother to say goodbye to Fred. We did not like him; most importantly, we wanted to get out of his nightclub as soon as possible.

“See you in a bit, Fred,” Jack said and grabbed my wife’s hand.

Fred might have smiled, pretending he was letting us go, but I did not trust him. I thought that I saw out of the corner of my eye that he made a sign with his head to one of his guys watching us, but it could have been my imagination playing tricks on me in my frightened state.

Mila and I followed Jack as we headed for the front exit.

Jack had been right when he had warned me that the situation was nastier than I had thought. Soon it became clear that there was no way Fred’s people would let us go freely. The guys in the security uniforms began making their way to the front gate, apparently intending to intercept us. I noticed that the men in the black suits from the veranda also headed to the gate.

Jack, of course, saw that Fred’s people were on the move and abruptly changed the direction of our escape. We walked at a fast pace toward one of the walls. It crossed my mind that he might have decided to get to the wall and make some desperate last stand, and I began fearing that my wife and I would get killed in the ensuing gunfire. I got a glimpse of hope when I spotted an emergency exit door in the wall. Jack pushed a bloke out of the way, then a girl, and we began running. Fred’s men figured out our escape plan and started shoving people out of their way, too, quickly closing in on us. However, Jack got first to the door and opened it with one powerful push. He pulled Mila in front of him and then pushed her outside.

“Hurry up!” he shouted, still holding the door for me.

I did not need encouragement and jumped out immediately.

Jack followed Mila and me, and after he shut the door behind us, he knocked down one of the dust bins to block the exit. It was just in time because Fred’s men began pushing on the door as they tried to open it.

“Run! Keep up with me if you want to live!” Jack shouted to Mila and me, and we took off.

Fortunately, Jack knew the area very well. Perhaps he had planned for the contingency of having to run away from Fred because, in less than a minute, we were at our RV. I jumped in the driver’s seat and started the engine. Mila and Jack got in from the passenger door, and I immediately drove off without even giving them a chance to shut the door. Jack sat down in the passenger seat and pulled Mila by the waist to sit on his lap while, at the same time, he managed to close the door. I saw in the rear mirror three guys chasing us, running perhaps twenty or thirty feet behind us, but they had no chance of catching up with the RV.

I was so engrossed in the rear mirror that in the narrow street, I almost hit a police car coming our way. Miraculously, I dodged it; however, it turned on its siren, and I thought that the policemen would turn around and compel us to stop, but to my surprise, they seemed more interested in Fred’s guys. Our pursuers went into a full retreat when they saw the police.

“Phew! That was close,” Jack said with relief as I turned around the corner.

***

After five minutes of driving in random directions, just passing one junction after another, Jack pointed at a car park and said, “Can you stop there, Peter?”

I pulled up in the car park as instructed. Mila rubbed Jack’s hand, which was tightly holding her stomach, to signal that he had to let go of her, and he did.

She sat down on the step between Jack and me.

“Did we really escape from them?” Mila asked.

“We did,” Jack said. “However, I am fucked up!”

“What happened? Why did Fred turn against you?” I asked.

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve no idea! I hoped to stay at his place while negotiating with the police, but now I am totally screwed. Fuck! I’d rather shoot myself than surrender to the police or Big Daddy.”

I said, “Jack, why don’t you run away to Canada or disappear to Mexico? And just tell your boss where you have hidden their cocaine, so they don’t chase you, and that’s all.”

Jack shook his head. “Peter, it’s not that easy. Look, the way the mafia enforces loyalty is by being ruthless. They will never allow me to walk away from this even if I return their coke. They need to make an example of me, to show what they do to traitors. Also, they know I know too much about them. And do you think the police will let me disappear now that they’ve learnt who I am?”

“Well,” I said, “the police will forget about you after a while. And if you send your boss a message with the whereabouts of their cocaine, his people won’t be so eager to pursue you either. And with time, you know, all could be all right.”

“It won’t be all right,” Jack said. He paused and rubbed his chin a couple of times before he continued to speak. “I have an admission to make.” He paused again, then said, “There is no stash of cocaine! Yeah! I got busted by the DEA while moving the cocaine four days ago. Do you know what DEA stands for? Drug Enforcement Administration. They got my coke, but I escaped in the nick of time. I went into hiding in a motel in Ithaca and cut all contacts with my boss and buddies. I knew that there was no way that I could restore the 65 kilograms of coke that I had lost, and if I told my boss that the DEA had seized it, he would kill me straight away.

“I figured out that the only way out for me was to strike a witness protection deal with the DEA in exchange for giving them the list of names of Big Daddy’s associates I know of and the channels we use to move money and coke. I wanted to quit the gang and hurt Big Daddy anyway, so this was the right moment to act. I got in touch with a DEA agent and started to negotiate. I had to act quickly because Big Daddy was already looking for me. I knew this from the numerous calls on my cell phone from my boss and my other buddies, but I was smart enough not to answer.

“Then, I made a mistake. Since I communicated with the DEA through payphones, I was driving to different parts of the city each time I had to speak to the DEA agent I was in touch with. After one of those calls, I was driving back to the motel when I got pulled over by the local police. I had completely forgotten that I had a small part of Big Daddy’s coke in the car’s boot, only one bag, 500 grams. The police officers found it and arrested me.

“Then, I made another mistake. Once in custody, I told the police that I wanted to make a call to the DEA to offer them a deal since I was one of Big Daddy’s associates and had his coke. The sheriff refused. I was unlucky because he turned out to be one of Big Daddy’s people. Fortunately, I did not tell him that the rest of the coke was with the DEA and did not reveal the phone number or the name of the DEA agent I was in touch with. The sheriff tried to coerce me into telling him who the agent was; he threatened that he would send my phone to a cyber kiosk to download its data. I was not bothered because I had memorised the agent’s number and everything relevant. There was nothing on my phone. Later in the evening, the crooked cop got exhausted and brought the two cops who were supposed to take me to the ‘local DEA agents’. I knew they would hand me over to Big Daddy, which was a certain death sentence for me, or just shoot me. You know what happened next.”

“Nice story, Jack,” I said and smirked sarcastically, not believing a word of what he had said. “It seems that your story changes each time you tell it.”

“Whatever!” Jack waved his hand dismissively.

“Jack, you promised that we would part ways once we left you with Fred. In a way, we did that,” I said, cautiously making my case that, despite that his plan to stay with Fred had not worked out, he should leave us alone.

“I promised. You are free to go,” Jack said. “I’ve got some cash now and will make my way. I need to level with you on something. You might be tempted to report all of this to the police, but I advise you against it. If you speak to them, there is a good chance that Big Daddy will get you to get to me. As I said, he has people in the police force. There are corrupt cops.”

“What about Fred?” Mila asked. “He saw us, and he knows our names now! Could his people have noted our RV’s registration number while chasing us? They only need to pass it to your former associates, who can then use their contacts in the police to find us.”

Jack sighed. “Well, it is a possibility, Mila. However, it will take time for anyone in the police to secure permission to track your vehicle with all the data protection rules.”

“Gosh, Jack!” Mila squealed and put her hand on her chest, which she usually did when pleasantly surprised or frightened. “So it is possible, then!”

Jack placed his hand on her thigh, way above the knee, and rubbed her leg to comfort her. “Maybe you guys should ditch the RV.”

“I can’t ditch the RV; it is our friend’s!” I said, and then I shook my head. “Jack, we are so screwed because of you!”

“Let me show you something on your cell phone,” Jack said to me when he saw that I was becoming increasingly more worried and that Mila was on the brink of bursting into tears.

“You have internet, don’t you?” Jack asked me.

“I have,” I replied as I unlocked my phone and gave it to him.

Jack typed a web address in my browser, leaned forward towards Mila and me so that we could see the phone screen and said, “What you see is a website where I have listed the names of important Big Daddy’s associates with their whereabouts. It also contains the details of the channels we use to move coke and money, the drop-off places, the companies we use as intermediaries, and so on.”

He closed the website and opened my contacts app. “I am entering the phone number of DEA special agent Hanson with whom I have been in touch.”

Once Jack saved the phone number under Hanson’s name, he opened my notes app. “If they catch you or arrest you, make sure you send this message immediately to Hanson to ask for his help before they get your phone. Along with this”—Jack continued to explain as he typed—“The code word we’ve agreed with him to recognise that it has come from me, the request for help, the website address, my username, and password. Hanson is desperate for this information, and this will save your lives if you send it quickly with your whereabouts.”

“You see, I’ve never put this information in my phone,” Jack clarified as he gave me back the phone. “It’s been all in my head!” He tapped his temple with his index finger. “They have my phone and everything, but they do not have what I just gave you!”

“But, Jack, what about you?” Mila asked. “If we send this to the DEA, you won’t have any leverage to negotiate with them.”

“Don’t worry about me,” Jack said. “The important thing is that you and Peter will be safe. As I told you, I have sworn not to repeat the same mistake I made with Rebecca, and I will never let anyone else I love get hurt because of me! I can’t let you get hurt, Mila!”

Wow! I thought. Finally, you told her that you love her, Jack! In front of me! 

Mila’s eyes betrayed her feelings. She was in awe of his readiness to sacrifice himself for us and felt strong compassion for him. But it wasn’t only compassion; she was in love with him too.

I was supposed to be jealous, to fear losing my wife to Jack. They were admitting they were in love with each other! And I was jealous, very much. In fact, I felt dreadful. And yet, my cock was hard as a rock. Then I realised: I had an extreme case of a cuckold fetish. I was not only excited by the idea of my wife getting fucked by another man, but I also relished that she and that other man were in love with each other. Why I was turned on by this was impossible to comprehend because I loved Mila very much, and I did not want to lose her to Jack. And yet, the deeper their attraction to each other grew, the stronger my excitement became.

Jack opened the door and said, “So, I guess it is time to say our goodbyes.”

“Jack, what are you going to do now?” Mila asked him.

A bitter smile spread across Jack’s face. “I will buy a bottle of gin and try to get a room in some rundown motel for tonight. I will get drunk, and in the morning, I will surrender to the DEA! And spend the rest of my life in prison! Unless my former colleagues kill me before that, of course.” Jack untied my hoodie from his waist and handed it back to me. “Thank you, Peter!”

Jack took his box, which he had perched on the centre console, and opened its lid. “I have a present for you, Mila. I want you—”

Mila put her hand on his hand and made him close the box. “Jack!” she said, and her eyes became moist. “The best present you can give me is to call and tell me you are safe.”

Mila reached to the centre console, where I kept a pen and a small notepad with some of Donald’s dad’s notes. She scribbled her phone number on one of the empty pages, tore the sheet off and gave it to Jack.

“Here!” she said. “Please, call me when you are with the DEA.”

Jack tucked the piece of paper into his pocket.

“I,” he began saying something but then stopped himself, and after a pause of a couple of seconds, he put his box on the centre console, leaned to my wife, and wrapped his arms around her waist. He pulled her in and planted his lips on hers. Mila opened her mouth to let his tongue in. Their tongues touched and intertwined. It was a deep, long kiss. Jack broke the kiss and looked at Mila’s face. A string of saliva was still connecting their lips.  

He whispered, “Mila, I am in—”

“Shh!” Mila whispered and put two fingers across his lips. Then she reached her other hand to me, and I grabbed it. We interlocked fingers.

Mila did not say anything; she just wiped the saliva from Jack’s lips with her thumb as she kept staring him in the eyes.

Jack got her message: she also had feelings for him but had her husband, whom she still loved.

Jack let go of her and took his box.

“I’ve got to go now,” he murmured. “I don’t want to keep you from getting on with your holiday. You’ve got a long drive ahead of you to Newport. Take care, the two of you.”

Jack started to get off the RV, carrying his box in one hand and holding the pistol grip with the other to make sure it did not slip from his pocket as he stepped backwards.

Mila and I looked at each other. We were both thinking the same thing: shall we invite Jack to stay? I knew what it could mean. My heart was thumping, and my cock was twitching.

And after another second of hesitation, I said to Mila, “I am not driving during the night. We’ll head off to Newport tomorrow morning.”

Mila grabbed Jack’s hand. “Jack, perhaps you can stay with us for the night.”

“Are you sure?” Jack asked.

Mila and I nodded yes.

“That’s very kind of you, folks!” Jack said and climbed back into the car.

Wow! He’s been waiting to get invited, I thought to myself, having seen how quickly Jack got back in the RV. Amazing how well he plays his cards! Evokes our sympathy, we mellow, and he gets what he wants!

Jack opened his box, grabbed the roll of money, the credit card, his phone, and a few Sim-cards, and stuffed them in his pockets.

Then he put the box on the dashboard and said, “In that case, let’s buy some food and booze and party! Shall we?”

Mila and I again nodded yes.

We went shopping in the 24-hour convenience store across the street, and ten minutes later, we returned with three bags full of food, including two bottles of gin and some fizzy drinks.

“Are we staying here?” I asked.

“No, we can’t boondock here,” Jack replied. “We’ll go to the Blue Hills Reservation. Put in the satnav: ‘AMC Ponkapoag Camp’. It is less than a 30-minute drive from here. We won’t go to the camp but will boondock in a place I know at the edge of the lake out of sight of other campers.”

Jack sat in the passenger seat while Mila sat in the chair in the living room behind him. I drove off, and Jack used the trip to tell us how he got to know the area so well and how much fun one could have camping. He had camped for a summer a few years back. During the drive, Jack talked about anything other than what was on the back of everyone’s mind: He and my wife have kissed! What happens from here on?


7.    Show them!

Thirty minutes later, I parked at the shore of a lake.

Jack flipped around the passenger seat to become part of the living room, clasped his hands together, and said, “Time to kick back!”

Mila got up from her chair and opened up the Lagun table. She brought ice cubes in an ice bucket from the fridge and three empty glasses, took a bottle of gin and a bottle of tonic water from one of the bags, and put them on the table. Jack poured gin and tonic into each glass and added ice. Mila sat back in the chair next to him, I went to sit at the table across from her, and we were ready to wind down.

The alcohol was a welcome stress reliever after what we had lived through during the day, and the first round of drinks went down fast. Soon we had another round. We had a sandwich each, and Jack filled our glasses for a third time.

We started to feel the effect of the alcohol. I was becoming more relaxed; Mila was chattier than usual and giggled at every joke that Jack was cracking. Jack’s energy seemed to be growing with every drink. When he opened the second bottle of gin and filled our glasses, I knew we would be drunk. And indeed, it took us twenty minutes of listening and laughing at Jack’s funny stories to have finished two more rounds of gin and tonics, and as I had expected, we were drunk.

However, I had not expected what happened next when Jack opened his box.

He pulled out a sachet with white powder and asked, “Would you like to try a line of cocaine?” Then he added, “I am not a heavy user, but from time to time, for recreational use, it’s OK. Have you tried drugs?”

Both Mila and I shook heads as we looked with interest at what his hands were doing.

Jack skillfully used his credit card to prepare four lines of coke on the table. Two of the lines were twice shorter than the other two. He rolled a bill into a straw, put it into his right nostril and holding his left nostril closed with his finger, he chased one of the long lines with the straw, sucking in the cocaine. He snorted the other long line through his left nostril, pulled back on his forehead and inhaled a few times. Jack sat back, shut his eyes, and stayed motionless for a minute or two, waiting for the drug’s effect to kick in.

Once the drug had kicked in, Jack grinned at Mila and me and prepared two more straws.

He offered us the straws. “Come on, try one line each!”

“No, we don’t want to become addicts,” Mila declined as she pushed Jack’s hand away.

She smiled shyly at him, feeling almost guilty that she declined his offer.

Jack laughed. “Ha-ha! You won’t become an addict by snorting one line. I know you like to try new things, Mila. Now is the time to try this one!” Then he encouraged me. “You too, Peter!”

“No, I just—,“ I began saying, but Jack interrupted me.

“Give it a try, Peter!” he said. “Be brave! You’ve just narrowly escaped a horrible death in the hands of nasty people. And now you are scared of snorting a tiny bit of top-class coke!”

I had had one of the most eventful days in my life. I had seen my wife flirting with another man, watched her being felt up and kissed, and listened to her admitting having a crush on another man, even being in love with him. We had almost got killed. After all that, my risk tolerance had somewhat changed. Being drunk wasn’t helping my judgement either. So, I thought: What the heck! I’ll do it!

I took one of the straws that Jack was offering and snorted one of the lines. It hit me so hard that I sneezed the moment I removed the straw from my nostril. Fortunately, I managed to turn my head away from the table so I did not blow out the remaining line of coke. Within a minute, I felt light-headed and sat back.

Mila looked at me, trying to figure out how I felt, and I grinned at her, showing thumbs up.

Jack encouraged her once again. “Come on, Mila! Are you adventurous? I know you are, but you are too shy, aren’t you? Come on! Let go this one time!”

Mila smiled and shook her head in disbelief that she was allowing herself to be talked into using cocaine. “I can’t believe I am doing this!” she said, putting her hand across her chest.

Then she took the straw from Jack’s hand, bent over the table, and snorted her line.

Mila also sneezed and held her nose. She squealed, “Gosh! This thing is strong!”

Jack praised my wife’s courage, “You are not only a gorgeous and smart girl, Mila! You are truly adventurous and brave!”

She giggled. “Hi-hi! I’m not sure how smart I am if I did such a foolish thing like snorting coke!”

Jack grinned at her. “It’s not foolish, Mila! I’d say it is just a little adventurous. OK! Maybe a little naughty. Tell me! What is the naughtiest thing you’ve done in your life?”

“This one! Snorting coke!” Mila said.

Jack briefly looked and winked at me before turning back to my wife. “Other than this one! Something naughty, like, umm. . . something sexual?”

Mila blushed big time. She looked at me, then at Jack and murmured, “The things I’ve done with you!”

She put her feet on her seat and hugged her knees. Her shorts bunched up, showing the bottoms of her ass cheeks, and making her cameltoe bulge under the fabric between her thighs.

Jack chuckled. “Ha-ha! Things like this?”

He reached his hand between her thighs. His fingers brushed the exposed bottoms of her ass cheeks, then touched her cameltoe.

Mila giggled. “Yeah, like this!”

She grabbed his hand and pushed it away. She put her feet on the floor.

The glint in Jack’s eyes was telling how happy he was to hear of her confession.

Grinning from ear to ear, Jack said, “OK. . . . And other than the things you’ve done with me. What else?”

“I can’t think of anything else,” Mila said and giggled again.

Jack ran his finger over the rim of his glass, then looked up at her. “Nothing?”

Mila shook her head from side to side, smiling.

“Never?” Jack rubbed his chin, staring at Mila. “With a colleague of yours? Behind Peter’s back?”

Mila burst into laughter and slapped Jack playfully on the knee. “Stop it! I’ve never done anything behind my husband’s back!”

Jack nodded towards me. “What about in front of him? Like, his best friend making you do things when he comes over for dinner?”

“No!” Mila squealed. “You’re the only one making me do things, Jack!”

“Ha-ha!” Jack laughed. “Come on, tell me, Mila! You must have broken taboos in the past! Just tell me about some of your adventures! Or, are you too shy to talk because your husband is listening?”

Mila said, slightly slurring the words, “No, not at all, I just. . . .”

She didn’t finish her thought. The cocaine was taking hold of her.

Jack put his hand on her mid-thigh and, squeezing it gently, said, “Oh, you are shy! I’ll ask your husband!” He turned to me, still keeping his hand on Mila’s thigh. “Peter, tell me! What’s the naughtiest thing your wife has done in front of you?” He chuckled. “He-he! Other than the things she’s done with me!”

I laughed stupidly. “Ha-ha! Yeah, other than the things she’s done with you. Jack, I can’t tell you because she will kill me!”

Mila squealed, “There is nothing to tell, Peter! I’ve never done anything naughty! Before!”

Jack goaded me. “Come on, Peter, be a brave man and tell! Or are you afraid of your wife? You fear her! Admit it!”

“There is nothing to tell,” Mila squalled again and slapped Jack’s hand playfully but did not remove it from her thigh.

Jack’s hand slipped further up her leg, touching the hem of her shorts. He closed one eye and asked her, “No drunk flirting?”

Mila giggled and blushed. “I am not such a girl, Jack!”

Jack made a funny face. “Not even a little tease?”

Mila squeaked, “Stop it! I haven’t!” And then burst into laughter.

Jack tilted his head to the side. “Nothing? Really?”

Mila shook her head. “Nothing!”

Watching Jack’s hand touch my wife’s thigh so close to her most intimate parts was such a turn-on for me that I had to cross my legs to hide the bulge in my pants, however painful it was to squeeze my fully erect cock. 

I thought to myself: What if Jack’s hand now slides just an inch further up my wife’s leg? Am I supposed to stop him? No, I cannot! I do not want to! I didn’t stop him earlier today, did I?

Fuck! What a husband am I? 

But hold on! Why do I have to worry about this? It is not up to me, anyway. Mila knows what she is doing; why do I torture myself and not enjoy the ride?

It was a frightening thought, but it came, and I could not shoo it away. What if he fucks my wife tonight for real? That’s why he stayed back, isn’t it? It was meant to be! Gosh! This is so arousing! And so scary! I felt butterflies in my stomach. Why does the thought of my wife being fucked by another man make me so horny? Nothing good will come out of this! Yeah! It is the cocaine talking, Peter. Let him feel her up and all this, but don’t let your wife get fucked by this other guy. These are just fantasies that must stay fantasies.

I took my glass and took a sip, again contemplating the possibility of seeing Mila getting fucked. I put my glass back on the table as my train of thoughts continued. It is scary and painful. And I don’t know if I will be able to take the aftermath. But! Hmm! But! It is fucking arousing! 

Jack made another funny face. Mila laughed again, and as she did that, she opened up her legs. Jack used the opportunity to shamelessly slide his hand between her inner thighs, his fingers touching her pussy over her shorts.

He winked at her and continued to stare her in the eyes.

“Nothing juicy? Never did anything with another man?” he asked her and then nodded toward me. “To stir the testosterone of this man here?”

The alcohol and the cocaine had lowered Mila’s inhibitions enough to make her ignore Jack’s fingertips touching her pussy in front of me. During the day, she had allowed him to feel her up but as part of a game, or a brief moment of frivolity, which she had pushed back on. Now it was open, sustained, and prolonged petting, which she was not opposing.

Instead of pushing Jack’s hand away, Mila held his gaze and shook her head as she whispered, “No.”

I looked at my wife’s gleaming face and asked myself: What the fuck? She enjoys herself. I’ll play along! Life is too short and unpredictable to not have a bit of fun! We almost died today. Life is about having fun! Let me steer this in the right direction. 

I said, “Well, there was this one time, at the party at Jackson’s, remember, Mila? We were not married yet. Remember how they challenged you to jump in the pool with your clothes on?”

“Oh, come on, we were young and drunk!” Mila said and waved dismissively at me.

Then she finally pushed Jack’s hand from between her legs.

“Yeah, we were!” I said. “So was everyone else. I remember these other girls, your friends. What were their names?”

After another giggle, Mila said, “Sylvie and Karen!”

Mila might have pushed Jack’s hand away, but he wasn’t about to give up so easily and again placed his palm on her inner thigh. Jack was not giving up, but my wife had given up trying to push back his advances. She did not close her legs when his hand slid into the wide leg of her shorts. Instead, she opened them further apart, and Jack’s hand ventured into the familiar territory of her pussy. Mila’s stomach muscles convulsed as she felt his touch. The sight of Jack’s hand creating a bulge in my wife’s shorts as he cupped her labia was too much for me, and my cock twitched.

“That’s right,” I said. “Sylvie and Karen. You jumped in, and they jumped in too. Tell Jack about how the three of you got out of the pool and how the folks around enjoyed the improvised wet t-shirt competition.”

Continuing to ignore the hand rubbing her pussy, Mila started telling the story. “When Sylvie climbed out of the pool, she laughed until she realised that everyone was staring at her nipples protruding through her wet t-shirt. She ran away shrieking but bumped into this bloke—I forgot his name—who tried to comfort and hug her but instead, his hands landed on her boobs. She slapped him in the face. Everyone laughed!”

“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “Yes, that was fun, Mila! But I am sure he did not get to second base by accident. She liked him! I’ve heard he made it to third base later that night!”

“Did he get to a home run?” Jack asked and giggled.

“Fuck!” Mila squalled suddenly, and I immediately found out the reason for her shriek when she closed her legs and grabbed Jack’s wrist. He had shoved a finger into her vagina. Mila pushed his hand out of her shorts.

Jack withdrew his hand and, grinning, he put his moist index finger into his mouth and licked my wife’s pussy juices from it.

He said with a lustful smile, “I always go for a home run!”

Mila was blushing and struggled to contain her rapid breathing, staring me in the face. She knew I had figured out what Jack had done and was worried about my reaction.

And my reaction was a lustful grin.

Having been assured that I condoned what she had allowed, she giggled and said to Jack, “Yeah, Jack! I am sure you do!”

“Ha-ha!” Jack laughed. “But I also like rounding second base!”

He reached his hand towards her chest, pretending he wanted to touch her left breast.

Mila slapped his hand playfully.

“As if I don’t already know!” she chirruped.

“I wished I were there to watch you get out of the pool in your wet t-shirt, Mila!” Jack said and made another attempt to touch her breast, only to be slapped on the hand yet again.

“Ha-ha!” Mila laughed. “I am sure you wished you were there, Jack, but you would have been disappointed! It was just my bulging nipples under the t-shirt.” Then she took the hem of her tank top and pulled down on it, making her breasts bulge against the fabric. “Here! Not much to see, is it?”

“Yeah, but enough for you to win the wet t-shirt contest back then!” I interjected.

“I didn’t win it!” Mila squealed as she looked at me. “Karen won it!”

“Only because you refused to remove your t-shirt when the folks challenged you, while Karen did!” I said and grinned at her.

“Oh, Mila!” Jack said, faking disappointment. “Why didn’t you take it off? You shouldn’t have denied Peter the opportunity to show off his future wife’s perfect body to the many fans I am sure you had around the pool! Make it up to him now! Husbands want to show off their beautiful wives! Come on! Don’t disappoint such ardent admirers like Peter and me! Show your breasts to us!” Jack began clapping. “Show them, Mila! Show them!” He winked at me. “Come on, Peter! Help me out here!”

Almost as if in a trance, I joined Jack clapping and chanting, “Show them, Mila!”

Mila giggled and shook her head. “No!”

“Oh, just pull up your top, Mila!” Jack said and resumed clapping. “Show them! Show them!”

I also continued to clap. I was drunk and drugged, which could explain my behaviour, though the main reason for my support for Jack was a mental image in my head of Mila flashing her boobs at this stranger. The thought triggered the same extreme sexual arousal I had felt a couple of minutes earlier when Jack’s hand had been touching her legs and pussy.

Jack continued to encourage Mila, “Come on, Mila! You are braver now than you were back then! Prove to me that you are adventurous! Show them!”

“Come on, babe! Show him what you’ve got!” I also chimed in, completely resigned to the fact that I enjoyed watching my wife sexually engage with another man.

Fuelled by the alcohol and the coke, Mila’s light-heartedness got the better of her, and she decided to tease us a little bit. Giggling uncontrollably, she stood up, stepped back a couple of steps away from the table into the kitchen area and pulled her tank top up to her breasts, completely exposing her flat stomach but making sure her tits stayed covered.

Mila held her cami top up and stuck her tongue out at Jack and me, after which she burst into laughter. “Ha-ha! I showed you my abs. Is that what you wanted?”

It looked like that was how far this game would go.

However, Jack shouted, “You can do more, Mila! Pull it up!”

“No,” Mila said, staring at Jack and laughing as she shook her head. “I can’t!”

Jack adjusted the tent in his shorts. “Of course, you can! Let’s play this little game! Mila, don’t let go of your cami, and do as I say!”

Mila giggled and lost her balance for a second, but then she steadied herself up, still holding her top up, and showing her belly.

Jack grabbed the hem of his t-shirt and pulled it up to his chin as he said, “One is up! Come on, Mila! One is up! Copy me!”

“Is that all you can show?” Mila chirruped. “Flash me some more, Jack! Look! I’ve got more to show!”

She raised her elbows a little, but not enough to pull her top above her breasts.

Jack laughed. “You are a smart little thing. I can’t trick you, can I?”

Mila giggled again, amused by the game and the fact that she was outsmarting Jack.

“Two is down!” Jack shouted, and he pulled down his shirt.

Mila followed suit, pulled her tank top down to cover her belly and, of course, stretched the fabric, making her tits bulge out.

Jack then said, “One is up!”

Mila giggled and revealed her stomach up to her tits, but again she did not expose them.

“Two is down!” Jack shouted a second later, and Mila lowered her hands without letting go of her cami.

“One is up!” Jack shouted and pulled his t-shirt up to his chest.

Mila lifted her top for a third time up to her breasts.

“Two is up!” Jack shouted and drew his t-shirt up to his chin, and Mila chuckled, realising what he was trying to trick her into doing, but she did not move her hands up.

“Two is up!” Jack repeated.

Mila closed her eyes and giggled; she crossed her legs shyly and then did it!

She pulled up her tank top, flashing her boobs. Mila began swinging her body from side to side, swaying her breasts for Jack and me, while at the same time, she kept her eyes closed, giggling all the time.

“Look at me, Mila!” Jack shouted, and Mila opened her eyes only to be blinded by the flashlight of the camera of Jack’s phone.

In my excitement, I had not noticed when Jack had taken his mobile phone out of his pocket.

“Jack!” Mila squeaked as she pulled down her cami top, horrified that Jack had just taken a photo of her showing her naked tits. “Delete that photo immediately!” she shouted. Her smile had gone.

“Ha-ha, Mila!” Jack laughed loudly and then teased her by waving his phone up in the air. “Make me do it!”

Mila walked back to the table, moved it around to make room so she could pass through and stood right in front of Jack. After standing still and staring him in the eyes for a few seconds, attempting to intimidate him or trick him into a false sense of security and make him lower his guard, she suddenly swung her arm as she tried to grab the phone from his hand.

However, Jack was quicker than her and moved the phone away from her reach.

He chuckled. “He-he! Nice attempt, Mila!”

“Jack, give it to me!” Mila demanded, trying to use a stern voice, but she struggled to suppress her laughter, and when Jack made a funny face, she cracked into a laugh before she pleaded with him, “Jack, please, I can’t let you have my topless photo on your phone!”

Jack’s face stretched into a wide grin, and he said, “But I want it, Mila!”

Mila couldn’t help but giggle again when Jack added, “You have to make me delete it.”

Still smiling playfully at Jack, Mila lunged forward at him and used her two hands to grab Jack’s hand holding the phone. Jack swiftly moved the phone into his other hand.

Mila, however, was determined to fight Jack. She straddled his legs and leaned on him, pressing her breasts against his chest as she tried to reach Jack’s phone, which he held high above his head. In the ensuing playful scuffle, as Jack was leaning backwards, he gradually slipped out of his seat onto the RV’s centre console, and Mila practically lay on top of him. Jack wrapped his free arm around her hips and squeezed her ass with his hand. Mila continued to giggle and make attempts to grab the phone out of Jack’s other hand.

Jack stretched and opened his legs apart, and since Mila had straddled him, he spread her legs apart too. Thus, her feet lost contact with the floor, and as she slid down onto his lap, her cameltoe ended right on his crotch. Needless to say, Jack was sporting an erection, visible through the massive bulge in his shorts.

The feeling of Jack’s cock pressing against her pussy through the fabric of her shorts brought Mila back to reality. She jumped off Jack, and still giggling, she stood up and stepped back. I put my hand on her buttock, ready to help her keep her balance if she wobbled, considering her tipsy state and excitement.

Does it not feel great to feel this magnificent ass? I thought. Almost as great as watching Jack’s hand squeeze it.

At that very point, I suddenly realised that my voyeuristic desires to watch my wife in the hands of another man were more potent than even the desire to fuck her myself. I decided: If he makes a move and she acquiesces it, I will let him fuck her!

Still trying to catch her breath following her futile scuffle with Jack, Mila made an effort to sound serious, but the alcohol in her blood and the sniff of cocaine were not helping her; instead, she giggled.

Finally, she managed to say, “OK, Jack! What shall I do to make you delete the photo?”

“Take your tank top off completely, and I promise I will delete it, Mila!” Jack said.

I expected that Mila would tell him to fuck off, but instead, she immediately took her top off, exposing her boobs.

She threw her cami on the table and said to Jack, “Now delete the photo, Jack!”

A broad smile spread across Jack’s face. He gave her a thumbs up and said, “Not before I give you a present.”

Jack stood up, took his box, which he had left on the floor, and opened it. He took some sheets of paper and an old watch out of it. Beneath them was an object in which I recognised a necklace wrapped in tissue paper and clasped to prevent kinking. Jack unwrapped it to reveal a beautiful sapphire and diamond white gold cluster pendant necklace. It was undoubtedly one of the most expensive jewellery my wife and I had seen in front of us.

Before Mila and I could digest that Jack intended to give her such an exquisite gift, he passed me his phone and said, “Delete it, Peter!” and then unclasped the necklace.

Jack put the jewellery on Mila himself. I was so turned on watching her naked boobs brush up against his chest as he fumbled with the clasp at the nape of her neck that I had to turn my gaze away for a few seconds if I did not want to ejaculate in my pants.

“It was my mum’s,” Jack said as he gently ran his fingers through Mila’s hair to ensure it did not tangle with the necklace’s chain.  

He took his time to adjust the pendant on my wife’s bare chest, having no qualms about touching her breasts a few times in the process as if it was the most natural thing to do in front of her husband.

Finally, he stepped back and looked at Mila to assess the result of his efforts before he said with satisfaction, “The necklace looks perfect on you, Mila! It goes very well with your wedding ring!”

Mila put her hands on the pendant to feel it.

“I can’t accept it, Jack,” she said. “It’s too much.”

However, Jack placed his hands on hers and pressed them against her chest as he said, “It is yours, Mila! It’s my apology for ruining your vacation.”

Mila looked at me, and I said, “The man said it himself. It’s yours, honey!”

Why shouldn’t she take it? I thought. Jack kidnapped us, put us in grave danger and, on top of that, he has the pleasure of enjoying my wife’s naked boobs. He even shoved a finger into her pussy! She deserves more than a necklace!

Mila gave Jack one of the softest looks I had ever seen on her face and whispered, “Thank you so much, Jack! You are such a gentle heart! Only if I knew how to make you happy!”

“You have already made me happy, but a kiss will make my day,” he said, and without waiting for Mila’s reply, he wrapped his arms around her waist, leaned his face forward and planted his lips on her mouth.

Almost as if in a trance, Mila parted her lips, and their tongues touched. She closed her eyes and crossed her arms around his neck.

Five seconds into the kiss, Jack’s hands slid onto her ass. He grabbed her shorts and pulled them up, hiking them up into her butt crack and baring her ass cheeks. His hands gripped her buttocks, and he pulled her up. Mila straddled him, wrapping her legs around his waist. Holding her with one hand on her ass, Jack used his other hand to pull down his shorts and briefs at once, just enough for his erect cock to spring out. Jack was very strong! His triceps stiffened, but he kept holding Mila tight with one hand while his other hand found the leg of her shorts and pulled it aside. I realised what loose-fit cotton track shorts with wide legs could offer when I saw my wife’s pussy fully exposed. Jack pushed his pelvis up, and his cock found Mila’s vagina with surprising ease.

His cockhead pressed against her wet vaginal entrance but was too big to enter my wife’s tight pussy like that. Nonetheless, Mila was very aroused and lubricated, and when he thrust up, spreading open her engorged outer and inner pussy lips, for a moment, I thought he would be able to penetrate her. And probably, he would have succeeded with a second thrust if feeling the pressure of his cockhead on the entrance of her vagina had not awakened Mila to the reality of what was about to happen. She broke the kiss abruptly and jumped off Jack.

Standing on her feet, she pushed him in the chest and stepped back. Jack let go of her bum. Mila straightened her shorts and covered her breasts with her hands.

She turned to look at me and met my gaze.

Her face was flushed red, her bottom lip was trembling, her chest was heaving up and down, her abs were tensing up, and her thigh muscles were shaking. There was lust but also fear in her eyes.

She didn’t have to say it. The question was written on her face: What the fuck are we doing, Peter?!

I grinned at her to show her I was OK with what had just happened. However, she took it as an accusation of the sort: ‘Aha! I caught you!’. This increased her sense of guilt; now, she turned crimson red and looked away.

Blushing profusely, Mila murmured, “We’d better call it a night.”

She grabbed her cami top from the table and headed straight for the bedroom.

I had only smiled at her. I had not said anything and was not given a chance to say anything. But what was there to be said? My wife had fallen for another man. And being drunk and drugged, she had bared her boobs, kissed him, and almost let him penetrate her before my eyes.

I got up from my chair and followed Mila, hastily closing the curtains behind me and leaving Jack standing with his pants down in the living room.

Perhaps he had expected that, in a fit of jealousy, I would vent my anger at him or my wife, but I did not feel I had the moral ground to confront them. I thought I was their accomplice since I had enjoyed watching them and was as guilty as them. Jack knew that being cucked by my wife was a massive turn-on for me. He had exploited my weakness without any regard for my pride as a man. Because of that, I felt humiliated and ashamed of myself; hence I couldn’t look at his face and had walked away from him as quickly as possible.

I caught up with Mila in the bedroom just when she opened one of the upper cabinets above the bed and threw her tank top in it.

“I am too drunk, Peter. I need to go to bed,” she said without even looking at me.

Mila took off her sandals, and a few seconds later, her shorts joined her cami top. Then she carefully removed her new necklace and put it on the shelf next to her shorts.

Leaving the cabinet open, she lay on her back straight in the middle of the bed on top of the sheets, closed her eyes and prepared to fall asleep without even bothering to cover her naked body.

She mumbled, “Close the door, please!”

“Of course, Mila,” I said, but instead of closing the door, I turned the lights off.

The only light coming into the bedroom was through a gap between the curtains in the corridor from the kitchen-living room, where I heard Jack clearing the table.

I removed my shoes. Then I took off my t-shirt, shorts and briefs and put them on the shelf next to Mila’s clothes before closing the cabinet. I climbed on the bed, sporting a fully erect cock, and lay on my side beside my wife.

“I love you, honey,” I said and kissed her forehead.

“I love you too,” Mila whispered without opening her eyes.

I cupped her breast.

“I am too drunk to have sex right now, honey,” Mila murmured, having guessed my intentions.

She turned onto her right side, with her back to me, pushing my hand off her breast. She drew her knees close to her chest and curled into a ball as she prepared to sleep.

However, I wasn’t about to give up that easily. I cupped her left breast from behind and pressed my crotch against her bum. I began moving my pelvis up and down, trying to find the entrance to her fanny with my cock.

Having felt my dick rubbing against her, Mila changed her mind. She straightened her legs slightly and pushed her bum back against me to give me better access to her pussy.

She whispered, “OK. But use a condom!”

She had asked me to put on a condom, but she was too drunk to realise I did not follow through with her request. I was too intoxicated myself to think straight either, so I pressed my crotch against her pussy, and she gasped when she felt my cock pushing into the entrance to her already wet and loosened vagina.

Her bum was standing in the way, and only my cockhead slid in. Mila’s pussy was wet and loose, which helped me penetrate her but not deep enough. So I lifted her top leg to open more access to her slit and thrust my cock in. It went deeper into her vagina. However, there was still a problem. When I tried to thrust in and out to fuck her properly, I was not able to move too much. Her butt was still an obstacle.

Mila realised my predicament and turned onto her stomach, making my cock slip out of her.

“Let’s do it the doggy style!” she said, and, making a real effort in her drunken state, she stood on all fours.

“Come to the edge of the bed, hon,” I said and got off the bed.

Mila crawled backwards to the edge of the bed, and standing on all fours, with her knees on the edge and feet hanging out of the bed, she spread her legs and stuck her bum out, giving me excellent access to her vulva.

Mila was drunk, and her legs and arms were shaking, but she tried to stay still as much as she could.

I stood behind her and put my hands on her hips. Just enough light was streaking in from the kitchen to let me see that her vagina was open and wet like I had never seen it before. I pressed my cock against her hole, and it slid in without a problem. I started to fuck her in earnest straight away, but I was too aroused and realised I would cum too soon to be able to give her an orgasm. So, I stopped thrusting and pulled my cock out of her pussy to delay my ejaculation.

Mila looked at me over her shoulder.

“What’s wrong?” she whispered.

“Nothing, honey!” I said, hoping she would not ask any more questions but since she kept looking at me, I felt obliged to clarify, “I’m afraid I might cum too soon.”

“That’s OK, hon,” she said and smiled. “Just do it.” She saw I was not wearing a condom and added, “Make sure you pull it out on time, OK?”

I said, “Of course, but hon, hm, . . . my problem is that I want to last longer, especially now that Jack is in the picture.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, . . .umm, . . .Look! I feel like I am competing with Jack, with his size and all this, you know. Men’s sperm competition, if you will.”

Mila did not say anything, so I continued to explain, “I want to perform really well, . . . but today you feel so wet and, . . . open, you know. Not that I don’t like it, but I feel a little inadequate.”

“Oh,” she said and looked straight ahead of her, not saying anything else for a few seconds, just biting her bottom lip as she contemplated something. Then she asked me, still looking ahead, “Would you like to use the toy on me?”

“You mean the dildo?” I asked, not believing my ears. My wife had just offered me to fuck her with the strap-on dildo, which she had opposed so vehemently earlier.

“Yeah. I won’t be watching,” Mila whispered, grabbed one of the pillows and buried her face into it while still keeping her bum up, propped on her knees.

I got to the cabinet where I kept the dildo and took it out. I hastily put my cock into its hole and strapped the dildo on me.

“Mila,” I whispered. “Would you do me a favour and call me Jack while I make love to you?”

I thought my request would be rebuffed, but instead, Mila just whispered, “OK.” Then she added more loudly, “Jack!”

I was about to stand at the edge of the bed behind her ass when I almost shrieked because I felt someone’s hand on my shoulder.

I looked at the intruder. It was Jack. He had sneaked into the bedroom and now was grinning at me. He nudged me to step aside, and I did. Then he stood behind Mila. He had taken off his shorts and briefs and was sporting a fully-fledged erection.

I was watching as if in a trance.

Jack put his left hand on Mila’s left buttock and guided his cock to her pussy with his right hand.

I was not able to speak or move even. I stared at his cock as it pressed against my wife’s vagina.

“Be gentle, Jack!” Mila said, keeping her face buried in the pillow.

Jack turned his head to me and nodded, urging me to respond to her.

“Sure, hon,” I managed to say.

He pulled his cock back a little and raised his eyebrows at me, asking me the unspoken question: Are you OK with me fucking your wife?

The thought of stopping him crossed my mind, but my throbbing cock inside the hollow dildo made the decision for me. I nodded yes.

Jack looked back at my wife’s backside. She was the sexiest sight imaginable, with her bum stuck up in the air, her legs slightly spread apart, and her pussy opened up, waiting to be penetrated. Her thigh muscles were trembling out of exhaustion but also in anticipation. Jack let go of her butt, reached down between her legs, and ran his fingers over her neatly shaved labia. Mila’s entire body shook. She arched her back further and opened her legs wider, offering a glimpse of her pubic area with its pencil-thin landing strip. Jack placed his hand back on her buttock and caressed it while rubbing his cock a few times along her slit, spreading her outer pussy lips apart. He tapped his cockhead on her engorged clit a few times, evoking a moan of pleasure from her, muffled by the pillow she was stubbornly pressing her face into.

Jack dragged his dick along her slit until he positioned the tip against her vaginal entrance. Then he pressed his cock into her hole, spreading her inner pussy lips apart and revealing their pink insides, glistening with pussy juices. Jack was stretching my wife’s pussy opening to the limit.

“God!” I heard Mila’s cry, muffled by the pillow. A second later, she said, slightly raising her head but still looking at the pillow below, “It’s huge!” And a moment later, she added, “Jack, go slow! You’re too large for my pussy! Please, give me time to open up for you.”

I knew the drill and said, “Of course, Mila! I’ll be very gentle. Just relax.”

Jack looked at me and winked with a smile, happy with how I was cooperating. Then he turned his attention back to my wife and pushed his cock into her vagina again. Mila whimpered, feeling the pressure as his cockhead continued to stretch her entrance.

Jack thrust again, and Mila cried, “Fuck!”

His enormous cock was still not sliding in despite my wife’s totally loose and wet vagina. His phallus was simply too big for her.

It was clear at this point that Jack would not be able to penetrate her without causing her a little discomfort. So he grabbed her hips with both hands and thrust his cock into her vagina real hard.

Mila groaned, “Urgh!” as she bunched the bed sheets in her fists.

This time, Jack’s cockhead entered her pussy. Her vagina wrapped around his shaft.

Jack rubbed her hips, telling her that he was finally inside her and she should relax.  

I heard Mila breathing deep in and out as she worked on relaxing her vagina.

Jack thrust again, and the successful entry of half of his shaft was rewarded with a loud gasp from Mila.

Another thrust followed, and Jack’s penis was inside my wife’s pussy, up to the base. I was amazed how much Mila’s vagina had stretched and elongated to be able to take in all of Jack’s length and girth, but apparently, her birth canal had no problem accommodating his massive manhood.

Now Jack began fucking Mila in earnest.

He was going with long slow strokes, sliding his cock into her pussy all the way to his balls.

There was a pattern in the way Jack was fucking my wife. He was pushing his cock in slowly, gently, with great care, and once his cock base had made contact with her labia, Jack pushed his cock in real hard with a short sharp thrust. He looked up at the ceiling and ground his pelvis against Mila’s squashed pussy lips, oscillating his hips as if he was trying to widen her vagina. Then he looked back at her pussy as he slowly pulled his cock out all the way up to the glans but made sure he kept his large cockhead inside her since he didn’t want to risk slipping it out and then having to work again on penetrating Mila’s orifice from scratch. Jack stayed still in this outward position for a second or two, his shaft glistening with my wife’s pussy juices, only to repeat the cycle, shoving his cock back in, slowly but balls deep inside her vagina.

The sloshing sound coming from the friction between my wife’s pussy walls and Jack’s cock was accompanied by her muffled moans as she pressed her head against the pillow in a vain attempt to suppress the words “Fuck!” and “Oh, my God!” coming out of her mouth.

Jack was gradually increasing the speed of his thrusts, and in five minutes or so, he was fucking Mila at full speed. Her body was shaking in rhythm with his strokes. She was moaning now quite loudly, and soon her muscles spasmed in a massive orgasm. Mila propped herself up on her hands, standing properly on all fours now. She lifted her head up and, staring in front of her, began letting out a series of high-pitch cries of ‘Oh’-s with each of Jack’s thrusts in her pussy. Just as her orgasm began to subside, another came when Jack started slamming his crotch against her bare ass with force. Despite that her bum and the back of her thighs turned red by being hit by his thighs, there was no rest for my wife. Her lover kept pumping her pussy, taking her from one orgasm to another.

Jack fucked my wife at a pace like that for about ten minutes until he finally reached the point of no return himself and began frantically thrusting in and out of her, grunting as he emptied his load into her pussy. Mila cried, “Oh, my God!” convulsing in the most powerful orgasm I have ever seen her have.

I grabbed my dick and tried to squeeze its head to stop myself from ejaculating, but the dildo wrapped around it prevented me from pressing hard. It was too late anyway. I was already squirting cum, filling up the hole in the dildo.

Jack had emptied his spunk into my wife’s womb but kept fucking her for about a minute or so before he withdrew his cock from her pussy and stepped away from the edge of the bed.

He placed two fingers across his lips, asking me to keep quiet about what we had done and tiptoed out of the bedroom, holding his still erect cock in one hand, dripping a few drops of ejaculate on the floor.

Jack disappeared into the kitchen. It was just in time because Mila had eased out of her final orgasm and now looked at me over her shoulder, still breathing heavily and flushed red in the face.

I smiled at her, and she smiled back at me.

“Please give me my black thong,” she said as she pointed at the overhead cabinet where we kept our underwear. Then she added, “And remove that thing from you!” nodding at my dildo.

Turning my back to Mila, I opened the drawer, took off the dildo, grabbed one of my vests and quickly cleaned my cock with it, then wrapped the dildo in the vest and put it in the drawer. I didn’t want to draw my wife’s attention to the fact that I had emptied myself inside the toy. Then I found her thong and gave it to her.

Mila turned onto her back and put her thong on without even getting up, just raising her butt to slip her knickers over her hips. I was glad it did not occur to her to check what was leaking out of her pussy; otherwise, some questions could have been asked, which would have led to the shocking revelation: Jack had just thoroughly fucked her and emptied himself inside her!

Fuck! I thought. He can make her pregnant! 

But hell no! I am not telling her he has just fucked her! I’ll take my chances of her getting pregnant with someone else’s child, but I am not telling her she has been duped. No way! 

In any case, I tried to console myself, not every ejaculation leads to pregnancy. I will keep quiet.

I lay down next to Mila, on my side, facing her. I propped myself up on my elbow and smiled at her. She smiled back at me.

I rubbed her still erect nipples with the back of my hand, and she shivered. Her nerve endings were hypersensitive.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too,” she whispered. Then she added, “Don’t throw away your toy!”

I chuckled. “He-he! I knew you would like it!”

But then I thought: I can’t lie to her! I have to tell her! And I said, “About the toy, Mila. Hmm. Look. Actually, Jack—”

“Shh!” she whispered and put her fingers across my lips. “I don’t need to know!”

Mila and I looked into each other’s eyes.

I tried to read her eyes. What does she mean by ‘I don’t need to know’? That she knows that Jack has just fucked her, and she does not want to hear me openly say it? Or does she only suspect he might have fucked her instead of me but is afraid to find out for certain? Or has she no clue? Maybe she thought I was going to be explaining myself why I had asked her to call me Jack while fucking her, hence telling me she didn’t want to know.

The more I looked at her, the more I felt she knew. But I couldn’t say for sure. We were too drunk and drugged to trust what our eyes were telling us.

Suddenly it became dark in the bedroom as the light streaking from the kitchen disappeared. Jack had turned the lights off. A moment later, the night light got turned on, and we saw Jack entering the bedroom. He had put his shorts on.

Jack closed the door and stared at Mila. Something about the way he looked at her had changed. It might have been my imagination, but it felt as if it was written on his face: I’ve just fucked you, Mila! You are mine now!

Still not taking his eyes off Mila, Jack asked us both, “Do you guys think the three of us can squeeze in on this bed?”

Mila did not answer his question; she kept staring at him, not bothering to cover her breasts.

And her breasts were worth showing! My wife’s boobs looked magnificent! Round and full, not too big, not too small; with soft white skin, no wrinkles, no visible veins, just milky whiteness crowned with pink areolas of perfect size—25 to 30 millimetres in diameter—and slightly erect nipples in their centres. I had just cummed, yet looking at my wife’s tits made my cock grow hard again.

Jack, however, was preoccupied with looking at her face. And it became too much for her. She could not hold his gaze any longer and looked away at me. The way she acted made me believe she knew Jack had fucked her. But again, I could not be sure. We were too drunk to draw conclusions from body language.

I nodded yes to Jack to join us. He took off his t-shirt and kicked off his trainers. Then he pulled down his shorts and briefs, revealing his massive penis—now flaccid—and climbed on the bed. He spent some time taking in the sight of my topless wife before he lay on his side.

Mila rolled onto her side, turning her back to Jack, and cuddled up to me. I hugged her and kissed her on the forehead.

Jack smiled at me as he pressed his chest against Mila’s back and his crotch glued to her perky butt.

“Good night, Mila, Peter!” he said.

“Good night, Jack!” I replied.

Mila did not respond. I figured out from her rhythmic breathing that she had already fallen asleep or pretended to be sleeping. In any case, there was no reaction from her.

I was too tired and exhausted to think about the implications of my wife having been fucked by another guy and decided to go to sleep too. I reached for the light switch above my head and turned the night light off. Then I put my arm around Mila’s shoulder and pressed my chest against her tits, but I felt something much harder than her nipples. I realised that I was pushing against Jack’s knuckles. He had wrapped his arm around her stomach from behind, and his hand was cupping her breast.

I felt anger and outrage at Jack’s ‘audacity’. It was weird that his hand on my wife’s boob drove me mad considering that I was not angry with him for having just fucked her. I guess there was some sort of distorted thinking, a warped logic at work in my head. There was this strange justification about him fucking Mila. He had fucked my wife! Yes, he had. In a way, that was a grievous insult to my manly pride. But at the same time, somehow, as a man, however weird it might sound, I was understanding. Jack had craved for Mila so much that he had even thought he was falling in love with her, and above all, he had been very horny. He had been badly in need of release. My man’s solidarity was at play. I felt for him. He had had a bad itch to fuck a woman, and my gorgeous wife happened to be around, he had been given the opportunity to fuck her, and he had. However, now that he had taken care of that itch, why was he still claiming my wife? He had no right. He was not supposed to. Mila and I had given him her pussy to help him release his tension, he had helped himself, and now he was supposed to back off.

I was fuming for a while, contemplating whether not to push his hand off Mila’s breast and even shout at him: You bastard! How dare you grope my wife? Was it not enough that you fucked her and unloaded your spunk into her vagina?

The word ‘spunk’ suddenly stuck in my head. The guy hugging my wife had deposited his sperm in her womb.

Right now, his spermatozoids are racing to get to her ovaries! I thought.

And that thought— the thought that I had shared my wife’s pussy with him and he had possibly impregnated her— turned me on. Suddenly, my anger was replaced by two feelings simultaneously: a feeling of arousal and a feeling of surrender. Unexpectedly, I liked that he was hugging my wife, and I relished this very intimate moment when I was sharing her with him. Inexplicably, I felt it was both erotic and right to be sharing the hug of the woman I loved with this other man.

The thought of my wife being groped in her sleep by another guy kept me turned on and the sweet feeling of passive arousal, combined with my exhaustion, sent me to the land of Nod.


8.    Revelations

I woke up and struggled to open my eyes. I figured out from the faint red light travelling through my eyelids that it was past sunrise, and it was already bright in the bedroom. Yet I felt like sleeping a little longer and kept my eyes shut. I was unable to fall asleep again, though. Some noise was keeping me awake. I opened my eyes and saw my wife’s beautiful face just a few inches away from me. She was so tranquil, innocently sleeping and even smiling in her sleep. I smiled too. I looked further down from Mila’s face. She was lying on her side and cuddling up to me; my arm was wrapped around her shoulder. I loved waking up next to her. It felt so good. However, I still felt that something was wrong. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something was out of place. Yeah, it was that repetitive unnerving noise, and it felt like its source was in our bedroom. Then it suddenly dawned on me that the noise I was hearing was coming from someone snoring, and that certainly was not my wife.

A realisation struck me: Someone is sleeping in our bed and what I hear is his snoring! In a panic, I raised my head and saw the offender. Jack! Fuck! Jack is sleeping in our bed!

And then I saw his hand cupping my wife’s right breast, and it came back to me: He cupped her breast before he wished us goodnight. Jack self-invited himself after he tricked my wife into showing him her boobs. He kissed her!

Then it struck me again, big time, like a pang of pain, straight into my chest: Shit! He not only did that! He fucked her! He emptied himself inside her! Fuck!

The sober reality hit home hard: my wife had been thoroughly fucked by another cock. Gone was my excitement from the night before. The thrill of sharing my wife had worn out completely as the effects of the alcohol and the coke had passed off. The only thing left was emptiness, painful and throbbing like my hangover headache. I felt like I was thrown into a completely different world, a parallel universe. I felt jealousy, acute jealousy, shame and regret, guilt for what I had done with my wife, and fear of what could happen.

What if Mila finds out that Jack has fucked her? I asked myself. And even if she does not find out! She could be impregnated by him, and I cannot tell her! If I tell her? No! She is in love with him, and things might get out of control! No, she should not know.

I am so fucked up! What if I end up raising Jack’s kid? And it is all my fault! Then I shifted the blame to Jack: But it’s not only my fault. It is Jack’s fault too! In fact, mainly it is his! Since he is the one who came and kidnapped us, he pursued my wife, and he fucked her! Could I have stopped him? Well, for all I know, he could have threatened me with his gun if I’d tried. It is his fault!

Recollecting the events from the evening and the sight of the hand of this other guy on my wife’s bare breast was driving me restless. However, I knew that if I continued to let jealousy rule me and blamed myself for what had happened, I would have a nervous breakdown.

If I lost it now, I thought, it would be a disaster! I can’t let that happen. I have to take care of my wife! This is more important at the moment. I need to set aside any thoughts of self-recrimination and regret. I will deal with them later; I will deal with Jack later! Right now, I need to look after my wife and make sure she does not find out that Jack has fucked her!

“Good morning, Mila!” I whispered and caressed Mila’s cheek.

Mila opened her eyes and smiled at me with her usual good morning smile: soft, innocent, and full of love.

I ran my fingers across her lips and whispered, “I love you, hon.”

Mila was about to lean forward to give me a kiss when she felt Jack’s arm wrapped around her chest from behind. She promptly looked at the hand cupping her bare breast, and after a couple of seconds of confusion, her face turned pale as she put the jigsaw together and also, like me, recalled the events from the previous night. Mila grabbed Jack’s hand and pushed it away from her breast. She sat up and covered her breasts with her hands.

I sat up too.

Jack began waking up slowly. He rolled onto his back and rubbed his eyes before he stretched and yawned, putting on full display his morning wood. Mila blushed and hurriedly placed her pillow on his manhood.

Jack put his hands behind his head, looked at Mila with a wide grin on his face and greeted her, “Good morning, gorgeous!”

Mila ignored his greeting. She tried to stand up, still covering her boobs with her hands. However, because of the lower height of the ceiling, Mila couldn’t stand upright on the bed, so she had to crouch down and use one of her hands to hold on to the shelf next to the storage cabinet for support. After staying still for a couple of seconds, making sure she had steadied herself on the unstable surface of the mattress, she let go of the ledge and tried to open the storage cabinet with one hand while still covering her boobs with the other. Unfortunately, she failed to accomplish her task since her left foot sank into the soft mattress, and she almost fell.

“Shit!” Mila cursed and grabbed hold of the shelf with one hand.

After a couple of seconds of contemplation, she realised she needed her other hand to open the cabinet. She let go of her breasts without caring too much that Jack would see them again, and this time she had no problem opening the storage cabinet with one hand while the other was holding on to the shelf.

I did not blame her for showing her boobs. At the end of the day, by that point, Jack had seen plenty of her tits. He had been cupping her breast all night long, so what difference would a few more glimpses have made?

Nonetheless, Jack did not miss his chance to ogle my wife’s breasts as she reached out for her clothes. Since he was standing in her way, Mila stretched her upper body over him, giving him an even better view of her boobs, hanging right above his head. She picked up her clothes, not forgetting to take her necklace.

Mila was about to get off the bed and walk down the steps into the hallway when she remembered something and turned back. She opened the storage compartment once again. She was trying to keep her balance on the unsteady mattress, holding her tank top, necklace, and shorts in one hand and searching for something in the back of the storage cabinet with her other hand. She wobbled and stepped over Jack, straddling his body. Mila ended up in a split leg position, with one leg on one side of him, the other on his other side, and her crotch hovering straight above his face. The overstretched fabric of her thong could no longer cover the groin area between her pussy and thighs. Her thong bunched up in her slit, and her pussy lips bulged out on either side. Any man would have been a fool not to look between her legs, and Jack had the pleasure of having a close look at my wife’s shaved pussy lips poking out of her panties.

The purpose of Mila’s search became evident when she grabbed a white G-string thong. Yep! My wife planned to change her undies! Whether she felt the uncomfortable below-the-belt moisture caused by Jack’s semen that had trickled out of her vagina or just wanted to change her underwear as part of her morning routine to start the day with fresh knickers, I couldn’t tell. One thing I was certain of, though: she remembered or at least felt that her pussy had got some action the night before. Mila closed the storage cabinet, un-straddled Jack, turned around, got off the bed, slipped into her sandals and walked down the steps.

Jack sat up and looked through the window. He avoided eye contact with me, perhaps feeling uneasy after the ‘liberties’ he had allowed himself with my wife. He was not keen to talk to me. I stared in front of me, unsure what to say either. And what was I supposed to say? ‘Why did you fuck my wife?’ I knew the answer: ‘Because it’s great to fuck a chick like her!’

A minute later, I heard the RV door open and close. Mila had gone out, probably to pee. My wife and I had decided, upon the advice of Donald’s dad, that we should go outside for number one when boondocking as much as we could to reduce RV dumping.

Jack got off the bed and put on his clothes while, this time, I was the one pretending to be preoccupied with looking through the window.

“Hmm, it was great last night,” Jack said finally.

And I got pissed off. Hearing his voice and hearing him say casually that he had enjoyed fucking my wife—because that was what he was telling me—made my blood boil.

“Fuck you, Jack!” I shouted. “Why did you fuck my wife?”

Jack did not respond for a while, just stared at me, but then said in a calm voice, “Look, Peter, don’t delve on it, OK?”

“Really?” I shouted again. “Is this your advice? ‘Don’t delve on it?’ After you fucked my wife: ‘don’t delve on it!’”

“Look, buddy,” he said, leaned over and put his hand on my shoulder. “We got drunk, snorted cocaine, and got carried away at the end a little.”

I pushed his hand off my shoulder. “A little? You emptied yourself inside her!”

“Yeah, I did. I got carried away! Sorry about that,” he said apologetically. “It was just a one-off drunken mistake!”

“Oh! It was a one-off drunken mistake!” I shouted. “Fucking my wife was a drunken mistake, so I should be OK then, is that it?”

I lost my nerves and punched him in the stomach. My fist simply bounced off his hard abs. Jack stepped back. Not that he was affected by my punch, but just to show me he was not looking for a fight.

Fuck! I thought while Jack stared at me, not saying anything. This guy is fucking strong! He’s got abs of stone! I can only imagine how hard his cock is. And Mila had to take it all the way in! She must have felt his strength. His masculinity! His massive cock filling every nook of her pussy! She has been fucked by a truly alpha male! She’s developed a taste for a big powerful cock. And will expect to be stretched and fucked like that from now on! Good luck to me matching Jack’s performance! How stupid I was to let him fuck her in the first place!

“Fucking my wife was a drunken mistake, is that it?” I asked Jack again, hissing my words.

“No, dude!” he said, calm as ever. “Fucking her was not a mistake. But I should have pulled my cock out of her pussy. I should’ve! But it felt so good inside her that I just couldn’t do it. OK? Sorry about that!”

I got up onto my knees and swung to punch him in the face, but he stepped back, and I missed.

“Oh, fucker! I’ll kill you!” I shouted at him and swung again. I missed hitting him again.

Jack moved further back and then said, raising his voice, “Why, Peter? Why are you angry at me? You wanted me to fuck her as much as I wanted to fuck her myself! Don’t blame it on me! Be honest with yourself! You could have stopped me, but you didn’t. I would have listened to you, and you know it!” Jack paused and watched my face for my reaction. He had a point. He saw his words were having an effect on me and continued in a conciliatory tone, “But is it that bad, Peter? Calm down and think! At the end of the day, Mila got it real good, I got off pretty well, and you got your boat rocked. Everyone won! Now we’ll part our ways, and no one will be hurt. Just happy memories! Granted! You’ll have to get Mila to take the morning-after pill or something, but other than that, we are all good.”

We stared at each other in silence for some time.

“Jack! She shouldn’t know,” I said quietly in the end. “I can’t make her take the pill without telling her.”

“Um, yeah, . . . you are right,” he said as he scratched his cheek. “Don’t bring it up then. It rarely happens from a one-off anyway, you know.”

He took a long look at me, then stepped to the edge of the bed, tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Let me take a piss, and I’ll make us some breakfast.”

He turned around and left the bedroom.

Before I could tell him to piss outside, he went into the loo.

I got off the bed and put my clothes on. Jack got out of the loo, and I went in. I had an excuse to use the RV toilet since I had to do number two.

My anger with Jack had subsided. However, while sitting on the toilet seat, a torrent of emotions began to boil inside me again. I was having another fit of jealousy. I felt humiliated by Jack. There was guilt for being turned on by watching him fuck my wife, coupled with a sense of anger at myself for not doing anything to stop him. Interestingly, it never crossed my mind to blame Mila for anything she had done.

At that moment, what was not in the mix was one fundamental fear, which I had always envisaged would be a big problem when I had fantasied about my wife turning into a hotwife. It was the fear that she could fall in love with the guy and leave me for him. Mila was in love with Jack. However, I did not worry about her leaving me for him because I knew she would never see a future for herself with a criminal like him. Especially since he was most probably going to be shot dead by the police or the mafia pretty soon or get into prison.

When I finished my business in the loo, I decided to take a shower, but, much to my disappointment, Jack was already in the shower cabin.

My sense of humiliation suddenly turned into anger again. Fuck! The bastard feels at home! He doesn’t even ask for permission to use my shower! He thinks I am a beta male because I have a hotwife fantasy, and he believes he can push me around!

It was too painful and humiliating to admit to myself that it was ultimately my fault for the way I was treated. So, I was quick to shift the blame onto Jack and his gun once again. It was easier to be angry with him than with myself.

If he hadn’t kidnapped us, this would not have happened, I told myself. The fucker thinks he is superior to me only because he has a gun. And you know what? I will go and get this gun! Let’s see then who’s the alpha male and who’s the beta male! I am going to kill him and finish this once and for all! Self-defence! I have the right to kill in self-defence in this country!

I’ll kill him! Of course, I will! I kept winding myself up. He fucked my wife, for fuck’s sake! I’ve got all the right to kill him. Any self-respecting man would do it! I’ll kill him! Where’s his gun?

I did not remember where Jack had left his gun. Some of the events from the evening were somewhat blurred in my head. However, I had an idea of where to look and went straight to the cab. Indeed, it was there, in the glovebox. I took the gun and checked it; there was a bullet in its chamber. I released the safety catch and sat in the chair behind the passenger seat. The only thing I had to do was to aim the gun at the door of the shower cabin and pull the trigger when Jack popped out.

And just as I thought of it, Jack got out of the shower and saw me. He did not react in any way at the sight of his weapon in my hands. He dried his body with the towel, swaying his superior cock, put his clothes back on and came into the living room.

He took a seat in the chair across from me and, pretending he was not worried at all about me holding his gun, asked me, “Has Mila not come back yet?”

“Do you already miss her, Jack?” I said. I looked daggers at him and casually pointed the gun at him. I asked him again, “You miss my wife, don’t you? You’d love to fuck her one more time before you left!”

He was holding my gaze and not responding.

I shook the gun at him and said, “She is gorgeous, isn’t she? And the two of you ‘have so much in common’, yeah? And you—”

“All Right!” he interrupted me. “I see what is going on here. You struggle to reign in your jealousy. But as a cuckold, you need to learn! Look! There are ways to channel your feelings into positive thinking. Each time you feel jealous, tell yourself—literally say it: ‘We had a drunken night after a stressful day! We loosened up a little, and many people do these things when drunk. My wife did nothing more than a one-night stand. It was just sex for her. I love her, and she deserved a good fuck. Her pussy got stretched a little, but it will be back to normal in a day or so as if nothing happened. I will reclaim her pussy, and we’ll move on!’” Jack leaned back in his chair, looking relaxed as if there was no gun pointed at him. He even smiled at me before he continued with his advice, “With time, you’ll learn to manage what I call ‘the buyer’s remorse’, you know, after she gets fucked. However, in the beginning, as a new cuckold, try to focus your thinking on the sex she had! Think about how erotic it was to watch her pussy stretch, how exciting it was to hear her moan in ecstasy! Don’t think of anything else! Just think about the awesome sex she had!”

Having listened to him patiently, I said, “Yeah, it’s easy for you to talk like that, Jack! It is very convenient for you to share pearls of wisdom about how to brush the whole thing aside as a silly game and act as if nothing’s happened, and yet you come here, and the first thing you do is ask where my wife is.”

“I worry about her, Peter. That’s why I asked.”

“Really? You worry about her, is that so?”

Jack had been patronising me, and, of course, I was heaving with anger. The way he’d talked to me had been beyond condescending. It had not been even humiliating. It had been demeaning and degrading. Yet, somehow, I felt subjugated by this guy with his superior cock, muscular body, and dominant character. And I was unable to pull the trigger.

Jack looked me in the eyes with a deeply penetrating, demanding gaze and asked me, “Peter, does your wife have the habit of wandering off alone in the middle of nowhere, in an area she has never been before?”

His question gave me a pause for thought.

“Umm, yeah! Hmm. She’s been gone for at least half an hour,” I said. “She should have been back by now.”

Suddenly, I got worried about Mila.

“Could she have gone for a morning swim in the lake before breakfast?” Jack asked.

“No. Mila wouldn’t do that on her own!” I said.

I decided to get out and check up on my wife.

I stood up, walked to the door and was about to open it when Jack caught up with me.

He put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Peter, give me that gun, please!”

The way he looked at me made me worry even more. He was sensing that something was wrong. My heart began racing, and at that moment, I was, in fact, glad that Jack was with me. I handed him the gun.

He put it in his pocket, making an effort to conceal it under his t-shirt, and said, “Let me get out first!”

Jack opened the door and stepped out. I followed him.

And there they were!

Half a dozen people had surrounded us and were pointing their guns at us. Two cars and a van were parked about 20 yards away.

“Is this. . . ?” I gulped. “Is this the police?”

“These are much worse than the police!” Jack replied as his eyes scanned the area.

“Come on, Jack! Give yourself up!” shouted one of the guys who was dressed in a leather jacket and appeared to be in charge of the gang.

“What do you want, Giuseppe?” Jack shouted back.

“Well, it is not what I want but what the boss wants,” Giuseppe said and stepped forward. “He believes you have something that belongs to him.”

Jack said, “Tell Big Daddy I’ll negotiate only with him. Go away and send for him!”

Giuseppe faked a burst of loud laughter, holding his stomach. “Ha-ha, ha-ha!“ Then he added with a serious voice, “Oh, yeah, I will send for Big Daddy! As if you believe yourself. Listen! We don’t have time to waste. Where is our Candy?”

“I told you,” Jack replied. “I will tell that only to Big Daddy in person. I want to meet with him to discuss my terms.”

“Your terms? Jack, Jack, Jack! Listen to yourself!” Giuseppe chuckled, but then he hissed, “Don’t piss me off, young boy!”

Giuseppe changed his posture from the laid-back gangster guy look to the one of a vicious killer as he pulled out his gun and pointed it at Jack.

Giuseppe began walking towards us until he came within six feet and said, “I will tell you what will happen now, Jack! You will come with us and tell us where our possessions are. We will keep you at Fred’s until what is ours is delivered. Then maybe, just maybe, Big Daddy will let you go. But if you decide to send us on a wild goose chase, that won’t be of use to you because you will still tell us where the Candy is, eventually. You know what I mean, don’t you?”

“Put your gun down, Giuseppe!” Jack said as he pulled out his gun and pointed it at Giuseppe. “You won’t shoot me because you won’t learn where the Candy is. But I can still shoot you because you know nothing.”

Giuseppe turned his gun at me and said as he watched Jack’s face, “You are right, but I can shoot this guy! Shall I shoot your friend, Jack? Give you a little incentive to wise up more quickly, eh?”

At that moment, I prepared to die. I expected that Giuseppe would pull the trigger only to make a point.

What a stupid way to go! Collateral damage in a gangster’s negotiation tactics, I thought, and my fear turned into anger. What right has this bastard to take my life?

I saw out of the corner of my eye the way Jack looked at me, and he looked at me as if I was already a dead man.

He shrugged his shoulders and said, “I was going to kill him myself anyway, but you can do it for me now. I’ll just have to drive myself to the border.”

“Oh, I see!” Giuseppe said. “You do not care about the dude! Know what? I get it! What about his wife, eh?”

He whistled, and the back door of the gangsters’ van opened. Two guys and Fred got out with Mila and dragged her to about twenty feet from where Jack and I stood. My wife had her clothes on but was gagged.

“Maybe you will come with us after all, eh?” Giuseppe said and lowered his gun.

He turned around as if he did not care that Jack’s gun was trained on him and joined Mila and her captors.

Giuseppe stood in front of my wife and gave her a lustful leer. The gangster ran the back of his fingers across her lips, and then his hand slid to the side of her face. Mila was determined not to give him satisfaction by showing how scared she was, so she stood still and stared in the distance.

“It will be a shame for such a pretty girl to die for your mistake, Jack!” Giuseppe said.

“She is his wife,” Jack said and nodded towards me, lowering his gun too. “Why should I care?”

Giuseppe stroked Mila’s hair before brushing it aside to reveal her long neck. He continued caressing the skin of her neck, with his hand eventually trailing down her chest until he touched the pendant of her necklace.

He faked a deep sigh. “Well, she is his wife. However, if you don’t care about her, what is your necklace doing around her neck, Jack? Fred might have accidentally looked inside your box before he gave it to you, you know.” Giuseppe asked Fred, “It is the same necklace that you saw in the box, right, Fred? You are not mistaken by any chance, are you?”

“Oh, yeah. It is Jack’s necklace,” Fred readily replied and grinned. “An expensive present for a precious girl.”

“Why are you doing this, Fred?” Jack asked. “I thought you were my best friend.”

Fred chuckled. “Well, you know how it is, Jack. Whoever holds the higher ground, my friend! Giuseppe came to see me before you showed up, and I keep my promise to cooperate with him.”

Giuseppe looked over his shoulder at Jack and said, “And Fred cooperates with zeal! I’ve asked him to entertain Mila tonight, and I am sure he will take very good care of her, right, Fred?”

Instead of replying to his new boss, Fred went behind Mila. The other two blokes moved to her sides and took hold of her hands. Fred slipped the straps of her tank top from her shoulders, one by one, slowly, taking his time, while he stared at Jack.

“Jack, I am so glad you brought this one to me,” Fred said to his former friend.

The traitor moved my wife’s hair out of the way and kissed the nape of her neck. Even from the distance that separated us, I noticed how Mila’s entire body shuddered when she felt his lips on her skin, but this was not the end of her torture. Fred put his chin on her shoulder and licked the side of her neck up to her cheek. Mila pulled her head away in disgust.

Fred was undeterred, however. Despite my wife’s wriggling, he slid the straps of her cami top down her arms. He paused for a second to grin at Jack and me and then pulled her top down, revealing Mila’s breasts. Not taking his eyes off Jack and me, Fred cupped my wife’s boobs from behind.

“I wanted to fuck the bitch from the moment I saw her,” Fred said as he squeezed Mila’s tits and hooked his chin again on her shoulder. “I must admit, Jack. You have a taste for MILFs.” Fred let go of my wife’s right breast and took the pendant of her necklace. “But still, a necklace?”

Jack said simply, “She saved my life, Fred! That’s why I gave her the necklace.”

Fred chuckled. “Saved your life?”

“Yeah! She and her husband gave me shelter when you didn’t!” Jack replied.

Fred let go of Mila and stepped forward. “Only shelter? What else did she give you, Jack? What about her pussy to fuck?”

Fred put his hand in his pocket and pulled out Mila’s black thong.

He turned it inside out and waved it in the air. He grinned at Jack and me and said, “I think this crusted thong is your doing, Jack! The two of us have fucked quite a few bitches together to know your style. Did she buy the story of your dick being too big to fit in a condom?”

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know what you are talking about!”

Giuseppe pointed his gun at Mila and said, “OK, Jack! Then I’ll shoot her right away! Tell me if she drops like Rebecca! Remember Becky?”

Mila shut her eyes.

Jack’s face turned white, and he looked at me. It was too much for him!

“I am dead anyway, Peter,” he said quietly. “Try to save Mila and yourself!”

Then he looked at Giuseppe and said, “I’ll surrender, but you will let her go immediately, unharmed! You will let her and her husband drive off and not chase them. They know nothing about the Candy. This is between you and me, Giuseppe!”

Giuseppe threw up his hands in the air and squeaked, “Now we’re talking!” He smiled and added, “Deal!”

Jack went over to Giuseppe and Fred, but when two of the blokes stepped forward to intercept him, Jack pointed his gun at Giuseppe.

“Let go of her first!” Jack said. “I’ll lower my gun only after they have driven off!”

Giuseppe made a sign with his hand, and the two blokes holding Mila stepped back while Fred removed her gag. Mila pulled up the straps of her top and covered her breasts. Then she ran over to me.

We hugged briefly and ran to the RV. We got inside, and I drove off immediately.

I drove fast, without worrying too much that the rough terrain could wreak havoc on the RV’s suspension. My heart was pounding; I was shaking, but I had to drive. Mila was clutching her hands together tightly; her face was white as chalk. We were unable to speak. Getting away was the only thing on our minds.

I looked in my rear mirror and sighed relief when I saw that no one was chasing us. Nonetheless, I kept driving as fast as I could and was lucky that, without Jack’s navigation, I found the asphalt road within less than five minutes. I headed straight to Boston.

“We’ll get on the first flight to London!” I said, finally able to speak. “We’ll call Donald’s dad from London and tell him to collect his RV from the airport.”

Mila nodded yes.

We drove in silence for a couple of minutes before she said, “I went to take a pee in the grove. They got me on the way back.”

“Did they harm you?” I asked her.

“No. But they were going to.”

I looked at Mila. She was staring at the traffic and biting her lower lip, deep in thought. She appeared calm, considering what she had gone through. But she looked sad.

“What did Fred mean about your thong?” I asked her.

She looked and stared at me for a while before she said, “I don’t know,” and then looked outside.

“It’s a shame that Jack didn’t make it,” I said. “But maybe it’s for the best that he’s gone, you know. After what we did last night, I think it is good that he won’t be around to lead you on.”

“We were drunk and stoned, Peter,” Mila said sternly, almost accusingly, and looked at me.

There was a spark in her eyes, a spark of anger and sadness.

“I know,” I agreed with her.

I kept driving, occasionally looking in the rear mirror to check if the gangsters were not tailing us.

I was not sure why I kept thinking about Jack, but I did. Perhaps I was trying to justify to myself leaving him behind in the hands of the gangsters. He is where he belongs, I told myself. Who knows how much he would have harmed us if he had stayed with us? Surely he was going to fuck Mila once again! And muddle her mind even more than he already had! It is for the best that he is gone!

“The important thing is that we escaped unharmed,” I spoke out loud to myself.

“True, we escaped unharmed,” Mila said quietly, assuming I was talking to her, and after almost a minute of silence, she said louder, “He was abandoned once again, Peter. This time by us. Everyone in his life seems to abandon him! So why not we too?”

I thought for a while and said, “Yes, we abandoned him, but what other choice did we have? To get killed alongside him. He told me before he surrendered, ‘I am dead anyway. Try to save Mila and yourself!’”

“Oh, the poor thing!” Mila sighed, and her eyes became moist. “Did he say that? He gave himself up to save us, Peter!”

“If we had stayed with him, the only difference would have been that they would have killed us too, Mila. After those gangsters had taken turns on you, of course.”

“I know,” Mila agreed with me. “And yet, I don’t know, Peter. I feel guilty for leaving him behind. And for not taking him straight to the border. He could have saved himself if we had left last night.”

“Look, Mila, it is for the best,” I said in a conciliatory tone. “Think about what could have happened if we had taken him with us to Newport. We could have been killed alongside him in a shootout with the police at some roadblock or the border. Or, he could have decided to dispose of us if he changed his mind.”

“Oh, rubbish! You know it, and I know it! He would have never hurt us!”

“How do you know?”

“I know. Jack is a good guy.”

“He is a criminal, for fuck’s sake, Mila!” I shouted, getting wound up by my wife’s insistence that Jack was a good man. I calmed myself down before I said to her, “We couldn’t have trusted him. Yesterday, he wanted to let us go. Tomorrow he might have decided to kill us to cover his tracks. People like him don’t think twice if they have to sacrifice someone else for their own wellbeing!”

Mila sighed. “Well, he didn’t sacrifice us. He did exactly the opposite. He swapped places with me so I would live, Peter! And you!”

“Don’t make him a martyr, please!” I said, raising my voice again but then paused, and it was my turn to sigh. “OK! He did swap places with you, that’s true. I don’t know, Mila. Maybe you are right. Maybe he has developed such a strong bond with us that he has been unable to let us get killed in vain. But I am still glad he is not with us but with his mates.”

“You are so cruel sometimes, Peter, you know that!”

Mila put her foot on the seat and hugged her knee to her chest. She placed her chin on her knee and stared at the traffic ahead, her eyes filling up with tears.

She was mourning Jack, and that pissed me off.  

I shouted, “For fuck’s sake, Mila! Stop it! I am not cruel! I am just a realist. What happened is a blessing in disguise, a much better outcome for our relationship. After yesterday’s escapade—”

“It was a drunken mistake, Peter! Stop it!” Mila shouted back at me and brushed the tears that had begun rolling down her cheeks.

She truly riled me up. She speaks like Jack, I thought. ‘It was just a drunken mistake!’

I made an effort not to shout at her when I said, “I don’t know if it was only a drunken mistake, Mila. The way things were going between you and him?! Who knows! He could have fucked you in the end!”

“I can’t stand you sometimes, Peter, you know that, don’t you?” Mila said quietly and looked at me. She was crying.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I am just saying that anything could have happened.”

“Fine! If you so much wish to hear it!” Mila shouted at me with an angry glare in her eyes. “Yes, anything could have happened, and maybe it should have happened! Anything! I hope you’re happy now! You can rest assured that one thing won’t happen. He won’t live! I hope you are happy, Peter! I hope you are!”

She put her foot down on the floor, crossed her arms at her chest and shook her head. Tears were rolling down her cheeks uncontrollably.

Mila gazed aimlessly through the windshield for some time before I heard her whispering the words: “You are such a monster!”

“Why are you crying?” I asked her as I kept my eyes on the road.

Mila didn’t answer my question; she just wiped her tears with the back of her hand.

“You are in love with him, aren’t you?” I said.

There was still no answer. Mila opened the glove box, pulled out some tissues and brushed her tears away.

Five minutes had passed, and I couldn’t carry on like that any longer. I had to confront her about her feelings. She had to say it loud and clear. I had to know. And I had to know if she knew that Jack had fucked her.

“Mila, do you know that the dildo is the same size as Jack’s cock?” I said and looked at her.

She did not look at me and continued subjecting me to her silent treatment.

I looked back at the road. “Do you know that?”

I looked at her again.

Now she turned in her seat to face me. She stared at me, not saying a thing.

“Do you?” I asked.

“Yes, I do,” she said, not taking her eyes off my face.

I struggled to keep my eyes on the road. I was too emotional, so I pulled over.

“Tell me! How do you know?” I asked her.

“Peter, do you think I can’t feel that much when I am fucked?” she asked me in turn.

I took a deep breath and then said it. “So you know he fucked you yesterday.”

Mila nodded yes.

“And you know why your knickers were stained?” I asked.

Mila nodded yes again.

Now it was out there! I had suspected it, but now I knew officially that my wife knew that Jack had fucked her. She knew he had emptied himself inside her.

I sighed. I felt relief. It felt like a huge burden was taken off my shoulders. I had thought it would be awful, but, incredibly, it felt good. I felt I was at peace with myself.

“We need to stop at a pharmacy to buy you the morning-after pill,” I said, turned the indicator light on and prepared to pull back onto the road.

“Do you know what happened to Rebecca?” Mila asked me.

I turned the indicator light off and stopped again. She wanted to tell me something.

I looked up at her.

“She got shot in front of him,” Mila said.

“Sad,” I said.

“She was pregnant with Jack’s child.”

“All right. This is really awful, Mila. But it doesn’t change the fact that he is a criminal, does it?”

Mila kept staring me in the face.

I sighed deeply. “Look, Mila! I am really sorry about his wife and his kid.”

“Fiancée,” Mila corrected me. “Rebecca was his fiancée.”

“Right, his fiancée. I am sorry about his fiancée, his kid, and his fate. But he is a criminal! It comes with the territory!”

“How can you be so cruel?”

“I’m not!”

“Yes, you are!” Mila shouted at me.

“How am I cruel?” I squeaked and threw up my hands. “I am saying what he is!”

“You are not only cruel. You are unthankful! You know they will kill him!”

“I know they will kill him, and I am sorry about him. But is it my fault?”

Mila sneered at me. “No, it isn’t, of course! It is never your fault, is it? That’s why you always do nothing! You choose to be an onlooker so that it is always someone else’s fault, but never yours!” She stared at me, then said, “That’s what you did yesterday in the bedroom, didn’t you?”

Her words stung me. Accusing me of leaving Jack to die was one thing. There was nothing I could do to save him, so I didn’t really care. We were lucky to be alive! But she also referred to the fact that I had not stopped Jack from fucking her. And she got me there. I had no answer to her accusation. I felt exposed. Apparently, she had been fully aware of what had been going on in the bedroom. She had watched me step aside for Jack to take over.

Mila sighed and thought for a few seconds before she said, “You know that I am his last chance to leave a piece of himself on this Earth, don’t you?”

“Oh, my God!” slipped through my lips when I finally realised where she was going with this.

I ruffled my hair with my hands. I shook my head in disbelief, took another deep breath, and said, barely hearing my voice, “So you don’t want to take the pill?”

She shook her head from side to side and, with the guiltiest look on her face I had ever seen, she whispered, “No!”

I buried my face in my hands.

I don’t know how long we had stayed like that, but at one point, I felt her hand on my back. She rubbed me gently.

I looked at her; tears were rolling down my cheeks.

I asked her, “Are you in love with him?”

She nodded yes.

“So you don’t love me anymore,” I said.

Mila wiped my tears with the back of her hand, not taking her eyes off my face.

Then she murmured, “I love you.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You confuse me, Mila.”

“I know. I am confused too.”

“So which is it? Are you in love with him, or do you love me?”

“Both!”

I opened my mouth to say something but didn’t know what to say.

“I love you both,” she repeated.

“How?” I managed to ask.

“Like this,” she said.

Then she leaned over to me and planted her moist lips on mine. I opened my mouth, and we kissed. A deep, long kiss. My cock hardened almost instantly. We broke the kiss and looked into each other’s eyes.

“Turns out I can love two guys at the same time,” Mila said quietly, not taking her gaze off me, trying to see my reaction to her awkward revelation.

I was unsure what to say, but in the end, I managed to mutter, “Equally?”

She said, “Differently.”

“I need some time to process it,” I said, grabbed the steering wheel, turned the indicator light on and re-joined the traffic.

After a couple of minutes, I said, “I am now doubly happy they will kill him, Mila! I hope you understand why!”

Mila did not say anything, so I continued to explain myself. “I can accept that you have a crush on him. I can accept you like his masculinity. I can accept you like him fucking you. I can accept that you feel sorry about him. I can even accept that you want to keep his baby if he’s knocked you up. But I cannot accept that you love him more than me.”

“I didn’t say I love him more than you!” Mila said.

“You didn’t?” I asked.

“I didn’t. I said, ‘differently’!”

“Elaborate, please!”

“Peter, I have two children from you. I’ve lived with you for over fifteen years. I’ve known Jack for less than forty-eight hours. Whom do you think I love more?”

“Oh, umm, yeah,” I said, “when you put it like this. But how—”

“Don’t ask me how!” Mila said. “I don’t know how it happened, but it happened. I still love you, but I also can’t deny I’ve developed feelings for him.”

“Right! As I said, I need some time to process it.”

We travelled in silence, deep in thoughts, both of us trying to make sense of our feelings.


9.    Doing the right thing

Traffic slowed us down, yet at 9 am, we arrived in Boston. By this time, I had calmed down and come to a conclusion: my wife got fucked, there was a chance she was pregnant with Jack’s baby, and she was in love with him, but I still had a good chance of saving my marriage because Jack was gone forever!

I was navigating through the streets of Boston, and with the help of the satnav, I was making good progress toward my destination – the airport.

My growing sense of relief that we had escaped the gangsters and that Jack was no longer a threat to my marriage was overshadowed by a gnawing sense of guilt for not doing anything to help him. I am a human being, after all, and despite my jealousy, I couldn’t help feeling sorry for leaving him to die like that, and I began contemplating dropping by the police station to tell the police what had happened so that at least they could try to help him.

Thus, when I stopped at the traffic lights, I said to Mila, “He’s not a bad person, Mila. You are right. And I am not saying this because I want to please you. I am telling you truly how I feel about Jack.”

Mila looked up at me and said, “I know you are a kind person, Peter.”

“I can’t believe I am saying this, but I want to help him. Let’s go to a police station and report what happened. We’ll give the police the phone number of the DEA agent and the website address that Jack gave me. What is the chance of meeting a corrupt cop? Slim. Alerting the police is the best way to help Jack. Surely the police know better how to deal with the gang. Shall we do that?”

“Yes, let’s do that,” Mila agreed, looking slightly happier. “Let me find out where the nearest police station is.”

She opened the glove box and pulled out her phone, which she had left there the previous night.

Mila opened Google maps on her phone and less than a minute later, pointed at a precinct just a hundred yards away on our left. “Look, Peter! Over there is a police station. Let’s do the right thing!”

“Let’s do the right thing, Mila,” I said.

I was about to take a left turn to pull up into a parking space that I saw near the precinct house when I changed my mind. I went straight ahead at the junction. Mila looked at me, perplexed.

I said to her, “I have a better idea!”

“What idea?” she asked.

“We want to do the right thing, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then we are going to Fred’s!”

Mila raised her eyebrows. “Are you sure, Peter? We can get killed!”

“Yes, we can get killed,” I said, “but this is the right thing to do!”

I selected Fred’s place in the satnav’s list of recent destinations before I gave Mila my mobile phone. “Honey, can you copy the website address and agent Hanson’s phone number into your phone?”

Then I proceeded to tell her my plan. “Giuseppe said they would bring Jack to Fred’s and keep him there until they were certain that Jack hadn’t lied to them about where the cocaine is. I will go to the nightclub and will demand Jack’s release.”

“You’ll get yourself killed, Peter!” Mila squealed.

“No, my plan will work! Listen! Listen to me, Mila! Hear me out before you say ‘No’. Here is my plan. I will park somewhere near Fred’s but not where we parked yesterday. We will prepare two text messages to agent Hanson, one on your phone and one on mine. Your message will contain the website address, Jack’s password, and a plea for help along with our whereabouts. My message will be the same, except I will not put our whereabouts. The messages should be ready to send with a click of a button. Then I will go on foot and find a place from which I can watch the club without being detected. When they bring Jack in, I will call you to stay put. I will leave you on speaker so you can follow what is going on. Then, I will go inside the nightclub and show them the message on my phone. I will tell them that the website contains the details of their associates and channels and tell them that if they do not release Jack straight away, the text message will go to the DEA. I will tell them that you are listening, and you will send the same message along with the information on the whereabouts of the cocaine to the DEA agent and the police if they don’t meet our demands or try to hurt me. If they shoot me or take me, you will have to drive straight to the police station, honey, tell the police what happened and ask for help.”

“No, Peter! You will get killed!” Mila said.

“We have to do the right thing, Mila,” I replied. “Going to the police now is not the right thing. If Big Daddy has infiltrated them, they won’t help Jack or us. And the police will be too slow to save Jack anyway. By the time they start working on the case, he will be dead. If we text Hanson now, Jack won’t have a deal and will go to jail in the best-case scenario. In the most likely scenario, Hanson’s intervention will be too late to save Jack. We need to set Jack free ourselves! And we have this tiny window of opportunity, which is right now! I know that we put our lives at risk, but Jack did the same for us, even more! He surrendered himself to certain death to let us escape. If we don’t try to save him now, his death will be on our conscience for the rest of our lives. Think about it!”

Mila stared in the distance as she thought through what I had just told her.

After a minute of silence, she said, “Perhaps, you are right, Peter. I hate to say this, but you are right. We need to act now. We’ll get Jack out and drive straight to Canada, leave him at the border, and we’ll go back home immediately afterwards.”

Mila began typing the text message to Hanson on her phone, looking at Jack’s notes on my phone. I glanced at my beautiful wife, who had fully embraced my plan and diligently worked on its implementation. She trusted me with her life. She believed in my plan, but was it any good? I started worrying about the risks we were taking. I was the one who was walking into the lion’s den, but she was not going to be safe either.

I told Mila to go to the police if they shot me, I thought. But what if the criminals have infiltrated the police force in Boston too? Or, what if the gangsters find the RV while she is waiting for me?

Suddenly, a troubling thought came to my mind. How did the gangsters find us so quickly this morning? If Jack was right that it takes time to secure permission to track a vehicle by the police, that was way too soon! 

I asked Mila for her opinion on the matter, “Mila, honey, how do you think Fred and Giuseppe traced us? According to Jack, and I think he was right, even if they had noted down our registration number, the corrupt cops could not have organised tracking of the RV so quickly, let alone alert their criminal paymasters. It will take ages for someone to collect CCTV and speed enforcement camera records and search the footage for our vehicle registration plate. They can’t be that quick, can they?”

“I don’t know, honey,” Mila said without looking at me, busy typing on her phone. “Since Fred’s guys have most probably taken the registration number of our RV, they or Giuseppe’s people in the police might have traced the vehicle in some central vehicle registration database to Donald’s dad. If he had fitted a GPS tracker behind the number plate of our RV to monitor its location—people do these things—then the gangsters would have only had to send someone to pay him a visit and get access to his vehicle tracking system.”

“You are a genius, Mila!” I shouted in excitement and pulled over. “They have not attached a GPS tracker to our RV, but they have sent it in through Jack in his box!”

I activated the hazard lights and got off my seat. Jack had left his box on one of the shelves in the living room. I emptied the box on the table, quickly skimmed through the objects and found it! It was a mini real-time GPS tracker device placed inside a plastic playing cards box in a hole cut in the middle of the card deck. I opened the window and threw out the tiny gadget.

“You are the genius, honey!” Mila praised me, impressed with my detective skills. “Had Jack thought of checking his box more thoroughly, they wouldn’t have gotten him!”

“He was too stressed, honey,” I said, but then I thought to myself, or, too distracted by you to think straight!

We resumed our journey, and when we neared the nightclub, I began looking for a parking spot. I found a place on the street where I could just about fit the RV. Having discovered the GPS tracker and thrown it away had given me a boost of confidence that my plan could actually succeed.

Once I had parked the RV, I looked at the satnav to see how far away Fred’s venue was.

“It’s about a 10-minute walk from here, Mila. I am going. Wish me luck!” I said and gave my wife a peck on the lips.

Mila gave me my mobile phone. I stood up, about to go, when she grabbed my wrist and pulled me towards her. I bent forward, and she gave me a big wet kiss. I loved the softness of her lips and the warmth of her breath, and I could not resist but to slide my hand down onto her chest and cup her breast.

That was when Mila broke the kiss and gently pushed me away as she whispered, “Please come back to me alive, Peter!”

“And?” I asked and smiled a lustful smile. “What will I get as a reward?”

“Whatever you want!”

“Will you let me fuck you?”

Mila giggled. “All day long!”

I chuckled. “I’ll hold you to that!”

It was good to lift our spirits. Smiling, I left the RV.

I followed Google maps on my phone and found Fred’s place. Then I cleared the history in the location services. I didn’t want the gang to find out where my wife was in case they seized me and traced the RV through the locations on the phone.

I looked around and was pleased when I spotted a café across the street from the nightclub. I crossed the street and entered the café. I could observe from there the main entrance of the club and one of the service doors. I bought a cappuccino, and after I constructed the message to Hanson, I had an idea. I logged in to Jack’s website. Why did I do it? Well, for one thing, I wanted to check if it was indeed the nuclear option that Jack had claimed it was. I also wanted to see if I could pull out some names from the website to mention them to the gangsters to help persuade them that what I had was real. And I was not disappointed. There were names, including what roles the individuals played in the organisation. There were details of the cocaine channels and other stuff which I did not read. However, I copied four names from Jack’s list and added them to my message. Then, feeling much more relaxed, having confirmed that I did have real leverage against the mafia, I began waiting. I could not even start drinking my coffee, and the gangster’s van pulled up in one of the parking spots in front of the nightclub.

Two of Fred and Giuseppe’s guys were accompanying Jack. Jack and the two blokes headed towards the entrance, closely followed by Fred and Giuseppe. I called Mila and told her to start her stopwatch and send Hanson the message after fifteen minutes or in case we lost connection. Then I hurried up because I wanted to confront Fred and Giuseppe in the open before they went inside the clubhouse. I felt that they were less likely to try to seize me if we were outside.

I ran the thirty yards from the café to the nightclub and caught up with Jack and his captors just before they entered the building.

“Fred! Giuseppe!” I shouted, and they turned around.

Both Giuseppe and Fred were shocked to see me.

Jack immediately asked me, also quite surprised by my appearance, “What the hell are you doing here, Peter? Have you lost your mind?”

I noticed that he had a few bruises on his face. They had beaten him.

I ignored Jack’s question and turned to Giuseppe and Fred as I showed them my mobile phone. I said, “Let Jack go, or I will press ‘Send’, and the DEA will receive a message with all the names of Big Daddy’s associates, when and how you move the coke, what companies you use. My wife has the same message but also the location of 65 kilograms of cocaine. I’ve put her on speaker, and she is listening right now. She is ready to send the message to the DEA!”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Giuseppe hissed.

“Honey, are you listening?” I shouted.

“Yes, Peter. Shall I send the message now?” Mila asked on the other end of the line.

“Let’s see what Giuseppe is going to say, hon!” I said. “Here, Giuseppe, have a look at my phone! Don’t hang up the line; otherwise, my wife will send the message immediately!”

I gave Giuseppe my phone and began counting. “One, two, I am counting to ten; when I get to ten, if Jack is not with me, the DEA will have a happy day!”

Giuseppe looked at the message and saw some of the names I had written down from Jack’s website. Jack’s captor recognised them, and a shadow crossed his face.

“Fuck!” he swore loudly.

I knew that what would happen in the next few seconds would be decisive. It would determine whether I lived or died. I was falling apart inside but did my best to stay calm as I said, “Fascinating stuff, don’t you think, Giuseppe?”

“Do you know what will happen to you now?” Giuseppe hissed, and his face turned crimson red with anger.

Fred said to Giuseppe, “Boss, I told you that we should have killed the bastard straight away and fucked his pretty wife!”

“It is five!” I shouted. “Honey, they are not wising up, and I am walking away without Jack, six!”

I began stepping backwards. I felt like I was going to piss myself and began thinking I had made a mistake by counting because this way, I was limiting my options. What if I reached ten and they had not let Jack go? Was I going to run away, and would they let me run away? I had driven myself into a corner, but I could not change tactics now.

I shouted, “Seven!”

“Stop counting!” Giuseppe shouted. “Do you think you will get away with this? We know exactly where your RV is. I’ve already sent people to take care of your wife!”

I must admit that I got scared to my bones when he said that. However, I knew we had found and disposed of the GPS tracker, so I calmed myself down.

I forced a grin on my face and said, “How do you know where my RV is? Oh, wait! The tracker in the deck of cards? Um, I am afraid that smart device is now lying somewhere on a busy street in Boston! I forgot which one it was.” Then I shouted, “Eight! Honey, it is eight! Get ready! Nine!”

Giuseppe put his hand under his jacket, most probably where the holster of his gun was but did not pull it out. He looked around and nodded at the two guys holding Jack’s hands to let go of him. The two blokes complied and let Jack free.

Jack grabbed my mobile phone from Giuseppe’s hand, and the two of us walked away in the direction of the café which I had used as my observation post. As soon as we crossed the street, Jack stopped a taxi and told the taxi driver some address in Boston. We drove off, and I saw the gangsters immediately rushing to get into their van.

“Drive faster!” Jack shouted to the taxi driver, who immediately figured out what was going on when he saw Jack and me looking over our shoulders at the van that was trying to turn around on the busy road.

“Turn right at the end of the block, drop us there and keep driving to the police precinct,” Jack gave instructions to the driver and asked me, “Peter, do you have twenty dollars?”

I pulled whatever cash I had in my pocket and threw it in the driver’s lap. We jumped off the car as soon as it turned around the corner.

“Follow me,” Jack shouted as he pointed at a tiny backstreet about ten yards from us, on our right.

He dashed ahead, and I ran after him. I saw out of the corner of my eye the taxi diving off. Jack and I did not wait to see if the gangsters had managed to follow us or not. We navigated through some narrow streets for about five minutes until we stopped to catch our breaths.

“Where is Mila?” Jack asked me.

“In the RV,” I replied.

We heard Mila’s voice on my mobile phone. “Guys, are you safe?”

“Yes, Mila, we are safe!” Jack replied immediately, and then he smiled. “I’m so glad to hear your voice again!”

I said, “Honey, would you pick us up? We are on—“

“No, Peter!” Jack interrupted me. “It might be risky if she drives around while Giuseppe’s people are on the lookout in the area. Where is she? Can we not walk to her?”

I asked Mila, “Honey, tell us your exact location. Check it on your GPS!” Then I turned back to Jack. “I reset the location settings on my phone, so they couldn’t find Mila in case they seized it.”

“Smart move,” Jack praised me and said to Mila when she told us her whereabouts, “I know the place, Mila! We are on our way; we won’t be long!” He tapped me on the shoulder. “We have to run, buddy!”

Less than five minutes later, we got to the RV, and I opened the passenger door.

Mila squealed with joy when she saw us and jumped off her seat straight into my arms. She kissed me deeply. And then, she kissed Jack! On the mouth! It was also a long kiss; they locked lips and touched tongues.

I did not have time to contemplate how much I had screwed up my marriage by saving Jack because as soon as he and Mila pulled away from each other, he said, “We need to get out of here! Now! Let me drive! I know the area.”

I sat in the passenger seat and let Jack drive, while Mila sat in the chair in the living room, behind the driver’s seat. The car keys were in the ignition, so Jack drove off immediately.

Mila and I did not ask Jack where we were heading. We trusted him to know better than us where we could hide.

“We escaped them,” Jack said after looking in the rear mirror one more time.

“I am glad to have you back with us, Jack,” I said to him and blew out air in relief as the full magnitude of the risk that Mila and I had undertaken fully sunk into me.

At the same time, I felt so happy that, at least for the time being, we were safe.

Jack smiled at me. “Peter, you are a courageous guy!” And then smiled in the mirror at Mila. “Mila, you too! I mean it. You guys saved my life. I will be eternally grateful to you both!”

Mila said, “It was Peter’s idea, Jack. He took the greatest risk; I was merely assisting him.”

“You are both incredible,” Jack praised us. “I will be in debt to you for the rest of my life. I will name my children after you if I get out of this alive.”

Mila giggled. “Hi-hi! No one so far has offered to name their child after me, but I will take it, Jack!”

I also chuckled. “He-he! Yeah, Jack, it sounds nice when you hear it, you know.” At the same time, I thought to myself: That would be odd! If Mila is pregnant with his child, she must name her daughter Mila!

Jack pulled over in a petrol station a few yards down the road.

“We need to put some gas,” he said and unbuckled his seat belt. “And I have to make a phone call. Peter, would you mind taking over?”

“Sure,” I said and pulled out my phone. “Here, use my mobile phone!”

Jack smiled. “I have a phone, Peter. It was not on me when they seized me.”

He stretched his hand behind the passenger seat. Mila and I had not noticed that he had plugged his phone to charge in one of the USB outlets.

Jack took his mobile phone and said, “Unfortunately, they took everything else, including my gun.”

Then he got out and called someone.

While Jack was on the phone, taking a stroll in the area next to the convenience store, I got out of the RV and started filling it with diesel.

Mila also popped out to stretch her legs.

I said, “Honey, when you kissed me, I remembered what you’d promised me if I came back alive. I came back alive.”

Mila smiled friskily. “I always keep my word, honey! As soon as we can, we’ll do it!”

“Hm. Jack came back alive too. Since you kissed him too, I wonder if that means you’ll give him the same reward as me?”

Mila blushed and stepped back. She did not expect me to confront her so bluntly.

We locked eyes, and as my eyes bored into hers, she felt increasingly uncomfortable until she finally averted her gaze.

She turned her back to me and prepared to get back in the RV in an attempt to escape further discussion of the inconvenient subject when I called her name. “Mila!”

She turned around and looked at me.

I said to her in a calm voice, “I want you to know that I understand. I was fully aware of what that would mean for us when I decided to rescue him. He’s a handsome man, and having a crush on him is understandable. At one point in a marriage, almost every wife develops feelings for someone else other than her husband. The husband usually tries to put a stop to it immediately. I disagree with such an approach. I believe that the spouse needs to go through it to put her love for her husband in perspective. When such a moment arrives, if the husband loves his wife, he should let her enjoy the moment and ride the opportunity because love is more than sex. I am a believer that our love is more enduring than a one-night stand and you having a brief affair is something I can cope with; in fact, I will enjoy watching you let yourself go into it because I trust and love you.”

Mila did not say anything. She watched me pull out the nozzle and give it a little jiggle to get any excess fuel into the tank before I replaced the nozzle into the pump.

Finally, she said, “I love you too, Peter!” and quickly got back in the RV.

After I paid, I joined Mila and sat in the passenger seat. Jack was standing a few yards away from us and was still on the phone. He gave us a sign that he would finish his call soon.

Despite that Mila and I were unable to hear Jack’s telephone conversation, we watched him in silence as if what he was doing was the most interesting thing in the world. It was awkward: my wife sitting behind me in the chair in the living room, just a few inches away from me, and we were not talking to each other. I decided to break the silence, flipped around my seat and, smiling at her, rubbed her leg.

Gosh! I thought. Isn’t she sexy?

Mila smiled at me. It was a shy and cautious smile, but I liked it.

“I desire you, Mila. I want to be with you,” I said.

“I know,” she whispered.

I slid my hand further up her thigh, parting her legs and venturing towards the cameltoe impressed in the stretched material of her cotton shorts. Mila did not stop me and let me touch her pussy through the fabric.

I slowly ran two fingers over the length of her labia majora and whispered, “Does ‘she’ want me?”

“Yes,’ she’ does,” Mila said and smiled coquettishly.

“Only me?” I whispered once again and looked her in the eyes.

“Is he coming or what?” Mila asked abruptly and looked through the window in the direction of Jack.

She removed my hand from her private area before she closed her legs.

I see, I said to myself and swivelled my seat back into normal position. So ‘she’ does not desire only me. I somehow know who else ‘she’ wants inside ‘her’.

A couple of minutes later, Jack finally finished his call and got in the driver’s seat.

“Sorry for making you wait for me,” he said. “But I need to end this. I can’t keep running. So, change of plan, folks!”

“What is the new plan, Jack?” Mila asked him.

“I will lure Big Daddy into a trap set by the DEA tonight,” he said. “I’ve just set the new plan in motion.”

“Have you made a deal with the DEA?” I asked him.

“Yes!” he replied. “But not the one I wanted. I will go to jail. Today is my last day as a free man.”

“Oh, Jack!” Mila sighed.

Jack sighed too. “Well, it is what it is. I am meeting Big Daddy at half past midnight tonight at Fred’s.”

“At Fred’s?!” I squealed. “Jack, we just ran away from there!”

Jack patted me on the knee reassuringly. “Don’t worry, Peter! The DEA suggested the place. Their agents will be there. The rendezvous will be in Fred’s nightclub!”

“But Fred betrayed you, Jack!” Mila said. “You can’t trust him!”

Jack smiled at her. “I have reasons to believe Fred will cooperate this time, trust me! Giuseppe and his people left the nightclub while Fred stayed behind. And someone, who is very convincing, is on her way to Fred, and she’s got leverage over him. She’ll turn him around! I know her. She knows what she’s doing.

“By the way, Fred turning against me and helping Giuseppe actually helped. We think Big Daddy now trusts Fred enough to agree to meet me at Fred’s club. We’ll see, but I have confidence the plan will succeed.

“For now, though, Giuseppe and his people are on the lookout for us. They’ve called in reinforcements and are searching the whole Boston area.”

“How do you know all this?” I asked.

“The DEA have been monitoring Fred’s,” Jack said. “They saw what happened in front of the nightclub.” Jack clasped his hands together. “Right! We must get out of Boston, further away, while the DEA sets the trap. And you know what? I have a place in mind which I think you’ll like! We are going to the Green Mountain National Forest! We’ll spend the day there!”

I said, “Jack, I don’t want to rain on your parade, mate, but I doubt Big Daddy will turn up. Instead, he’ll send his people to collect his coke and kill you.”

Jack smiled at me. “You are correct about the coke. No, he wouldn’t turn up if it was only for it. But he will turn up for me. He wants to kill me with his own hands. He’s known to do that when someone crosses him badly, and I crossed him, big time. Fred’s club is a perfect place with many people in the club tonight because there is a party and, at the same time, plenty of private rooms where he will try to lure me in and kill me. That’s why the DEA think he will take the bait and agree to meet me there.”

“I see,” I said. “Jack, this National Forest is quite far away, isn’t it? How are you gonna come back?”

“Well, if OK with you,” Jack said, “will you drive me back tonight?”

I chuckled. “He-he! Sure! Back in the lion’s den!”

“No, you won’t be coming inside Fred’s,” Jack clarified. “You’ll just drop me in front of the club. We’ll have a day out together”—Jack looked at Mila and smiled—“we’ll have some fun, and then you’ll drive me back and leave me at Fred’s. I know it’s a long drive, but that way is safer, and visiting the park is worth it. A spot with beautiful nature perfect to create lifetime memories!”

Jack’s smile spread further as he kept looking at my wife.

Mila smiled and blushed. We all knew what Jack meant. He basically told us he was going to fuck her. And I was OK with it. I wanted it to happen.

So I smiled too and said, “No problem, Jack! Let’s do it!”

“Thank you so much, guys,” Jack replied.

He started the engine, and we left.

Mila went to lay down in the bedroom. Jack did not stop her from breaking the law.

I dozed off and woke up only when Jack pulled up into another petrol station.  

He parked the RV in the petrol station’s car park.

“What’s up, Jack?” I asked.

Jack replied, “I’ll buy some food for lunch!” He looked towards the back of the RV to check if Mila was still sleeping. Then he leaned to me and whispered, “And some condoms!” Grinning, he winked at me. “We’ll have some fun, right?”

My heart skipped a beat. I knew what Jack meant. Before falling asleep, I had wanted him to do it. So much that I had been fantasising about it right before falling asleep. In fact, I had fallen asleep with a boner. But after having had a nap, my confidence had withered for some reason. Did I want him to fuck my wife again? Part of me wanted to, and part of me didn’t. And again, the throb of my dick told me which part of me prevailed.

I said, “OK.”

Jack went shopping, and I was about to delve into my feelings when Mila woke up and joined me, taking a seat in the chair in the living room.

She turned the TV on, probably to avoid another awkward conversation with me about Jack and her.

Sitting in the passenger seat, I swivelled it around to catch up with the news. Five minutes later, Jack popped out of the shop carrying a bag, but before he got in the RV, he decided to make another call.

Mila took the remote to switch the TV off when what we saw made us freeze in our seats. There was a photo of Jack on the news. The police announcement read that Jack was sought for shooting dead a police officer and battering another one.

Mila switched the TV off. Her face had turned white. I moved into the driver’s seat and turned on the engine, just in time because Jack had finished his call and was about to get in the RV.

“He is a murder, a cop-killer, Mila!” I shouted, and without further hesitation, I drove off.

I saw in the rear mirror Jack waving at us to wait for him.

“I wanted to believe that he is a good guy, Mila. I did! I risked my life for him! You did!” I said and joined the traffic on the motorway, but after two or three hundred yards, I pulled over onto the hard shoulder and killed the engine.

I turned in my seat to look at Mila and asked her, “What are we going to do now?”

“I don’t know,” Mila said so quietly that I barely heard her, then she added, “Peter, I still feel he is a good guy.”

“You still feel he is a good guy?! Mila! He is a hardened criminal! We are lucky he didn’t kill us!”

“He could have killed us several times, yet he didn’t!”

“He didn’t kill us because he wanted to fuck you! He still wants to fuck you. He went to buy condoms to fuck you, Mila!”

Mila ignored my comments about Jack’s intentions. “What if the cop he killed was a corrupt cop?” she said.

“Do you trust his stories or anything he says?” I asked her.

“Yes, I trust him,” Mila said with confidence.

“You are in love with him! That’s why you are blindsided, Mila.”

“No! That’s not the reason. I am not blindsided. I just feel he is a good guy.”

“Because he fucked you!”

“No!” she squalled. “It has nothing to do with that!”

I threw up my hands in exacerbation. “Right! Why do I argue with you?!”

I looked in the rear-view mirror and saw Jack walking on the hard shoulder in our direction.

“He is coming,” I said.

Mila looked in the mirror too.

We watched Jack coming closer and closer; neither Mila nor I were saying a word.

Jack was about twenty yards away from us when Mila finally said, “You need to go, Peter, if we want to leave him behind.”

“But we won’t do that, will we?” I said, resigning to the thought that my wife and I had become attached to the guy, albeit in different ways.

“I don’t think we can,” Mila whispered.

Jack got in the RV and asked, “What happened?”

Mila looked at him sternly and said, “Shall I turn the TV on, Jack? The news will tell you what happened!”

Jack put the shopping bag on the floor and slumped in the chair across from her.

He clasped his cheeks and sighed. Then he said, “You saw it then. The cop I shot was a Big Daddy’s guy, a dirty cop. He was driving the police car. He and his buddy had taken me in their car to kill me, Mila. I did not knock the driver out first, as I told you. I knocked out the bastard sitting next to me, grabbed his gun and had to shoot the driver because he had just pulled out his gun and was about to turn around and shoot me. I regret killing him, but it was either him or me.”

“You are a dangerous person, Jack,” Mila said.

“Mila, I will never hurt you or your husband,” Jack said.

Mila began sobbing. “Jack, you told me you were not a bad guy! I gave you so much, and you lied to me! Why?”

“Mila! I didn’t lie to you. I am not a bad guy,” Jack said and reached across the table to wipe her tears, but she pushed his hand away.

Mila was now sobbing uncontrollably. “I let you, . . . I am a married woman, and I let you—”

“Mila!” Jack interrupted her and put his hand on her leg. “I truly appreciate what you—”

“How could you mislead me, Jack? I trusted you!” Mila pushed his hand away.

Jack sighed deeply. “I am sorry, Mila.” He took another deep breath. “OK. If you want, I will get out and leave you alone.”

Mila wiped her tears away and stared in front of herself.

The three of us stayed still in silence. Then, after two or three minutes, I turned the engine on and got on the motorway. I followed the route set by Jack on the satnav. Mila joined me in the cab in the passenger seat. Jack remained in his chair at the Lagun table and fastened his seat belt.

Mila and I were not in a mood to talk, and other than the occasional exchange of words between the two of us about the traffic, we travelled in silence. On a couple of occasions, Jack tried to start a conversation, but he was ignored. He figured out that Mila and I had reached an unspoken agreement to give him the silent treatment and stopped bothering us.

Forty-five minutes later, I got off the motorway, and Jack said, “Would you like to swap places with me, Peter?”

I pulled over, and Jack and I swapped places. Mila left Jack alone in the cab and came to sit in the chair in the living room across from me.

Five minutes later, Jack was driving on a narrow curved road before he followed a road without tarmac. After ten minutes’ drive on rough terrain, Jack parked the vehicle in a secluded spot near a small lake. It was half-past one o’clock in the afternoon.


10.    A friend in need

“Shall we have lunch outside?” Jack asked.

Continuing to give him the silent treatment, Mila and I did not answer his question. Instead, we just got out of the RV. Jack brought out the bag of deli food he had bought from the petrol station.

I opened the RV’s rear garage compartment. There was a table, which was provided with the RV, and four foldable camp chairs. I took the table out and attached it to the outside of the vehicle. Then I grabbed three of the chairs and put them around the table.

“Here!” I rasped, giving Jack a contemptuous look.

We sat down at the table and began eating. Mila and I still didn’t speak to our companion.

When we finished eating, Jack seemed to have had enough of Mila’s and my treatment. He slapped his hands on his knees and said, “OK! I know you are mad at me. I know that you think I am a terrible person, a murderer, a criminal, a liar. But you are wrong. Unfortunately, I can’t tell you everything about me to prove I am not a bad guy! But please, think about my actions since we met. Do they make sense if I am a bad guy? Mila, please look into your heart, and you’ll know.”

Mila looked at Jack’s face long and hard but did not say anything. Instead, she stood up and said to me, “Shall we go for a walk, Pete?”

She headed for the nearby grove.

Mila rarely called me ‘Pete’. She only did so when she wanted to soften me up for something. I suspected what it was about this time: Jack.

I got up, took an Oreo biscuit to snack on later, tucked it into my pocket and followed her. Mila and I entered the wooded area and soon found a trail. We followed it.

I put my arm around Mila’s waist as we walked slowly.

Fifty yards or so onto the trail, Mila said, “Pete, I’ve been thinking about Jack.”

I knew she wanted to talk about him! I said to myself. I was annoyed by my wife’s desire to discuss Jack because I knew she wanted to acquit him.

I said, “I know what you’re gonna say, Mila. I’ve been thinking about him too. Let’s be clear about one thing. We took Jack back with us because we felt sorry about him. He’s probably indeed a victim himself and suffered terrible tragedies, but he is a criminal, a murderer, a liar! He is a dangerous man!”

Mila hugged my arm and said, “I hear what you say, but I don’t think he is dangerous. I sense he is a good guy. He was right when he said to look at his actions. He gave himself up to save us.”

“He is a murderer and a kidnapper!” I shouted.

Mila sighed. “Pete, I know you actually like Jack, but you want to hate him because you are, how to say this—”

“Jealous?”

Mila stopped walking and looked up at me.

I said, “Yeah, I feel jealous! Don’t I have reasons to feel that way?”

She kept staring at my face.

“He fucked you, Mila!” I said.

Mila murmured, “You know how it happened.”

“Even so.”

“It’s not. . . . It’s not the same as if I—”

“You mean I can’t count it.”

Mila whispered, “No, you can’t.”

“But you kissed him!” I raised my voice. “You let him feel your—”

“Stop it! Please!” Mila shouted, then added quietly, “You know you wanted it as much as I did.”

She pursed her lips disapprovingly and looked away before she pulled on my arm, and we resumed walking.

“He is a good guy,” Mila murmured after a while. “I know I am right about him!”

“OK!” I said abruptly. This time I stopped walking and looked at her. “What do you want me to do?”

“Nothing,“ she said and sighed as she looked at me with big sad eyes, trying to make me feel guilty, the way only women can do. Then she added, “Just, . . . just don’t ruin his last day as a free man, will you?”

“You know what, Mila? At this point, I don’t care who is right or wrong. Let’s go back, and we’ll talk to him, but don’t expect me to apologise! I’ll drive him to his rendezvous tonight as promised.”

“Thank you, honey! Love you!” Mila whispered.

She raised herself on her tiptoes and gave me a peck on the lips.

We turned around to go back but froze in place.

There was a bear!

It was standing 25 or 30 yards in front of us, and it seemed like it was about to charge at us.

Mila and I looked to our left. The RV was about 100 yards away if we went off the trail through the meadow on our left.

“Mila,” I whispered, “go for it but don’t run! I’ll stay here and keep the bear distracted for a little longer. I’ll catch up with you.”

“It will kill you, Peter!” Mila whispered.

“Nah! I have a biscuit!” I said and took the Oreo biscuit out of my pocket. I gently pushed my wife. “Go, Mila!”

Mila began slowly stepping sideways. Once she reached the grass, she made a dash for the RV.

I unwrapped the biscuit and threw it at the bear. Surprisingly the beast went for the biscuit and ate it at once. The good thing was that the bear was after food, not after us. I looked at Mila and sighed relief. I had bought her time, and she was halfway to the RV. That was the good thing. The bad thing was that the bear was now only ten yards away from me and was walking towards me. The animal thought I had more food, but I didn’t, and that was a problem. I began slowly walking backwards.

I heard Mila shouting in the distance for Jack’s help. “Jack, a bear attacked us! Jack! Peter is on the trail. Please help!”

The bear was not charging but was coming closer, and I knew I had to run. And I ran for the RV. This, of course, triggered the bear’s predatory instinct, and it chased me. I tripped just when I got out of the trees. I curled into a ball, expecting to get mauled at any moment.

I heard Jack and my wife shouting and looked in their direction. Jack was running towards the bear and me, waving a flare gun; Mila was running behind Jack.

I looked at the bear. It was standing five or six feet away from me and was looking at Jack, who pointed his gun at it. There was a bang, followed by a hissing sound. Jack had discharged the gun.

The bear turned around and ran away.

Do I not love this man when he has a gun in his hand? I thought and sat up. 

At that very moment, I forgave Jack all his transgressions. I forgave him for flirting with my wife, kissing her, and fucking her. I even forgave him for humiliating me by the way he had talked to me at times. At that moment, he was my hero!

When Jack reached me, he squatted next to me and put his hand on my chest.

“Are you all right, buddy?” he asked me.

“Yeah, I am fine. Thank you, Jack!” I said.

He stood up, gave me his hand, and pulled me up.

As soon as I stood up, Mila pushed Jack aside. She jumped on me, wrapping her legs around my waist, and locking her arms around my neck. I grabbed her ass and squeezed it. I felt the warmth of her pussy against my pelvic bone through our clothes.

Gosh! So soft and warm! I thought. How much I want to fuck you!

The bear scare seemed to have pumped up not only my adrenaline but my testosterone too.

Mila and I kissed a deep French kiss.

After we let go of each other, my wife turned to Jack and looked up at him with a gleaming face. She crossed her hands around his neck. He wrapped his arms around her waist.

“Thank you, Jack, for saving my husband!” Mila chirruped, and then they kissed.

When they broke the kiss, Jack smiled at my wife and said, “You’re welcome!”

Then he turned to me, still holding Mila by the waist, and said, “Peter, let’s find more bears!” His hands slipped down onto Mila’s butt and squeezed it. My cock throbbed. Yep! My cuckold fetish was still very much alive and kicking.

“He-he!” I chuckled. “Good idea! Maybe next time, we’ll get something more than a kiss!”

My comment made Mila blush. She pushed Jack away and straightened her shorts.

“No more bears, boys. Behave!” she said.

“I’ll behave if you promise!” I said.

“Promise what?” she asked.

“To give me more than a kiss!” I replied.

Mila giggled. “Maybe!”

“More than a kiss for me too?” Jack asked and made a pleading face.

“Jack! Behave!” Mila raised her finger at him, smiling at the same time.

“OK! OK!” Jack chuckled and then said to me more seriously, “Yeah, we shouldn’t joke about bears. Black bears are not brown bears but are not to be underestimated. I am so glad I did a thorough inventory of your RV yesterday, Peter! Did you know you had a flare gun in the rear garage?”

I shook my head. “No, I didn’t. But, thank you, Jack! Much appreciated!”

We went back to the RV. While Mila and I had gone on a stroll, Jack had stowed away the chairs and the table in the RV garage. So I sat down on the steps of the RV.

“Jack, what time do we need to leave for Fred’s?” I asked Jack.

“Nine o’clock should be fine,” he replied.

Mila said, “I still can’t believe we are going back to his place. Jack, how can you trust Fred after all he did?”

“I got a text message,” Jack said. “As I expected, the DEA agent I told you about had no problem convincing Fred to cooperate.”

“Convincing him?” I asked.

“Yeah. Convincing, coercing; however you want to call it.” Jack giggled. “Hi-hi! Doesn’t matter. Fred made a deal.”

I raised my eyebrows. “A deal? Like reduced jail sentence?”

Jack shook his head. “No. He’s not going to jail at all, as far as I understood. Officially, I have no proof he took part in my kidnapping. Plus, who cares about me?”

“I don’t like him,” Mila said. “He should go to jail, not you, Jack! It’s not fair!”

“Well,” Jack said, “that’s life, I am afraid. The good thing is that Fred has a weak spot, and the DEA agent used it as leverage. Fred organised private parties for his VIP clients. The deal is that no one will scrutinise the participants’ details if he cooperates.”

“I see,” I said. “When are they gonna arrest you? Straight away, or after you meet Big Daddy?”

Jack winced before he answered my question.

“After,” he said. “You know what? Let’s not talk about it! I don’t want to feel miserable, nor make you feel miserable. I would have suggested getting drunk and stoned if we did not have to stay sober tonight. But let’s have fun without alcohol, shall we?”

“And no drugs!” Mila giggled.

“Yes, no drugs!” Jack agreed with her. “Let’s find some other ways!”

“Well,” I said. “I can think of a few ways to entertain ourselves, but because last night we talked about naughty adventures, what about sharing some more?”

“Why not?” Jack immediately agreed.

“OK!” I said. “Mila and I almost got arrested for indecent exposure when we were making out on a bench in a central park in Sofia!”

“Peter!” Mila squeaked. “How could you—”

“Yes, Peter!” Jack squealed excitedly. “Tell me!”

“Perhaps I can show you!” I said and pulled Mila by the waist to come and sit on my lap.

Mila blushed and shook her head in disapproval but still sat on my lap.

She felt my hard-on pressing against her bum and whispered, “Hon, it’s not the best time for this.”

Ignoring her objections, I wrapped my arm around her waist. I placed my hand on her stomach and traced my fingers up to the hem of the cami. I put my other hand on her thigh and squeezed her flesh.

“A little cock teasing won’t harm, hon!” I whispered in her ear, and my hand slipped under her top, cupping her boob.

I gently squeezed her breast and rubbed her hardened nipple with my fingers. Jack was standing still and watching us.

“Honey, can you hold your horses?” Mila said as she looked at Jack with an embarrassed smile and grabbed my wrist. However, she did not pull my hand away, and I continued to feel her breast.

“Just a little game, hon,” I said and moved my other hand from her thigh to her neck.

I brushed her hair out of the way and kissed the side of her neck. She giggled and squirmed, but I kissed her again. And again. Then I moved to kiss her cheek, let go of her hair and slid my hand under her cami top, cupping her other breast. I began kneading her tits.

Mila was getting increasingly turned on. She tilted her head backwards and to one side, turning her face to me, and we kissed.

Jack kept watching me and my wife make out.

I decided to tease him further. I let go of Mila’s boobs, grabbed the hem of her cami, and pulled it up, exposing her chest. I cupped her breasts again. Mila seemed to have given up pushing back on me because she not only did not pull her top down but let a soft moan escape her lips when I rolled her erect nipples between my fingers.

We broke the kiss to catch a breath, and Mila glanced at Jack. She saw the tent in his shorts and smiled coyly at him. My idea of teasing Jack had now grown on her. She was flashing her tits at him, and it seemed she liked it. So much so that she grabbed my left hand, pulled it away from her breast and placed it between her thighs, spreading her legs apart. Mila not only wanted to show Jack more boob but wanted to tease him more by letting me rub her pussy in front of him. And I readily did that. I rubbed her pussy through the fabric of her shorts as I stubbornly kept my other hand on her right breast. Mila tilted her head back again and pushed her chest up, making her boobs even more pronounced. I squeezed the flesh of her breast, running the nipple between my middle and index fingers. I went for another kiss, and she opened her mouth to take my tongue in.

“Hm!” Jack cleared his throat. “Folks, you drive me crazy! I’ll go inside to take care of something in my pants. Otherwise, I might explode. He-he! Just let me pass when you can. Don’t stop on my account, though!”

Jack’s statement made Mila realise that we were teasing him too much. She broke the kiss, removed my hand from her breast and pulled her cami top down. She squeezed her legs together, and I pulled my hand away from her pussy.

Mila looked at Jack and blushed. “Sorry, Jack,” she said apologetically. “We got carried away. Sorry!”

“So, that’s how we got arrested,” I said and grinned at Jack.

“He-he!” Jack chuckled and ran his hand over the length of his erect cock through the fabric of his shorts. “It’s no wonder you got arrested. If you make a cop hard, they might arrest you out of spite!”

“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “Don’t arrest us, Jack!”

“Ha-ha!” Jack laughed in turn. “Worry not! I am not a cop, Peter!” Jack’s hand slipped to his balls and squeezed them, pulling them down. The shape of his cock became visible through the thin material of his shorts.

Mila giggled. “Sorry, Jack! It was Peter’s idea.”

I chimed in, “Yeah, sorry, mate! We should not have done this before you, especially since you might not have time to find a girl and release the tension. You are getting arrested tonight!”

“I know, Peter,” he said and stepped forward. “I know that too well. No need to remind me! I’ll be either dead or in jail. In either case, I won’t see a woman for the rest of my life!”

“Oh, I am so sorry,” Mila said and tilted her head to the side as she looked compassionately at Jack. She rubbed the exposed part of her stomach around her belly button and added, “I wished we could help you, Jack!”

“That’s OK, Mila!” Jack said. “No one can help me.”

He stood in front of Mila and me, waiting for us to move out of his way so he could get in the RV. Jack let go of his cock and put his hands behind his back, pushing his pelvis forward and making his erection even more pronounced. His crotch was less than ten inches away from my wife’s face.

I wasn’t the only one staring at the silhouette of his cock. Mila’s gaze was on it too. Jack felt a little uneasy and looked away from us, but it did not occur to him to ask us to move. Or maybe he didn’t ask us because he didn’t want us to move.

After a few seconds of awkward silence, he said again, “No one can help me.”

Then the words came out of my mouth on their own. “Maybe my wife can help you, Jack.”

“What are you saying, Peter?” Mila whispered without taking her gaze off Jack’s crotch.

Jack stood still and swallowed nervously.

I whispered in her ear, “Do it, Mila! Help him ease the tension!”

Jack pushed his pelvis even closer to my wife’s face.

As if in slow motion, Mila reached for the waistband of his shorts. She hesitated for a few seconds before she hooked her fingers under the waistband and then slowly, very slowly, pulled Jack’s shorts down to his knees. Then she did the same with his briefs, and his cock sprung free.

Hard, massive, wanting, enticing!

Mila wrapped her hand around Jack’s thick shaft, lowered her face, and her lips touched the cockhead. Jack groaned, and his cock twitched. Mila opened her mouth, and the giant knob slid between her lips. Jack continued to push his cock in, slowly but steadily. My wife has a small mouth, so she managed to take in only about four inches of Jack’s humongous dick. She began sucking him off, moving her mouth back and forth along the shaft. Occasionally she pulled his cock out to the glans and used her tongue to lick the cockhead while circling her fingers around the base. Jack grabbed the straps of Mila’s top and slid them off her shoulders, revealing her boobs. He cupped her breasts and squeezed them. Mila wrapped her lips around his shaft, and Jack grunted. He pushed his pelvis forward, shoving his cock further into her throat. Mila gagged but kept his member in her mouth. Jack shut his eyes, and his thighs began shaking. Grunting with pleasure, he started to squirt his spunk into my wife’s throat.

Whenever Mila had performed fellatio on me, she had always pulled my cock out of her mouth just before I had started ejaculating and had wanked me off. With Jack, she kept sucking his cock and swallowed his sperm until the last drop. Once he was done, Mila let go of Jack’s cock. Jack let go of her tits, pulled his penis out of her mouth, and, without saying a word, he pulled up his briefs and shorts and stepped back. Mila pulled her tank top up, got off my lap and stepped aside. I stood up and made room for Jack to get into the RV.

Jack mumbled, “Thanks,” and went inside.

I heard the shower cabin door open and close. Jack had decided to take a shower.

I grabbed Mila by the shoulders and turned her to face me.

“Why did you swallow his spunk, Mila?” I asked her.

Mila looked at me with the reddest face I had ever seen.

She said quietly, “I don’t know. I just did it.”

“You love him more than me, Mila! That’s why!” I said, raising my voice, turned around and put my foot on the step to get into the RV.

Mila grabbed my hand and stopped me.

“Sorry!” she said and pulled on my hand. “Please look at me!”

I stepped off the step and turned around to look at her. “How could you, Mila?”

“Sorry!” Mila whispered and locked her arms around my neck. She looked me in the eyes and said, “I was too horny to think straight! I’ll make it up to you! I promise!”

She raised herself on her toes and tried to kiss me, but I pulled my head back.

“Your mouth smells of spunk!” I said.

She whispered, “I am sorry, Pete!”

I kept staring her in the eyes but not saying a word. I was pissed off with her. Not that she had blown Jack. I had prompted her. I still had a hard-on from the excitement of watching her suck another man’s cock. But she had hurt me when she had done something for him, which was taboo, something she had never done for me.

“How could you swallow his sperm, Mila?” I asked her.

“I thought you wanted me to do it,” she replied.

“Wanted you to do what?” I shook my head in disappointment. “To suck him! That’s what I was OK with. Not to swallow his sperm! Because swallowing his sperm means you love him!”

“Peter, I really don’t get you! You let him fuck me, for fuck’s sake! Isn’t that a much bigger deal?”

“Watch this!”

I grabbed her by the waist, leaned my face to hers and pressed my lips against her mouth.

Confused, she opened her lips to let my tongue in, and we kissed.

When I broke the kiss, I said, “You see? I am disgusted by another man’s semen, yet I kissed you despite his smell and taste in your mouth. I am fine when it’s sex only! But I’m not fine when you love him! Do you understand?”

Mila nodded yes.

I couldn’t be angry with her. Her innocent, slightly mischievous face made me melt.

I swallowed and made a grimace of disgust. “Urgh! Salty! Tastes of sperm!”

Mila giggled. “Come on! It’s not so bad!”

I chuckled. “Not so bad? Smell my finger!”

I licked my finger and put it under Mila’s nose, but she pushed my hand away.

“Gross!” she squealed.

“Ha-ha!” I laughed and tapped her nose. “You see? You smell it too! Smell your breath!”

Mila slapped my hand away and giggled. “No! You smell yours!”

I laughed. “Ha-ha! Then wait until you burp!” I tickled her in the ribs.

“Stop it!” Mila squealed again, and laughing, she wriggled away from me. “It doesn’t smell that bad!”

“Yes, it does!” I said. “It’s called ‘cum breath’!”

Mila cupped her hands together and placed them over her nose and mouth. She breathed out.

“Urgh!” She grunted in disgust. “Why did you make me conscious of it?!”

I grinned.

Mila stuck her tongue out at me.

“I’ll brush my teeth!” she chirruped.

At that moment, Jack popped out of the RV and looked at Mila.

She covered her eyes with her hands and peeped through her fingers. There was a shy smile at the corners of her mouth.

Jack came to her and removed her hands from her face. He let go of her hands and caressed her cheek. Mila looked at him.

“Thank you, Mila!” Jack said.

Mila smiled shyly, blushing under the gaze of the man she had just given a blowjob in front of her husband.

Jack said, “You were amazing!”

He clasped her chin, brought her face closer to his and kissed her on the lips.

“Thank you!” he murmured and let go of her.

Then he turned to me and said, “Thank you, Peter, for the understanding!”

I was torn between jealousy and sexual excitement. However, I was determined to look cool and smiled at Jack, waved my hand, and said, “Don’t mention it!”

Jack said, “Would you like to go mushrooming?”

“Mushrooming?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Jack replied. “There ought to be chanterelles at this time of the year. Fried mushrooms with butter are a treat.”

“With that bear, Jack? No,” Mila said.

Jack rubbed her shoulder. “Don’t worry about the bear. It’s gone. I’ll take the flare gun. There’s ammo in the rear garage.”

“OK. Let me brush my teeth first,” Mila said and looked at me.

I smiled at her, and she smiled back. Then she went inside.

I was about to follow her when Jack called my name. “Peter!”

I turned around. “What?”

Jack said, “Hmm. What we did was—“

“Jack! I am aware very well that you have hots for my wife, and you not only wanted a blow job, but you wanted to fuck her again if you could. You don’t need to explain what you did or why you did it.”

“Yeah, I know, but I can imagine how you feel as a husband whose wife—“

“No, you can’t, really! Because you don’t have a wife! Rest assured, I don’t need your sympathy nor your consolation! I wanted to experience the thrill of being cucked! Don’t kid yourself that you are special; you are just a tool! A disposable tool that will be discarded tonight. Yes, you will be gone tonight—sorry to remind you, buddy—and what you are doing with my wife will be a very insignificant experience in my married life. While for you, it will be a very significant one because it will be your last one. So stop patronising me! Just shut up and enjoy what you get!”

Jack raised his hands in the air. “OK. Enjoy the ride then! I’ll certainly enjoy it!”

I snickered at him. “You’d better! ‘Cos in jail, you’ll enjoy a very different type of ride! In the form of a cock in your ass!”

Why had I lashed out at Jack? And why in such a rude manner? Because once again, I hadn’t liked his condescending tone. I had felt humiliated, and humiliation was not a part of my cuckold fetish, or so I was trying to convince myself.

Before Jack had a chance to say something else that would further piss me off, Mila popped out.

“Shall we go?” she chirruped and waved a bag. “I’ve got a bag for the mushrooms!”


11.    Foraging mushrooms

Jack tucked the flare gun into his pocket, and we headed for the woods. When we entered the wooded area, we did not follow the trail but crossed it and walked for about five minutes until we saw the first mushrooms.

“This place never disappoints!” Jack said with excitement as he picked up the mushrooms. “I know this area. I used to forage mushrooms here with dad when I was a kid.” He showed his first pick of the day and added with pride, “Chanterelles!”

Jack had just put the mushrooms in the bag when Mila squeaked, “I see some more!”

She pointed at another bunch of mushrooms a few yards further down the slope. “Over there!”

Mila ran and got to the mushrooms first. Jack and I joined her, and we watched her spread her legs apart as she squatted. Jack squatted in front of her. He was more interested in the cameltoe between her legs than the mushrooms and stared at the contours of her pussy lips outlined through the piece of fabric covering her labia while Mila picked the five or six mushrooms and showed them to him.

“Are these good, Jack?” she asked with a gleaming face.

“Yeah,” he replied. “Well done, Mila! Put them in!”

Jack opened the bag, and Mila dropped the mushrooms in it.

“I love mushroom hunting!” she chirruped.

“It feels great when you find some, doesn’t it?” Jack agreed with her.

Mila giggled. “Yes!”

Jack stood up. “I know a place where there ought to be more. Come with me!”

Mila and I followed Jack further into the woods until we reached a small stream. There were plenty of chanterelles. Thus, within ten minutes, with a lot of excitement, especially from Mila, we picked quite a few chanterelles, including five or six summer porcinis.

Jack looked inside the bag. “Good harvest! If we walk upstream, we might find some morel mushrooms.”

“No, Jack,” Mila said. She smiled shyly and, squeezing her hand between her legs, whispered, as if someone other than us could hear her, “I need to pee. Let’s go back to the RV!”

Jack laughed. “He-he, Mila! We are in the woods. Just do it! Peter and I will turn our backs.”

Mila looked around. “No, let’s go back.”

“Sure!” Jack agreed with her. He couldn’t help but smile.

We walked for about five minutes, Jack leading, Mila behind him and me following them.

Jack stopped, turned around and asked my wife, “Are you still holding it?”

“Don’t remind me, Jack!” she squealed and slapped him on the shoulder.

Jack reached his hand between her legs. “If you’re desperate—”

“Stop it!” Mila squeaked and slapped his hand away from her private parts.

We resumed walking. Jack began telling us a story about how he and his friends had a bet about who would drink most beer before going to the loo. Both Mila and I burst into laughter when we heard how one of his friends ended up peeing in his pants.

Mila stopped walking and put her hands between her legs.

Still giggling, she said, “Stop making me laugh, Jack, or I’ll wet my pants!”

However, Jack seemed determined to make Mila pee herself because he said, “So when Jason and I were to pee—”

“Stop it, Jack!” Mila squealed. “You do it on purpose, don’t you?”

“Oh, I haven’t told you what a relief it was to go to the bathroom!“ Jack said with a grin.

“OK!” Mila raised her voice. “Turn around! Both of you!”

She ran away ten or fifteen yards from us, and before she pulled down her shorts, she looked at us and squealed, “Turn around!”

Jack and I turned our backs to her and let her pee without bothering her.

Mila joined us and said, “Thank you, boys! I feel much better.”

I decided to tease her a bit and said, “Jack and I feel better too after watching you!”

She smiled. “No! You didn’t watch me!”

I winked at Jack. “Jack, tell her!”  

A mischievous smile flickered across Jack’s face.

“Well,” he said, “only a little. We just peeked over our shoulders!”

“You didn’t! Hi-hi!” Mila giggled. “I was watching you all the time.”

“Yes, honey,” I said, “but there was this one time when you didn’t.”

She looked at me and was about to believe me when I burst into laughter.

Mila tickled my side. “You, liar!”

I grabbed her by the waist and spun her around. I stepped behind her, wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her into me, laying my hands on her stomach. I pressed my cock against her bum to make her feel my erection and hooked my chin over her shoulder.

“You charming troublemaker!” I whispered in her ear.

Mila’s flat stomach was rising up and down as she tried to catch her breath after our little scuffle.

“You looked gorgeous over there!” I said. “Jack and I won’t tell anyone we watched you pee!”

Mila giggled and put her hands over mine. “Peter, you, honey, are very capable of not listening to your wife. But I know you didn’t look because I know Jack is a gentleman. He wouldn’t have looked and wouldn’t have let you look, right, Jack?”

Jack dropped the bag with the mushrooms on the ground and stood in front of Mila. Smiling, he clasped her cheeks and, looking her in the eyes, said, “No, I wouldn’t!”

Then he leaned his face towards hers and, tilting his head to the side, his lips made contact with Mila’s. Mila hesitated for a second, but then she parted her lips to let Jack’s tongue slide between them.

As they kissed, Mila let go of my hands and put her hands on Jack’s shoulders. I kept pressing my cock against her bum and moved my hands from her stomach to her hips. Jack broke the kiss, grabbed her cami top, and began pulling it up.

Mila put her hands on top of Jack’s and whispered, “Jack, what are you doing?”

Jack did not answer her question but pulled the cami up, pushing Mila’s hands away and exposing her tits.

“Jack!” Mila whispered again. “What are you doing?”

“Having fun in the woods,” he said, pulling her cami further.  

Mila raised her arms up, letting Jack pull her tank top over her head.

My wife stood topless, sandwiched between him and me. The sight of her baring her boobs in the woods was so erotic that my cock twitched, and I pressed it tighter against her bum.

Having ogled Mila’s breasts, Jack dropped her tank top in the bag next to his feet.

He cupped her tits and went for another kiss. As their tongues pressed together and their lips intertwined, I kissed Mila’s bare back between the shoulder blades. I felt a shiver going through her body as the stimulation of her sensitive spots by Jack and me at the same time was becoming overwhelming.

I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her shorts, and, squatting, I pulled them down to her knees. My face was inches away from my wife’s bum. Her white G-string thong did little to hide her firm buttocks, and I kissed them both before I stood up.

Mila broke the kiss with Jack and reached down for her shorts. She grabbed them and was about to pull her shorts up; however, Jack quickly grasped the situation. He squatted in front of her, took her wrists and pushed her hands away. Mila let go of her shorts.

Jack placed his hands on her inner thighs, and caressing her skin, he nudged her to spread her legs apart.

“Jack, don’t!” Mila whispered but still parted her legs.

With his face just a couple of inches away from her pussy, barely covered by the tiny triangle of her thong, Jack kissed Mila’s clearly discernible cameltoe.

“Jack!” Mila murmured and laid her hands on his head. She gently pulled Jack’s hair. “Stand up, Jack! Please!”

Jack was not going to listen to her. No! He was too horny to give up. Instead of standing up, he grabbed her thong and pulled it down, baring my wife’s neatly shaved pussy with its light brown patch of hair of her landing strip on the mons pubis.

“Jack, no! You can’t!” Mila squealed as she let go of Jack’s hair and tried to bend down to get hold of her thong.

However, I intervened. I squatted, seized her shorts and thong, and pulled them down to her ankles. Then I hooked my arms under hers and stood up, pulling her up with me. I cupped her breasts from behind and pinched her hardened nipples. With my nose brushing aside the strands of her beautiful hair, I kissed the nape of her neck.

“Mila,” I whispered in her ear. “I won’t mind if you have more fun. Jack will be gone tonight while you and I will be together as before. Don’t let this moment pass you by. Let him fuck you!”

“Peter, no!” she squeaked and covered her pussy with her hands.

Jack put his hands on hers, looked her up in the eyes, and said, “Just a kiss, Mila!”

“No, Jack,” Mila said quietly.

Jack started to pull her hands apart, revealing her labia and lowered his mouth to her pussy.

“Jack!” Mila whispered as she managed to release her hands from Jack’s grip and covered her pussy again. “I haven’t washed, Jack! Let’s go to the RV and wash first!”

I squeezed my wife’s breasts and pressed the shaft of my erect cock against her ass cheek. I let go of her right breast and brushed aside her hair to reveal more of her beautiful neck. I kissed the base of her neck, then her collar bone, and then the back of her shoulder. Mila gasped, and I saw goose bumps rising on the skin of her neck. I knew so well my wife’s sensitive spots!

Jack took Mila’s hands and again began gently pulling them away from her slit, trying to break her resistance.

“I have just peed, Jack!” Mila said, still not letting him have access to her pussy.

“I don’t care, Mila!” Jack replied and gently but insistently pulled on her hands.

Mila tilted her head backwards and to the side to expose more of her neck. I hooked my chin over her shoulder and kissed the front of her neck, under her chin, while at the same time, I moved my right hand back onto her right breast and squeezed her boobs with both hands. A sigh escaped Mila’s lips, and, at that moment, she surrendered her pussy to Jack, letting him move her hands away from her crotch.

I tilted my head slightly to the side to better see the action at my wife’s pussy, and it was just in time. Jack’s mouth found her pussy lips, and he ran his tongue along their length, spreading them apart. Mila trembled in excitement. Jack’s tongue circled around her clit, and a wave of shivers went through her body when he began sucking and licking her pleasure bud. A moan escaped Mila’s mouth. She reached her hands back and grabbed my hair, bringing my mouth closer to her neck. I gently bit her soft flesh and smooched it, determined to leave her a hickey. I moved my hand from her breast to her butt and slid my fingers between her butt cheeks. Mila spread her legs further apart, and I ran my finger along her ass crack, brushing her ass hole. Mila’s entire body shuddered, overwhelmed by the sensations given to her by two men at the same time. I grabbed her boobs with both hands again and gave her nipples a squeeze.

Mila let go of my hair, reached down behind her, and her fingers found the waistband of my shorts. She slid her hands inside my pants, grabbed hold of my erect cock and began wanking me.

A moan escaped her lips when Jack ran his tongue along the length of her slit and reached her pussy hole. He began flicking his tongue inside the opening of her vagina, spreading her inner pussy lips apart. Mila squatted a little to give Jack better access to her vulva, and he inserted his tongue inside her vagina. Jack began tongue-fucking her, occasionally giving his tongue a rest by sucking her engorged inner pussy lips.

I pulled my pelvis back, releasing my cock from my wife’s hands because I was about to ejaculate and did not want to blow my spunk like that. I was eager to fuck Mila’s pussy once Jack had let go of it.

Jack used the gap opened between Mila’s butt and my crotch and grabbed her ass with two hands. He squeezed her ass cheeks and pulled her pelvis closer to his mouth. Mila caught Jack’s hair and pressed his head against her crotch.

The cunnilingus Jack was giving my wife drove her to a climax. She shivered in pleasure, turned her upper body to the side, and, looking over her shoulder at me, managed to say between her moans, “Kiss me, Peter!”

Mila tilted her head back, and we mouth kissed as I moved my hands from her breasts to her stomach, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind. I felt her stomach muscles bouncing against my palms in continuous orgasmic pleasure.

“Urgh!” she moaned in my mouth and broke the kiss.

She looked at Jack and, pulling on his hair, cried, “Oh, my God! Jack!”

I hooked my chin over her shoulder and pressed my cheek against hers. I held her tight until her orgasm subsided. When Mila gradually stopped quivering, Jack let go of her buttocks and looked up at her, smiling. His mouth, chin and nose glistened with her pussy juices.

I let go of Mila, and she was about to bend down to pull up her thong and shorts when Jack grabbed her hands.

“We haven’t finished yet, Mila,” he said and stood upright, holding her hands.

Then he made her turn around to face me as he stepped behind her.

“Let’s go full throttle, Mila,” he said, putting his hands on her hips and nudging her to bend over.

“No!” Mila squalled. “You can’t fuck me, Jack!”

Jack was not prepared to listen to her. He pulled down his shorts and briefs in one go, revealing his erect cock.

“You want it, Mila! I want it! Peter wants it!” Jack said.

“Jack!” Mila whispered as she looked at him over her shoulder.

Jack put his hands on her ass cheeks. “Mila, you want me to fuck you!”

Mila was still very much aroused and trembled at his touch.

“Not in front of my husband!” she whispered and looked at me.

“It’s OK, hon. Let’s do it!” I said.

Mila was still hesitating, but I wasn’t. At this point, I wanted to see my wife fucked again by Jack. This time openly, with her consent and explicit agreement. I wanted to watch her succumb to his cock in front of me.

I nodded at her to go ahead. “Do it, Mila! You are his last chance to be with a woman before he goes to jail for a long time or even forever!”

Jack put his hands on the small of her back and nudged her again to bend over.

I grabbed Mila’s wrists and made two steps back.

“Prop up on me,” I said to her.

“I don’t know,” Mila whispered.

“It’s OK, Mila,” Jack said behind her.

Then, as if in a trance, her pupils dilated from anxiety and arousal, Mila put her hands on my shoulders and bent forward, sticking her backside out and exposing her pussy to Jack.

Jack put his hands on her buttocks. “Just spread your legs a little.”

My wife listened to him and opened up her legs.

I squatted, making Mila lean on me and bend over, propping her pussy up for Jack to fuck.

Jack grabbed her hips and pulled her bum up. Mila bent over further, and her hands slipped from my shoulders to my shoulder blades. Her tits brushed my face, her chin pressed against my shoulder. It wasn’t comfortable. My neck hurt, and I had to do something about it. I dropped down on my knees and wrapped my arms around my wife’s waist from underneath, bending forward and pressing the back of my head against her stomach. Mila’s hands slid to the small of my back, and now her breasts were brushing my back.

Taking the weight of my wife’s upper body like that was not comfy either. My knees dug into the soft soil and fallen leaves. Pebbles and twigs underneath poked my kneecaps, and it hurt. My neck and shoulders were feeling the strain too. However, I said to myself: no pain, no gain! Suck it up, Peter! It’s worth it! And it was worth it because my face was a few inches away from Mila’s pussy. The end of her landing strip was touching my forehead, and my hair was brushing her stomach. Jack’s cock was staring me in the face from between Mila’s spread thighs. It felt intimidating but also erotic. I was about to watch from close quarters my wife’s pussy being penetrated by another man’s cock.

Jack took his cock and guided it to Mila’s wet pussy. She trembled when she felt his cockhead touch her labia.

“Just relax, Mila, relax!” Jack said as he rubbed his cock along her pussy crack, spreading her pussy lips apart.

Mila was very aroused. Her vagina was wet and loose, and her pussy juices quickly coated the tip of Jack’s penis.

Gosh! I thought to myself, looking at the red angry cockhead. This thing is huge! You need to look closely at this thing to truly appreciate its size. And this whole thing is going to enter my wife’s pussy! Wow! My cock began twitching and throbbing. Shit! I need to stop looking at this, or I’ll blow it, I said to myself, but of course, I could not stop looking and kept staring as Jack continued to spread Mila’s lube on his dick.

He ran his cock a few times up and down her slit, and now his shaft glistened with my wife’s pussy juices. Jack made a half step back, positioned his cockhead at Mila’s vaginal entrance and pushed his cock into her pussy hole, spreading apart her inner pussy lips. Mila gasped.

“Relax, Mila!” Jack said again and pressed his cock in.

My wife’s small pussy lips spread further apart, pushing out their pink inner sides like the petals of a flower. The rim of her vagina wrapped around the tip of the invading cock.

“Ow! Fuck!” slipped through Mila’s lips.

“I’ve got a bulbous cockhead, Mila,” Jack said. “You’ll feel a little discomfort, but it will pass once the tip gets in. You know from yesterday, don’t you?”

Right! I thought to myself. So he knows she knows! Whom was I kidding? Mila knew Jack was fucking her yesterday from the very beginning. He knew she knew. It was a convenient pretence that she didn’t know. 

“You need to relax your pelvic muscles,” Jack continued to explain. “Take a deep breath in all the way from your tummy the moment I push in! You ready?”

Mila whimpered. “Yes. Go ahead!”

“OK! Here we go! Take a long deep breath in!” Jack said.

My wife took a deep breath in as instructed, and her lover pushed his cock in, slowly but steadily.

Her pussy entrance stretched to the limit, and the rim of her vagina turned white as it strained around the fat cock. It looked for a moment as if her delicate skin would tear. . . Mila groaned, “Urgh!” and Jack’s cockhead slid in.

“Here we go! I’m in!” Jack announced the successful entry of his cock into my wife’s pussy.

Mila was breathing heavily, and her thighs were shaking.

“You OK?” Jack asked her and rubbed her buttock.

“Yes,” Mila whispered.

“Let the good times roll, Mila,” he said and thrust his cock in. An inch entered.

“Urgh!” escaped Mila’s lips.

“Mila, you all right?” Jack asked and caressed the back of her thigh.

“Yeah, I’m all right,” Mila replied.

“I’m large. Let me know if you don’t like it, and we’ll stop!” Jack said.

“No, I like it large!” Mila groaned. “Just go slow! You stretch me quite a lot. I like it, though! Don’t stop; just go slow!”

“OK!” Jack said and thrust again, and then again. His cock was going into my wife’s overstretched vagina, inch by inch, slowly and surely.

When more than half of his cock was in Mila’s pussy, Jack made a powerful thrust, and his cock sank into her vagina up to the balls. Mila gasped and dug her nails into my back.

Jack pulled his dick halfway out and then thrust it in again, all the way up to the base.

“Just to warm you up a little bit,” he explained to Mila as if he had committed to providing her with regular updates on the progress of his invasion of her pussy.

I hated him for the way he was talking to her. I found his tone patronising to my wife and, in turn to me, and I felt humiliated. However, I also found that listening to him turned me on. And at that point, I realised that my humiliation, albeit not taking physical dimensions as with some cuckolds, was a part of my fetish. I liked how this guy degraded me by taking my wife’s pussy, inch by inch, explaining what he was doing to her, and thus to me. It was utterly humiliating to watch him fuck my wife and listen to his running commentary, yet it was extremely arousing.

When Jack felt he had opened my wife’s pussy enough, he began fucking her with long slow strokes. My eyes were glued to the glistening shaft sliding in and out of Mila’s vagina.

Jack gradually increased the speed of his thrusts, and, within a couple of minutes, he was fucking my wife at full speed.

Mila was moaning, her body was shaking by the force of Jack’s thrusts, and her boobs were brushing against my back. She grabbed the waistband of my shorts at the back and held firmly onto it, trying not to sway too much with Jack’s thrusts.

I had never had a chance to watch from such a close distance what was going on between Mila’s legs while I fucked her, nor to listen to the sounds her pussy produced. I was impressed by how much my wife’s vagina opened when Jack’s cock rammed into it. Listening to the sloshing sounds produced by the friction between her vaginal walls and his penis shaft was also fascinating. But what impressed me the most was something else. When I looked up, I saw Mila’s flat stomach bulging out as Jack’s cock was thrusting inside her; I was literally seeing the shape of his penis through her stomach walls. That was truly amazing!

Mila was now moaning constantly, and Jack was giving her pussy the pounding of her lifetime.  

And then she shouted, “Oh, shit! Oh, my God!” as her body shivered in a massive orgasm.

She dug her fingernails deep into the flesh of my buttocks as her hands had slid down under my shorts. I didn’t care! I wanted to watch my wife’s pussy being fucked. That was all I cared about!

Mila’s engorged clit was pulled out of its hood and was sliding up and down the cock shaft of her fucker. Jack’s cock was like a piston, relentlessly pumping in and out of her pussy. His balls were swinging like pendulums to ensure the smooth motion of the piston.

Mila’s orgasm passed but a minute later, her stomach muscles clenched in another orgasm.

“Oh, my God! Jack!” she cried. “Oh, shit! Jack!”

Jack grunted loudly. “You like it, Mila?”

“Shit, urgh! Yeah!” Mila cried. “Fuck!”

Jack increased the speed and the power of his strokes, and my wife cried, “Oh, shit! I’m cumming!”

“Let go, Mila! Ride the waves,” Jack shouted.

Mila was moaning uncontrollably. Her tits were swinging, her hard nipples brushing against my back.

“Let go! Squirt! Let go!” Jack continued to shout.

“Peter, help her squirt!” Jack shouted to me. “Lick her clit! Your wife will love it.”

As if in a trance, I let go of Mila’s waist and dropped on all fours, digging my fingers into the moss on the ground. I tilted my head up and to the side, leaned my neck forward, and my lips found my wife’s pleasure bud. I began sucking and licking her clit, and of course, my tongue and mouth touched Jack’s cock, which was moving in and out of my wife’s pussy, and his balls slapped against my nose.

In any other circumstances, I would have been revolted by the idea of licking another man’s cock! It would have been so gay, unthinkable, and preposterous for someone like me who identifies as heterosexual. However, at that point, I did not think of anything homosexual between Jack and me.

It comes with the territory, I said to myself. Working on the same pussy simultaneously means we’ll touch each other!

Indeed, what I was doing was not about pleasuring a man. I was merely helping an alpha male give pleasure to my wife.

And pleasure he was giving her! Mila was screaming high pitch ‘Oh’-s. Her hands slipped further down my ass, and again she dug her fingernails into my ass cheeks. Jack’s balls kept hitting my chin, and my neck started to hurt, but I kept sucking and licking my wife’s clit, pussy lips, and the cock shaft gliding in and out of her vagina.

Mila’s thigh muscles tightened, and she shook in a third orgasm in a row and then my mouth flooded with warm fluid, lightly salted with a musky, slightly urine-like smell. My wife was squirting. My mouth, nose, and chin got wet. Squirt trickled down my neck under my t-shirt.

Mila switched from crying high-pitched ‘Oh’-s to moaning low-pitched ‘Urgh’-s.

Jack began rotating his hips as he had done the night before, and Mila had too much. She collapsed on top of me, overwhelmed by the sensations in her pussy.

“Oh, my God!” she cried, and I felt her abs contract against my back. Her tits pressed against my lower back as her hands grabbed my thighs and squeezed my flesh. I pulled my mouth away from her pussy. Drops of squirt were still dripping down her inner thigh.

“Let’s change position, shall we?” Jack said, and without waiting for an answer, he started to pull his cock out of Mila’s pussy. His shaft slid out of her vagina right before my eyes, and her vaginal rim briefly stretched wide to let his massive cockhead pass through, producing a distinctive pop sound as Jack’s knob popped out.

Jack slid his hands between my back and my semi-conscious wife’s stomach and lifted her up.

Mila stood up, being held by Jack.

“Take her shorts and thong off, Peter,” Jack instructed me.

Wobbling, Mila stepped out of her shorts, and I took them. I helped her with her thong too, stood up, and threw her clothes in the bag with the mushrooms, but I missed. I didn’t care! My legs were shaking, my waist and knees were hurting, and I was still feeling Mila’s nails in my ass cheeks. I was exhausted from crouching for so long and carrying Mila’s body weight on my back. However, my poor wife was not faring any better. She looked totally spent too. Her legs were shaking, and she had to grab onto my shoulder to steady herself up. She looked at me and managed to smile, but it was a tired smile.

Jack seemed undeterred that the wife and husband were tired.

His cock was sticking out, hard, long, glistening with Mila’s pussy juices, with a huge red cockhead and large veins on the thick shaft. This was a cock that was eager to fuck more.

Jack put his hands on Mila’s shoulders and nudged her to turn around.

“Turn around, Mila!” he said. “Do you think you can straddle me upright?”

As if in a trance, Mila locked her arms around his neck. Jack grabbed her buttocks and pulled her up as she wrapped her legs around his waist. He held her butt cheeks tight.

I stepped back.

Jack guided his cock towards my wife’s gaping vagina without using his hands. The tip of his penis touched Mila’s pussy. Moving his pelvis, Jack gently wriggled his cock a little, spreading her pussy lips apart.

When he felt his cockhead was at her vaginal entrance, he said to Mila, “Just sit back, Mila. I’ll hold you. That’s it!”

My wife’s inner pussy lips wrapped around his knob.

Jack lowered her further and said, “Now let gravity do the work for you. Open your legs a little more. That’s it! Ease your pussy onto my cock. Ease it! Slowly, slowly!”

“Urgh!” Mila moaned and bit her bottom lip as the cockhead entered her vagina.

I watched my wife’s pussy getting slowly but steadily impaled on Jack’s cock. I was totally mesmerised by what I was seeing. I was so turned on! I couldn’t take it any longer and pulled down my shorts and briefs, grabbed my cock and began wanking it.

“Just a little more, that’s it!” Jack continued to instruct my wife on how to impale herself on his dick. “Just sit back a little lower. That’s it! It’s easier now when I have opened you up, isn’t it?”

“Urgh!” escaped Mila’s lips as more of Jack’s shaft disappeared inside her.

“There you go!” Jack said with satisfaction. “You see how smoothly my cock goes in now that your pussy has become friends with ‘him’? He-he!”

Mila’s pussy engulfed Jack’s dick, and now he showed what a strong physique he had. He began pulling my wife up and down, sliding her pussy up and down his cock, and, at the same time, spreading her ass cheeks apart with his hands, making her anus bulge out. And he kept doing this for a minute, two, three. Mila was gasping and moaning. She shook in another orgasm, pressing her mouth against his shoulder. When her orgasm passed, she tilted her head backwards. There was a bite mark on Jack’s shoulder, but he didn’t care. He kept fucking my wife, pulling her ass up and down, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy, slowing down occasionally to kiss her for a few seconds with his cock deep inside her pussy. Five, six, maybe ten minutes had passed, and Mila had her next orgasm, shouting, “Oh, my God! Jack!” and rotating her hips, she made sure Jack’s cock reached every nook and crevasse of her pussy.

At this point, Jack was now huffing and puffing. Not because he was tired! No! It was because his cock was preparing for ejaculation, and it did just that in a minute. Jack clenched his butt muscles, shoved his cock deep up into Mila and stayed still. Closing his eyes and grunting loudly, he unloaded his spunk inside her. Once he was done, he resumed fucking my wife, gradually slowing down until he stopped thrusting completely.

Mila was panting heavily and looked Jack in the eyes.

With his cock still inside her, he asked her, “How was it?”

“What do you think?” she said and smiled at him. She puffed air to blow away a strand of hair from her face.

“OK. I’ll take it that you liked it,” Jack said, still not letting go of her. “Know what? Let’s take care of your man now!” Jack nodded towards me.

He lifted my wife up, and his semi-erect cock slipped out of her pussy. Still holding her up, he said to me, “Do you want to try the sloppy seconds, Peter?”

I did not wait for another invitation and stood behind Mila. My erect cock stuck out inches away from her bum.

“We’ll do the wheelbarrow position,” Jack said, let go of Mila’s bum and helped her stand on her feet, still facing him.

“Peter, you’ll grab her thighs and lift her up!” Jack instructed me.

I squatted behind Mila and grabbed her thighs.

Jack hooked his arms under hers. “Ready?”

I nodded yes.

“Let’s spread her,” he said.

I stood up, lifting Mila up, spread her legs apart and stepped between them as Jack stepped back and Mila was stretched between us.

Jack said to her, “Mila, hold on to my waist!”

Mila wrapped her arms around Jack’s hips and clutched her legs around my hips. Jack put his hands on her chest, right on her breasts, to help her lie flat in the air. Needless to say that by cupping her tits, he squashed her boobs and probably caused her some pain, but Mila did not protest. I pushed my pelvis up and forward, and my dick found her wet pussy. Her vagina had been widened and loosened after being drilled by Jack’s cock, and my cock slid into her pussy, meeting no resistance. Despite feeling a little loose and slippery, her vagina wrapped around my penis, and her pussy muscles convulsed rapidly around my shaft. It felt very good, so good that I thought I would not last more than two, maximum three, minutes. I started fucking my wife at a pace right away, but my biceps weren’t strong enough to hold her up. The truth was that I had nowhere near Jack’s physical strength. My predicament affected my psyche, and I struggled to cum. My brain became preoccupied with the strain of my arms. Fortunately, I did not lose erection and kept thrusting for about five minutes, but I wasn’t cumming.

Just when I thought of asking to change the position, Mila shuddered in orgasm.

“Oh, Peter!” she cried and clenched her legs tight around my hips.

Without realising it, she helped me by doing so as she provided much-needed relief to my arm muscles.

I felt that was my chance to cum and began thrusting frantically. Yet, it was not happening.

Mila’s orgasm passed, and she began to lose grip of Jack’s waist. Also, her stomach muscles could no longer hold her in the plank position.

“Urgh!” Mila groaned. “I need a rest!”

To be fair, my wife had been stretched and twisted for over twenty minutes of intense fucking by Jack alone and then I had fucked her for another ten minutes in an even more strenuous position.

I pulled my cock out of her pussy and let go of her thighs. Mila stepped on the ground. She was too exhausted, and her legs were shaking, so Jack and I had to help her stand.

“You OK?” Mila asked me as she looked at me and ran her hand over my still erect cock, wet in her pussy juices and Jack’s sperm.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sorry, couldn’t cum just yet.”

“Shall we go to the RV?” she asked me. “You’ll fuck me on a proper bed.”

“Yeah,” I replied. “That’s a good—”

“No!” Jack interrupted me and said to Mila, “We’ll fuck more in the RV, Mila, but let’s give Peter another chance to fuck his wife in the woods.” Jack then urged me, “Come on, Peter! Fucking in the woods is a unique experience. Pull yourself together, dude!”

Then he playfully slapped Mila’s bum and asked her, “Right, Mila?”

Mila blushed and shook her head in embarrassment.

“I’d never done anything like this!” she murmured and covered her face with her hands. “Gosh! I can’t believe it!”

She stayed still for a few seconds, then uncovered her eyes and looked at my cock.

She ran her hand along my shaft, and having assured herself that it was still hard, she asked, “How shall we do it? I don’t want to be lying on the ground.”

“You know what?” Jack said. “I think I am ready again.”

Both Mila and I looked at his cock. It was hard.

“Straddle me again, Mila,” he said. “I’ll fuck you in the pussy, while Peter fucks your ass.”

“No!” Mila squalled. “It will hurt like hell without lube!”

“There’s lube! Between your legs!” Jack said.

Mila looked up at him with a question in her eyes.

“There’s plenty of pussy juice, Mila!” Jack clarified. “Peter will spread it to your butt hole, and with a bit of a spit, his cock will slide in smoothly as a whistle!”

“No! Sorry!” Mila said. “His hands are dirty. He’s not touching my pussy!”

“He’s got a mouth,” Jack said.

I looked at him. “What?”

“Yeah!” Jack said. “Use your mouth, Peter! Suck lube from Mila’s pussy and spit it on her anal hole. It works, trust me!”

“I am not sucking your cum, Jack!” I squealed.

“Do you want to fuck in the woods or not?” he asked me and stood in front of Mila. He wrapped his arms around her hips and grabbed her ass cheeks.

“Straddle me, Mila!” he said to my wife and pulled her against him.

Mila locked her arms around his neck, and Jack lifted her up as she curved her legs around his waist.

“Come on, Peter! We are waiting for you,” he prompted me, keeping his cock away from Mila’s pussy.

I was still hesitating; hence Jack said, “Come on, dude! I want to fuck! Don’t keep me waiting!”

Jack spread Mila’s ass cheeks, stretching her anal hole. I’ve never been keen on anal sex, I adore pussies, but I must admit, at that moment, her butt was enticing!

I squatted, leaned between Jack’s and my wife’s legs, pushed Jack’s cock away and planted my lips on her pussy. Yep! Her pussy smelled of sperm. I found her small pussy lips, spread them apart and pushed my tongue into her vagina. And yep, again! I tasted it. Other than my wife’s pussy juices, there was Jack’s cum mixed with her squirt. The sludge tasted salty, but I sucked it in. And then a blob of Jack’s spunk got into my mouth. I held it in, moved my mouth onto Mila’s anal hole, and spat out the spunk. Then I stood up and rubbed my cock against her asshole, spreading the improvised lube.

Jack was eager to fuck and didn’t wait any longer. He thrust his pelvis up, and his cockhead landed straight on my wife’s vaginal entrance. He pushed in, and the tip of his penis entered Mila’s pussy with one thrust. Whoever says vaginas do not loosen after being fucked by large cocks is wrong. I saw it with my very eyes: Jack’s enormous cock had stretched my wife’s pussy so much that now she had no problem letting his cockhead in straight away.

Jack made another powerful thrust, Mila gasped, and the rest of his cock slid in.

Jack pulled my wife’s ass cheeks further apart and said, “Go ahead, Peter! I’m ready to fuck and won’t be waiting for you for long!”

I pressed my cock against Mila’s well-exposed butt hole. She whimpered in nervous anticipation.

“Push out as if you want to open your bowels, Mila,” Jack whispered and kissed her neck. “Relax, darling! You’ll love the double penetration, trust me!”

I pushed, and my cock slid in without much resistance from Mila’s sphincter. Mila had listened to Jack’s advice on how to relax her anal muscles.

“Keep still, Peter!” Jack said. “Let me do the thrusting! You’ll feel good friction, trust me!”

Jack began thrusting in and out of my wife’s pussy without further ado. However, this time he was not moving her up and down. Instead, he kept Mila as still as possible and thrust his pelvis up and down while spreading her butt cheeks with his hands so that my cock stayed inside her ass. He was right about the friction. I was feeling his cock rubbing against mine through the thin wall separating my wife’s vagina from her rectum, and it felt great! It was as if I was fucking her but fucking both her pussy and her ass at the same time, sort of. Yeah, Jack was fucking her pussy, but it felt like I was fucking her two holes simultaneously. My balls were making constant contact with his, and it did feel a little ‘gayish’ again, but did I care? Jack and I knew why our private parts were making contact: we were fucking the woman we both found so hot that we did not care about anything else other than fucking her holes.

Mila liked what Jack and I were doing to her, judging by the fact that within a minute, she began moaning, and after another minute, she began climaxing. Groaning, she clenched her ass muscles, and that really made me shift gears. Despite the constraints of the position, I began thrusting up and down with short but sharp thrusts. Jack increased the tempo with which he was fucking Mila’s vagina.

He kept fucking and fucking and fucking her pussy and finally started to groan. I felt his cock throb on the other side of the thin membrane separating Mila’s vagina from her asshole. Mila was crying, “Oh!” with each thrust of the two cocks pummelling her holes. She had a second orgasm, deep and powerful. She clenched her ass muscles again, which drove me over the edge this time. I began squirting my cum in her ass.

I had the longest ejaculation ever, lasting at least forty seconds, if not a minute. And then I felt liquid running down my testicles and my legs. Mila was squirting again.

“Shit!” she rasped, quivering in an orgasm for the third time in a row.

I knew my wife was multi-orgasmic, but I didn’t know the extent to which she was. I had been able to fuck her at best three times in a row, mainly the first year after marrying, and that was with at least half an hour break in between. Having three orgasms one after the other, with no pause in between, was astounding.

After I had finished ejaculating, I was totally spent but kept my dick inside Mila as Jack continued to thrust his cock. I wanted to keep my cock in to show I could keep up with him, but Mila’s sphincter began contracting and pushing out my almost flaccid cock, and I had to pull it out. Fortunately for my ego, Jack was also done, and he too pulled his cock out of her vagina. He let my wife stand on the ground and held her by the waist as her legs were shaking.

“Did you like the double penetration, Mila?” Jack asked her with a smile.

Mila said, “Yeah, I’d never experienced anything like this!”

“It was your first, wasn’t it?” Jack asked her.

“There are so many things that were my first today, Jack!” she said as she tried to steady herself up, holding onto Jack’s shoulder.

“Like being fucked in the woods,” I said and pulled my briefs and shorts up.

Mila looked at me. “Yeah, that too, honey.”

“And being fucked by two men at the same time,” Jack added.

“And squirting for the first time,” I chimed in.

Mila threw up her hands in the air. “OK! OK! Stop it, both of you! Let’s go back to the RV, please!”

“Yes, let’s go back,” Jack said and pulled his briefs and shorts up.

Mila tried to bend over to reach for her thong, but she wobbled, and Jack had to grab hold of her.

I took her thong, shorts, and cami. Seeing how exhausted she was, it became clear to Jack and me that we had to help her put her clothes on. Jack held her around the waist while I squatted, and, holding her ankle, I guided her foot into the leg of her thong. Then I helped her with her other leg.

We repeated the process with her shorts.

I pulled up her panties and shorts.

“Ready!” I said and slapped her on the bum.

Mila took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“Gosh!” she said. “I’m totally spent!”

“Well, it was one hell of a fuck, Mila!” I said.

Mila raised her hand and shushed me, “Shh!” Then she whispered with an embarrassed smile, “Don’t! Just. . . , don’t talk about it now, OK? Or I’ll hide under that log until the end of times.”

“Oh, Mila! Are you really so embarrassed?” Jack asked her.

Mila looked at him. “What do you think?”

She looked at me and sighed. She was about to say something but didn’t. Mila bit her bottom lip, her eyes filled with moisture, and it looked like she was about to cry.

“Hey, hey, Mila!” Jack squeaked, stood next to her, and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. He lowered his face to look into her eyes and said to her with a soft, reassuring voice, “You did nothing wrong! What we did was just between the three of us and will stay like this. We had fun. People do these things all the time to liven up their lives, that’s all!”

Mila looked away.

Jack clasped her chin and made her look at his face.

“Mila,” he said. “Look at me! You know I care about you. I wouldn’t have let this happen if I didn’t believe it was a good thing for you, your husband, and me. Peter loves you more than anything in this world. He had fun too, look at him! He’s happy!”

Jack let go of her chin, and Mila looked at me.

“We had fun, Mila!” I said as I shrugged my shoulders and gave her the cami.

Mila looked at her tank top to make sure it was not inside out as she said quietly, “We had fun, Peter, but I am your wife and now, . . . I don’t know.”

Jack rubbed her back comfortingly. “You did great, Mila! We all loved it! Cheer up!”

“Yeah, hon,” I chimed in. “Enjoy the moment! I certainly do!”

Mila put her tank top on and said, “You are both very, very naughty boys!”

“Yes, we are! We like to play, don’t we?” Jack said and playfully slapped my wife’s bum.

Mila blushed profusely but did not answer his question.

Jack picked up the bag with mushrooms and said, “I think we’ll play more in the RV, right, Mila?”

Mila adjusted her shorts between her legs.

“Boys, let’s stop this madness!” she said and looked at me.

“But I am going to prison tonight, Mila!” Jack squealed.

“He’s right, Mila,” I said with a smile.

Mila plucked at her shorts between her legs and said to me, without looking at Jack, “You are crazy! You know that, don’t you, Peter?”

I had just fucked her and expected that in the post-nut clarity, regrets would kick in, and jealousy would hit me hard. But no, it was the opposite! Looking at my wife standing in front of me and tugging at her shorts over her pussy— the pussy that had been ravaged by another man’s cock— made me want to watch more of the same.

“I know, right?” I said and chuckled. “He-he! But we’ve already crossed the Rubicon, hon. One more time won’t hurt. We’ll worry later! Now it’s all about having great sex!”

“Yeah, Mila!” Jack interjected. “It’s about having sex! I want you! Peter wants you! Let’s have more sex in the RV!”

Mila blushed again, closed her eyes, and a tiny smile flickered at the corners of her mouth.

“Umm!” She put her hands between her thighs. Her face now turned crimson red as she swayed her body back and forth, hesitating, but then opened her eyes and said, “I can’t believe I am saying this, but . . . OK! I’ll let you guys fuck me one more time in the RV, and that’s it, OK?”

“Several times!” Jack said and gently slapped her bum.

Mila slowly rubbed her pussy. “Well, we’ll see! I am already chafed down there, Jack!” She shook her head in disbelief at what we had just done, but at the same time, she could not forbear a smile when she said, “We are all crazy!”

She walked ahead, and Jack and I followed her.

Jack caught up with her and put his arm around her waist.

“Do you know which way to go, you pretty thing?” he asked her, then slid his hand to her butt and nudged her to change direction as he said, “Follow me!”

Jack moved in front of Mila, and we resumed walking, following his lead.


12.    The farewell party

Soon we saw the trail in front of us, and a few minutes later, we were in the RV.

Mila said, “I don’t know about you, guys, but I need a shower.”

“Me too!” I said and pointed at the dirt on my knees. “Having sex in the woods has its downsides.”

“Indeed!” Jack agreed with me, then added, “I’ll go third. Let me cook the mushrooms while you shower.” He took our large bowl from the cupboard. “We’ll eat quickly and then have more fun in the bedroom!”

“Sounds like a plan!” Mila chirruped, then looked at me, her face turning worrisome. “How are you feeling, honey?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess pretty well for a first day as a cuckold. Don’t know about later on. And you, as a hotwife?”

“For a first day, as you said, pretty well,” she replied. “Later on? Well! I guess I’ll curse myself when all this sinks in.”

“Let me give you a piece of advice!” Jack interjected. “The way to go about this is to remember that love is about sharing great moments together. You both enjoyed what you did! It means the two of you shared an amazing experience. That’s what people who love each other do!”

“Jack, how do you know about these things?” I asked him, a little annoyed with him because I didn’t like his patronising tone.

Jack cleared his throat. “Umm, . . . how do I know about this? Umm. . . . From an article. Once I read an article about cuckolds, that’s how I know.”

He poured the mushrooms from the bag into the bowl and started to clean them one by one.

Jack had only read an article about cuckolds and now had the audacity to preach to my wife and me about dealing with the consequences of what we had done! After he had taken the pleasure of fucking my wife! And the way he had said the word ‘cuckolds’? As if cuckolds were some other species! So derogative! No way I was gonna let him do this to me! I was not going to let him patronise us!

Now I was pissed off with him and said, “I see! So you read about cuckolds, wives, and love. Won’t be of much use to you in jail, though! But that trick you shared with Mila? About how to relax your sphincter for anal sex? That will be very useful to you! Have you read about it too or learnt it from practice by yourself?”

“I haven’t been fucked in the ass, Peter, if that is what you’re implying,” Jack said, getting riled up by me. “What about you? Have you had a cock in your ass?”

“No!” I replied. “And will never have. To be clear: we’ll be fucking my wife in the bedroom. Not each other, is that clear, Jack?”

“Ha-ha!” Jack laughed. “Don’t you worry, your ass is safe, Peter! My cock is too big for anal anyway!”

I didn’t like his implication that my dick was smaller than his, which was true, but he did not need to say it to my wife or me. He humiliated me.

Anger was boiling inside me, but I tried not to show it, so I laughed too. “Ha-ha! Glad we clarified that! Our asses are safe! Poor Mila!”

“Oh, my ass is safe too, Peter,” said Mila, who had been listening to the spat between Jack and me with growing unease. Then she added, “I won’t let you fuck me in the ass again! Once was enough!”

Jack smiled. “So, Mila, you liked the double penetration but not the anal part. I’ll take all the credit to myself in that case!”

“No comment!” Mila said, raising her hands in the air and smiling shyly.

Jack was humiliating me. Implying that my wife liked his cock in her pussy but not my cock in her ass was an insult. I was fuming but didn’t say anything in response to his jibe.

“Was this your first anal experience, Mila?” Jack asked my wife.

“Yep,” she replied.

“Wow!” Jack said in surprise. “You did very well for your first time, Mila! But you’re right: if you don’t like it, don’t do it. Hi-hi! Your bum is safe!”

“All right! That’s enough now!” Mila said, frustrated with Jack’s obscene language.

“Sorry, Mila!” Jack said apologetically and reached his hand to her shoulder, but she pushed him away.

“I guess my pussy is not safe, though. So I’d better get it washed! Right, Jack?” She turned around and went into the shower cabin.

I sat in the chair and watched Jack clean the mushrooms with a knife at the kitchen counter.

“Can I tell you something?” Jack asked me after about two minutes of not speaking to each other.

“Sure,” I replied.

“I found Mila’s pussy very warm.”

Here we go again, you bastard! Kick me while I’m down! I was incensed with him because I felt he was raising the subject as a way to mock me that he had fucked my wife.

Nonetheless, I kept my cool and said calmly, “I thought you were gonna say ‘tight’.”

Without looking at me, busy rinsing the mushrooms, he said, “Tight too, but I am quite large, so I kinda expected it. But, yeah, her pussy felt so warm, Peter! Do all Bulgarian chicks have warmer pussies?”

I felt like punching him. Keep insulting me, and you might not get to fuck my wife again! I may enjoy sharing her, but I have my dignity!

I took a deep breath and said, “Mila is the only Bulgarian woman I have fucked, Jack. So I don’t know. I don’t think she or her compatriots are any different from other women. I think you were too horny, having not fucked for quite a while, right? That’s why you felt her pussy was warmer!”

Jack chuckled. “Hi-hi! Yeah, perhaps you are right! I was horny and still am!”

He began slicing the mushrooms.

“Anyway,” he said. “I enjoyed fucking your wife! And I am very grateful to you for letting me fuck her. Not many husbands are that generous.”

I saw red and clenched my fists. Jack had really pissed me off. I liked that I was sharing my wife. It was a dream come true, and I was still living the dream. I was sex-hyped like never before. However, I had a gnawing sense of shame; jealousy was lurking in my heart too.

And on top of that, Jack mocking me? Thanking me for letting him fuck my wife? I could not help but burst out at him.

“Are you mocking me now, Jack?” I shouted at him.

“No! Not at all,” Jack squealed and turned to look at me. “Dude, honestly! I wanted to thank you for—”

“Shut up, Jack! Shut your fucking mouth up!” I shouted but then decided not to give him the satisfaction of showing him that he had succeeded in pissing me off. I said quietly, “You’re welcome!”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“I am not offended! I meant when I said that you were welcome.”

“Dude, seriously, I didn’t mean—”

“Jeez!” I slapped my knees. “Jack, I am not offended! I said you were welcome because I did you a favour, and you thanked me for it. I don’t regret I let you fuck Mila. On the contrary, I am glad I helped you fuck her. I think it was a noble thing to do!” I wanted to piss him off, so I elaborated, “The reason is that I feel sorry for you, very sorry that you won’t ever fuck a woman. I can imagine what a sausage fest it is in jail. Maybe the other prisoners will fuck you, or you’ll fuck them, but you won’t fuck a pussy for the rest of your life. Yeah, I did something noble. Mila did something noble. And we’ll do some more! She’ll let you fuck her once again. Because tonight is your farewell party.

“Do you know what they used to do in the Roman Empire to slaves who were about to be castrated? They would let them fuck prostitutes all night long, for one last time, and then in the morning, they cut their balls off and goodbye sex! Forever! They called it the castrates party! So in a way, tonight is your castrates party, Jack! Because tomorrow? No pussy, no more!”

I had made up the story about the Roman Empire castrates. I wanted to hurt Jack, and I had managed to do so by the look on his face. He didn’t say a word but was fuming. He turned around and turned the hob on. He poured the mushrooms into the frying pan, salted them, added butter and dry rosemary, and started to stir.

“Seriously, does your wife not have a sister?” he said as he looked at me over his shoulder.

“No, she doesn’t. Why do you ask?” I replied.

“Well, to be honest, hmm. . . . I kinda like too much fucking your wife. She may not have a warmer vagina, as you say, but there is something in her pussy that I have never felt with other women. And to be honest with you, well, I really like your wife. So I wondered if you could match me with her sister, if she had one, so that I don’t pursue Mila, you know. But she doesn’t have a sister, so, yeah. . . .”

Jack looked at me with a predatory look as if saying, ‘I will steal your wife!’ that made my stomach churn in fear.

“What do you mean by ‘pursue her’, Jack?” I asked him as my voice crackled.

Jack turned to stir the mushrooms in the pan and said, “Well, like, . . . pursue her to, . . . well, to steal her from you!”

“Bastard!” I shouted at him. “Was it not only sex for you?!”

He turned around and grinned at me. “Peter, it was in the beginning, but gradually I fell in love with Mila and now I want to be with her.” He put his hand over his mouth, pretending to whisper. “And I want to keep fucking her for years to come!”

“You are one big mother fucker, Jack! I am glad you are going to rot in jail.”

“Well, don’t be sure about that. I might somehow dodge it!”

“Well, I doubt they let go murderers free, but if they do, OK! You are in luck! I’ll introduce you to Mila’s brother! He might fuck you in the ass! To prep your ass for the next time you go to prison because I am sure you will. People like you end up in prison or dead! Always! Fucker!”

Jack burst into laughter. “Ha-ha! I knew I could wind you up! I was joking, Peter! I was teasing you. You should have seen your face! Listen, Mila is yours. Let’s fuck her good tonight, and then I’ll go to prison. Even if I escape it somehow, I will leave you guys alone. I promise!”

“Don’t joke with these things, Jack!” I said as I tried to calm down.

“Sure! Sorry! Let’s enjoy our time together. Let’s fuck your wife real good, no prejudices, no quarrels! Just fuck that pussy of hers to oblivion! Deal?”

It was clear that Jack was toying with me. I was pissed off with myself that I had let him get under my skin. The guy had figured me out. I was not the typical cuckold husband. While I wanted to watch him fuck my wife, I was torn apart when it came to him humiliating me: at one level, I liked his dominance; at another, I revolted against it. And he was playing with my confusion.

I waved my hand. “Whatever, Jack! You are going behind bars anyway.”

“Look, Peter,” he said. “I have reasons to hope that I might not go to prison. Slim chance, but there’s hope. In any case, rest assured, I won’t steal your wife. If I end up free, I might ask you to let me fuck her a few more times. Maybe to take her on holiday with me for a couple of weeks, if you agree, that is, for some wild sex, but I will return her to you.”

“Yeah, I am sure you’ll return her to me, Jack. Pregnant, I guess. Since you keep emptying yourself in her and criminals like you don’t get to look after kids, I guess.”

“Yes, you are right. Criminals like me don’t like looking after kids. They just like fucking wives!”

“As I said, I am glad you are going to prison.”

Jack laughed. “Ha-ha! You still don’t get it, do you? I am winding you up!”

I shook my head.

“OK, I am sorry. I’ll stop!” he said. “Look, I am bitter that I am going to prison. You riled me up by reminding me of it. Let’s have a truce! Let’s not fight over things we can’t change. Let’s have some fun! Let’s fuck Mila good one more time, the two of us! Together! I am thinking of spit-roasting her. What would you say?”

I did not say anything, so Jack continued, “Yes, as you said, one last time for me. And that’s it. As I have said before – happy memories in the end, and that’s all. We’ll part our ways! Deal?”

Mila popped out of the shower, wrapped in a towel.

“Whatever, Jack!” I said and got up to take my clothes off.

I entered the shower cabin.

When I got out, Jack had served the mushrooms and had finished eating. Still wrapped in the towel but bunched up to her waist, Mila was sitting on his lap. She was fiddling with her fork but was not eating.

“Peter, hurry up!” Jack shouted to me and put his hand on Mila’s exposed thigh. He winked at me. “Sorry we didn’t wait for you, but Mila and I can’t wait to get in the bedroom! Grab your plate! The mushrooms are delicious!” He tapped Mila’s buttock. “I’ll take a shower! Won’t be long!”

Mila stood up, and only then did I see what they had been doing! Jack had pulled his cock out of his shorts, over the waistband, and she had impaled her pussy on his erect phallus while sitting on his lap. The long glistening shaft and the large cockhead slid out of her vagina.

Mila straightened her towel and looked shyly at me.

“Sorry!” she mouthed.

Jack winked at me. “As I said, sorry we couldn’t wait for you. But we didn’t do much. Mila just kept my pole warm, that’s all. We didn’t fuck! I didn’t move; we stayed still, right Mila?”

Mila nodded yes, then added, “Jack wanted to feel me wrapped around him while he ate!”

Jack explained, “I had this funny idea, which had tickled me for some time. To experience what it is like to eat with a pussy around my dick. It’s great, dude! The two of you should try it. By the way, your wife insisted we wait for you. She didn’t want to eat without you or fuck without you! I begged her to let me at least penetrate her; she didn’t want to in the beginning, but I can be very convincing, hi-hi! If anyone’s to blame, it’s me!”

I was upset. Pissed off with Jack that he had become even more arrogant. Convincing my wife to let him shove his cock in her pussy behind my back? It was disrespectful! To say the least.

I was hurt by Mila too. Getting fucked in front of me was one thing. Letting another man’s cock in her pussy behind my back was a very different thing. It was cheating. Nevertheless, since I loved her, I was going to forgive her. I had to.

As for Jack? No! What he had done was mean. But I must admit, it was also erotic. I had a hard-on just listening to him.

I took a deep breath and said, “No problem. It’s a sex party, after all!”

Jack stared at me, hoping I would lash out at him, but when I smiled, he realised I would not give him the satisfaction, so he said, “All right! See you in the bedroom!”

Jack got up, took off his clothes and went to shower.

Mila sat down and started to eat. I sat across from her and began eating too. The mushrooms were delicious indeed.

There was a very special feeling sitting at the table with my wife, knowing that her pussy had been penetrated moments earlier by another man’s cock. Jealousy had begun to rear its ugly head again; however, that feeling of arousal at the thought that my wife’s pussy had been stretched by another cock, much larger than mine, took over, and I softened.

I softened so much that I said calmly, “Thank you for waiting for me, Mila! For dinner, I mean.”  

Mila looked up at me and smiled a soft-bitter smile. “Sorry, hon, for letting him. But he was really insistent, and I thought just letting him inside me for a few minutes wouldn’t be such a big thing in the grand scheme of things.”

“I know,” I murmured. I smiled softly, then took her hand and said, “Hon! You know that what we did in the woods, . . . I wanted it.”

“I know. You were the one who pulled down my shorts! Remember?”

“Yes. I wanted it because I am a cuckold.”

“I figured that out, Peter,” Mila said quietly.

I let go of her hand and sighed. “I had this fantasy for some time but was afraid you would think less of me if I—”

“Shh!” Mila put two fingers across my lips. “I am not judging you, hon!” She ran the back of her fingers over my cheek and murmured, “I hope you are not judging me either.”

“I’m not.” I took a fork full of mushrooms, put it in my mouth and swallowed. “When did you find out that I had a cuckold fantasy?”

“Honey, I always knew.”

“Oh, you knew?!”

Mila smiled at me. “Yes, I knew. I just didn’t know whether you actually wanted to act on it or not.”

I scraped my plate and ate the last of the mushrooms before I asked her, “When did you find out that I wanted it to happen? When I let you and Jack play the game at the lake, isn’t it?”

“No! Before that!”

“Before that?”

Mila nodded yes with a smile.

“When?” I asked.

“I suspected it, but. . . .” Mila hesitated for a second. “Um. . . . You know when I was certain?” She paused again, then said, “When he kidnapped us and made me sit on his lap. I saw it in your eyes when you were watching him feeling me up.”

“I see.”

Mila stopped eating, put her fork down and took a long look at me.

Then she said, “Peter, how are you feeling now, though? When it is a fact. I mean, your wife has been fucked by another man.”

“At the moment?” I put my fork down too. “Hyped! I like sharing you. How am I gonna feel tomorrow when the sex party is over? I don’t know. I guess I’ll cross that bridge when I come to it. What about you?”

“The same! Now I can only think about sex. I am sure regrets will come later on, but right now I smell sex, I feel sex, I want sex, I want, I don’t know, I want. . . .”

“Cock!” I said.

“Yes! I want cock!” she said and blushed. “Am I a whore, Pete?”

“No, not at all! Talk dirty for me, hon! Say: I want a big cock! I want to hear you say it.”

Mila giggled. “I want a big cock.”

“Go on! Talk dirty!” I urged her.

“OK. I want to be fucked!”

“More!”

She giggled again. “I want to be fucked! By a big cock.”

I chuckled. “Hi-hi! I like it! I want to watch you fucked! More, Mila! Give me more!”

“I want to be stretched open by a big cock. Fucked hard by a thick cock! By two cocks. By Jack’s cock. By your cock. I want to be filled up. I want my pussy stretched.”

I rubbed my cock. It was erect. I had not bothered to put any clothes on after taking a shower. I swivelled the table away and opened my legs, showing Mila my erection.

I said, “I am ready for a sex party!”

Mila removed her towel, spread her legs, and ran her hand over her pussy. Then she spread open her pussy lips, showing the pink of her vagina.

“Me too!” she said and giggled.

At that moment, Jack popped out of the shower. He had put a towel around his waist, but when he saw Mila and me fooling around, he laughed, opened the towel, and showed us his boner.

“It looks like we are all ready to fuck!” he announced and dropped the towel on the floor.

Mila and I got up from our chairs and held hands, interlocking fingers, reassuring each other of our love. I intended to lead my wife to the bedroom. However, Jack had another idea. He placed one arm around Mila’s back and the other around the bend in her knees and picked her up.

“Jack!” Mila squealed but let go of my hand and placed her hands on his shoulders.

“I want to have you now, Mila!” Jack said and carried her to the bedroom.

I followed behind them like a puppy.

Jack tossed Mila on the bed on her back and, without further ado, lay down on top of her, propping himself on his hands on each side of her. He leaned his face towards hers, and they began a long deep kiss. As they kissed, Jack reached down with his left hand and found my wife’s knee. He nudged her to open her legs, and she did. Jack nestled himself between her legs. Finally, they broke their kiss and caught up their breaths.

Looking her in the eyes, Jack took his cock and, guiding it to her pussy, smiled and asked her, “May I?”

Mila sneaked her hand between Jack’s stomach and hers and pushed gently on him.

“Jack, use protection, please!” she whispered. “You’ll get me pregnant if we keep doing it without a condom.”

I thought: This is a noticeable change! No more bareback for Jack! Good! One thing less to worry about! Finally, it is all about sex for her, not love, which is what I want.

I felt elated that my wife had come to her senses.

Jack said, “I’ll withdraw, Mila,” and pressed his cock against her pussy.

Mila did not say no. She just trembled when she felt the tip of his penis pushing against her vaginal entrance and put her hands on his shoulders, ready to let him fuck her bareback again.

Jack thrust, she gasped, and his cockhead was in. He thrust again, and his entire cock slid in. Mila’s pussy had gotten used to the size of his penis if she could now take his whole cock in so easily. Jack began fucking my wife at full speed. He was so eager!

I lay down next to Mila and Jack and waited for my turn. I waited for the alpha male to take his pleasure before I was allowed to fuck my wife.

Propped on his hands, Jack was looking Mila in the eyes and was fucking her in the missionary position with powerful long deep thrusts. Mila was moaning, her body was shaking, and her boobs were wobbling.

Three or four minutes had passed, and Mila was about to reach an orgasm.

She cried, “Fuck!” and turned her head to look at me. She smiled a guilty shy smile, but also a smile of pleasure.

“Are you stretched?” I asked her.

Mila mumbled, “God, yeah! Big time! It’s. . . .” She stopped mid-sentence, grunting loudly ‘Urgh’ and then added, “Hitting my cervix!” Her body shivered in orgasm.

Jack slammed his cock deep inside her, withdrew it up to the tip, and then slammed it in again. He was slowing down his thrusts to give her pussy deep and powerful strokes.

“Oh, my God!” Mila cried as her orgasm reached a crescendo, and she closed her eyes. She reached her hand to mine. We interlocked fingers, and Mila opened her eyes. Her pupils dilated, her face quivering in orgasmic pleasure.

Jack changed the tempo again. He switched to fucking her with short, fast thrusts, and Mila cried again, “Oh, my God!” as another orgasmic wave ran through her body.

Beads of sweat broke out on her forehead. It was hot in the RV. We hadn’t turned the aircon on. But also, Jack was fucking her intensely, warming her a lot.

Mila squeezed my hand and shouted, “Peter, it’s too much! I can’t, I can’t! Oh, shit! I’m cumming!”

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” was now the only thing coming out of her mouth.

She let go of my hand and locked her arms around Jack’s neck. Jack started to grunt loudly, and his strokes became more erratic. He was about to cum.

Through her moans, Mila said, “Jack, don’t do it inside me! Please!”

Jack groaned. “Mila! You feel so good, I can’t, I just. . . .” Jack grunted again and continued to thrust his cock in and out of my wife’s pussy, slowing down his strokes and making them longer. He was pulling his dick out to the glans and slamming it up to the balls into Mila’s vagina.

I got up, opened the overhead cabinet, and took two condoms. I unwrapped one of them and hastily rolled it over my erect cock. I threw the other condom on the bed next to Jack’s right hand.

“Jack, put on a condom and get your pleasure properly!” I said.

Propped on his left hand, Jack grabbed the condom with his right hand and tried to open it while still thrusting his cock inside my wife’s pussy. He compensated for the slowdown of his thrusts by rotating his hips, thus oscillating his cock inside Mila’s vagina, which drove her to another orgasm.

“Oh, shit! God!” she cried and wrapped her legs around his waist. She dug her nails into his shoulders. “Oh!” she cried again and arched her head back, pushing her breasts up.

“Fuck these condoms!” Jack cursed and threw the condom away. “I hate them!”

He resumed fucking my wife with powerful thrusts. He kept the tempo for some time. Both he and Mila were sweating profusely. His back was coated in sweat. Perspiration was dripping from his face. Mila’s whole body was covered in sweat, her face, chest, boobs, arms, her stomach.

“Urgh!” Mila moaned, and the muscles of her hips and thighs tightened as she experienced another climax.

A few seconds later, Mila eased out of her orgasm, but Jack had no intention of stopping fucking her. He kept thrusting and soon began grunting loudly again, closing his eyes.

“Jack, you’ll get me pregnant! Jack!” Mila whispered. “I am ovulating! Jack!”

Jack murmured, “You won’t get pregnant! It’s not that easy, Mila!”

“Jack, I will. You’re going deep! I will, Jack!” Mila shouted.

She unwrapped her legs from around his waist and placed her feet flat on the bed, bending her knees. She let go of his shoulders, put her hands on his chest and was about to push him off her when Jack rammed his cock all the way into her pussy, raising his body up and thus pressing the base of his cock against her clit.

“Fuck!” Mila cried, and another orgasm began building up rapidly.

She abandoned her idea of pushing Jack off her. She would not have been able to push him away anyway. Jack was so powerful and determined.

He arched his back and shouted loudly, “Oh, I love this pussy!”

His butt muscles clenched, and he began unloading his semen.

Mila had another explosive orgasm. At that point, I had stopped counting them. My wife proved to be somewhat of a phenomenon in orgasmic capabilities. As for Jack? He was another phenomenon, a phenomenon in endurance. I had no idea a man could fuck for that long and so many times.

It took Jack thirty or forty seconds to finish, and he resumed thrusting. My wife’s orgasm began to subside, and, within a minute, Jack pulled his cock out of her pussy. I looked down between Mila’s legs. Her lover’s spunk was leaking out of her vagina into the cleft between her butt cheeks and dripping onto the bedsheets.

Jack moved to Mila’s other side and sat up. He rubbed her thigh and said, “Wow, Mila! What fun this was!”

“Um-hum!” she uttered and swept away sweat from her face and from her tits.

“Your turn, buddy!” Jack said to me with a grin and nodded at Mila’s crotch.

I did not wait for a second invitation and took his place between my wife’s legs. I lay on top of her. Holding myself up on my hands, I thrust my pelvis up, and my cock found her pussy hole. I penetrated her with a single thrust, sliding my cock into her pussy with utmost ease. After being stretched by Jack’s sizeable girth for so long, her vagina felt loose. However, as in the woods, it quickly wrapped around my cock, and her vaginal muscles felt somewhat more powerful than usual, sucking my cock like I had not felt before. Her vagina felt warm, wet, and somewhat ‘spongy’. I realised that I would hardly last even ten seconds and began thrusting with long strokes, trying to give my wife as much pleasure as I could in the limited time I had. I felt the tingling sensation in my balls building up and thought: what a shame! After the breathtakingly performance of my wife’s new lover, I won’t be able to bring her even closer to orgasm.

I felt my cock throb. I was about to ejaculate and resigned to the fact that I would blow it too soon when Jack came to my rescue.

He asked me, “Peter, are you sure you don’t like men?”

My brain registered the question, but somehow I didn’t realise I was supposed to answer it; hence he asked me again, “Would you like to take a cock in your ass?”

“Hell no, Jack!” I shouted as I looked at him. “I’m not gay! I told you already!”

I frantically increased the speed and depth of my thrusts in my wife’s pussy, angered by Jack’s preposterous suggestion.

“You sure?” Jack asked. “If I touch your ass, wouldn’t you like it?”

Before I realised what he was saying, he put his hand on my ass cheek and said, “The best way to distract yourself while fucking is to imagine that someone is fucking you in the ass, and you’ll last longer. That is, of course, if you are not gay. Otherwise, expect the opposite effect! Let’s see whether you pass my gay test!”

He slid his hand between my ass cheeks, and I felt his finger touching my butt hole. He got me distracted, that was for sure!

I felt his finger pressing against my anus, then I felt slight pain and pressure, my sphincter opened, and his finger slid in!

I liked the feeling. But no! ‘I cannot let this happen! I am not gay!’ was in my head.

Disgusted, I shouted at him, “Get your hand off my ass, you bastard, or I’ll smack you in the face!”

Jack removed his hand from my ass and laughed loudly as he sat back and said, “All right! We’ll talk later. I’ll leave you to fuck now!”

And I fucked! I fucked Mila hard. I fucked her like I had never fucked her before.

She was moaning and shouting my name. “Fuck me, Peter! Harder!”

And harder I fucked her until two minutes later, she erupted in a massive orgasm. She clasped my cheeks and shouted loudly, “Harder!”

I began unloading my semen.

Once I had cummed, I slowed down my thrusts but kept fucking Mila until her orgasm had passed completely, and then I withdrew my still erect cock.

I was happy with my performance. I was not sure whether I had given my wife an orgasm stronger than the ones that Jack had given her, but it was undoubtedly a powerful one. I was proud of myself.

Still panting and sweating, I sat up, removed my condom, tied it, and threw it on the floor. I snapped my hand towards my wife for a high five. She gave me a high five and sat up too.

My gaze fell on Jack, and he grinned at me.

I raised my finger at him. “Don’t want to even look at you, Jack! Stay away from me!”

He smiled. “But it worked, didn’t it?”

I waved my hand dismissively.

Mila had been so carried away in bliss while I had fucked her that she had not noticed what had happened between Jack and me. She had no clue what Jack and I were talking about, but it seemed she didn’t care anyway.

My wife was more concerned about her pussy. She looked between her legs. Cum was oozing out of her vagina, dripping down onto the bedsheets. Her labia and inner thighs were smeared with sperm, sweat and pussy juices.

Mila scooped some of the sperm from the bedsheets, held her hand under her pussy to catch any cum still dripping out of her vagina, looked at Jack and said, “Jack, why do you keep emptying yourself inside me?” She nodded to the condom I had thrown on the floor. “Look how my husband does it!”

Jack said apologetically, “Sorry, Mila! I just hate condoms.”

I interjected, “And you make babies! What an excuse!”

Jack ignored my remark and continued speaking to Mila. “My cock’s too big, and condoms tear. I am not making this up! Also, your pussy feels so great! I don’t have the willpower to pull out.”

Mila was about to say something, but Jack raised his hands in the air. “I know, I know!” he said. “It’s not very mature, but at least I am honest about it!”

Mila shook her head in disapproval.

Jack said, “Peter will get you the morning-after pill.” He looked at me. “Right, Peter?”

“About that, Jack, I don’t know,” I said. “I suggested it to Mila after you fucked her yesterday, but she said she didn’t want it!”

I looked at Mila.

“Is that so, Mila?” Jack looked at Mila too. “Why?”

My wife dodged answering his question when she said, “Just to let you know, Jack. If you make me pregnant, I won’t abort the baby. I’m against abortion.”

“What about the morning-after pill?” Jack asked.

“Do you want me to take it, Jack?” Mila asked him and stared him in the eyes.

Jack was taken aback by her question and swallowed nervously but held her gaze. He took a deep breath and exhaled, still not answering her question.

I decided to intervene. “Jack, you are going to jail, and you have not only muddled my wife’s mind, but you’re trying to knock her up. You’ll leave her, break her heart and, worst of all, leave a kid behind for us to raise. After all that she has given you! How’s that fair?”

Mila’s eyes filled up with moisture.

Jack ignored me and instead asked Mila, “Mila, it’s not only sex for you, is it?”

He stretched his hand and caressed her face, wiping away a tear that had rolled down her cheek.

Mila looked away, refusing to answer his question.

We didn’t speak for about a minute until Mila broke the silence. She looked between her legs and said, “We’ve made a mess. Peter, can you change the sheets? I am going to take a shower.”

“Sure!” I said.

Mila got off the bed, still holding her hand under her pussy, trying to prevent more of the dribbling sperm from falling onto the bed or the floor.

Jack and I gawked at her sexy body as she picked up my condom from the floor with her free hand before she walked out of the bedroom and disappeared into the shower.


13.    A wife’s promise

The moment Mila shut the shower door behind her, my first thought was: she not only likes his cock, but she is in love with the man! Her reaction to Jack’s question is telling: it is not only sex for her; she is deeply in love with him.  

Of course, she will be deeply in love with him. Whom am I kidding? That’s why she let him fuck her in the first place. If she hadn’t been in love with him, she wouldn’t have let him.

How did she fall so deeply in love? I know how. I should have seen it coming. Mila is an exceptionally emotional and sensual woman and was caught in a self-accelerating cycle. She met a handsome young man. She had to interact with him closely and found him very intriguing. She fell in love with the man who intrigued her. She got fucked by the man whom she fell in love with. She fell more in love with the man who fucked her so well.

Images ran through my head. Images of her body squirming in orgasm after orgasm with Jack’s cock inside her pussy, sweat breaking out on her forehead, her boobs wobbling with every thrust of his member, her vaginal rim stretched by the massive girth of his penis. I was still hearing the moans coming out of her mouth, the sloshing sounds made by the massive cock, relentlessly ploughing her pussy, and the slapping noise from the large balls hitting her labia. 

Exciting and arousing, no doubt, but what happens from now on? How do I win my wife back?

I felt vulnerable and threatened.

I’ll never be able to compete with Jack! I don’t have his cock! 

Thank God he is going to jail, or maybe better, getting killed tonight! 

Questions flooded my mind: But what if she cannot forget him? What if she keeps dreaming of him? What if she keeps comparing me to him? And stops loving me? Panic set in. Maybe she already has stopped. She’ll leave me because I don’t have what he has! God! This adventure will cost me my marriage!

I began questioning the rationale for what I had let happen, and not only let but instigated and facilitated. A torrent of thoughts overwhelmed me; my shoulders slouched in defeat. I was defeated by myself.

This is a disaster of my own making! I pushed my beautiful and faithful wife to fall in love with another man! I encouraged her to flirt with him, to be seduced, to let him fuck her! Fuck me! Am I not insane to share the loveliest wife in the world with this stranger? What a stupid idea to share her with this powerful, masculine, charming, super-endowed stud! I delivered her into his arms. I practically replaced myself with him in our relationship. Why did I do this to myself? 

“Peter! Peter!” Jack’s voice interrupted my thoughts, and I looked at him.

“Peter, you didn’t do anything wrong,” he said. “It’s the newness, the thrill of feeling something new that makes wives fuck other men. Like hubbies, wives want adventures too!”

Jack has somehow read my thoughts! How could he be so perceptive? I am like an open book to him!

“It’s not because you lack something,” he added.

I looked at my flaccid cock.

“No?” I said absent-mindedly. A huge cock. That’s what I lack, I thought.

“Yeah, chill out, man!” Jack continued to comfort me. “She let me fuck her because I provide newness and a sexual experience of a different kind.”

“She doesn’t love me anymore!” I said, and my voice cracked as I kept staring at my limp dick.

“Oh! Of course, she loves you! Not less than before. In fact, she loves you more now that you have allowed her to experience the thrill of a new man. She loves you for letting her satisfy the evolutionary desire for a new cock, which most women have. Yeah, it’s true. Most women have! Still, very few admit having, and even fewer are lucky to have husbands who love them so much that let them satisfy that desire.”

How does he know this stuff?

Jack irritated me. I wanted him to be dumb, just a stud whom I used as a tool to fulfil my fantasy, not some psychologist who analyses and comforts me.

I looked at him and got even more irritated by his caring smile. “How do you know what’s going on in Mila’s or my mind, Jack? How do you know all these things? Another article?”

“No! Not from an article.” Jack shook his head slowly from side to side, smiling at me. “From my own experience.”

“From your what?!”

“Experience and observation!”

“Like?! . . . Have you been married and cuckolded?”

“No,” he said, “but I have fucked many wives, and I know what drives them to seek another man’s cock. I’ve been a bull for quite a few cuckold couples.”

My jaw dropped. “Who are you, Jack? Is this another one of your concocted stories?”

“No. It’s true. There was a period in my life. I was in college, making money as a bull on craigslist. I did it to make ends meet and for the pleasure of fucking pussies, of course. Fuck someone else’s wife and be paid for it! How can you not love it!? I continued doing it after college for free, just for pleasure.” Jack paused to gauge the effect of his revelation on me.

I took a long look at his face and saw it: Jack was telling the truth. He isn’t lying! The bastard isn’t lying! Now it makes sense. His confidence, the way he led Mila on, the way he tricked and manipulated me. He’s experienced in seducing wives. He’s a fucking bull from craigslist! Fuck me and my stupidity!

Jack put his hand on my knee. “Trust me on this one, Peter! Wives do it for sex only, for nothing else.”

“Jack, don’t tell Mila!” I said, barely able to hear my own voice, and pushed his hand away.

“Of course, I won’t tell her!” he assured me.

“Jack! Seriously! Don’t! You will break her heart if you tell her. She will be devastated if she learns she is one of many others. She is not like them. Mila is special. She didn’t do it for sex only. She’s in love with you. That’s why she let you fuck her.”

A grimace of concern crossed Jack’s face. “Yeah, I think you’re right. Mila is different. She has feelings for me. I won’t tell her, I promise!”

“Right! It’s good we clarified that,” I said, feeling a little relieved.

“Indeed,” Jack agreed. “It’s good to talk. Communication is key in these matters. Anything else you want to know, just ask me.”

“No, that’s all. Thank you!” I said but then remembered him shoving a finger up my ass. “Um, . . . One other thing! That trick with imagining someone fucking you in the ass. How did you know about it?”

Jack giggled. “Hi-hi! That trick? I learned it from a cuckold. He wanted to last longer and told me to do it on him while he was reclaiming his wife after I had fucked her. It worked for him each time. I was new to the lifestyle, and that guy taught me a lot. Not only tricks. He taught me some principles, principles which became my rule book: bull always fucks first, cuckold – second; cuckold can’t fuck without bull’s permission; cuckold fucks only in the presence of bull; hotwife should always be satisfied no matter what. You see, cuckolds want to ensure their wives get the best. That’s why some even want to feel the—“

“OK, that’s all I wanted to know, thank you!”

“Feel it!”

“Feel what?”

Jack raised to his knees, took his flaccid cock in his hand, and pushed his pelvis towards me. “Put it on your palm, Peter, and feel how heavy it is! Get an idea of what goes into your wife’s pussy!”

As if in a trance, I reached my hand to his cock, and he dropped his member onto my open palm. His penis was heavy. I wrapped my hand around its girth. Like my wife before me, I couldn’t touch my fingers around it. It was a weird feeling. A warm, soft flesh in my hand.

“Put it in your mouth!” Jack said.

“I am not gay,” I murmured.

“Neither am I,” he replied. “Just to feel its texture, Peter. Otherwise, how would you know what Mila feels?”

And I did it! Slowly, I leaned forward, and my nose touched the tip of his cock. I sniffed it. It smelled of cum and urine. There was also a musky smell, probably a result of remnants of my wife’s pussy juices that were still coating his dick.

I opened my lips and hesitated for a few seconds. But then I thought: what the hell! And I put his cockhead in my mouth. It was warm and fleshy and delicate.

I touched the opening of his urethra with the tip of my tongue. His cock twitched. I pushed it further into my mouth, my teeth scraping his shaft. I felt his manhood growing in size. He was about to have an erection. The tip of his penis touched my tonsils, and I gagged. I swiftly took his cock out of my mouth.

I looked Jack up in the face, and he smiled at me.

“Did you like it?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No, not particularly. Though it was interesting. And you? Did you like it?”

He shook his head too. “No.” Then he added, “Umm. . . . Maybe a little bit.”

“Jack, I told you I’m not gay. You can’t expect me to do it properly!”

“Oh, don’t you worry! I didn’t expect you to suck me. I just wanted you to put it in your mouth. We had to do it, and we did it!”

I raised my eyebrows. “Had to?”

“Yep!” he said with confidence.

“To feel what my wife feels?”

“Well, to be fair. . . .” Jack paused, rubbed his nose, and then said, “No! You don’t have a pussy, so there’s no way you can feel exactly what she feels!”

I raised my voice. “Then why the fuck did you offer it to me?”

I felt extremely stupid, like a small child tricked by his playmates to do something silly.

Jack sat on the edge of the bed and said, “Well, I offer it to all men when I turn them into cuckolds.”

“What?! . . . Why?”

“It’s like a contract. It’s a contract between the two of us, Peter! A contract in which we know who you are and who I am.”

Suddenly it dawned on me!

“It’s dominance for you, isn’t it?” I said.

Jack nodded yes and smiled.

I didn’t feel angry at him. I didn’t blame him. I didn’t even resent him. In fact, at that moment, I felt nothing towards him. He hadn’t done it out of malice. No. He had done it with a single purpose, and he had achieved it: clarity in our relationship. He had made it abundantly clear: he was the alpha male, and I was the beta. That was all!

I got off the bed and headed for the shower as I expected Mila would get out at any moment.

And indeed, a couple of seconds later, my wife popped out of the shower. She had taken one of my towels, and since it was a small towel, she had wrapped it only around her waist, leaving her breasts exposed.

Why should she cover them anyway? I thought. Hide what and from whom? From me? From Jack? She’s already bared it all for Jack many times, and not only that but she’s also given him everything she has!

Mila looked beautiful. Her pretty face. Her hair, not completely dry yet, rolling down her shoulders. Her full tits, perked nipples, and soft skin red from the shower’s hot water. Her flat stomach and slim thighs.

My beautiful wife! . . . I sighed. Is not mine anymore!

Jealousy hit me hard. It joined forces with shame. Shame that I had just had another man’s cock in my mouth. Suddenly I felt terrible. Mila looked at me and saw how distraught I was.

She shut the door to the bedroom. My wife didn’t want Jack to overhear us. It was between husband and wife.

She took my hand and asked me with concern, “What’s wrong, Pete?”

“Nothing,” I murmured.

Mila used her other hand to caress my cheek, looking me lovingly in the eyes. “Honey, I also felt bad, very bad, when I went in the shower. But then I thought about what Jack had said. That you and I shared this experience because we love each other.”

“That’s right. We love each other. That’s why we shared the experience. But why did we share it with him?” I nodded towards the bedroom door.

Mila stood silent. She did not have an answer, so I said, “Mila, what exactly do you feel for him?”

Mila gave me a long look before she said, “I can describe my feelings for Jack as a crush. A deep crush.”

“A deep crush? What do you understand by a deep crush?”

“It’s. . . umm. . . it’s an intense feeling of sexual desire. The way he looks at me and talks to me, the way he touches me and yes, the way he fucks me drives me crazy. It’s like an intense itch, which you must scratch and scratch deep until it bleeds.

“My crush for Jack is like an itch, intense and demanding, immediate and irresistible until it is thoroughly scratched. Once it’s scratched, once I’m satisfied, I start to feel the pain. I feel terrible. I regret scratching the itch. I start blaming myself, worrying about you and our marriage, and feeling like a slut. And then I tell myself: Never again! Draw a line now, Milena!

“But that is only for a short while. Because the itch comes back the moment I see him, the moment he speaks to me. I wish he’d gone; I wish I was not tempted, but he’s here, and I know what he can do to me, and I want him bad.

“I’m telling you this because I know that only if I am honest will you believe me. I want him to fuck me. I like his power; I like his cock. Call me a whore, but the way he fills me, the way he fucks me, drives me insane. It does not mean I do not love you. I do, and I still want to have sex with you, but Jack is like. . . I guess he is like that vintage DeLorean that your friend gave you to drive for a month, and you drove it as much as you could before you returned it. That’s how I feel.”

I bit my bottom lip, looking at her face and trying to take in what she had just told me. It made sense. I believed her.

I took a deep breath and said, “I understand all that. I do. But having a baby from him?! Why?”

Mila sighed. “Right! It’s a completely different thing.” She paused, thought for a few seconds, trying to figure out for herself her reasoning and then said, “I guess I pity him. That’s why.”

“Pity him? Don’t love him?”

“I guess these two things fuse. I don’t know. You confuse me now!” Mila ran her hand over her forehead. “I pity him for wasting his life. For going to jail or getting even killed in a few hours from now.

“If you think about it, Peter, these are his final hours, and you and I are the last people who are kind to him. As such, in a way, we have a duty to him. To preserve his progeny. If he is killed tonight or gets life in prison, don’t you think it would be cruel to kill his child? If I am pregnant from him, I mean.”

“I see,” I said. “Well, it’s beyond weird, Mila!”

“I know. But don’t you think that keeping his child would be the right thing to do?”  

“God! You really make my head spin. I don’t know, Mila! . . . I guess.”

I was still processing what Mila had just said to me when she let go of my hand and said, “Peter, if you want me to take the pill, I will.”

She stared me in the eyes.

Is that what I want? I asked myself. Coerce her? No! Fuck, no! That’s not who I am. 

True! She shouldn’t have even thought of having a baby with another man in the first place. But she has thought of it. Which shows how much she feels for him. If I force her now, she will resent me. It’s not worth the risk! She might not even be pregnant! Yet, she will think I made her kill Jack’s kid! No, this will be a huge mistake! I will certainly alienate her if I do that. He’s going to prison anyway; he’s not a threat. I will be a threat to myself if I push her away from me with this whole thing about the pill. 

Well, there is a chance she has a kid from him. If that happens, I’ll be raising his bastard child. It will be my punishment for giving him my wife’s pussy and—fuck me—for sucking his cock! God! I should not even think of what I did with his cock. Putting another man’s cock in my mouth! Does it make me gay? No, no, and no! It was just an experiment. I was tricked by Jack, part of his dominance game, nothing more! Mila should not know! Never! She’ll think I’m gay, and that will be the end of us. I’ll lose her! No, she should never know!

“Do you want me to take it, Peter?” Mila asked me.

“No!” I said. “I don’t want you to! Let’s leave this to mother nature!”

Mila raised her eyebrows. My change of heart confused her.

“Yes, Mila!” I said. “I mean it. Here! I just took the decision. We’ll leave it to mother nature!” I smiled at her. “Let’s have fun!”

Mila was still not convinced I meant what I said and kept staring at me.

“Honey,” I said. “You may or may not get pregnant. If you do, that means we were supposed to do this noble thing for him, as you said; plus, raising his kid will give us a new purpose; and will make us feel younger, in a way. If you don’t get pregnant, well, then why did we worry? I loved our sexual escapade! I loved every second of our adventure! Why ruin it now by worrying about things that might or might not happen?”

Mila finally smiled.

“Can I admit something?” she asked me.

“Of course, you can, babe!” I replied.

“I loved every second of it too, Pete!”

“I’m glad to hear that. You know what? Hm, I am thinking, perhaps you should, you know, use the next”—I looked at my watch—“two, two and a half hours for more time with Jack.”

“Do you mean it?”

“Yeah, I do. Take care of the itch!” I winked at her with a smile. “Have more sex with him! As I said, we’ve already crossed the Rubicon. No point in holding back.”

Mila slapped me on my naked ass. “OK, then! Hurry up with your shower, Pete! You’re invited to a threesome with your wife! What we do is threesomes, right?”

I smiled. “That’s right! What we do is threesomes.”

Mila giggled and put her hand on the door handle.

“Mila!” I called her name.

She looked at me.

I leaned into her ear and whispered, “I want one very special type of threesome.”

“OK. . . , I’m listening.”

“Spit-roast.”

“What’s that?”

“He fucks you while you suck me at the same time. I want you to swallow the way you did it for him.”

Mila thought for a couple of seconds, trying to figure out what I meant, then said, “Peter, I have no problem swallowing your sperm, honey. But I’m not sure how I’ll do it if he is fucking me. I mean, my whole body shakes when he is thrusting.” Mila put her hand on my shoulder. “I don’t want to wind you up, but he’s powerful.“

“I know, but I would like us to try it nevertheless!” I said, undeterred.

“OK,” she replied. “We’ll do it!”

Mila let go of my shoulder and opened the door to the bedroom.

Jack was still sitting on the edge of the bed.

He smiled and stretched his hand to her. “Come, honey!” he said. “Give me a kiss!”

OK, now he calls her ‘honey’! I sighed to myself. A few more hours and he’ll be gone!

Mila sat on Jack’s knees, straddling him, and crossed her arms around his neck. Jack wrapped his arms around her waist, and they kissed.

I entered the shower cabin.

When I popped out of the shower about ten minutes later, Mila was standing in the bedroom and chatting with Jack while he was changing the bedsheets.

“Peter, may I leave that corner to you?” Jack said to me and pointed at the corner of the bed where he had not tucked the edge of the sheet under the mattress. “I need to visit the bathroom! Badly!”

“OK!” I said, shut the door to the shower, and leaned my back against the wall in the corridor, making room for Jack to pass.

Jack smiled at Mila, found the slit of the towel at her hip, slid his hand under the towel and rubbed her buttock.

He said to her as he nodded to his cock, “As soon as he’s ready, we’ll play some more!”

Mila giggled. “OK!”

Jack slapped her bum playfully under the towel and went to the toilet.

“Did he fuck you?” I asked Mila as soon as Jack shut the toilet door.

“No,” she said quickly and blushed with a somewhat guilty look on her face.

I stepped into the bedroom and stood in front of her.

I stared at her for a few moments, then said, “He did! Didn’t he?”

“Honey, he. . . . Honey, you told me to use the time with Jack.”

“I did. I did. I am not saying you shouldn’t have. I just wanted to know.”

“OK! I mean, yes. He fucked me. Quickly. While we were kissing as I was straddling him on the edge of the bed, he had an erection. I rode him while he was sitting. He asked me to. He finished very quickly, though. I didn’t know he was capable of finishing so quickly. And there wasn’t much sperm. Just a bit.”

“Honey, why were you afraid to tell me when I asked you the first time?”

Mila smiled shyly and, after a little hesitation, said, “I didn’t want you to accuse me I’d cheated on you by doing it without you being around.”

I rubbed her shoulder. “Hon, I gave you permission. This means you can’t be cheating.”

“Thank you,” Mila said and untied the towel from around her waist. “Not a lot, but I still feel it’s trickling down.”

She opened her legs, squatting slightly, and used the edge of the towel to clean Jack’s cum dripping from her pussy down her inner thigh.

I finished making the bed, and Mila and I lay naked on top of the fresh linen sheets, Mila in the middle and I on her left side.

We turned to face each other and started to kiss. Mila reached to my cock, which had started to harden, and wrapped her hand around it. I pushed my hand between her legs, and she opened them. Her pussy was wet. Mila moaned into my mouth. She wanted to be fucked again.

Right now, my wife’s like a bitch in heat, I thought. But you know what? I like it! Let me reclaim her. He’s just fucked her, so I have to reclaim her, don’t I?

Mila was stroking my cock, and I was rubbing her pussy, when Jack got out of the toilet.

“Hey, buddy!” he said.

I broke the kiss and looked at him.

He grinned at me and pointed at his cock. “Remember our contract?”

“What?!” I asked.

He said, “You may pre-heat the oven but may not roast the turkey without me.”

“Understood,” I said and let go of Mila’s pussy.

Jack went into the shower cabin.

“What contract?” Mila asked me, looking at my face and still wanking my cock but slowing down.

“Oh, nothing,” I replied. “He was joking while you were in the shower that—you know— since it’s his last night, we should wait for him, you know. . . .”

“Like?” Mila let go of my cock and put her hand on my chest. She stared at me.

“I mean, it’s his thing to not go behind his back.”

“You mean not to fuck me without him being around?”

“Nah!” I waved my hand. “I mean. He can’t tell me, you know. Who is he?”

Mila rubbed my chest. “Yes, but, honey, do you want us to wait for him?”

“No! Of course not!” I reached to hug her but stopped myself and asked her, “Do you?”

“Is this like a role play? Like he’s the master, and you are—”

“No! No!” I shook my head vehemently. “He was messing around; don’t you get it? It’s a joke.”

Mila stared me in the eyes, and a mischievous smile flitted across her face.

“OK. Let’s wait for him!” she said and lay on her back.

She stared at the ceiling and giggled excitedly like a child. “Hi-hi! I am part of your contract with him! What is my role?”

“No! There’s no such thing!” I squeaked and lay on my back, frustrated with myself for following Jack’s implied rules and with Mila for guessing the whole thing and finding it funny.

“Hi-hi!” Mila giggled again, rubbing her feet together. “I like it. It’s fun! So who is the master? Jack or I?”

“No, honey! There’s no master. It’s not like that!”

“OK! OK! Let’s wait for him anyway!”

Jack popped out of the shower, dried himself, and jumped on the bed. He lay on his back, on Mila’s right side, and turned his head to look at her. Mila also turned her head to look at him. A playful smile flickered across Jack’s face.

“What?” Mila asked him and smiled, having seen the lustful spark in his eyes.

“Nothing,” he replied, staring at her face and smiling.

“What?” my wife asked him again and giggled.

“Are we really going to lie on our backs and do nothing?” he asked her in return.

Mila laughed. “Ha-ha! Don’t know what else we can do!”

“I know very well what we can do!” Jack said. “We’ve got plenty of time until nine o’clock, and we shall use it for something more fun than lying on our backs!”

He tickled Mila in the stomach.

“What’s more fun, Jack?” she squalled, laughing and squirming.

“A spit-roast!” Jack announced and winked at me, letting go of my wife.

He had overheard my conversation with Mila. Or, maybe she had told him about my wish.

“I don’t know. Are you ready?” Mila said. “I thought you needed some rest before you could fuck me again.”

She reached her hand to Jack’s cock. His cock was rock hard. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and ran her hand down to the base.

Mila giggled again. “Hi-hi. Apparently, I was wrong.”

“Ha-ha!” Jack burst into laughter. “I love it! I knew you were keen!”

“I didn’t say that, Jack!” Mila said but did not let go of his cock. Instead, she moved her hand to his scrotum.

Mila gently squeezed his testicles and pushed them up. Jack’s cock began twitching with excitement. His response to my wife’s onslaught on his member was to put his hand on her pussy. Jack tapped her clit with the pad of his thumb, and Mila trembled. His fingers slid between her pussy lips.

“You’re so wet!” he said.

Mila giggled and squeezed her legs together. “I’m sweating. It’s too hot in here!”

Jack laughed. “Ha-ha! Yeah, that’s it! You’re sweating!” Then he grinned. “You’ve just proven me right! You’re so keen!”

Mila let go of his balls and removed his hand from her crotch.

“Let’s have a nap!” she said. “We have a busy night ahead.”

Then she turned onto her left side, facing me, her butt facing Jack. I rolled onto my right side to face her and wrapped my arm around her waist. Mila shut her eyes. A smile flickered at the corners of her lips. She was cock-teasing Jack, and she loved it.

I loved it too. In fact, I loved it very much, and my cock instantly went hard. Mila’s little vixen game turned me on.

What a slut my wife can be! I thought. Fuck consequences, fuck jealousy, fuck fear, fuck shame! Now is the time to enjoy! I love it!

Jack moved closer behind Mila and pressed his crotch against her ass.

He pushed his chest against her back and whispered in her ear, “May I fuck you while you sleep?”

A mischievous smile crossed Mila’s face, but she still did not open her eyes.

“N-o-o-o,” she said, prolonging the ‘o’. “I won’t be able to sleep if you thrust.” She giggled. “Hi-hi! You’ve got to wait!”

Wow! Is she not a master teaser? I thought.

Jack kissed the back of her neck. “Do I have to beg you?”

Mila murmured, “Maybe!”

“Please!” Jack whispered.

“Hi-hi!” Mila giggled again. “Say: ‘Please, master, may I?’”

Oh! I thought. Now I get it! She’s making a point that she’s the master!

“Please, master, may I fuck you while you sleep?” Jack said quietly and kissed the back of her head.

I found the prospect of my wife being fucked while she slept extremely exciting.

“He can go slow,” I whispered seductively.

“Yes, I will go very slow!” Jack murmured.

A smile flickered across my wife’s face again and, still keeping her eyes closed, she said, “And how are you going to do it, Jack?”

Jack took his pillow and pushed it against the back of my wife’s knees. Mila smiled and parted her legs so that he could tuck the pillow between her knees.

Then he wrapped his arm around her chest, cupping her right breast from behind and whispered in her ear, “I’ll be stealth, my master!”

He thrust his pelvis up, guiding his cock between her thighs. I had to give it to the guy. His cock was not only thick but long. Only someone with a cock as long as his could penetrate a woman from behind like that.

Mila’s face flinched as Jack’s cock slid into her pussy. That was the only sign she showed that she had felt his cock. After that, she stayed still, keeping her eyes shut. Mila pretended she fell asleep. There was no way she was sleeping with a cock in her pussy, but she played it really well.

So well that Jack said, “OK. Let’s sleep!”

“Let’s do that!” Mila whispered and cuddled up to me.

I felt Jack’s knuckles against my chest as he kept squeezing her breast. His cock, or at least part of it, stayed inside my wife’s pussy.

I was turned on like hell and totally enjoyed the weird feeling of surrender, with my wife in my arms and her pussy impaled on another man’s cock. Mila was teasing us, there was no doubt about that, and certainly, she planned to let Jack fuck her properly, but for now, she was playing her little game.

We stayed in silence for some time. No one was moving, and that was how I screwed it up. I was so tired that, despite my aroused state, I must have dozed off.

A rustling sound woke me up. I was lying on my back. I looked at my watch. It was ten past seven in the evening. My wife was no longer cuddling up to me. I looked to my side and saw her lying on her back. Jack had leaned over her, having propped himself up on one hand, and they were kissing while he was feeling her breasts with his other hand.

I decided not to let them know that they had woken me up and watched them through my semi-closed eyelids.

Jack wasn’t wasting time. His hand wandered down from my wife’s chest to her stomach, and after circling her belly button with his fingers for a bit, his hand slid between her thighs. Mila readily spread her legs apart and bent her knees. Trying not to make noise, Jack moved between my wife’s legs and kneeled. He had a full erection. He rubbed the head of his cock along Mila’s slit, parting her pussy lips, rubbing the tip around her vaginal entrance and then back to her clit, tapping his cock against her pleasure bud and moving back down to her inner pussy lips.

After about a minute or so, he positioned his cock at her pussy hole and whispered, “I like how wet you are.”

Mila smiled and murmured, “And I like how hard you are.”

Jack smiled back at her. “You’re very ready. Do you think you can spread your pussy lips with your fingers while I penetrate you? I’ll try to fill you with one thrust! I think you’ll love the feeling.”

“OK, let’s try it,” Mila said quietly and reached her hand between her legs.

I could not see exactly what she was doing, but I guess she spread her pussy lips with her fingers based on what Jack did next.

“Perfect! Stay like this!” he murmured and pushed his pelvis forward, sliding his cock into her vagina, making her gasp.

He whispered, “All in!”

Jack had succeeded in penetrating my wife with one deep thrust. He leaned forward, propped himself up on one hand and caressed her cheek with the back of his other hand.

Mila smiled and puffed air out. “You’re really huge, Jack!”

“I know, right?” he said quietly and smiled too. “You like it?”

Mila nodded yes and then quickly looked at me to check if they had woken me up.

I shut my eyes, and she did not notice I had been watching them.

From the rustling noise that came from them, I figured out that Jack had lain on top of her.

I slightly opened my eyes again. Indeed Jack was on top of her, having propped himself up on his elbows on each side of her. I saw him moving his butt back and forth, fucking my wife with slow but deep strokes.

He fucked Mila like that for about four, maybe even five minutes. Then he stopped thrusting and kissed her, keeping his cock in her pussy. He raised his upper body on his hands and resumed pumping in her vagina. He increased the pace of his strokes, but he was fucking her nowhere as fast as he had fucked her on previous occasions. Apparently, he had decided to go slow and quiet, making sure he did not wake me up.

Jack fucked Mila for another five minutes. All this time, my wife was biting her lips, trying not to make any noise that could wake me up. However, after almost ten minutes of being fucked, it became too much for her, and she let a moan escape her lips. She glanced at me and, satisfied that I was still asleep, grabbed Jack’s pillow and covered her face with it in an effort to muffle the moans that began coming out of her mouth involuntarily.

Jack continued to fuck her at the same pace for what seemed like another ten minutes. And then the spasms rippling through my wife’s body marked the onset of her orgasm. She pressed the pillow against her mouth and climaxed, muffled moans escaping her lips. When her orgasm subsided, Mila threw the pillow away and, looking Jack in the eyes, crossed her arms around his neck. She began rotating her hips as she tried to help him cum.

The guy was not in a hurry, however. He continued to fuck her, only slightly increasing the pace of his thrusts. Occasionally he would stop thrusting, tilt his head back, look at the ceiling for a couple of seconds, and blow air out through his nose before resuming his thrusts. My wife’s pussy was so wet that the sloshing sounds, caused by the lubrication of her vagina as her lover’s massive cock was pumping in and out, filled the bedroom. Since he was neither slowing down his thrusts nor increasing their pace, Mila figured out that he was nowhere near orgasm and decided to use a different technique to help him cum. She stopped moving her hips and hooked her arms under her knees. Then she lifted her legs, drew her knees up and hugged them.

Mila’s lover liked what she did and smiled at her, increasing the speed of his thrusts.

Five minutes later, Jack kneeled and, making sure his cock stayed in Mila’s pussy, grabbed her knees, and pushed them to her chest. Mila spread her legs above her head. Jack placed his hands next to her shoulders and leaned onto her thighs.

My wife’s face flinched.

“What?” Jack whispered.

“My cervix! But I like the pressure. Keep fucking me, Jack! Harder!” she whispered back.

And Jack listened to her.

He resumed fucking her, accelerating his strokes and making his thrusts deeper and harder. Mila grabbed his forearms and dug her nails into his flesh; her breathing became heavy and fast, and she began climaxing again, biting her lower lip in an effort to suppress her moans.

Jack was grunting, and now he began frantically pounding my wife’s pussy, ravaging her vagina, thrusting with so much zeal that I started to worry he would damage her womb. His grunts were becoming louder and louder. Mila was struggling to keep quiet, too, as orgasmic waves rippled through her body. However, she still managed to put two fingers across Jack’s lips. Jack shut up but continued to fuck her hard with back and forth movements, occasionally pausing to move his cock in a circular motion. It felt like he wanted to stretch my wife’s pussy permanently.

Mila’s orgasm passed, but to mine and her surprise, Jack did not have any intention to slow down his thrusts.

She whispered, “Have you finished, Jack?”

“Not yet,” came his muffled response.

Jack kneeled up again, grabbed her legs and made her spread them wide open as she continued to hold them up in the air in the classic spread-eagle position. He resumed fucking my wife at pace; this time, her orgasm hit her very hard.

Mila shouted loudly, “Oh, my God! Jack!”

I could no longer pretend I was sleeping, so I opened my eyes and sat up. Jack and Mila were so carried away in pleasure that they did not bother even looking at me.

“Fuck me, Jack! Fuck me! Harder!” my wife started to shout as Jack continued thrusting his cock in the pussy he had been chasing relentlessly since the minute he had met its owner and which he could now fuck at will and drill to depths no other man had reached, including me.

Mila rested her legs on Jack’s shoulders, grabbed his elbows, and her body twitched in the most powerful orgasm I had seen her have. She closed her eyes and arched her back, stretching her abs and pushing her chest up, making her breasts bulge out with their swollen and hardened nipples. As her lover continued pumping in her pussy, her heavy and rapid breathing turned into a rasping, and I got worried that she would faint. A loud moan escaped her lips, her face relaxed, and her mouth stayed wide open as her body and mind floated in the nirvana of sexual pleasure. My wife’s blissful face was exactly how I imagined it would have looked like if she had taken a pill of ecstasy.

Jack shoved his cock all the way into her pussy and grunted as he filled my wife’s womb with his sperm. Once he had fully emptied his load, he resumed thrusting, gradually slowing down, while Mila slowly began regaining control of herself and removed her legs from his shoulders. She bent her knees, placing her feet flat on the bed while Jack was still thrusting between her legs. After a couple of minutes of easing down, Jack withdrew his semi-flaccid cock from Mila’s pussy and sat on the bed, slowly stroking his member and trying to catch his breath.

Jack was sweating profusely, and so was my wife.

Mila propped herself on her elbows and looked at him.

Jack smiled at her and said, “I’ve never enjoyed so much fucking a woman, Mila! It was heavenly! You’re special, you know that!”

Mila wiped away the sweat from her forehead and said with a crackling voice, “I’m glad you liked it!”

“Liked it? I loved it! I loved it!” Jack replied, stressing the word ‘loved’.

Mila giggled and then cleared her throat. “I loved it too, Jack!”

“The best sex ever!” Jack continued to praise his sexual experience with my wife.

He stared her in the eyes, shaking his head in admiration with a broad smile on his face, and added, “But, honestly, there is something in your pussy, Mila! Something magical!”

Mila laughed. “Ha-ha! It’s just a pussy, Jack!”

Jack shook his head again. “No! It’s something special! You are special! A Goddess! A beautiful, powerful, sexy Goddess with magic between her legs!” He squeezed his cock and nodded to it. “Mr Cock can’t get enough of Mrs Her!”

Mila burst into laughter and, charmed and flattered, put her hand over her chest. Clearly, when in sexual hype, my wife loved dirty talking!

“I tell you! You’re enchantress!” Jack praised her.

“Hi-hi!” Mila giggled again and slapped him playfully on the knee. “Stop it!”

She finally looked at me. “Sorry, Peter! You were sleeping so tightly; we didn’t want to wake you up.”

I looked at my watch. It was 7:55 pm.

This can’t be right! I thought and looked once again. My watch was showing 7:55!

Forty-five minutes! I said to myself, totally dismayed. Jack has fucked my wife for forty-five minutes! Wow! This is sick!

It must be because he fucked her only an hour ago. The more times he fucks her, the longer he lasts. When we were newlywed, I remember once Mila and I fucked three times in a row in the space of less than two hours, and the third time I lasted almost twenty minutes! It must be the same with him; sometimes, it can happen!

I was trying to find an explanation for Jack’s remarkable performance, but it was just an attempt to comfort myself by convincing myself that the gap between the two of us was not that huge. The reality was that I was no match for Jack. The guy was a master of his cock. He could finish super-quick, or he could last ages. However and whenever he wanted.

Mila reached down between her legs and, feeling her lover’s sperm oozing out of her vagina, said, frustrated, “Ooh, Jack! This time you cummed a lot! I can’t be bothered! I just can’t be bothered to shower again! Please pass me a pad and my pink knickers! From the overhead cabinet behind you!”

Jack raised to his knees and opened the cabinet. He searched through my wife’s underwear, found her pink panties and a sanitary pad, and passed them to her.

Mila lay on her back, and drawing her knees to her chest, she bared her pussy as she put her feet in the legs of her panties. Then she put her feet flat on the bed and, raising her bum in the air, pulled her knickers over her butt cheeks. She took the sanitary pad, and holding the waistband of her panties, she placed the pad over her pussy.

Mila adjusted her knickers and said, “I’m gonna have a nap!”

She rolled over onto her stomach and buried her head in the pillow.

Jack rubbed her butt. “You’re tired?”

“Yeah!” Mila’s muffled voice came from the pillow.

“I was hoping to fuck you one more time before we leave,” Jack said, keeping his hand on my wife’s ass.

“Maybe later, Jack!” Mila said through the pillow. “Let me sleep now!”

Jack lay on his back, still not letting go of my wife’s bum. He was not bothered to clean his dick either.

I also lay on my back to sleep but then felt bad.

I raised my head and put my hand on Mila’s shoulder.

I shook her gently. “Mila! Why didn’t you wake me up? I feel as if I’ve been cheated on, you know!”

“Sorry, hon,” she said, her voice muffled by the pillow. Then she raised her head and looked at me. “I didn’t want to wake you up because you need rest, Pete. You’ll be driving.”

“I’m disappointed, Mila! You promised me a spit-roast!” I said.

“Sorry!” she whispered. “Jack really wanted to fuck me. I had to let him.”

I said, without hiding my disappointment, “He wanted to fuck you, and you had to let him? Is that how it works now? Have you become a slave, Mila? Or a slut?”

I was disappointed and disheartened, but at the same time turned on by listening to Mila’s explanation of why she had let Jack fuck her: ‘I had to let him’. I kinda liked my wife being used and dominated. That was a new thing in my fetish.

Jack laughed. “He-he, Peter! I’ve turned your wife into a slut, and she loves it! Don’t you, Mila?”

“Stop it, Jack!” Mila squealed and giggled, still looking at me. She reached her hand behind her to slap Jack but missed. Then she continued talking to me. “Pete, he begged me for a last fuck, and since he is going—you know where—I agreed. But make no mistake! I am the master, not the slave!”

“She’s right, Peter!” Jack chimed in. “Mila’s the master! She’s got the pussy; hence she’ll always be the master. And I am happy with the arrangement!”

I sighed. “Yeah! Easy for you to say that, Jack, since she gives you that pussy whenever you ask! She doesn’t give it to me, though, regardless of how many times I ask!”

Looking at my sad face, Mila took pity on me and said, “Shall we wake up, let’s say, at ten to nine for a quickie?”

“A spit-roast?” I asked.

“Yep, a spit-roast!” Mila confirmed, then looked at Jack and asked him, “Are you game, Jack?”

Jack replied, “Yes, but I want to fuck your pussy!”

“Perfect!” Mila said. “Peter wants me to suck him! You’ll fuck me from behind.”

“Why don’t we start now?” Jack grinned again. “No time to waste!” He slid his fingers under my wife’s knickers and squeezed her butt cheek.

“My pussy needs a break, Jack!” Mila squealed and pushed his hand off her bum. “I am not a sex machine like you!”

Jack laughed. “Ha-ha! Actually, you are! You are quite a sex machine, but OK, wake me up at ten to nine!”

Mila turned her attention back to me. “Let’s have a nap, Pete! I need to shut my eyes for a few minutes, please! We’ve got a long drive ahead of us!”

She turned on her side to face me and kissed me on the cheek; then, she closed her eyes, determined to sleep.

Well, she wants us to sleep! I sighed to myself. Odd timing, but hey, she’s got the pussy; she runs the show!

I set my watch alarm for ten to nine and prepared for a short nap. The physical and emotional exhaustion caught up with me again, and I fell asleep almost instantly. I am usually a light sleeper, but I was fast asleep when I felt someone shaking my hand and heard Mila’s voice.

“Peter,” she was saying to me, “we are going to do it. Wake up!”

“Is it ten to nine already?” I mumbled.

“No,” she said. “It’s a quarter past eight, but Jack wants to fuck me now. He didn’t let me fall asleep. Kept feeling me up. Let’s do it now!”

I heard Jack chuckling. “He-he! I’m a little pushy, ain’t I?”

I realised what my wife was waking me for, and I wanted to wake up, but my body refused to cooperate, and without even opening my eyes, I murmured, “Mmm, give me five minutes, hon!”

“Come on, babe! Wake up now!” Mila urged me as she shook my hand again. “You wanted a spit-roast. This is your last chance! We have to go after that!”

“Sure,” I said.

Mila let go of my hand, and I heard her say: “Jack, wait! Peter will join us!”

I barely opened my eyes to look at my iWatch and turned off its alarm. I turned onto my side to look at Mila and Jack.

My wife had straddled Jack, who was lying on his back underneath her. She had removed her panties, and her bare pussy was hovering over Jack’s erect cock. Jack had not penetrated her, though. Mila was keeping her crotch above his. He was rubbing her between her legs with one hand while with his other hand, he was wanking his dick.

Jack was pestering my wife to let him fuck her. “Come on, Mila! Lower your pussy on my cock, please!” he begged her.

“Wait for Peter!” she said.

I barely saw Mila grab Jack’s hand to push it away from her pussy, and my eyes shut.

Wake up, Peter! I said to myself but still drifted off.

I was awakened by the shaking of the bed and the noise of slapping flesh. I opened my eyes and immediately identified the source of the noise. Mila was standing on all fours; her tits were hanging down, and her hair had fallen over her face. Jack was humping my wife in the doggy style position, holding her hips to keep her steady and slamming his crotch against her backside. Letting out quiet moans, Mila clenched her hands in the bedsheets while her breasts bounced with every thrust of Jack’s cock in her pussy. 

Shit! I thought. My wife is being fucked again, and I am about to sleep it through!

The thought of missing out on the action woke me up completely. I looked at my watch; it was 8:40 pm. 

I sat up and put my hand on Mila’s back. She was sweating. 

He’s been fucking her for a while! I thought.

Mila looked at me and smiled. Then she looked down at her pillow.

“Urgh!” she groaned and shuddered in orgasm. I could feel her back muscles tense up against my hand.

“How much have I missed?” I asked her.

“Oh, my God!” Mila cried and closed her eyes. She kept her mouth open, her saliva drooling, elbows shaking as she waited for her orgasm to pass. 

Thirty or forty seconds later, she looked at me again and said, “Not much.” 

“She rode me,” Jack interjected and grinned at me. 

“How was it, hon?” I asked Mila.

My question was pointless; I knew she had liked riding Jack’s big cock. 

“Your wife knows some tricks, dude!” Jack jumped into the conversation again. “The way she spun those hips! Oh, my God! Made me cum like a volcano! She squirted too. Let’s see if I’ll make her squirt again in the doggy style! Urgh! The doggy style feels amazing too!”

‘Not much!’ My ass! I thought. He’s fucked her like a ragdoll again! I sighed to myself. It is what it is!

I rubbed Mila’s back with one hand and grabbed my cock with the other. 

“Would you blow me, hon?” I asked her.

Mila replied, “Sure!”

She reached behind and pushed Jack on the stomach to stop him from fucking her. Jack seemed not to get the message and continued to thrust. Mila pushed her bum backwards, making it hard for her lover to move his cock in her pussy.

“Kneel in front of me, hon!” she said to me.

“Mila, let me fuck you, please! I’m just about to cum, please!” Jack begged her.

Mila ignored his plea and shouted at me when she saw I was distracted by Jack, “Peter! Do you want me to suck you off or not?”

“Yeah,” I said, kneeling in front of her without further ado.

Mila took my cock in her hand and pulled her body forward, allowing Jack to move his pelvis.

She looked over her shoulder and said to him, “Go slow, Jack! I’ll try deep throat on Peter!”

Deep throat? Gosh! I thought. This would be beyond my wildest dreams!

“Mila, let me finish and then do it with Peter!” Jack said, squeezed her buttocks, and began thrusting hard and quick. He slapped her ass cheek and added, “I’ll be done quickly!”

“Jack, don’t you dare!” Mila shouted at him.

Jack stopped fucking her, startled by her sudden stance.

Mila said, “I made a promise to my husband! We’ll do a spit-roast! Fuck me but go slow! I don’t want to choke on Peter’s cock!” 

She looked up at me, smiled and said, “I told you I’d make it up to you!” 

Then she started to wank my cock, which began to grow by the second.

“Understood! I’ll go slow, Mila! My master!” Jack said.

Holding her buttocks, he resumed fucking her with slow deep strokes.

My cock was now rock hard. Mila opened her mouth and took the cockhead in. She began rolling her tongue around the glans. Jack was fucking her slowly, swaying her body a little but not too much. Mila was able to stay in the doggy-style position, propped up on her left hand while still using her right hand to guide my cock further into her mouth. After swirling her tongue around my cockhead for about thirty seconds or so, she swallowed my cock deeper. 

I gasped. Her mouth was so soft and warm!

“It feels so good, Mila!” I whispered. “Please keep going!”

And keep going, she did. Mila started to move her tongue up and down my cock shaft, half of it now inside her mouth. The tip of my penis touched her tonsils. She gagged, but instead of pulling my cock out, she raised her head up a little and stretched her neck. What she had achieved by doing so was to open her throat for my penis. I gently pushed my pelvis forward, felt slight resistance. . . and there you go! My cock slid into her throat. It felt amazing! Mila gagged again; however, breathing heavily through her nose, she was moving her throat muscles in such a way that my cock kept sliding in. Jack slightly increased the tempo of his thrusts, and a muffled moan escaped my wife’s lips; however, she continued to take my dick in.

Mila let go of my cock shaft since most of it was inside her mouth and put her right hand on the bed to better support herself. She started to move her tongue as if trying to swallow. The tickling in my balls grew exponentially. Mila pushed her head forward. My cock was now deep into her throat. I couldn’t believe she had been able to take it that deep. Mila choked for a couple of seconds; tears appeared in her eyes, and saliva dribbled from the corners of her lips, but my brave wife did not pull her head back. 

Jack said, “God! This is so fucking erotic!” 

He increased the pace of his strokes.

I thrust my cock deeper.

“Urgh!” Mila groaned and started to choke.

“Shall I pull it out, hon?” I asked her.

Instead of saying anything—which she couldn’t even if she wanted to with my cock deep inside her throat—she began moving her throat muscles in a swallowing motion. 

“Urgh!” I moaned, tilting my head backwards. “Urgh! This feels great! Urgh!”

I put my hands on my wife’s head but did not pull on it. I was afraid of hurting her with my cock deep inside her throat. Instead, I caressed her hair.

“Thank you, hon!” I whispered and groaned again. “Urgh!”

I looked at Jack. I could tell from the expression on his face that watching my wife deep-throating me turned him on. Despite his excitement, he was a team player and kept fucking Mila slowly with long deep strokes, making sure not to shake her body too much.

Mila gagged again and stopped moving her tongue, but a second later, she resumed sucking my cock with her throat muscles, and I couldn’t hold it any longer. I began cumming, and she started to gulp my sperm down.

Jack had too much too. He groaned and thrust his cock deep into Mila’s pussy, unloading his semen as well.

Mila kept swallowing, feeling warm cum flowing into her pussy and her stomach at the same time. This drove her over the edge, and her body shuddered in orgasm.

Instead of moans, gurgling sounds started to come out of her throat.

Fifteen seconds had passed, and I was done. Jack was done too. We both began withdrawing our cocks. A powerful shudder of Mila’s body marked the end of her orgasm. She retched again when my cockhead touched her tonsils before it popped out of her mouth.

“God!” she cried and spit out saliva. “This was something, Peter!”

She choked and retched again, tears rolling down her cheeks, trying to catch her breath. 

“You OK, hon?” I asked her and caressed her cheek.

Jack pulled his cock completely out of her pussy and slapped her ass. “She took a cock in either end like a pro!”

Then he sat on the bed behind her.

Mila ignored his comment and said to me, “Don’t you ever dare to say that your cock is not big, Pete!”

“Well, it’s a seven-incher!” I said. 

I was lying. My cock was about six inches long but adding an inch made me feel better. Especially in front of Jack, whose dick I estimated at nine inches and above. I didn’t want to appear like mine was a dwarf compared to his.

Mila coughed again, wiped the tears from her eyes and sat on the bed.

“I found spit-roasting extremely erotic!” I said. “I loved it!”

“I know, right?” Jack chimed in. “But this was more than a spit-roast, Peter. Mila performed deep throat on you! And that was: wow! Deep throat is something! Well done, Mila! Not many women can do it!”

“I must say. . . .” Mila paused and took a deep breath. She cleared her throat and swallowed, brushed the tears from her eyes again before she continued her sentence. “I must say: it was the hardest and scariest thing I have ever done. But it was erotic, I agree. Very weird and unnatural, but very erotic!”

“Because you felt dominated, right?” Jack asked her.

“That’s right!” Mila replied as she looked at him. “But I also felt like I was cumming not only with my pussy but also my lungs!”

Jack said, “There is a physiological explanation to it. It’s proven that some women have incredible orgasms by stimulating the back of their throat through deep throating. It stimulates the vagus nerve, which runs from the back of the throat throughout the body and straight down to the vagina.”

“Vagus nerve, vagina nerve. Whatever! It felt incredible to be fucked on both ends,” Mila said. 

“Ha-ha!” Both Jack and I laughed and gave each other high fives. 

Mila hugged her knees and said quietly, “But at the same time, I was very scared that I would choke to death.”

I rubbed her ankle. “I appreciate what you did for me, honey. I do!”

She smiled at me. “I wanted to make it up to you.”

“And you did!” I said to her. “You made me very happy! I loved it!” 

Jack said, “I loved it too! It was the greatest threesome I’ve ever been in!”

I turned to Jack and said to him, “Thank you for being a team player, Jack! Going slow, and all that.”

“No problem!” Jack replied. “But all the credit goes to Mila. Your wife’s the one who gave her pussy and throat, not me!”

His comment made Mila uncomfortable. She stared at her toes in silence.

Jack realised he had crossed a line, sounding too derogatory towards Mila, and shut up.

“Right!” he said after a while and clasped his hands together. “Shall we have a quick shower before we go?”

I looked at my watch. “Good idea! It’s almost nine o’clock! We’re running late.”

We didn’t plan to take full showers, per se, but to quickly rinse our private parts and leave for Boston as soon as possible.

Mila went in the shower first. She didn’t close the shower door, so Jack and I stood in the corridor and watched her wash her pussy. Our eager looks amused her, and her good mood came back. She giggled and spread her pussy lips for us as she pointed the shower head at her vulva. 

Jack reached his hand and playfully slapped her butt. “You’ve got a gorgeous pussy, Mila!” 

“Thank you!” Mila chirruped and sprayed his face with water.

Jack chuckled. “He-he! You’re playful, aren’t you?”

He stepped back, brushing the water off his face.

Mila popped out of the shower, grabbed the towel from my hands, which I had brought, and started to dry herself. 

Jack watched her for a few seconds and said, “You are a sex magnet, Mila!” 

Mila brushed her hand against his cock and said, “So are you!”

I entered the shower cabin and washed my cock, watching Jack whisper something in my wife’s ear.

Mila blushed as she listened to Jack. He continued to whisper to her, his hand finding its way onto her bum and gently squeezing her ass cheek. 

I caught only part of what he was saying: “. . . will drive. . . knows the way. . . got two and a half hours to fuck.”

A playful smile twinkled in Mila’s eyes as she shook her head and said, “No, Jack! Sleeping in the bedroom while the RV is moving is illegal!”

I popped out of the shower, and Mila passed me the towel to dry myself. Jack’s hand had slipped between her legs from behind and was now cupping her pussy.

“We won’t be sleeping. Strictly speaking!” Jack murmured. 

Mila grabbed his hand and pushed it away from her pussy.

Smiling, she said, “Sleeping, not sleeping, it’s illegal.”

Jack tickled her in the ribs. “Since when do you worry about the traffic law so much? Break the law, have fun!”

“Ha-ha!” Mila laughed and wriggled away. “You can’t spoil me, Jack!”

Jack winked at her. “Of course, I can! I’m a criminal, remember?” He glanced at me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yes, you are!”

Mila laughed again, then added, “It won’t be fair to Peter. Driving while we fuck, Jack!”

“OK!” Jack said. “Peter and I will take turns. Are you game if we take turns?” 

“No! Jack, my pussy needs a break!” Mila said.

Jack made a sad face. “Ooh, that’s a shame! If I escape jail tonight and am not shot dead—on the whim chance—will you let me fuck you again?”

Mila looked Jack in the eyes, trying to figure out if he was serious.

“What?” Jack shrugged his shoulders. “You never know! Unlikely, but if I do end up free, will you? I’ve got your number and can call you!“ 

Mila looked at me. Her face was serious. 

Now I shrugged my shoulders. “He won’t escape prison! Promise him whatever he wants!”

I was blunt, but I didn’t care. Jack had served his purpose. He’d made my wife a hotwife and me a cuckold. It was time for him to disappear from our lives. So I didn’t care if I hurt his feelings.

Mila looked at Jack and said, “OK, we’ll fuck more if you get out alive as a free man!”

“Promise!” he demanded, smiling.

Mila smiled too. “I promise!”

Jack wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her into him.

“Thank you!” he said, and they kissed a long deep French kiss.

Mila broke the kiss, put her hands on his chest and pushed him gently away. “Are you going to shower or not? You might not get to your rendezvous if you keep fooling around with me, Jack!”

Jack laughed. “Ha-ha! I’d rather be fooling around with you!” He sighed. “But, yeah, you’re right.” 

A frown replaced the smile on his face, and he sighed again. 

“Time for reckoning,” Jack murmured and let go of Mila. 

With his mood suddenly dampened, he went into the shower to wash his dick.

He rinsed his cock quickly, almost nervously, got out, dried himself off, and the three of us put our clothes on.

We were ready to go. I got behind the wheel, Jack sat in the passenger seat, and Mila sat in the chair in the living room area.

We departed at a little past nine o’clock. Our fuck party was over, and the mood had become subdued. It was time to face the consequences of our actions. It was about the consequences for our relationship and marriage in the case of Mila and me. Jack, of course, didn’t care about that. However, he had to reckon with the consequences of his criminal past, and he knew that those consequences would be life-changing.


14.    Amanda

Jack was giving me directions on where to drive, and I listened and talked to him, but I was bitter. I had to cooperate with the man who had fucked my wife, and that was degrading. The more Jack talked to me, the more violated I felt. His mere presence made me feel abused and stupid. His voice bugged me, and his smile irritated me.

I had been feeling down from the moment we had put our clothes on. As the time for fun had gone, remorse and jealousy had reared their ugly heads, and these destructive feelings had been exacerbated by Jack’s presence. I wished I didn’t have to talk to him. I wanted to forget about him.

Thus I was grateful when after a few minutes of driving off-road, helped by his instructions, I reached the road without tarmac, and he asked me, “Would you be OK if I checked my messages?”

“Yeah, no problem. I know the way from here,” I said.

Jack took out his phone and turned it on.

How wise, I thought. He’d switched it off not to be disturbed while fucking my wife. Why waste time on the phone when he had a pussy to fuck?

Jack began exchanging text messages with someone—I assumed the DEA.

Mila had also been checking her messages, and now she sighed loudly.

“Daniel. Again with his problems,” she said to me when she saw I looked at her in the rear-view mirror.

“Call him, hon!” I said, too aware of her brother’s tendency to go into mental meltdowns after his divorce. “Don’t let him lose it, especially with the kids around him.”

“Yep!” Mila agreed with me and called her brother.

Over the years, I had learnt enough Bulgarian from Mila to be able to follow her conversation with Daniel. I listened with interest to her as she tried to comfort him. Her brother’s problems were a welcome distraction from my own thoughts.

Mila was a good councillor. All advice she was giving her brother made sense. The only odd moment was when she told Daniel that his ex-wife did not deserve him because she had cheated on him and referred to the saying ‘once a cheater, always a cheater’. I looked in the mirror and saw Mila blushing. I guess it was hard for her to weigh in on her brother’s and his ex-wife’s infidelity issues after what we had just done. But of course, Mila would never tell Daniel about our adventure.

The next twenty minutes or so, my wife spent on the phone while I drove and listened to her.

When Mila finished her call, she was annoyed. I felt for her because I knew what a nut-case Daniel was. Mila tucked her phone into her pocket and put her hand on my shoulder.

“Would you mind if I had a nap, hon?” she asked me.

“Go for it!” I replied.

Mila leaned back in her seat and closed her eyes. 

Talking to Daniel is tiring as is getting fucked like a slut, I thought to myself. 

I looked at Jack, who had gone quiet.

He had fallen asleep! He had dropped his phone on the floor and was fast asleep.

Ha! The fornicator of my wife is tired too! Fucking someone else’s wife is exhausting. I sighed to myself. Everyone gets to sleep but me. I guess I deserve it. The stupid, fucked-up slave has to drive!

I continued to drive, and jealousy, guilt, and fear kept creeping on me until, at one point, I felt a strong pang of pain in my chest. I felt my heart hurt, and I got scared. 

Shit! Am I going to have a heart attack over this?

And then I realised I could not continue going down the path of self-recrimination and insecurities.

I can’t go down this path of self-destruction! I can’t! I said to myself. It’s leading to nothing good. I have to reign in my negative emotions; otherwise, I will destroy myself. I have to stop ruminating! That was Mila’s advice to Daniel, and it applies to me! Whatever happened, happened! At the end of the day, it’s just a pussy! That’s what Mila said to her brother about his ex’s pussy, and she was right! Mila’s is just a pussy too! I have to move on! Regrets and worries won’t help anyone! Being bitter won’t change anything.

That’s it! I will not indulge in mental self-flagellation! I am gonna think about something else. Yes! That’s what Mila said to Daniel, and she was right again. I’ll think about something else. I’ll force myself if I have to!

I spent the rest of the journey thinking about the kids, where we would go on our next holiday, and what business I should start. I thought about anything but what Mila and I had done. That was the only way not to lose my mind!

We were less than ten minutes away from Boston when Jack’s phone buzzed. He woke up, a little confused initially, but then located the phone lying at his feet. He took the phone and looked at the text message he had just received.

“What the fuck!” he shouted.

“Shh!” I shushed him. 

Jack looked over his shoulder at Mila, then covered his mouth with his hand, but it was too late. 

Mila woke up, yawned, and rubbed her eyes.

“What’s wrong, Jack?” she asked him. 

Jack smiled. “Umm, . . . nothing. Don’t worry, honey!” he said, again using the word ‘honey’ to address my wife.

He’s pissing me off! I thought. I can’t wait to kick him out of the RV! Then I took a deep breath and reminded myself to stay positive. Take it easy, Peter! Calm down! He’ll be gone. Soon!

Jack called someone who picked up almost instantly.

“Amanda, what do you mean by change of plans?” Jack asked the person on the other end of the line.

Both Mila and I gave an ear to the conversation.

The Amanda woman said something, to which Jack replied, “I’m totally confused now! Why does he want to meet me there?”

Amanda explained something to Jack which made him raise his eyebrows. “Really? He saw her?” Jack looked briefly at Mila, then asked Amanda, “And?”

When Jack heard what Amanda told him, he squeaked, ”Oh, yeah?!? That’s what he wants?” He looked at Mila again, then looked ahead before cursing, “Bastard! No! We have to abort!”

I pulled over. I had to hear from Jack what was happening.

Amanda said something which irritated him, and he said, raising his voice, “OK, explain to me how this would work!” 

He listened to Amanda on the other end of the line for a while. 

At one point, he turned in his seat to look at Mila and me. He took a long look at Mila, then at me, and then said to Amanda, “I don’t think they’ll agree. And I don’t think we should be asking them.”

Amanda said something to which Jack responded with a question: “Does the boss know about this?” 

After a while, he said, “It can get very messy!” 

He listened again, then said, “Yeah. We know he’s there. But how are we gonna identify him?”

Jack listened carefully to Amanda for about a minute and then said, “No. Fred isn’t lying. I’ve heard Big Daddy makes people do it.”

Jack listened to Amanda for a few seconds, then laughed. “Ha-ha. Did he? I am not surprised. Fred hates cocks! Ha-ha!”

Jack listened some more before he said, “And how are you going to do that? Arrest everyone, strip them naked and check their dicks one by one?!? That will be fun!”

Amanda explained something to Jack, to which he vehemently objected. 

“No, Amanda! No!” he said. “I won’t ask her! I can’t!”

What Amanda said to Jack next riled him up, and he squealed, “This is ridiculous! That’s not the reason!” 

After a few seconds of listening to Amanda, Jack squealed again, “I’m not!” He paused, took a deep breath, and said in a calmer voice, “Amanda! I’ve never broken our agreement; I haven’t broken it this time either. The reason I disagree with your plan is because what you suggest goes against my professional integrity.”

Amanda said something to which Jack replied, again raising his voice, “Since when?!? . . . Since always! I’ve always been professional!”

Amanda talked to Jack for a while.

When she finished, he took a deep breath, looked at Mila again and said to Amanda, “OK! You know what? You’ll explain it to them! We’ll be there in”—Jack looked at the satnav—“ten minutes.”

Jack hung up the call. He looked worried.

His gaze alternated between Mila and me for a while before he said, “Change of plans, folks!” He rubbed his chin nervously, then added, “And I’m not sure I like it.”

Jack stopped talking and thought for a while. Then he said, “Peter, let’s swap places. I’ll drive. We have to pick Amanda up. She’s coming with us.”

“Who is Amanda?” Mila asked.

He replied, “The DEA agent who made Fred cooperate. She’s coming with us and will pretend she is my sister. I’ll explain.” 

Jack and I swapped places, and he re-joined the road.

“So!” Jack said. “The plan was that Big Daddy would turn up in Fred’s office to meet me and collect his coke, and the DEA agents would make the arrest. However, Big Daddy altered the deal. He wants me to leave the coke in Fred’s office for Fred to keep, and later Big Daddy’s people will come to collect it. Big Daddy has given me a pardon.”

“Oh, Jack!” Mila squealed with joy. “That’s fantastic, isn’t it?”

She’s so in love with him, I thought to myself.

Jack shook his head. “No. It’s not. The pardon is conditional on me pledging fealty to Big Daddy, and then only I am free to go.”

“Well, do it, Jack!” Mila said. “Send him a message that you pledge fealty! Forget about the DEA and live as a free man!”

Jack smiled. “It’s not that simple, Mila.”

“Why?” I asked. “You don’t trust Big Daddy’s word, do you?”

“I trust it, actually,” Jack replied. “Once he gives you a pardon, it is a pardon.”

“In that case,” I said, “Mila is right. Pledge fealty and live happily ever after.” 

Then I remembered what that would mean, and my stomach churned. Shit! I thought. I have a problem! He’ll stay to fuck Mila! And she’s in love with him! Fuck! I might lose her for good if this guy does not go to prison!

Just as I started to panic, Jack put my fears at bay. “Well! I’ll stick to my deal with the DEA. I want to! It’s a matter of principle.”

“No, Jack!” Mila said. “Don’t waste your life!”

“You’re right, Jack,” I said, driven by my selfish interest. “You can’t compromise with your principles. Think about how many innocent people will be killed by Big Daddy and his drugs if you don’t stop him now. This is your chance for redemption!”

“That’s rubbish, Peter!” Mila squeaked. Her scathing look at me was telling. At that moment, she couldn’t stand me. She put her hand on Jack’s shoulder and squeezed it lightly. “Send him the message, Jack! Please, stay alive! We’ll drive you to the border! Mexican, Canadian. Forget about the DEA and live as a free man!”

“Hm, it’s not that simple.” Jack smiled at my wife in the rear-view mirror. “Big Daddy has sent a message to Fred through Giuseppe that he is right now in the VIP club, where Fred is throwing a sex party. The party started half an hour ago. Big Daddy requested that I turn up at the party to show my fealty. He wants to see me attending without showing himself.”

“Will the DEA agents be at the party?” I asked.

“Yes, undercover. They’re already there,” Jack replied.

“So they still plan to arrest him, right?” I continued to ask.  

“You’re right,” Jack confirmed. “However, there is one complication. We expected Big Daddy to turn up in Fred’s office and the DEA to quietly make the arrest. Now, Big Daddy has mixed himself with at least eighty guests, personnel, and performers at the party, and the DEA cannot make the arrest safely, and most importantly, they don’t know who he is. They could arrest Giuseppe, who is at the party too, but he doesn’t know who Big Daddy is anyway. It will be of little use.”

I said, “But Big Daddy surely is a member of Fred’s VIP club if he is attending the party.”

Jack nodded yes. “He is. The problem is that Fred doesn’t know who he is.”

“The DEA should arrest everyone at the party!” I said.

Jack shook his head. “They can’t do that. The agents can’t arrest all eighty-odd people and then start checking who’s who. The DEA need to know who exactly is their target. Smart move from Big Daddy, isn’t it?”

“Then why are you going, Jack?” Mila asked her lover. 

“Well,” Jack said. “Amanda thinks we can still pull it off and get him.”

“How?” I asked.

Jack looked in the mirror at Mila, then back at the road, then at me and said, “Fred found something that we can use to identify Big Daddy, but we need Mila’s help.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Mila’s help?” 

“Yep!” Jack replied. “Big Daddy expects me to pledge allegiance to him by bringing Mila to the party!”

“What?!” both Mila and I squealed at the same time.

Jack said, “He is there with the other guests and waiting for us to turn up.”

I threw up my hands in disbelief. “What the fuck, Jack? Why would Mila go to a sex party with the mafia?” 

“Yeah,” Jack said. “Don’t freak out, please! The thing is, . . . well, Big Daddy saw Mila yesterday, he was in Fred’s club when we visited, and he is a maniac, OK? He wants to fuck Mila!”

“Hell, no!” Mila shouted.

Jack looked at my wife in the rear-view mirror. “He learnt that you and I are, you know. . . . together. He’s a dominance freak. Plus, he liked you very much. He wants to take you from me. This is how he expects me to show fealty: by taking you to him to fuck.”

“No! I am not attending sex parties, Jack!” Mila said, shaking her head in disappointment.

“No way, Jack,” I chimed in. “Mila has no business mixing up with the mafia. Big Daddy is your problem, not hers!”

Jack sighed. “Yeah. . . . That’s what I said to Amanda, but she insists on talking to you guys. Here is the Walmart. She and Fred are waiting for us.” 

Jack parked the RV and turned off the engine.

“I disagree with Amanda’s plan, and you should say no,” Jack said to Mila. “Amanda can be very convincing, but you shouldn’t agree! What she will ask you to do is not something I want you to do.”

“Of course, Mila will say no. She doesn’t want to get killed for you, Jack!” I said.

Jack smiled. “Peter, it’s very unlikely for her to get killed. As I said, the place is already heaving with agents. Amanda only wants Mila to help identify who Big Daddy is. Then they’ll get him. But I don’t want to share Mila with anyone! That’s why I am against it!”

Someone knocked on the RV’s door.

“This is Amanda and Fred,” Jack said, got up and went to open the door.

I swivelled my seat around. Jack opened the door, and Fred and a young woman got in the RV. 

What I saw took my breath away. Not Fred. He just grinned at me, and, of course, his lustful gaze fell on Mila. What had taken my breath away was Amanda. She was a beauty. A petite young woman, twenty-four, twenty-five years old, no taller than 5 foot 3 or 4 inches, with long blonde hair, blue eyes, white skin, full lips, and high cheekbones. She had a slim body, slender legs, a firm bum, B-cup size tits—the way I liked tits to be. Dressed in tight jeans and a white blouse, showing plenty of cleavage, she looked sexy like hell.

Amanda and Jack hugged, smiling at each other. It looked like they had met before, which I found strange.

When did he meet the DEA agent? I asked myself but did not have time to delve into possible scenarios because Amanda smiled at me. Oh! Does she like me? I smiled back at her. Wow! I’ve never cheated on Mila, but I’d cross that line for this woman if I could! 

I sighed to myself. As if I have a chance! She’s at least fifteen years younger than me!

Amanda sat in the chair across from my wife while Jack and Fred remained standing.

“I am Amanda,” the pretty DEA agent introduced herself. “You are Milena, but you prefer to be called Mila, right?” Amanda said to my wife, then looked and smiled at me again. “And you are Peter?”

Amazing! I thought as I nodded yes. She said my wife’s name quite right. How does she know so much about us? Probably from Jack.

Amanda answered my unspoken question, “Jack has been texting me, and I know a lot about you from him.” 

So she knows he fucks my wife! I thought and suddenly felt stupid.

“Not everything! Don’t worry! Only what I need to know,” Amanda clarified, looked at me and smiled. “I know Peter is an excellent driver! An understanding husband. And a very kind guy.”

I couldn’t help but smile and say, “Thank you, Amanda!”

My fascination with Amanda had not gone unnoticed by Mila. My wife’s stern look made it clear: she would not tolerate any frivolity, even as silly as a smile.

I put on a serious face. There’s no point in aggravating Mila, I said to myself. And who am I kidding anyway? This pretty young woman can never be mine!  

Amanda held her gaze on me for a few seconds, then looked at Mila and said, “I am a DEA agent undercover. To be more precise, a contractor working for the DEA at the moment. My cover is that I am Jack’s sister. I am mentally unstable but in remission. Jack has collected me from the mental health hospital and plans to run away with me to Mexico after he receives a pardon from Big Daddy.”

“So you are not mentally unstable,” I asked.

Mila looked at me, raising her eyebrows. That was a dumb question indeed.

Amanda, however, smiled and said, “No. I am not. Although Jack thinks I am crazy!” She looked at Jack. “Right, Jack?”

Jack chuckled stupidly. “He-he! Of course, not!”

Amanda turned to my wife and said bluntly, “Mila, Big Daddy has seen you and wants to fuck you.”

“No!” Mila said firmly. “It’s not happening!”

Amanda continued to speak undeterred. “He is known to get obsessed with a woman, or a man, from time to time, and this is his weak spot. I believe Jack has told you that our original plan failed. But we have a new plan. We’ll join the sex party at Fred’s, Big Daddy is amongst the guests, and he will approach you at some point.”

Amanda reached to take Mila’s hand in hers, but my wife pulled her hand away. 

Amanda smiled at her. “Mila, we’ll stay together at all times. We can play lesbians if you wish; men like it! I will be closely monitoring you and will know at any point where you are and who is fucking you.”

“Amanda, no!” Jack objected.

Amanda ignored Jack’s objection and continued to talk to Mila. ”Once he’s revealed himself, I’ll let the operatives know, and you’ll get out. They will take care of him. You won’t get hurt at all.”

“She won’t get hurt at all?!? Really?” I said, raising my voice, indignant by the way Amanda talked to my wife.

Amanda said calmly, “No. She won’t. She’ll be fine!”

“She’ll get fucked, Amanda!” I shouted. “How’s that fine?”

Amanda grinned at me. “Yes! Maybe she’ll get fucked, but it’s fun at the end of the day. I’ve heard she likes fun.”

“Amanda!” Jack raised his voice. “No one is fucking Mila!” 

Amanda turned to Jack abruptly and shouted, an angry spark in her eyes, ”Stop crossing me, Jack! Or I’ll. . . .” She paused, bit her lips, and then said in a conciliatory voice, “How are we going to identify him? Tell me! Arrest the guy hitting on her? She is a pretty woman! There will be plenty of men who will be hitting on her. How do you imagine this will work? He’s not going to turn up in front of her and say, ‘Hey, I am Big Daddy, and I came to fuck you!’ Think, Jack! Think! He’ll probably try to get to her as part of a group sex session in the red room or take part in some of Fred’s sex games. He’ll be alongside other men when he fucks her.”

I was outraged by Amanda’s audacity and asked her, my voice trembling, “Is this the moral standard that the DEA adheres to? Asking civilians to get fucked to achieve the DEA’s objectives?”

“No!” Amanda replied. “That’s why I don’t work for them. I am a contractor, remember? A hired hand. And I am less scrupulous. That’s why I succeed where others fail.”

I raised my eyebrows.

So Amanda clarified, “The DEA have no clue about the details of this operation. All they want is Big Daddy and his coke. So what do I do? I get my people to do what they have to do. We catch him and deliver him! The DEA don’t ask, I don’t tell, they pay, we’re all happy!”

“So you’re not a DEA agent. There are no DEA agents involved,” I said.

Amanda smiled a smile of superiority. “I am a DEA agent, Peter. The boss is a DEA agent. My people are DEA agents. We all are. What do you understand by a DEA agent? We are security professionals, have a contract with the DEA, and are given authority to lock criminals up. Therefore we are DEA agents. But at the same time, we’re contractors and have our methods. OK?”

“Contractors?” I asked.

“Yep!” Amanda replied. “A small security company that does these jobs.”

“Mercenaries. That’s what you are,” I said.

Amanda grinned at me. “Call us whatever you want, but we get the job done. We’ll get this one done as well.”

I took a deep breath and exhaled. There is no point in arguing with this woman. She’s a fucking mercenary. She doesn’t care. I tried to calm down, but Amanda’s brutal honesty was making my blood boil. How dare she come here and demand such a thing from us? She might be pretty and smart, but that doesn’t give her the right to manipulate us!

“Why the fuck do you want my wife involved in this crap, Amanda?” I shouted. “If you know Big Daddy is there, just arrest everyone and then find out who he is! Torture them if you have to, for fuck’s sake! You just said it! You’re a contractor; you don’t care about the methods. Do it! But don’t involve my wife and me!”

Amanda waited patiently for me to finish and said, “Peter, there are at least sixty guests. We can’t arrest that many people. Not without a major fight, and who knows what will happen. Big Daddy is there, but we don’t know what he looks like. We know only Giuseppe, but he is a small fish in the pond, and probably he himself does not know who Big Daddy is. We need to identify Big Daddy, get him aside and capture him. We need Mila to identify him for us. Fred has something we can use.” She turned to Fred and said, “Tell them! Tell them what you saw!”

Fred’s face turned crimson red, his nose wrinkled, and his upper lip trembled. 

“Fuck this!” he said. 

Amanda looked at him sternly. “Fred! Tell them!”

Fred shook his head. “No!” 

Amanda shouted, “Tell them, or the deal is off!”

Fred said quickly, “He’s got a small devil’s head tattooed on his cock!” Then he cursed loudly, “The bastard!” Fred spat on the floor in anger. “I’ll fuck his ass, I swear!”

“Ha-ha! Ha-ha!” Jack burst into laughter. Once his fit of laughter passed, he asked Fred, “How did you find that out, Fred? Did you pledge fealty?” Jack again started to laugh. “Ha-ha! Ha-ha!”

“Oh, fuck you, Jack!” Fred shouted and showed Jack the middle finger.

Amanda giggled. “Hi-hi! He did!” She then explained for Mila’s and my benefit, “Big Dady makes people swear fealty by making them suck his cock. They are taken blindfolded to his place, and they suck his cock. We were surprised when he asked for Mila instead of Jack.” Amanda looked at Jack and smiled. “Jack’s in luck. Fred didn’t like the experience. Pushes it too deep, right, Fred?”

Amanda looked at Fred and giggled again.

“Fuck you, Amanda!” Fred shouted. “I’m not gay!”

I know how you feel, Fred, I thought to myself. I’m not gay either but sucked cock too.

I looked involuntarily at Jack, and he grinned at me. He knew very well what thoughts had crossed my mind. I blushed and looked away.

Amanda laughed. “Ha-ha! If you say so, Fred! If you say so!”

Fred raised his finger at her. “You stop laughing at me, or our deal is off, and good luck getting him!”

“OK, sorry!” Amanda apologised to Fred and said to Mila and me, “Fred had to go through that, but to be fair, it was a good thing it happened. Big Daddy trusts him now. Otherwise, this operation would not have been possible.”

“Yeah, Fred, you took one for the team!” Jack grinned at Fred. “You’re ahead. I’ve never been invited to suck his cock. Did you choke on it, Fred?”

Jack laughed. I felt awful watching Jack mock Fred. Laughing like that showed what Jack thought of cock suckers, and I was one of them. I felt like the others looked at my face and read on it: Peter also sucked cock! 

Fortunately for me, Fred had gotten all the attention, and no one saw my flushed face. Fred showed Jack a middle finger and swore, “Fuck you, Jack!”

“Sorry, Fred!” Jack finally apologised. “When did this happen?”

Fred sighed. “The day before you turned up. Giuseppe said, ‘You either take the cock or the bullet!’ I chose the cock.” Fred’s face turned red again, and he hissed, “I’ll kill Big Daddy myself!”

“How did you manage to see the tattoo? Weren’t you blindfolded?” Jack asked.

“I was,” Fred replied, “but I choked, OK?!”

Jack suppressed a laugh.

Fred shook his head at Jack but still said, “He pulled my head off his dick in a rush and accidentally caught my blindfold, just for a second, but I could catch a glimpse of his cockhead! Happy?”

Jack struggled to suppress his smile and looked away from Fred.

“So, Mila,” Amanda said to my wife. “In Jack’s case, Big Daddy made an exception. Instead of Jack, he wants you. He wants to fuck you. But worry not. All of us are going to the party. You’ll be examining the cocks of the men before you let them fuck you. His—”

“I am not doing it!” Mila said.

Amanda ignored my wife’s objection and continued to explain, “His tattoo is small, on the penis head. You need to look closely at their dicks. Give the men blow jobs before you let them fuck you so you can spot the tattoo. When you find him, shout: “toi e!” That’s ‘he is’ in Bulgarian, right? Don’t raise further suspicion and finish him off, or if he wants to fuck you, let him. When he’s done, move away, and leave the rest to me.”

Mila raised her voice. “Put this in your head, Amanda! I am not getting fucked! Why don’t you let him fuck you if you’re so keen?”

Amanda smiled. “Darling, do you think I wouldn’t have done it? But he does not want me! He wants you!”

“I am not a whore!” Mila shouted, and her eyes became moist.

“I am not a whore either, Mila,” Amanda said. “But I might get a cock or two tonight at the party. Who knows? It comes with the territory, and I’ll do it if that is what the mission requires.” Amanda looked at Jack. “Right, Jack? What the mission requires!”

“Yes,” Jack said in a subdued voice.

Mila shook her head. “No!”

Amanda looked back at Mila and sighed. “I hate to do this, but you leave me no choice.”

“Amanda, no!” Jack shouted.

Amanda raised her hand to shush him and, staring at Mila, said, “Mila, you are in love with Jack. Are you going to let him go to prison for life? Because he will get life if we do not arrest Big Daddy tonight. If we lock Big Daddy up, Jack gets a year max. That’s his deal with the DEA. Did Jack not tell you?”

Jack shook his head in disappointment with Amanda. “Amanda, you promised not to tell her! This is now extortion!”

“Is it true, Jack?” Mila asked quietly and looked at Jack.

Jack nodded yes, squatted next to my wife’s chair, and caressed her cheek. “Please, don’t do it because of me!”

Mila kept her eyes on Jack for some time, not saying anything. Then she looked at me and whispered, “I’ll do it, Peter!”

“You’re crazy!” I said.

“It is the right thing to do!” Mila replied.

I sighed. “In that case, I’ll come with you. I can’t leave you alone with these people.”

“Of course, Peter!” Amanda jumped in readily, gleaming with enthusiasm. ”You and Jack are invited!” She was happy! She was so close to getting what she had come for: our agreement for Mila to take part in her plan. Amanda smiled at me with a mischievous smile and added, “There are plenty of sexy girls at the party, Peter! I’ll be there too.”

Did she just suggest what I think she did?!?

Probably it was my imagination, but I thought I saw a playful twinkle in her eyes, and then I could think of only one girl I wanted to fuck at that party: Amanda. 

Jack put his hand on Mila’s thigh. 

He lightly squeezed her flesh and said, “Mila, you don’t have to do it. But if you decide to do it, I’ll be next to you at all times. I won’t leave you alone even for a second.”

Yeah, he’ll be there, of course! To fuck my wife, I thought. I glanced at Amanda.

She was watching Jack rub my wife’s leg, and I was not sure what the grimace on Amanda’s face meant, but she looked serious, even sad. 

Whom am I kidding? This girl here is out of my league. She’s just trying to lure me into agreeing for Mila to take part in her devious plan. Amanda has no interest in me! Look at her! She’s interested only in Mila and Jack. She can’t take her eyes off them, hoping and praying that Jack does not dissuade my wife. Amanda’s just playing me for a fool. I won’t even get a smile from this young woman the moment Mila and I get into the club! The only thing I’ll end up doing at that party is watching my wife getting fucked by Jack. Oh, yeah, I’ll probably watch her give a blow job to Jack’s former boss! Or get fucked by him too! 

I watched Jack lean his face towards Mila’s, and they kissed. 

My cock twitched, and I asked myself: But is it that bad? Watching my wife being fucked at a sex party? As long as we are unharmed, why not? Amanda is right. It will be fun. It’s a sex party, after all!

But then I thought again: I am insane. A sex party with the mafia boss and trigger-happy mercenaries around about to start shooting at each other!

I bit my bottom lip. I was nervous and afraid, and I was tempted at the same time. Jack and Mila broke their kiss.

Jack said to Mila, “I’ll be there and won’t let anyone else fuck you!”

“Jack!” Amanda said. “You can’t promise such—”

Jack raised his hand to shut Amanda up and, not taking his eyes off Mila, said, “We’ll play the trick without letting anyone fuck you. You’ll just tease them. I know you’re good at it!”

“Jack, be professional!” Amanda said, raising her voice. “I’ve already explained to you what to do. Don’t put the operation at risk!” 

Jack did not bother to respond to Amanda. He whispered to Mila, “Trust me, Mila!”

Amanda sighed, shaking her head, but did not argue further with Jack.

I asked her, “How do you know that ‘toi e’ means ‘he is’ in Bulgarian?”

“I do my homework, Peter,” she replied. “Google Translate!”

“So, you knew my wife is Bulgarian then,” I said.

Amanda nodded yes. “Jack told me. As I told you, I’ve been in touch with him and know what the three of you have been doing. Not the details!” She looked at Jack. “And I don’t want to know them!”

Jack looked at Amanda and said, “I stick to our rules, Amanda!” 

“What rules?” I asked.

Jack let go of my wife’s leg, stood, and looked at me. “Umm. . . , the rules that. . . .” He stopped midsentence and looked at Amanda.

Amanda smiled at me and explained, “The rules for the deal. Jack had to keep me informed about what he was doing with you so that we were certain he was not playing behind our backs.” Amanda then scolded Jack, “Jack, pull yourself together, will you?”

I turned to Mila and asked her, “Mila, are you sure about this?”

Mila stared at me for a few seconds and then murmured, “Peter, I want to help him.” 

“I can’t believe I am saying this,” I said, “but OK! Let’s help him! Again!”

The truth was, I was not that keen to help Jack, but I felt my best strategy was to go along with Mila. I had started to realise that she was so infatuated with Jack that if I tried to go openly against her newly found love, I would only antagonise her and was going to hit a brick wall anyway. However, if I went along with her, she would continue to see me as a supportive husband. I had to play the game until Jack ended up in prison. Even if he was gone only for a year, that was enough time for me to win my wife back. There was also something else behind my decision. I wanted to see my wife fucked at a sex party. I also secretly hoped to watch Amanda being fucked. I wanted to see that young woman fucked, and a tiny part of me hoped that I might somehow get my chance with her. But I didn’t dare to dream too much.

“Thank you, Pete!” Mila whispered.

“Yeah, thank you, Peter!” Amanda said and leaned over the table to Mila. “Mila, I really appreciate it!”

And before any of us realised what Amanda intended to do, she clasped Mila’s chin and planted her lips on her mouth. Confused, Mila parted her lips, and Amanda’s tongue slid into my wife’s mouth.

I grabbed my cock as it throbbed. It was so erotic to watch these two gorgeous women kiss! I saw out of the corner of my eye that Jack was rubbing his cock too.

Ten seconds had passed, and Mila finally pushed Amanda in the chest and broke the kiss.

“Just for practice, Mila,” Amanda said, with her face gleaming. “Girls on girls is allowed in the red room. Expected even. We may have to play lesbians, remember?”

Mila was blushing profusely and looked at me, then at Jack.

A broad smile spread across Jack’s face. “It was hot as hell watching the two of you!” 

“It was fucking hot!” Fred chimed in, grinning. “Please, do it again!”

“Ha-ha!” Amanda laughed, then said to Mila, “You’re a great kisser, Mila! No wonder my Jack is so much into you!” 

Mila didn’t say anything, just looked away. She was embarrassed.

Fred clasped his hands together. “OK! I’d better get going then!”

I swivelled my seat, and Jack got back in the driver’s seat. Fred got off the RV and shut the door.

“Jack, give Fred five minutes to get back to the club before we turn up,” Amanda said as she put her seat belt on. “Giuseppe will probably want to check the coke himself.”

“Did you really give them all the cocaine?” I asked.

Amanda shrugged her shoulders. “We had to. The story is that Fred just met Jack, and Jack gave him the coke. It’s in Fred’s van, and he’ll take it to his office. It is part of the deal with Big Daddy.”

“Well,” I said. “I hope you don’t lose it.”

“Don’t worry, Peter,” Amanda said. “The agents are tracking it. As soon as we arrest Big Daddy, we’ll recover it.“

We waited in silence for a few minutes, and then Jack drove off. 

When we arrived at the club, he parked the RV next to the front entrance. There was no point in hiding. We were officially going into the lion’s den.

Jack was about to open his door to get out when Amanda called his name. “Jack!”

He looked over his shoulder at her. “What?”

Amanda said, “Remember that I’m your sister! Don’t make silly attempts to fuck me!”

Jack chuckled. “He-he! Worry not! I’ll try some other time!”

Amanda laughed. “Ha-ha!”

We got out of the RV, and Jack gave me the car keys.

“Here we go!” he whispered.

We entered the club.


15.    The VIP party

Fred and Giuseppe were waiting for us at the entrance. They saw us and walked to us.

With a broad smile on his face, Giuseppe stood in front of Jack and opened his arms. “Hello, Jack! Forgive and forget, eh?”

“Forgive and forget,” Jack mumbled and had no choice but to hug his former nemesis.

When they pulled away from each other, Giuseppe looked at me. 

“No hard feelings, eh?” he said.

“No hard feelings,” I replied.

Then Giuseppe moved his attention to Mila.

He gave her the elevator eyes as if he was seeing her for the first time. “You look stunning, Mila! I’m glad you decided to come to Fred’s party! His parties are legendary!”

Mila did not say anything and stared at Giuseppe with a hostile look. And who would blame her? The guy had threatened to kill her just a few hours earlier.

“All right!” Giuseppe said. “You’ll get in a party mood.”

Now he looked at Amanda. “And this must be Jack’s charming sister!”

Amanda stepped behind Jack. It looked like she was scared of Giuseppe and was hiding behind her brother’s back.

“Ooh!” Giuseppe squeaked. “Are you shy?”

“She’s a psycho, Giuseppe,“ Fred whispered in Giuseppe’s ear. “Let her be!”

Giuseppe ignored Fred’s advice and continued to pester Amanda. “You can’t be shy at a sex party! I’ll help you—”

“I need a bathroom, please!” Amanda said with a whining voice. “Please!”

Fred pointed at the toilet. “Over there, darling! See?”

Amanda ran for the loo. She played well the role of mentally disturbed.

“What’s wrong with you?” Fred scolded Giuseppe. 

Giuseppe shrugged his shoulders. “What?! She’s come to a sex party. She has to—”

“She’s not here for the sex party, you moron!” Fred shouted. “I told you already! Jack took her out of the mental hospital.”

“Mmm. . . , yeah. . . .“ Guiseppe stroked his chin, thinking.

“You want her to make a scene or what?” Fred whispered in a hushed manner. “Bring the police?”

“You’re right, you’re right,” Giuseppe said, and his gaze fell on Mila again. 

“Giuseppe, is Big Daddy here?” Jack asked.

“Of course, he is here!” Giuseppe replied, still not taking his eyes off my wife. “He’s come to collect his gift! How could it be otherwise?” 

Giuseppe winked at Mila, and a lustful grin spread across his face.

Mila grabbed my arm and hugged it.

“Ooh! Are you tense, Mila?” Giuseppe said, his grin spreading wider. “Don’t be! You’ll like it! The boss knows how to fuck well!”

A shadow crossed Jack’s face. He had been putting up with Giuseppe’s theatrics but now seemed to be losing his patience. 

Giuseppe noticed Jack’s frown and turned his attention to him. The two men stared at each other.

“What?!?” Giuseppe shrugged his shoulders provocatively. “Do you think you are the only one who can fuck her well?”

“Fuck you!” Jack shouted and pushed Giuseppe in the chest. “No one will get anywhere near—”

“Oy, oy!” Fred shouted, grabbed Jack, and pulled him away from Giuseppe, then said to Giuseppe, “Just give me a sec to talk to him, will you? Our friend here is emotional. Understandably so. We’ll be back!”

Giuseppe stared at Jack with an angry face and hissed, “Take your time!”

Fred took Jack outside, and Mila and I joined them.

Still holding Jack by the arm, Fred whispered nervously, “Jack, what the hell do you think you are doing?”

Jack pulled his arm out of Fred’s grip. “No one will be fucking Mila!” 

Fred looked around to make sure we hadn’t drawn too much attention and said, “But that’s not what Amanda said.”

“Forget what she said!” Jack raised his voice. “I’m telling you! No one will be touching Mila!”

“Shh!” Fred shushed Jack. “The deal is—”

“I know what the deal is,” Jack cut his ex-friend off.

Fred began explaining, “She expects—”

“I know what she expects!” Jack interrupted Fred again. “But we’re not doing it.”

“How come, Jack?!?” Fred asked in a squeaky voice. “Did she not explain the plan?”

Jack said, “She did.”

Fred raised his eyebrows. “So?”

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “We are not following her plan.”

“Is the deal off then?” Fred asked, confused.

Jack replied, “No. It is still on. Mila and I will pretend we are going along, but Big Daddy nor anyone else will touch her!”

Fred shook his head slowly from side to side. “I don’t know, Jack. I don’t know how this would work.”

“We’ll pretend, Fred, that’s how!” Jack said. “We’ll trick Big Daddy into pulling his pants down and showing her his dick, but he won’t touch her. Nor anyone else will. Is it clear, Fred? We’ll pretend!”

Fred stared at Jack’s face for a few seconds before taking a deep breath and saying, “Then pretend better!”

“We will!” Jack said.

Fred looked at Mila.

“We will!” Mila confirmed.

Fred sighed again. “OK. Let’s go inside then!”

We entered the club. Amanda had come back from the toilet and was staying in the corner, a few meters away from Giuseppe. Giuseppe seemed to have wised up and was not bothering her but was texting on his phone.

Fred declared, “Everything’s ironed out. We are good to go!”  

“Good!” Giuseppe said and grinned at Jack.

This time Jack ignored him.

“Follow me!” Fred commandeered us, and we followed him.

The nightclub was heaving with people. It looked like there were even more people than when we had visited the first time. We saw some of the men who had given us chase the night before. However, it seemed we were expected because, after the initial stare, they carried on with their duties in a business-as-usual mode.

The VIP club was more or less what I expected of a sex club. A stage in the middle where strippers were performing. There were leather benches and glass tables; larger private cubicles, lux lounge style, around the stage; and a cocktail bar. I also noticed two red rooms. There were waitresses who served drinks upon request. Private rooms were available on the second floor with balconies overlooking the stage below.

Fred led us to one of the private cubicles. Mila sat on the curved leather bench, and Jack sat on her left side while I sat on her right. Amanda sat down next to Jack. 

To my displeasure, both Giuseppe and Fred did not leave but sat across the table from us. A waitress turned up, dressed provocatively but nothing too revealing. She took our orders. Mila, Amanda, and I went for cocktails, while Jack, Giuseppe and Fred opted for whiskey. 

Fred led the conversation. He started to comment on the strippers and how good they were. It was hard going in the beginning, but after we finished our drinks and Fred ordered another round, the conversation became easier. And with it, the alcohol began flowing and soon, we had a third round of drinks. Inhibitions started to slip, and Jack wrapped his arm around Mila’s shoulders while I put my hand on her thigh and began rubbing it. Jack used his free hand to grab mine and push it off my wife’s leg.

I looked at him. 

He said sternly, “Wait for my permission, Peter!”

I sat back, frustrated. Jack was changing the scope of our ‘contract’, extending his alpha male privileges. It seemed that now I was supposed to ask for his permission to even touch my wife! I wasn’t happy, but, having witnessed how possessive he had become of Mila, I was not keen to confront him. 

He’ll get arrested pretty soon, I thought, and then Mila will be mine again.

Giuseppe grinned at Jack and gave him a thumbs up.

“Guiseppe, where is Big Daddy?” Jack asked, and his hand slid from my wife’s shoulder to her side.

Giuseppe replied, “He is here. Somewhere in the red rooms.”

“When will he come to see us?” Jack asked and, at the same time, hooked his fingers under the strap of Mila’s cami top.

“He won’t be coming to us! We’ll go and see him. When it’s time,” Giuseppe said.

Jack’s hand slipped under Mila’s tank top, and he cupped her breast. Mila turned her face to Jack, and they kissed. When they broke the kiss, Mila looked at Giuseppe. A coquettish smile spread across her face. Jack smiled at Giuseppe, too. 

I watched Mila and Jack make out in front of us and was bewildered by their behaviour. They might have been ‘pretending’, as they had promised to Fred, trying to convince Giuseppe that Mila was in the mood and they would honour the deal. But they were doing it too well to be just that. Indeed, Mila and Jack wanted each other, and that made it easy for them. And I had to give it to Jack. He had a libido to envy! The guy was in the middle of a high-stakes operation, the best outcome of which was his arrest, yet he was able to think about sex. However, there seemed to be something else at play. And that was to do with Jack’s ego. Jack was hell-bent on teasing Giuseppe. Mila’s lover was flaunting his access to her assets in front of Big Daddy’s man, and that was having the desired effect: Giuseppe’s eyes were glued to my wife’s chest where Jack’s hand underneath her tank top was having a field day with her breasts. 

“So, Guiseppe, will you be fucking tonight or just watching?” Jack asked.

“Just watching. I’m at work,” Giuseppe replied.

“It must suck getting blue balls like that,” Jack said.

“Well, can’t be helped.” Giuseppe drank from his glass, trying not to show that Jack was getting under his skin.

And just when I thought that Guiseppe was the bigger man, he decided to get back at Jack for the jibe by saying, “Jack, good job warming up the oven for the boss.”

“I am warming it for myself, you fucker!” Jack burst out.

Fred quickly intervened. “Hey, hey, folks! Calm down!” He looked at Jack. “Jack, you know what the deal is, don’t you?”

Jack shouted, “I’ll tell you what the deal is! The deal is that Mila and I have come to a sex party for the two of us to have fun! Big Daddy can go and fuck himself!”

Fred’s jaw dropped open. 

“Jack! What are you doing?” Amanda whispered, her eyes wide open, eyebrows raised.

“Aha!” Giuseppe slapped the edge of the table. “Say it! Are you reneging on the deal, Jack?”

Fred jumped in as mediator again. “Of course not, Giuseppe! But please stop winding him up! Jack will honour his commitments! He’s already returned the candy. Why would he renege on the deal now? He will share Mila.”

Jack’s face turned crimson red. “Fuck no!” he shouted, “I’m not sharing Mila with anyone!”

Desperately trying to salvage the situation caused by Jack’s sudden breakdown, Fred said in a conciliatory tone, “You’re right, Jack. You are absolutely right! ‘Share’ is the wrong word! It has this negative connotation, like giving up something. While we have come to gain something. This party is about positive emotions, about having fun. But we all have roles to play to make it happen. You haven’t forgotten that, have you?”

Jack opened his mouth to say something when I noticed Amanda put her hand on his thigh and squeeze it. 

“Mmm,” Jack mumbled and paused, thinking about something. Then he said, “Yes, of course! We’ll play our roles.” Jack’s hand gently squeezed my wife’s breast.

A waitress turned up with a tray offering champagne, and Fred grabbed a glass and said, “Champagne?”

We took a glass each and, prompted by Fred, drank up. Fred asked the waitress to bring us another round of drinks.

“Drinks are on me tonight!” Fred announced.

“And the candy’s on me!” Giuseppe said and pulled a packet of cocaine and a few cocaine straws out of his pocket. 

He made lines on the glass table in the middle of our cubicle. Giuseppe and Fred snorted two lines each. Mila and I hesitated for a while, but we went for it when we saw Jack and Amanda snorting their lines. 

The waitress brought our drinks, and Fred thanked her by playfully slapping her bum. It seemed that the code of conduct in Fred’s club was loose. I could hardly imagine that anyone had ever taken Fred to an employment tribunal, judging by how the waitress giggled and stuck her tongue out at him. His response was to run his hand between her legs, looking at her with a lustful gaze. The waitress giggled again, pushed his hand away from her pussy and went away.

Now Fred decided to tell us about the special events at the club. One popular game he regularly ran at the VIP parties was a cock blowing contest.

The way Fred talked about the ‘Blow me!’ competition was very engaging and sexually descriptive, so much that I felt increasingly turned on despite our precarious situation: waiting to be called by the vicious mafia boss. I left my empty glass on the table and reached my hand between Mila’s legs. Mila was tipsy and warmed up by Jack, and her inhibitions were quite low at that point. She readily spread her legs apart, and I began rubbing her pussy through her shorts. And then Jack intervened again! He took my hand and pulled it away from between my wife’s legs. Then he put his hand on the strap of Mila’s tank top and tried to pull it down, but she grabbed his hand and stopped him. Possibly Mila was not happy with the way I was treated and got back at Jack on my behalf. Or her inhibitions had not been lowered that much. Whatever the reason for her pushing back on Jack’s attempt to expose her boobs, for now, he had to settle with massaging her breast under her cami with his other hand.

Fred continued to explain, “It’s a winning business model for me. For a $2,000 prize money from my pocket, I attract customers from all over the state and beyond. Regardless of what competition we run, I always offer a $1000 award for the winner, $650 for the runner up and $350 for third place.

“I make sure that the female participants register at least thirty minutes before the start of the competition to avoid misunderstandings and ugly scenes. Hi-hi! A jealous husband trying to beat the crap out of me is a nightmare. It happened a few times before I learnt how to run these swinger events.” 

Fred finished his drink and said, “There is another contest we run. People love it, and I mean both people with dicks and pussies. The competition is how long you can last fucking a pussy—we don’t do gay stuff—a pussy and—” 

“Thank you, Fred! We get the picture!” Mila interrupted him but, at the same time, smiled at him.

Another waitress turned up with a tray with glasses of wine. We took a glass each, and Fred slid his hand under the waitress’s mini-skirt. Instead of pushing his hand away, the waitress leaned over to him, and they kissed. When they broke the kiss, Fred pulled his hand from under her skirt and slapped her on the butt. She giggled and left.

By that point, we had immersed ourselves in the club atmosphere, perhaps way too much, considering our situation. I was feeling foggy. Mila looked drunk and stoned, judging by her flushed face and the way she giggled when Fred asked her if she would consider working for him in the club. 

“Maybe!” she said. “Depends on how much you pay!”

“A lot!” Fred chuckled. “And I offer a lot of fun!” He winked at her.

“Mila’s already found a lot of fun; aren’t you, honey?” Jack jumped into the conversation.

He let go of her breast and grabbed the strap of her tank top.

“Absolutely,” she said as she looked at Jack’s face and seductively ran her tongue over her lips.

Jack leaned his face to hers, and they kissed. He pulled down the strap of her cami, and her boob popped out. Mila had lost the willpower to resist Jack and did not cover her breast. Jack cupped her tit. The sight of her boob was so sexy! A soft mound of flesh in Jack’s hand, her nipple squeezed between his index and middle fingers. I slipped my hand between Mila’s thighs and cupped her pussy through her shorts. In response, she moaned in Jack’s mouth. With one hand on Mila’s breast, Jack slid his other hand between her legs, grabbed my wrist and pushed my hand away. He cupped her pussy through her shorts the way I had done.

I sat back and watched Mila surrender to Jack. I felt humiliated and was angry at Jack for the way he treated me. However, I found it so erotic watching him feeling my wife up that I accepted his will and, instead of fighting back, I slid my hand into my shorts, grabbed my erect cock and started stroking it slowly.

Guiseppe followed my example. He pushed his hand into his shorts, and by the movement of his hand, I figured out he began wanking his cock. 

He winked at me. “Peter, you like watching, don’t you? I’m like you. I like watching. It’s great fun, isn’t it?”

“Mmm,” I grunted in agreement.

My gaze fell on Fred. He was stroking his cock through his pants. 

He smiled at me. “It’s great when everyone’s having fun, isn’t it?” 

I looked around, and indeed, from what I could see in the dim lighting, people in other cubicles and on the floor were drinking, laughing, and dancing; some were making out, and others were heading to the red rooms. 

I looked back at Jack, and, seeing the tent in his shorts, I knew he had gathered momentum. If it was up to him, he would have fucked my wife there and then. As for Mila, she moaned into his mouth and broke the kiss to catch her breath. Her engorged bottom lip, hanging down, her dilated pupils and her hazed look confirmed that she was ready to get fucked. 

“Folks, I think we’re all now in the mood. Let’s go to the red room,” Fred said and looked at his watch. “The contest starts in five minutes.” 

“What is the contest tonight?” I asked.

“How many cocks Mila’s pussy can milk in a row,” Giuseppe replied with a sheepish grin on his face.

“What?!?” Mila squealed and pushed Jack in the chest.

Jack let go of her boob and put his fingers across her lips. “Shh! I’ll be there with you, remember? Trust me, Mila!”

I swallowed nervously, but at the same time, I felt my cock throbbing. I knew Jack planned to prevent Mila from being fucked by anyone else but him. However, it didn’t stop me from imagining her spread-eagle with men lined up to fuck her. Yes, I was scared about Mila being fucked by strangers, especially if one of them was a nasty mafia boss, but lust had taken hold of me, and I wanted to see my wife in a gangbang.

We heard Giuseppe’s phone buzzing in his pocket. He let go of his cock, pulled his phone out, and looked at its screen.

“I’m just told the boss is waiting in the red room,” he said. 

Fred also received a text message and looked at his phone. “Yes, my people are telling me it’s time to go. They are waiting for Mila. The other contestants have already lined up.” He stood up and said, “Shall we?” Fred stretched his hand to Mila. “Come on, Mila! I entered your name for you!”

Mila looked up at Fred. As if in a trance, staring at him, she slowly took Jack’s hand, removed it from between her legs, and pulled the tank top strap back over her shoulder to cover her breast. 

“Shall we?” Fred asked her again.

Mila took his hand and stood up.

We all followed Fred as he led my wife to one of the red rooms.

I didn’t know red rooms could be so large. The lighting was dim but enough to see individual faces. Four completely naked women were lying on their backs on the cushioned floor, on top of pillows, with their legs spread wide open, ready to be fucked in the missionary position. There were lines of men in front of each woman. The men were standing and stroking their cocks, as they waited for the competition to begin. Many more naked men and women were in the room. They were standing or lying around on the floor—some on top of large cushions, others behind a pile of pillows—and were making out, fucking, or just waiting for the contest to start and watch. 

Fred led Mila to a place in the room, where eight or ten men had already lined up, wanking cocks, and waiting for the brave woman—in this case, my wife—to offer her pussy and get fucked to oblivion in the name of some dubious award of $1,000. I looked at these men, and my heart skipped a bit. One of these guys eager to fuck my wife was a fearsome gangster. 

I was about to follow Mila and Fred when I felt someone’s hand grab mine. I looked to my side and saw Amanda.

“Let’s watch from there,” she said and nodded to a spot behind a couple of pillows, not far away from where Mila and Fred stood.

Amanda pulled on my hand, and I followed her. I lay down on my stomach behind the pillows. She nestled next to me, also lying on her stomach.

Jack did not join us. Instead, he joined Mila and Fred, looked at us, smiled and gave us a thumbs up.  

I looked for Giuseppe and saw him leaning on the wall next to the door from where he was watching what was going on in the room.

A woman from Fred’s staff, perhaps one of the waitresses, assigned to be a referee and count keeper for my wife’s team, was standing with a tray in her hand. There was a sheet of paper, a pencil and plenty of condoms on that tray. Jack removed his clothes, and his erect cock sprung out. He grabbed a condom from the tray, unwrapped it and rolled it onto his dick. 

So you use condoms, after all, I thought to myself. Lying bastard!

Jack stood behind Mila and kissed the side of her neck. He grabbed the straps of her tank top and pulled it down over her shoulders, baring her tits. Mila covered her breasts with her hands. Suddenly she felt embarrassed to show her breasts in front of such a large audience.

Fred squatted in front of her and took her left sandal. She slipped her foot out of it. He helped her remove her right sandal too. Then he pulled down her shorts, and Mila stepped out of them. She looked nervous but determined to go ahead with her unusual assignment. However, when Fred grasped the waistband of her briefs, she had second thoughts. Mila let go of her tits, baring them, and grabbed Fred’s hands. She tried to make Fred let go of her knickers, but he didn’t budge. Jack reached out from behind her and clutched Fred’s wrists. Being the stronger man, Jack had no problem pushing Fred’s hands off Mila’s panties.

Amanda shook her head in disappointment and whispered, “What an idiot!” 

“What the fuck, Jack?” Fred shouted, opening his arms in surprise and raising his eyebrows. 

The two men stared at each other. They were in a silent standoff. 

Amanda murmured, “Idiot, a complete idiot!”

I looked at Amanda. She was fuming.

“What’s up with Jack?” I whispered.

“Don’t know!” she replied with frustration in her voice. “You’ve been with them lately; you should know!” She sighed and added, “Sorry! It’s not your fault!”

Fred looked over his shoulder at the men lined up to fuck Mila, then looked back at Jack and said calmly but firmly, “Are we on the same team or not, Jack?”

Jack bit his bottom lip nervously, moving his eyes from Fred’s face to the men standing in the line, stroking their cocks, and back to Fred’s face. 

Finally, Jack mumbled, “We are on the same team.”

Fred hooked his fingers under the waistband of Mila’s panties. Mila grabbed Fred’s hands again as she looked at the men in front of her, stroking their erect cocks. She trembled. She knew she might end up taking in, if not all of those cocks, at least some of them. It was a huge, massive step for Mila. It was true that she had let Jack fuck her, destroying one of the fundamental pillars of marriage: monogamy. But that was different. She had fallen in love with Jack, and that had made it easier for her to cross the line. Now, despite Jack’s assurances, there was a chance that she might end up getting fucked in a gangbang by men who meant nothing to her.

Once I had joked with Mila not to have a one-night stand while she had gone to a Christmas party with her colleagues, and she had said to me: “Honey, worry not! I would only sleep with another man if I fell in love with him and he loved me back. None of my male colleagues has even a slim chance of qualifying. Trust me!” 

So the prospect of being fucked by these random men, whom she didn’t know and was not in love with, was frightening for her. 

I, for my part, wanted her to get gangbanged. Not only because I found it arousing to watch, but I also wanted to see Jack hurt. The way he had hurt me. I wanted these men to show him that she was not only his. My wish was not driven by emotions only; there was also a logic to it. If these random guys fucked Mila, that would help me convince her later that what we had done on our holiday had been just sex, and her adventure with Jack had been just sex. Not love. Otherwise, why would she let men she didn’t love fuck her?

Jack leaned his mouth to Mila’s ear and whispered something to her. At the same time, he pressed his chest against her back and cupped her breasts from behind. Having been reassured by whatever Jack had told her, Mila let go of Fred’s hands and let him pull down her panties, revealing her naked ass and pussy. 

She stepped out of her knickers, and Fred put them away. Then he slid his hands between her legs and urged her to open them further. 

Mila hesitated.

Jack looked down at Fred over my wife’s shoulder and hissed, “Back off, Fred!”

“Jack, for fuck’s sake!” Fred shouted but then said quietly, “What do you think you’re doing?” Fred nodded discretely towards the men behind him. “Play along, please! Just let me warm her up for you!”

After hesitating for a few seconds, Jack whispered again in Mila’s ear and then, still cupping her breasts, he made one step back. Mila put her hands on top of Jack’s, leaned her back against him, pushing her pelvis forward, and parted her legs. Fred placed his mouth on her pussy, making her shudder briefly at the feel of his lips on her labia, and began licking her slit straight away. His tongue was parting her pussy lips and running all the way from her clit to her vagina and then back to her clit, spreading her lube.

When Fred felt he had warmed my wife up enough, he stood up.

“Let’s have fun!” he said and rubbed his hands together. 

His mouth, chin and nose glistened with saliva and Mila’s pussy juices.

Fred had done an excellent job warming Mila up because she was very aroused. She had closed her eyes and tilted her head back. Her chest was moving up and down rapidly, her stomach muscles were convulsing, and her calves and thighs were shaking.

Jack kissed Mila on the side of her neck, then placed his lips on her collarbone and kissed her again. Mila smiled, keeping her eyes shut and enjoying the sensations Jack’s kisses were giving her. Jack squeezed her tits and whispered something in her ear. She giggled. Jack’s right hand slipped from her breast to her stomach and landing strip. He began running his fingers up and down her patch of pubic hair while simultaneously whispering to her, and she kept giggling with her eyes closed. Jack moved to smooch the side of her neck again and closed his eyes, savouring the soft texture of her skin.

In the meantime, while Jack and Mila were busy displaying their passion to each other, Fred was not wasting time and took his clothes off, revealing his erection. His cock was of decent size, not anywhere as big as Jack’s, but larger than mine. Fred waved at the referee to come closer. She smiled at him and offered him the tray. Fred took a condom, unwrapped it and rolled it onto his cock. 

The woman took her pencil and asked, “Boss, shall I?”

Fred winked at her. “Yes, Sheila! You know the drill.”

Sheila giggled and wrote something on the sheet of paper. 

Then she took a pillow from the floor and stepped toward Mila. 

“It’s your first time, isn’t it?” Sheila asked my wife. 

Mila and Jack opened their eyes and looked at the referee. 

My wife looked confused, so the referee smiled and rephrased her question, “Have you taken part in a sex contest before?” 

Mila shook her head. “No.” 

Sheila gave Mila the pillow and said, “Put it under your head, darling! You may be lying on your back for quite a while.” 

Sheila stepped back and gave the girls supervising the other teams a thumbs-up. They had been waiting for Mila’s team to get ready. Now the contest could start.

Jack let go of Mila and stepped before her, pushing Fred aside.

“Lie on your back, Mila!” Jack said and smiled softly at her.

He took the pillow from her hands, tucked it under his arm, took her hands in his and helped her lie down on her back. He passed her the pillow, and she put it under her head.

Mila bent her knees, and with her feet flat on the floor, she opened her legs, baring her pussy for Jack and Fred to see. 

She smiled at Jack and whispered, “I’m ready for you, Jack!”

Jack was about to kneel between Mila’s legs when Fred pushed him out of his way and kneeled in front of Mila. 

“My name’s first on the list!” Fred said.

He moved between Mila’s legs, put his right hand on her knee and grabbed his cock in his left hand.

Pointing his cock at her pussy, Fred said, “Would you like me to rub my cock against your clit first, or shall I go in straight away?” 

Mila looked daggers at Fred, as did Jack. Jack grabbed Fred by the shoulder and shook him.

“Get off her!” Jack shouted. 

Jack is so much in love with her, I thought.

As if she had read my thoughts, Amanda murmured under her breath, “He’s in love with her, Peter! He’s in love with her! I’m gonna cut his balls off!“

“What the fuck, Jack?” Fred squalled. “I am first on the list. Ask Sheila!” He turned to Sheila. “Sheila, who’s to fuck first?”

Sheila stepped forward, looked at her sheet of paper, smiled at Fred and then said to Jack, “Fred. Fred should go first. I’ll put you as number two. Jack, right?”

Sheila wrote Jack’s name in her notes. Then she turned around and stepped towards the other men. “Who wants to go third? First names only.” 

The rest of the team gathered around her and started giving her their names to write them down. 

“I bet Big Daddy won’t give his real name,” I whispered to Amanda.

“Shh!” she shushed me, then whispered back, “Maybe he will since no one knows it. He won’t give his nickname, for sure! That’s the one that matters!”

“Right!” I said.

In the meantime, Jack had kept his hand on Fred’s shoulder, and the two men were staring at each other. Jack was fuming, and Fred was grinning.

Fred finally said, “You see, Jack. There are rules! We can’t break the contest rules.”

Ignoring Jack’s hand on his shoulder, Fred turned his attention back to Mila and rubbed her thigh with his right hand. 

Mila’s thigh muscles started to shake. She did not want Fred to fuck her, but on the other hand, she was aroused and ready to take a cock into her pussy.

Jack said slowly, stressing each word, “Get! Off! Her!” 

Fred pretended he wasn’t listening to Jack and crawled on his knees closer to Mila’s pussy. 

“Relax, Mila! Relax!” Fred said and smiled at her. He stroked his cock with his left hand.

Mila looked at Jack. 

“What shall we do, Jack?” she murmured.

“I stand by my word, honey! You’ll have sex only with me!” Jack said.

“Fucker!” Amanda whispered. “He’s promised her he’ll be the only one fucking her!”

I felt my cock twitching. I was turned on by watching two men fighting over who would fuck my wife.

Fred put his fingers on Mila’s pussy and spread her pussy lips. Her stomach muscles twitched.

Pointing his cock at the entrance of her vagina, he said, “Here we go, Mila!”

A shadow of anger crossed Jack’s face, and he pulled on Fred’s shoulder, but the latter stayed firm.

Fred looked at Jack and shouted, “It’s a contest, Jack! It’s for fun! Relax!” Fred turned his attention back to Mila. “Relax, you too, gorgeous! Time for fun!”

He positioned his cockhead at my wife’s pussy opening, and her legs trembled when she felt the touch of his cock.

Jack shoved Fred violently, making Fred sit down on his butt.

The scuffle between Jack and Fred had not gone unnoticed by the other men in Mila’s team, and they started to whisper to each other. Some were smiling. Others, however, were not so amused with the stand-off between their teammates and were shaking their heads in disapproval. 

One of the men, a well-built guy in his mid-forties, shouted at Jack, “Come on, dude! Let him fuck!”

Amanda whispered, “Jack’s too involved with your wife!”

I sighed. “Tell me about it!”

“Dude!” Fred shouted at Jack and kneeled up. “How the fuck do you think we can win this thing? By being jealous and acting like idiots? If we don’t start now, we’ll get disqualified. My name’s first on the list. You’ll go second, and so on. What’s your fucking problem?”

“Mila’s mine only!” Jack croaked and pushed Fred in the chest.

Fred steadied himself and said quietly, “Jack, pull yourself together, will you? She’s not yours! She is his!” He nodded in my direction. “And he’s more reasonable than you!”

A guy stepped forward and grabbed Jack by the shoulder. “Listen, dude! Right now, you’re standing between my cock and that pussy over there!” The guy nodded towards Mila’s spread legs. Then he added, “That’s not a good place to be when I want to fuck!”

The guy was bigger than Jack. I couldn’t say the same about his cock. It was small. But to be fair, the man had a hard-on and was keen to fuck. 

Jack pushed the man’s hand off his shoulder and hissed, “Mind your own business!”

The guy with the small cock said, “Or what?!” 

Despite his implied threat, he stepped back. 

However, a few other guys shouted at Jack, “Come on, dude! Don’t be a dick!”

Fred said to Jack, “You see? You’ll piss the team off! We won’t win what we came for if Mila gets only your dick! Think about it, dude! Think about what we’ve agreed to. Think about what she needs to do so that we can win the prize! The prize! Remember what the prize is? It’s a game that we all need to play. Kapish?”

“Jack!” Mila called Jack’s name. “Jack!”

Jack turned around and looked at her. 

She said to him, “Jack, it’s OK.”

Jack did not say anything, just stared at Mila.

“Jack! It’s OK!” she said again, then again, “It’s OK!”

He sighed and looked at Fred. 

“I’m gonna kill you after this!” Jack hissed and stepped aside.

Fred grinned at him. “Sure, buddy!” 

And without further ado, Fred lay on top of my wife, and holding himself up on one hand, he pressed his cock against her pussy with his other hand. Mila shivered when she felt his cockhead spreading her pussy lips. Fred thrust his pelvis forward, and she gasped as he penetrated her.

Jack looked distraught. My ‘master’ didn’t look like a master! He looked like he was going to start crying, but at least now he was not fighting Fred and, instead, was standing and stroking his cock.

It feels miserable waiting for your turn, doesn’t it, Jack? I gloated in my head.

Initially, Fred was fucking my wife slowly, with long strokes. However, after a minute or so, he increased the speed of his thrusts and soon was ramming his cock frantically up and down her pussy. A few seconds later, the first moans of pleasure escaped Mila’s lips.

I felt jealous but also happy that Jack got tricked by Fred. My wife was not Jack’s anymore. She was Fred’s too.

How does it feel to be a cuckold, Jack? I thought to myself. A little taste of your own medicine, eh?

I was gloating in Jack’s misery. But above all, I was horny. My wife was being gangbanged for real, and I was going to watch every bit of the show! 

As if reading my mind, Amanda whispered, “Watch and enjoy, Peter!”

Feeling her breath in my ear reminded me that there was more to pleasure than just watching my wife. A pretty sexy young woman was lying on her stomach next to me, and I had to do something about it!

“Let’s take our clothes off,” I said.

“Peter!” Amanda squeaked. “Only in your wildest dreams!” 

I felt precisely that way. I’ll fuck her only in my dreams.

But then a thought occurred to me. She won’t let me fuck her, but I can trick her into undressing and see her nude!

“Amanda,” I said, “it looks suspicious that only you and I are with our clothes on.”

Amanda did not say anything for a few seconds, thinking over what I had told her. She looked around and said, “Yeah . . . Everyone’s nude.” Then she stood up and, without any hesitation, removed her blouse.

She was not wearing a bra. And I was right. She had B-size round, firm breasts. Slightly perky nipples. The type of breasts I liked. 

Amanda removed her shoes and took her jeans off. Her black thong, with a see-through mesh front, allowed me to see that she had neatly trimmed her pussy, but had not shaved it as my wife had. 

I got up and took my shoes and clothes off. 

Amanda looked at my erect cock and giggled. “Hi-hi! Someone loves watching his wife having fun!” 

I ran my hand over the length of my hard member and, smiling, said, “Indeed! But also loves having fun himself!”

“Ha-ha!” Amanda laughed. “I’m sure he loves that too!” 

She was about to lie down when I grabbed her hand.

“People are watching us,” I whispered and nodded towards one of the guys in Mila’s team who was looking at us at that moment. 

Amanda hesitated for a second but then grabbed her thong and pulled it down. Yep! She had a perfectly shaped pussy, neatly trimmed, with puffed-up pussy lips. My cock twitched.

Amanda lay face down. I lay down next to her.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!” Mila began crying, with her hands spread on the leather floor, as she experienced her first orgasm of the evening.

Fred started to ejaculate, grunting loudly.

Jack was stroking his cock. The other men in my wife’s team were watching the action between her legs but occasionally were glancing at Jack’s impressive manhood, undoubtedly feeling intimidated by the size of his cock.

“Stop staring at my cock!” Jack shouted to his teammates. “Get your cocks hard! Unless you think you can fuck with limp dicks?!”

“Finally, Jack!” Amanda whispered to herself. “I thought you’d forgotten you had a job to do.”

“What do you mean?” I asked her.

“Shh!” she shushed me. “He’s supposed to organise them.”

Jack’s words had the desired effect on his teammates because they doubled on wanking their cocks.

I put my hand on Amanda’s back. She trembled but did not push my hand away and kept watching the action in front of us. Amanda had soft skin. Feeling her warmth on my palm made my cock even harder than it already was.

Fred had just finished emptying himself and pulled his cock out of Mila’s pussy. He stood up, and Jack pushed him to step aside. Jack’s push was forceful, and Fred almost fell to the floor.

Jack knelt between my wife’s legs and, guiding his cock towards her pussy, said, “Sorry I didn’t—”

“It’s OK, Jack,” Mila said and smiled a soft, slightly bitter smile. “It’s a sex party, after all. It doesn’t mean anything.”

He smiled back at her. “I love making love to you, Mila!”

Mila replied, “Me, too, Jack!”

“You could have saved me this, Mila!” I whispered, saddened to hear my wife admitting that she loved Jack fucking her. Not that I didn’t know it, but I still felt bad hearing it from her mouth.

“Oh, don’t be like that!” Amanda said and turned on her side to face me, putting her tits on display for me to see. She rubbed my shoulder to comfort me, stared me in the eyes for a few seconds and then added, “This is just sex! Not a big deal in the big scheme of things!”

Amanda looked back at Jack and Mila. Jack had laid on top of my wife, had propped himself up on one hand and, holding his cock with the other, was rubbing the tip of his penis on her vaginal opening, trying to nestle his cockhead between her inner pussy lips. 

Amanda sighed. “It’s just sex, Peter.” She swallowed. “They do it just for fun. It has nothing to do with love.” Amanda looked sad and sighed again. “It’s just sex. . . , nothing more.”

She watched Jack and Milla as they prepared to fuck and said lamentingly, “All is just sex.”

Then the words slipped through my mouth. “If all is just sex, why are we not fucking, Amanda?”

My question took Amanda by surprise. She turned her head to look at me and stared at me for a while before she said, “Peter, don’t take it the wrong way. It’s not that I don’t like you. In fact, I do! But. . . .“

“But what? You have to be in love with someone to have sex with them, right?”

“Umm, well, . . . “ Amanda didn’t finish her sentence, just stared at me.

God! These deep blue eyes! I thought.

I sighed. “I get it, Amanda! Other women can fuck for fun only, but you can’t, of course!” I shook my head in disappointment. “You’re being so hypocritical, you know!”

“No, I’m not. I’ve had sex for fun too. I’ve had my share of one-night stands, Peter!” 

“I see. So you have sex for fun, but just not with me, of course.”

“You know it’s more complicated with women, Peter,” Amanda said, and we both turned to look at Mila and Jack because, at that moment, Mila groaned loudly as Jack pushed his cockhead into her pussy.

He propped himself up on two hands, pulled his pelvis back slightly, steadied himself up and thrust in again: a long, powerful thrust. Mila gasped as his entire cock slid into her pussy. Jack began fucking her with long slow strokes. Mila wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her arms around his neck.

“She’s hot!” Amanda said, not taking her eyes off Mila and Jack. “Your wife is really hot, Peter!”

“I know, right?” I said, and my cock twitched again. 

I wasn’t sure what excited me more: the sight of my wife being fucked in a gangbang with Jack pumping in her pussy while the onlookers were stroking their cocks; or the presence of the naked young woman lying next to me. I was sure of one thing, though: I had a massive hard-on.

Jack increased the speed of his strokes.

I looked around, trying to find out where Fred was, but I couldn’t find him. My eyes fell on Giuseppe. He was standing at the room entrance and watching my wife getting fucked. Besides the club's staff, Giuseppe was the only one with his clothes on. 

“I guess he has a gun under his shirt,” I murmured. 

Amanda traced my gaze. “He certainly has one!” she said, then whispered very quietly, making sure only I could hear her, “But he’s not the only one with a gun. Look at the bar over there, in the main hall!”

I looked through the open doors at the bar. There were four guys with their clothes on. They were sitting on the stools and drinking but glancing at what was happening in the red room.

“These are our guys,” Amanda whispered. “Relax! You and your wife are safe!”

She looked at Mila. My wife was moaning loudly, shivering in orgasm.

“Jack’s an idiot!” Amanda murmured as a shadow crossed her face. “He’s so determined to fuck your wife to oblivion that he’s forgotten why we’re here! I am so pissed off with him! He’s not doing what he is supposed to do.” 

“Checking the guys’ cocks for the tattoo, right?” I whispered in her ear.

“What?!?” Amanda squealed and pulled her head back to look at me. She burst into laughter but then put her hand over her mouth and whispered, “Of course not! Did you really think Jack would be inspecting their dicks?”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought he would be doing.”

Amanda laughed again.

“Why not?” I asked. “The goal justifies the means, doesn’t it?”

Amanda tilted her head to the side and smiled at me. “Really? Would you have done it? Taken each cock, one by one, and inspected it?”

“Umm . . . , I don’t know. Maybe.”

“You’re funny, you know!” The glint in Amanda’s eyes showed she was genuinely amused by me.

“Maybe he’s trying to look at their dicks while he’s fucking Mila. See?” I pointed at Jack, who had stopped thrusting and stared at the guys in front of him. 

I had noticed a pattern in the way he was fucking Mila. He was doing the same while fucking her in the RV: after a minute or two of thrusting, he would stop, tilt his head backwards, briefly look up, then look straight ahead as if he was trying to gaze at something, and then resume thrusting.

Amanda looked at Jack.

“No, Peter,” she whispered. “The tattoo is tiny. There’s no way he can see it from that distance. Not in this lighting, anyway.”

“Maybe, but at least he’s trying,” I said.

Jack resumed thrusting. At this point, a high-pitched ‘Oh’ was coming out of Mila’s mouth with each thrust. Mila was rocking in orgasm.

Amanda and I watched Mila and Jack fuck for another couple of minutes when Jack stopped again, tilted his head back, looked up and then looked at the men stroking their cocks.

“See?” I said quietly. “He’s doing it again.”

“Oh, that?” Amanda said, then looked at me and explained, “No, he’s not looking at anything. He’s trying to last longer. That’s why he is slowing down and tilting his head back. He is edging! This is his trick to last longer.”

“Oh?! I see. . . . But. . . . Are you sure?”

“Absolutely!”

“Hold on a sec! How do you know this?”

Amanda’s coyly smile turned into a giggle. 

Suddenly, it dawned on me. “Have. . . . Have the two of you. . . ?”

Amanda nodded yes and giggled again. Then she said quietly, “We are lovers!”

“Like?”

She moved closer to me and whispered, still smiling, “Like. . . . lovers! We are not really a brother and a sister.”

“I know. But how?” I asked.

Amanda giggled. “Hi-hi! How what?” She found my confusion funny. “How are we lovers? Well, he’s fucked me many times. That’s how!”

“Hold on! I’m confused here. How—”

“Shh!” Amanda shushed me. She dragged herself closer to me, put her hand on my shoulder, brushing her breast against me, and whispered in my ear, “I’ll explain later.”

“Right!” I said. 

I tried to process what Amanda had just revealed to me. Is she kidding me? No. The way she reacted when Jack said he liked fucking my wife seems to confirm she has feelings for him. But how? How’s that possible? It’s too confusing! And do I care?

“How is Jack gonna find out who is Big Daddy?” I asked, whispering.

“He’s not the one who is supposed to find it out. Your wife is going to do that,” Amanda replied, keeping her voice down.

“When? While Big Daddy is fucking her?” 

“Peter!” Amanda squalled but then covered her mouth to stifle a laugh. “You are really amusing! You know that, don’t you?” She leaned her face to me and, with her lips touching my earlobe and her breast pressed against my side, whispered, “It’s a tattoo. Not a piercing. Your wife can’t feel it in her pussy. She has to see it but can’t see it while he’s fucking her. Unless she has eyes in there, which I doubt she has.” 

Amanda giggled. 

“It’s tiny!” she continued to whisper. “That’s why Mila was supposed to suck them, one by one, under the pretext of helping them get hard. And Jack and Fred were supposed to be last in the line so they could help her by organising their teammates, making sure they all show her their cocks. But the two idiots fought over who would fuck your wife first. Now Fred’s hiding somewhere, I guess. He’s nowhere to be seen! And Jack, I am going to kill him after this! He’s fucking your wife senseless instead of doing his job!”

“Hm, you’re right,” I said. “He’s doing an excellent job fucking her brains out!” 

And indeed, Jack was fucking Mila relentlessly, taking her from one orgasm to another.

Amanda and I watched him pummel my wife’s pussy for a while when Amanda put her hand on my shoulder.

I looked at her.

She asked me, “Aren’t you jealous watching them?”

I smiled. “I am. It’s part of being a cuckold. What about you. Are you?”

“I don’t know. Is being mad at Jack for fucking your wife with such zeal jealousy?” 

“Yeah, it is jealousy.”

“And wanting to hurt him for being so much into her?”

“Definitely jealousy, Amanda!”

We watched in silence as Jack pulled his cock out of Mila, got up, stepped next to her, grabbed her by the waist, and flipped her over onto her stomach.

“Get up on all fours, Mila!” he said to her.

Mila took the doggy-style position, and Jack positioned himself behind her. 

He kneeled, placed his hands on Mila’s hips and guided his cock straight into her gaping vagina without using his hands. My wife’s tits began swaying back and forth as Jack resumed pumping away in her pussy. 

I had expected that since Jack was taking so long to finish, the guys in Mila’s team would lose interest and abandon the contest or join another team. However, they were not doing that. They enjoyed the show Mila and Jack offered. Stroking their cocks, the men were patiently waiting for their turns. Some of them were commenting on Jack’s stamina. Others were talking about how sexy Mila was and how much they wanted to fuck her. There was plenty of enthusiasm in the team, and thus the number of wannabe fuckers of my wife had not decreased despite the long waiting time. In fact, her team size had increased since a few guys from the audience had asked Sheila to put their names down on the team’s list and were now standing watching and waiting for their turn to fuck my wife. It was clear that Mila and Jack were stealing the show, so Jack fucking Mila for so long was not discouraging the team. However, in terms of winning the contest, it wasn’t helping. They were behind. There was no time limit set, but the women in the other teams were being fucked by the last men in their line-ups. 

Amanda didn’t care who would win or lose the competition, how amazing my wife was, or how good in bed Jack was. The young agent cared about the operation. Jack’s determination to fuck Mila for ages was jeopardising Amanda’s plans of finding out who Big Daddy was, and she was fuming. 

“He’s an idiot!” Amanda whispered, reached for her jeans, and pulled her mobile phone out. She texted something to someone and put her phone back into the jeans pocket.

“Whom did you text?” I asked her.

“Fred. I asked him to come here and take this in hand.”

She hadn’t finished her sentence, and Fred turned up. He had put his clothes on. 

Giuseppe was still standing at the door, watching Mila and her team and feeling his cock through his pants. Fred said something to Giuseppe, and the latter laughed loudly. Fred laughed too and went to join the guys gathered around my wife and Jack.

“Have you not fucked her yet?” Fred asked.

“No,” said one of the guys.

“Wow!” Fred brushed his forehead, then said, “He’s fucking the brains out of this woman. At this rate, there’s no chance to catch up with the others!”

Fred was right. Two of the other teams had finished. The women had said they had had enough cocks for the night. The other two teams were still in the game. They had gathered more volunteers and were widening the gap in the number of dicks milked out.

“Folks,” Fred said to his teammates, “if we want to catch up with the others, you have to be quick when Jack is done. Who’s next to fuck her after Jack?” 

A guy stepped forward.

“Go get your dick into her mouth!” Fred said to the man. “You need to be primed to finish quickly when you get into that pussy! Let’s do spit-roast!” 

The guy stepped in front of Mila. 

“Fellatio to warm up your dicks. Come on!” Fred clapped with his hands. “Come on! Line up behind him! We need to get this thing going faster!”

The men liked the idea and lined up behind the first guy.

“Yeah,” one of them shouted. “Fellatio for warmup. Love it!”

Fred turned to Jack. “Come on, Jack! Time to wrap this up!”

Jack swore, “Fuck off!”

Fred grinned and walked away. He had done his job. The guy in front of Mila kneeled and offered his cock to her. Keeping herself propped up on one hand, Mila grabbed the dick with her other hand and put it into her mouth. She started to suck the cock, which was a challenge considering the pounding Jack was giving her pussy, making her body sway back and forth. On top of that, she was hit by another orgasm and shuddered again. However, she still kept the man’s cock in her mouth.

When her orgasm passed, she pulled the cock out of her mouth and looked at it.

“Your wife is a smart cookie,” Amanda praised Mila.

“Next!” Mila shouted through a moan. “Urgh!”

The man got up on his feet and stepped aside, stroking his hard cock.

Jack slowed down his thrusts and arched his head back, looking at the ceiling.

“He keeps edging!” Amanda fumed. “He’s never fucked me that long!”

The next guy in the queue stepped forward and kneeled before Mila. She took a good look at his dick before she put it into her mouth. Mila began frantically sucking him, moving her head up and down his shaft. Her eagerness to suck the guy off seemed to stir Jack’s jealousy, and he started to fuck her real hard with fast and powerful strokes.

Jack grunted loudly, and it looked like he was about to cum when he stopped thrusting and again looked up.

“Why is he doing it? Why?!” Amanda asked. There was a pain in her voice. She shook her head in disappointment and answered her own question, “He doesn’t want to let anyone else fuck her. That’s why he’s not finishing.”

“He’s become protective of her, Amanda,” I said quietly. “He’s in love with my wife.”

“God! In love! He was supposed not to fall in love! He was!” Amanda’s voice crackled. “And he’s supposed to be professional!”

“I think watching Fred fuck her drove Jack mad, and he’s forgotten what this is all about. Sorry! But this is the way I see it.”

“You’re right, Peter! He’s forgotten what this is all about.”

The guy with his dick in my wife’s mouth began grunting, and Mila turned her head to the side, letting his dick slip out of her mouth. He was about to ejaculate, and Mila had no intention of swallowing his spunk. The guy began squirting his cum all over the place; some went on Mila’s face.

“Next!” Mila shouted and swept the cum off her face.

Another man knelt in front of her. She looked at his cock and pushed him away. “You are ready!”

“Next!” she shouted again. Then she said, “Slow down, Jack, please!”

Jack listened to her and stopped thrusting completely. He pressed his crotch against her backside, and, with his cock buried deep inside her pussy, he waited for her to tell him when he could resume thrusting.

“Thank God for your wife!” Amanda whispered. “She knows what she is doing!”

The next guy in line, a big bloke with a hairy chest, kneeled in front of Mila. She grabbed his cock and tried to look closely at it, but he pushed her hand away. He clasped her chin with one hand, squeezed her cheeks with his fingers and thumb, forcing her to open her mouth and, holding his cock in the other, tried to shove his prick into her mouth.

Mila moved her head away and shouted at him, “Hey, you’ll choke me like that, you idiot! You’ll never get to fuck me with such attitude!”

She slapped his hand away and grabbed his dick. Taken aback by my wife’s words, the man let her hold his cock. Mila took a good look at the penis in her hand. Then she put the cockhead into her mouth and was about to suck the guy; however, at that moment, Jack decided he had waited long enough and resumed fucking her really fast and hard. 

Her body began shaking too much, and she lost her balance. Mila had to let go of the guy’s dick in order to hold herself up with both hands, and he used the opportunity to push his cock deeper into her mouth. Mila tried to shout out something, but she gagged on the cock. She pulled her head up, and the guy’s dick slipped out of her mouth.

Mila shouted, “Oh, my God! Jack! Fuck! Oh, my God!” 

She shuddered in yet another orgasm.

Climaxing hard, she cried, “Oh! Oh! Jack! Toia e! Oh! Toia e!” 

“It’s him, Amanda!” I whispered. “It’s him! ‘Toia e’ is the same in Bulgarian as ‘toi e’!’” I tapped Amanda on the shoulder and looked at her. “Amanda, it’s him, don’t you hear her?”

Amanda wasn’t listening to me. She was staring at Jack, who was fucking Mila like mad. The hairy guy was trying to shove his cock into my wife’s mouth again, but she kept shaking her head from side to side, refusing to take it in. 

“I’ll kill him! He’s hurt me so much!” Amanda whispered, and tears started to roll down her cheeks. “I’ll kill him, I swear!”

“Amanda!” I shouted and clasped her cheeks with one hand. I turned her head to look at me and whispered, “It’s him! Listen! ‘Toia e’ means the same as ‘toi e’. Mila has forgotten the exact phrase you told her to say. Listen!”

Mila screamed once again, “Oh, fuck! Jack!” She moaned. “Urgh!” Then she shouted, “Toia e!”

“Shit!” Amanda cursed, suddenly realising my wife had found the gangster. Amanda grabbed her jeans, hastily took her phone out of the pocket, and began typing: “big bloke curly hair hairy chest! knelt in front of Mila right now trying to shove his dick in her mouth!”

Amanda pressed send and looked at the entrance of the room. A few seconds later, four clothed men stood behind Giuseppe. Giuseppe didn’t notice them. He had pulled his cock out and was wanking, watching my wife being fucked.

Amanda nodded towards the men standing behind Giuseppe. “These are our people,” she whispered. 

The four agents took a good look at Big Daddy, whose dick my wife had just taken in her mouth once again. Now, two of the guys grabbed Giuseppe by the elbows, and one of them whispered something in his ear. Giuseppe looked stunned and let go of his cock.

Giuseppe’s captors took him away, quietly, without fuss. No one noticed the arrest; the people in the room were busy either watching the show or fucking each other.

“Mission accomplished!” Amanda whispered and smiled.

“Aren’t they going to arrest Big Daddy?” I asked her quietly.

“Not now. Only after Jack lets your wife go, and the two of you leave the room. We don’t want to risk hurting you guys if there is some fight. But Jack the idiot is not finishing!”

“Well, I think Jack is setting a new record!”

“Urgh!” Jack groaned. “I love this pussy!” 

Mila moved her head away, and Big Daddy’s cock slipped out of her mouth. The mafia boss was not to give up that easily. He grabbed Mila’s head and tried to shove his dick back into her mouth, but now Jack leaned forward and pushed Big Daddy in the chest, forcing him to let go of Mila. 

“Get off her, you prick!” Jack shouted at Big Daddy and then said to Mila, “Mila, roll over onto your back!”

Jack pulled his cock out of her pussy, and Mila turned onto her back.

“I want you spread-eagle!” Jack said.  

He tried to adjust the condom on his cock as it had slipped off quite a bit, but he struggled. After fiddling with it for a couple of seconds, he took it off and threw it away. 

“Fuck this!” he shouted.

Jack grabbed Mila’s ankles, pushed her legs up to her chest, and leaned onto her thighs, sliding his cock into her pussy. Mila rested her calves on Jack’s shoulders, and he propped himself on his hands on each side of her. 

“Urgh!” he grunted with pleasure and smiled at Mila. “You’ve opened up so good like this, Mila! I feel you great!”

Mila smiled back at him, put her hands on his wrists and stroked his arms gently. “I feel you great too!” she said.

Jack resumed fucking her with long deep strokes.

“Oh, my God!” Amanda squealed and turned on her side to look at me. “What if he cannot hold it?”

“You mean, ejaculate in her?” I asked.

“Yeah! Your wife will get pregnant!”

“Oh! But Amanda! He’s been fucking her bareback all the time. Her pussy has been soaked nonstop in his cum for the last twenty-four hours.”

“Shit!” slipped through Amanda’s lips. “You are not lying to me, are you?”

I shook my head. “No! He’s been emptying himself in her every time he’s fucked her. I can’t count how many times now.”

It seemed that Amanda was about to start crying and looked away. After a few seconds, she looked back at me. Her eyes were filled with moisture.

I said to her, “Sorry, Amanda!” Then I sighed and said, “If it’s any consolation, I am more fucked up than you. I’m kinda resigned to the fact that he’s most probably going to get her pregnant! He’s emptied himself inside her so many times! No way he’s not knocked her up by now.”

“You know what? Fuck him!” Amanda said.

She looked me in the eyes and began biting her lips, thinking hard about something. She kept staring at me for a while without saying a word.

“What?” I asked her eventually.

She ran her tongue over her lips, looked at Jack and Mila, then back at me. 

“Wanna fuck me?” she said. 

I couldn’t believe my luck. The way she had asked me to fuck her caught me by surprise. I was taken aback by her bluntness. But on the other hand, her directness turned me on. And the way she was looking at me? My cock twitched twice, thrice. I was eager, very eager to fuck her!

“Is it because you’re jealous?” I asked.

“Does it matter?” she replied.

I swallowed. Fuck it, Peter! Don’t waste a second, you idiot, or she might change her mind!

“No. It doesn’t,” I said. “Let me get a condom.” 

I propped myself up on my hands to get up when I felt Amanda touch my wrist. I looked at her.

“I want it bareback,” she said, let go of my hand and rolled onto her back. 

She bent her knees with her feet flat on the floor and spread her legs. I moved between her legs, knelt, grabbed my cock, and guided it to her pussy. I rubbed my dick along her slit, spreading her pussy lips apart. She was wet, very wet.

I found her vaginal hole and pressed my cock in. Amanda gasped. 

Her pussy felt much tighter than my wife’s, but nonetheless, it opened up nicely, and my cock slid in halfway.  

Her vagina felt so good. 

“God!” I whispered.

I thrust again, and my cock slid all the way in.

“Urgh!” Amanda moaned. “Fuck me! Hard!”

I lay on top of her and started fucking her at pace.

I looked briefly at Jack and Mila. I could not see much of them because the other teams had finished, and now everyone had gathered to watch Jack fuck my wife senseless. It had become noisy since the onlookers were commenting on Jack’s and Mila’s performance. Despite the noise, I could still hear Mila’s loud moans.

Soon, I was able to hear only Amanda’s moans.

“Oh, my God!” Amanda cried and shut her eyes as she was hit by an orgasm.

I felt I was going to cum but then arched my head backwards and looked at the ceiling. It worked! My urge subsided. The trick worked despite that I had not slowed down my thrusts too much.

Amanda was cumming profusely. I literally felt her pussy contract around my cock. I was about to explode too and didn’t want to, just not yet. I looked up again at the ceiling, slowed down my thrusts for a couple of seconds, and the urge subsided. I resumed fucking at full throttle again.

Amanda was crying constant ‘Oh’-s.

Watching her tits wobble beneath me was such a turn-on! I kept thrusting harder and harder. Amanda clenched her vagina in another massive orgasm. I felt her vaginal walls spasming around my cock. I had not felt a vagina gripping my cock tight like that for a long time, more precisely from when Mila and I were newlywed before she had given birth to our first child.

Amanda’s second orgasm subsided, and she opened her eyes. 

“How old are you, Amanda?” I asked her through huffs and puffs as I struggled to catch my breath but kept thrusting relentlessly.

“God!” She gasped. “You are really good, Peter!” she said. “Twenty-three. Go on! Give me another one!”

“I will,” I said and began pumping my cock hard and really deep into her pussy.

“I love your pussy, Amanda!” I shouted as I came close to the point of no return.

“I love your dick!” she shouted, grabbed my shoulders, and dug her nails into my flesh.

The pain pushed my orgasm back.

However, not Amanda’s. 

She shuddered in a third orgasm. I loved feeling her pussy gripping around my dick and her stomach muscles contracting against my abs. Amanda wrapped her legs around my waist and gave me the pleasure of feeling her thigh muscles quiver against my hips as her body succumbed to the sensations brought out by my cock ramming deep inside her pussy.

I kept thrusting hard until her orgasm passed, and I slowed down. She wrapped her arms around my neck and smiled at me. 

“Still not finished?” she asked me. 

I smiled back at her and shook my head. 

Amanda giggled and started to rotate her hips. 

I pushed my cock all the way in and stayed still, letting her rub her pussy’s insides on my tool in an oscillating motion.

“I love your tight pussy!” I whispered.

Amanda laughed. “Ha-ha! I betcha! When was the last time you fucked a pussy that’s not given birth?”

“Yeah! A long time ago!”

“Give me a kiss!”

Amanda stopped rotating her pelvis and pulled me towards her for a kiss. As our lips intertwined, I felt her taste, and it was intoxicating. I wanted more of her and used my tongue to scoop out as much saliva from her mouth as I could. We broke the kiss and our eyes locked.

“You are a great kisser!” she praised me, and the glint in her eyes sparkled.

“So are you!” I replied.

“Give it to me one more time. Now I want it real hard! Fuck me real hard, Peter!” Amanda moved her hands to the back of my neck and rubbed it as she whispered, “And go for it! Finish this time! You’ve been holding it for so long!”

I knew what she meant. It wasn’t only that I had kept myself from ejaculating all night long. It was also about something else. I had bottled up all my indignation and swallowed my pride for so long. Yes, I had enjoyed watching an alpha male take my wife. But at the same time, I had suppressed my dignity. And Amanda was giving me the opportunity to feel like I had my honour back by cucking her boyfriend. For me, it wasn’t an act of revenge as such. It was rather like a reward for my humility and a boost to my confidence. I was beating Jack in his game: I was fucking his girlfriend the way he was fucking my wife. And that was only possible because Amanda wanted to get back at Jack! She was so understanding and comforting at that moment that I almost felt like falling in love with her.

“Thank you, Amanda,” I said, full of appreciation for the young woman who was letting my cock stay buried in her pussy while she was looking at me with a softness in her eyes that made me feel appreciated and desired. I smiled at her and added, “Thank you! I’ll try to last longer for you. I’ll pull it out at the last moment.”

“Don’t pull it out!” she said.

“What?”

“I want you to finish inside me!”

“Shit!” slipped through my lips. 

I took a long look at her face. She meant it. I knew that emptying myself in this woman, whom I barely knew, was insane, but I couldn’t help myself. The animal in me had awakened. I started to fuck Amanda fast and deep, the way she wanted it. Thrusting my dick in and out of her pussy as if there were no tomorrow. A minute later, she was moaning again. I was sweating and panting but kept going. I kept fucking her for another five minutes, and then she came.

Amanda’s orgasm was massive.

“God! I’m squirting! Shit!” she cried as she convulsed in a fourth orgasm in a row.

Wow! The first woman in my life I make squirt! Wow!

Amanda’s warm squirt wetted my balls. I thought I would faint out of exhaustion, but I kept thrusting.

I couldn’t hold it any longer and began unloading my sperm deep into Amanda’s cunt, a massive load. I kept ejaculating for well over thirty seconds, maybe even a minute. And I kept fucking Amanda. The woman I had met less than two hours earlier. But with whom I had scored big time! The woman who had asked me to fuck her hard and to empty myself in her. And I fucked her hard. I didn’t care if I hurt her or if I hurt myself. I kept slamming my crotch against her labia, hammering my cock deep into her vagina.

At that moment, the only thing that mattered to me was the woman panting and moaning underneath me. My brain registered only the sensation of her pussy wrapped around my cock as her vagina milked my penis.  

We had both finished cumming, but I kept thrusting for a while until my cock was so limp that it became impossible to move it up and down her love tunnel. I pulled my dick out of her pussy and rolled over onto my back next to her. We were both panting, covered in a sheen of sweat. We closed our eyes and lay motionless, savouring the bliss after release.

“You were great, Peter!” Amanda said and tapped my hand. “Well done!”

“You were great too, Amanda!” I replied.

“Oh, my God!” reached my ears.

It was a familiar voice. It was Mila’s! My wife was orgasming again. 

I opened my eyes. I heard someone grunting loud. “Urgh!” 

Another “Urgh!” followed. 

Jack! Jack was cumming inside my wife.

I rolled over onto my stomach and looked between the people standing around Jack and Mila. I was able to see just enough of my wife and her lover. Jack had shoved his cock all the way up into Mila’s pussy and was unloading his cum inside her womb. Amanda rolled over, too, and also looked at Mila and Jack. 

“Shit!” slipped through Amanda’s lips. “He’s finished! Got to go!”

Amanda grabbed her thong and got up. She spread her legs and bent over to look at her pussy. It was wet with her squirt, sweat and pussy juices. There was also a streak of cum dripping out of her vagina. 

Amanda wiped my spunk with her panties, folded them and said, “I guess I’ll be going commando!” 

She took her jeans and slipped into them in a hurry. She tucked her soiled knickers into her back pocket and then put her blouse on.

“Get up, Peter! Put your clothes on!” she said as she put her shoes on. “Hurry up!”

I jumped up on my feet.

Amanda slapped me playfully on the ass. “Put your clothes on and take your wife out of here!” 

I swiftly put my clothes and shoes on.

Jack was just withdrawing his still erect cock out of Mila’s pussy. The onlookers started to cheer and clap, pleased with my wife’s and Jack’s performance.

Amanda gave me a peck on the lips. “Go! Take your wife and get out!”

“Can I have your knickers?” I asked her.

“What?”

“Your panties.”

“As a souvenir?”

I smiled shyly.

Amanda giggled. “Hi-hi!” She pulled her panties out of her back pocket and handed them to me. “Here!”

I grabbed her knickers and tucked them into my pocket. I looked back at Jack and Mila.

Mila sat up, and her hand shaking, she reached to pick up her clothes that were scattered on the floor to her left.

That was when Big Daddy realised that my wife considered the contest over and he might not be able to fuck her. He stood in front of her, put his hand on her shoulder and pushed her to lie on her back.

“Get on your back!” he said to her in a demanding voice. 

Jack had already stood up and had put his briefs on. He was about to put his shorts on when he heard Big Daddy shouting at Mila and swiftly turned around.  

“Get off her!” Jack shouted at Big Daddy and pushed his former boss in the chest.

Big Daddy let go of Mila.

I was about to jump in to help Mila and Jack when Amanda grabbed my hand. 

“Wait!” she whispered. “Let Jack handle this!”

“Hey, dude! What are you doing?” one of the guys in Jack’s team shouted. “We haven’t finished yet!”

“No, we have!” Jack replied, then raised his finger at Big Daddy. “Stay away from her!”

I wasn’t sure if Jack knew at that point that he was dealing with Big Daddy or not. Most probably, Jack had not listened to Mila’s cries while he had been fucking her and was not aware who the man in front of him was. Nonetheless, Jack disliked the guy’s bullying ways, moreover that my wife’s new lover seemed to have grown increasingly protective of her.

Big Daddy slapped Jack’s hand away and again put his hand on Mila’s shoulder.

“Lie down on your back and spread your legs apart!“ the mafia boss demanded.

Mila looked up at Big Daddy with fear in her eyes.

He shrugged his shoulders. “What?! I haven’t fucked you yet!” He pushed her again. 

Mila looked at Jack. She was confused. Was she supposed to let Big Daddy fuck her? She had identified him. Why was he not being taken care of? 

Mila was not keen to get fucked by Big Daddy, especially since Jack had drilled her pussy for so long. Certainly, she was sore down there after so much fucking. 

Jack stared at Big Daddy with a ferocious look on his face. The latter grinned at Jack and pushed Mila again. 

Mila lay on her back and spread her legs reluctantly, looking at Jack.

“Jack?” she whispered. “Shall I let him?” 

“Stay away from her!” Jack hissed at Big Daddy.

Ignoring Jack, Big Daddy grabbed his cock, stepped between Mila’s legs, knelt in front of her pussy, and ordered her, “Open your legs wider!”  

“Jack, do something, please!” Mila whimpered but spread her legs further as instructed.

My wife was looking for protection from Jack. He had promised her that no one else other than him would fuck her. Fred had already managed to slip through Jack’s protective shield. Was Jack going to allow another one to push his cock into her pussy?

Jack was to have none of this. He grabbed Big Daddy by the shoulders and pushed him away from Mila. 

Big Daddy sprang up on his feet. “You prick!” he shouted.

Jack swung his arm and punched his former boss in the face.

The audience gasped. 

Big Daddy fell on the floor.

Mila sat up and looked around for her knickers. She couldn’t find them; probably someone had snatched them as a trophy. She gave up searching for her panties, grabbed her cami top and shorts that were still lying on the floor next to her, and stood up. Jack helped her steady herself up. 

Mila slipped into her shorts.

Big Daddy got up from the floor, holding his chin where Jack’s fist had landed. The mafioso looked daggers at Jack but did not make a move to hit him. Jack’s punch seemed to have been quite heavy, and Jack’s arrogant boss was reluctant to attack.

Mila put her tank top on.

“What the fuck?” a guy from Mila’s team shouted. He threw up his hands in the air and looked around for support from the other men. “We haven’t fucked yet!”

“She’s finished!” Jack announced. “Go away!”

“No, she hasn’t finished!” someone else shouted. “I’ve waited for an hour to fuck this chick! I’ll fuck her now!”

The guy stepped towards Mila, but Jack pushed him in the chest and shouted, “Back off! I’m telling you! The contest is over! She’s done.”

“Who are you to speak on her behalf?” another guy shouted. 

“Her lawyer, you idiot!” Jack shouted back.

Mila was looking desperately for her shoes. She found them and hurriedly put them on.

Big Daddy now gathered the courage to step toward Jack. Three guys stood beside Big Daddy, preparing to attack Jack. Fred was nowhere to be seen. It was going to get ugly at any moment, by the looks of it. 

I was about to step over the cushion to go take Mila out of the unfolding mess when Amanda grabbed my hand. I looked at her.

“Great sex! Thank you, Peter!” she said.

I smiled at her. “Thank you too. It was great indeed.”

Amanda let go of my hand, and I ran to Mila and Jack.

Mila saw me and took my hand. 

Jack shouted to me, “Run!” 

He turned his attention back to Big Daddy and the three men who had stood up for the mafioso.

Mila and I ran for the door and almost collided with two men in clothes who were rushing into the room. We had no intention of watching what would happen next.

We heard shouts “Police!” when we were already running down the stairs. 

We reached the bend in the stairs and bumped into Fred.

He grinned at Mila. “Hey, Mila! I fuck well, after all, don’t I?”

Mila slapped him in the face. 

He rubbed his cheek. “You’re mad at me. I get it! But I know you liked it!”

Fred jumped aside to dodge another wallop from my wife and continued to tease her. “Won’t admit it? Fine! But that big ‘O’ on your lips—"

“Bastard!” Mila snapped at him and swung to slap him again, but he jumped back.

“Said it all,” Fred finished his sentence and giggled. “Hi-hi! You liked my cock!”

Mila swung her arm again but only caught the edge of his chin.

“Ha-ha!” Fred laughed. “Anyways! I liked it very much. You’ve got a great pussy!”

“I’ll cut your balls off!” Mila hissed and stepped towards him.

Fred ran to the foot of the stairs, turned around and said, “OK. I know I tricked you and Jack, but, well, you and Jack tried to trick us all first. Jack shouldn’t have gone behind my back. Promising you that he’ll be the only one fucking you! He can’t do that! Not in my establishment. In my establishment, darling, I always fuck! Hi-hi. But don’t be upset! Look at the positives! You tried yet another cock. Plus, we’ve got Big Daddy locked away! Can you hear?” He nodded to the red room upstairs from where sounds of commotion were still coming. Fred continued, “Bad guy, deserves all that’s coming to him!” He paused for a second, then giggled. “Hi-hi! The only thing I pity him for is the blue balls! He wanted to fuck you so badly, but in the end, he couldn’t! Or could he? While I was gone?” Fred paused to look at Mila’s face. 

She shook her head from side to side, staring daggers at Fred. 

“No?” Fred smiled at her. ”Good! I’m glad you didn’t let him. He got tricked! Ha-ha! He thought he was smarter than everyone else, pushing his dick in people’s mouths. But who’s smarter now? He wanted to fuck you from the moment he saw you, as did I. He couldn’t! The big almighty boss couldn’t! But I could! I managed to get my cock in there between those beautiful legs of yours”—Fred pointed in the direction of my wife’s crotch—"but he couldn’t! I’ve gotten a free nice fuck while he’ll be getting free meals in jail for the rest of his life! Who’s smarter?”

Mila was staring at Fred, her chest moving rapidly up and down. She was absolutely furious with him. 

I thought of running up to Fred and punching him in the face, but then I thought: What’s the point? At the end of the day, he fucked her. That is a fact. He is gloating that he has outsmarted Mila, Jack, Big Daddy, and the others. And he did, indeed. He managed to get a free fuck from my wife. So? Well done to him! The guy actually got back at Jack on my behalf! I should be thankful to him! 

“Let’s get out of here!” I said to Mila and pulled on her hand.

It was pointless to listen to Fred and give him the satisfaction of watching her so riled up.

She looked at me and sighed. “Yeh, let’s go!”

We continued to walk down the stairs, and Fred stepped a few steps away from us. We walked past him.

We had made a few steps when Fred called my wife’s name. “Mila! Hey, Mila!” 

Mila stopped and hesitated whether to turn around and look at him or not. I stopped too.

“Thank you for the memorabilia!” Fred shouted.

Mila turned around and looked at him. I turned around too.

Fred had pulled her knickers out of his pocket and was waving them. 

Now he sniffed them and looked up at Mila. “You must have been sweating profusely. I’ll ask them to turn the aircon up. But I like how they smell! Mmm!” 

Mila clenched her fists.

“Ignore him!” I said to her and hooked my hand under her arm.

She sighed and let me lead her away.

Mila and I ignored Fred when he shouted at our backs, “Adieu! It was my pleasure fucking you, Mila!”

No one stopped us from leaving Fred’s club. The RV was waiting for us where we had left it. We got into it, Mila sat in the passenger seat, and I drove off.

“I’m dying to get some sleep!” I said.

“Me too,” she replied.

“Let’s go boondocking in the AMC Ponkapoag Camp!” 

“Good idea!” 

I searched for the camp in the satnav’s recent destinations and found it, selected it, and looked at Mila just when she was yawning. 

“How are you, hon?” I asked her.

“OK,” she replied.

“Well fucked?”

Mila looked at me sharply, taken aback by my question.

I smiled. My smile seemed to have assuaged her fear that I was about to start blaming her, or worse, that I was having a fit of jealousy and was about to make a scandal.

She smiled shyly and said, “Yeah, you could say so. And how are you?”

“I fucked Amanda,” I said casually, as if it was the most trivial thing I could have done.

Mila jumped in her seat. 

“You fucked who?” she squeaked.

“Amanda!”

“How could you? How?!?” Mila shouted, then stared at me for a few seconds before asking me, “You are not joking, are you?”

“Nope! I thoroughly fucked her!” I said calmly. “It felt great!”

“Oh, my God!” Mila cried. “How could you do this to me? Why? Why did you do it?”

“Mila! It was a sex party! What else was I supposed to do?”

“Fuck you, Peter! Fuck you!” 

Mila crossed her arms on her chest and stared ahead through the windshield.

“What is this now, Mila?” I said. “Double standards! That’s what it is, isn’t it? You can get fucked, but I can’t fuck. Are these your rules?”

Mila said sternly, without looking at me, “You know it’s different!”

“How’s it different, Mila?”

“Oh, my God!” she screamed as she looked at me, fury in her eyes. “I’m not going to speak to you! Ever! You’re so dead to me!”

“Why? What’s the big deal? You tried another cock! Two, actually, but never mind! I tried another pussy! Let’s call it quits!” 

Mila turned to look through the windshield again. She wasn’t saying a word, just staring in front of her. 

We had travelled in silence for about five minutes when I said, “I emptied myself inside her.” 

“Oh, my God!” Mila cried. “That’s it! I’m leaving you!”

“Oh, come on, Mila! She’s going to take the morning-after pill! I am sure she will! She is not like you!”

Mila unbuckled her seat belt and stood up.

“Mila!” I shouted. “You can’t be standing while—"

“Fuck you! We are over!”

“Mila! Sit back in your seat!” I shouted at her again, but she didn’t listen. 

She stepped over the console and ran into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her.


16.    Who’s who

Thirty minutes later, I parked the RV in exactly the same spot I had parked the night before.

So much had changed since then. Another man had fucked my wife. I had fucked another woman. Jack had gone. Big Daddy had been locked away. It had been an eventful and tiresome day.

And I was tired. So tired that I didn’t bother to take a shower or brush my teeth and went straight to the bedroom.

I carefully opened the door.

Mila was curled up in a ball on her side, sleeping on top of the bedsheets in her shorts and cami. She hadn’t even removed her sandals.

I removed my shoes, trying not to make too much noise. Then I took off my t-shirt, shorts, and briefs. My clothes stank of all sorts of odours. There had been too much sweat, pre-cum, cum, saliva, pussy juices, pheromones and testosterone, and drinks spillage. 

I need fresh clothes, I thought as I put my clothes on the overhead shelf and climbed on the bed. Quietly, I lay down on my back next to Mila, behind her.

I listened to her rhythmic breathing for a while. 

I have not woken her up. Good! 

Mila’s bum was inches away from me.

I like this bum! Firm and sexy! With enticing hips! I’ve always been allowed to curl my arm around these hips. But I may have lost that privilege. I may have lost my wife! 

Is our marriage over? Is it over, as she said? It can’t be! She said it in the heat of the moment.

But what if she meant it? What if she realised she had stopped loving me? She’s so much in love with Jack, and after I cheated on her, maybe I destroyed the last remnants of our love! 

Shit! Maybe it’s over! 

I sighed a sad sigh.

Well, at the end of the day, I am reaping what I saw.

I stared at the ceiling, and images ran through my head. Images of Amanda, shaking in orgasm after orgasm. My cock got hard and twitched. Then the image of Mila came, spread-eagled with Jack pumping away in her pussy. My cock twitched again.

How’s this possible? I asked myself. How can I be excited by two women at the same time? 

And the answer came to me: These two women have a lot in common! They are pretty, sexy, and—most importantly—they have been kind to me. They have given me their pussies. That’s why I am excited by both of them. I should consider myself lucky to have fucked them both. 

Have fucked! But no more! Because Mila said that it is over between us. And Amanda is gone.

I am fucked up. At least not as fucked up as Jack. Locked in prison!

I repeated in my head: Locked in prison! 

This is my beacon of hope! 

Jack’s locked in prison. He’s gone! Yes, this is my salvation!

It means he’s no longer around to muddle Mila’s mind and emotions. With him gone, even if she is in love with him now, her feelings will fade away. Out of sight, out of mind, right? Memories will remain forever, no doubt, but the context will change with time, and all that happened will be explained as sex; mindless, decadent sex! And I’ll reclaim Mila’s love! Reclaim? No! I don’t need to reclaim it! I haven’t lost her love. She still loves me. Otherwise, why would she react the way she did when I told her about Amanda?

God! Amanda was something! And I managed to fuck her! Jack’s woman! Ha-ha! It was such sweet revenge.

Mila moved in her sleep. She pushed her bum backwards, and it made contact with my hip. My cock twitched again, and I looked at her butt.

Fuck! I still very much want to fuck this woman! She’s got the sexiest ass I’ve ever seen! 

I turned on my side to face Mila’s back, taking care not to touch her or to make noise. 

I stared at the back of her neck, then the curve between her shoulder blades. 

She has smooth skin, and she loves showing it. It’s so sexy. She knows it. That’s why she put this cami top on. To show as much skin as possible. And that’s why she hasn’t changed it since yesterday, despite being probably dirty by now. It must smell. She sweated. Does she smell? She must. Her clothes must smell. Mine stank!

Hmm! Do her clothes stink as bad as mine? 

I leaned forward and sniffed her tank top.

Yes, she smells of sweat. But the smell is thinner, more delicate than mine, and feminine. A light scent of perfume; her perfume. What else? The smell of alcohol. Of course. I sniffed again. Hmm, maybe there is a little scent of Jack too. I sniffed deeper, and this time sniffed her skin between her shoulder blades. Oh, yeah, her skin smells of Jack!

Suddenly my cock hardened to the extreme. I found it extremely arousing to smell the scent of my wife’s lover on her skin and clothes! 

He has rubbed his skin against hers; they have entangled their bodies in pleasure, hugging each other, grunting, moaning, sweating skin on skin. He has possessed her body! He has fucked her pussy!

My cock began throbbing, and I felt pre-cum oozing from its tip. 

If I move in front of her, sniff further down, between her legs, it will smell a lot more of Jack! Of course, there will be more of Jack’s scent! He’s been all over her and inside her! Right now, his sperm is swimming in her womb! He’s filled her up with cum! His cum must be leaking from her pussy down her thighs. 

My cock twitched again. 

Hmm. If I sniff her from behind, will I be able to smell his cum?

I lowered my face, down her mid back, and took a long breath through my nose.

She smells of—

I couldn’t finish my thought because I got startled by Mila’s voice: “Stop sniffing me, Peter!”

Shit! I woke her up!

There was silence, complete silence.

Mila whispered something. I couldn’t catch it.

I held my breath and listened.

This time I heard her: “Hug me!”

Mila straightened her legs but continued to lie on her side with her back turned to me.

She’s not upset with me! She is not! I was jubilant. Hurray! My wife’s not leaving me!

I pressed my chest against her back, pushed my erect cock against her soft bum, and wrapped my arm around her shoulder. 

We stayed motionless like that for a while.

Just as I was drifting off, Mila called my name. “Peter!”

“Yes?” I said. 

I was tentative. I did not dare to call her ‘honey’. I didn’t want to push her too much. I had to tread carefully; win back her trust gradually.

“Can you bring me some ice?” she murmured.

“Sure,” I said and got off the bed straight away, eager to please her and not thinking too much about why she had asked me to bring her ice.

I headed for the kitchen but had just stepped into the corridor when she said, “In a plastic bag.” 

I stopped, turned around and looked at her. “In a plastic bag?” 

Milla rolled onto her back. She did not look upset, angry, or sad. Just tired. 

This is good and encouraging! I thought to myself.

“I am sore,” she said quietly, and when she figured out I was still not getting what she meant, she added, “Down there. I’m chafed down there!” She nodded towards her crotch.

“Oh, yeah, sure!” I said. “I’ll put it in a plastic bag.”

“Hold on! Not in a plastic bag. It’s not good for the skin!” 

Mila lifted her bum off the bed and took off her shorts, baring her naked ass and pussy. She sat up and bunched the shorts in her hands.

“Here!” she said, tossed the shorts to me, and I caught them. She added, “Wrap three or four ice cubes!”

“Are you sure? They’ll get wet.”  

“They already are.”

I stood there and looked at the shorts in my hand. I couldn’t hold myself any longer and turned them upside down. 

I ran my thumb over the piece of fabric that had covered her pussy. It was wet. 

Soaked in his semen, I thought to myself as I felt the unmistakable gooey texture of cum. I have to smell them! I have to!

I brought the shorts to my nose and sniffed them. 

They smelled of cum. 

Yep! They smell of Jack! 

“Peter!” Mila called my name.

I sniffed again. Her shorts smelled of cum, but there was also the familiar musky smell of pussy. Her pussy juices were also there. 

“Peter!” Mila called my name again.

I looked up at her.

“They smell of him,” she said quietly.

“They do. But also of you,” I said, turned around and went to the kitchen.

I brought Mila the ice, wrapped in her shorts, and she put the improvised ice pack on her pussy, squeezed her thighs, and lay on her side.

I got on the bed and lay down on my side, next to her, facing her back. I wrapped my arm around her, pressed my chest against her back and pushed my erect cock against her ass cheek. 

We lay in silence for about five minutes before Mila said, “I am mad at you, Peter!”

“I know,” I said. “But I am not mad at you.”

“You are not because you wanted me to do it. I am mad at you because I didn’t want you to do it. You did it behind my back.” 

“I get that, and I am sorry.”

Why did I apologise so quickly? Because I saw no point in arguing with my wife and aggravating her further if I wanted to continue living with her. Also, she did have a point. I was a cuckold and had wanted her to have sex with Jack. She, however, had always maintained that she expected fidelity from me. Some might argue that it was an unfair deal, but I had signed up for it. So, yes, Mila had a point.

After another couple of minutes in silence, Mila said, “They are both gone. It doesn’t matter now.”

“You’re right. It doesn’t matter now,” I agreed with her.

“But I am still mad at you!”

“I know.” 

I hugged her tighter. My cock was hard, poking her in the bum. 

We stayed like that for another five minutes, and my cock still refused to stand down. I had to do something about it and decided to take a risk. A risk that was justified only because I knew my wife. She loved sex! I started to move my pelvis up and down, making my hard-on slide against her ass cheek. 

Mila giggled. “Hi-hi! I know what you want.”

She giggled! She’s not mad at me, I thought in jubilation. My wife’s back!

Mila removed the ice pack from between her legs and put it on the bed in front of her.

“Be very gentle and quick,” she said and curled into a ball, pushing her bum even tighter against my crotch and exposing her pussy as much as she could for my cock to penetrate her.

“Aren’t you sore, honey?” I asked, using the opportunity to re-introduce the word ‘honey’ in our communication.

“I am,” she replied. “That’s why do it quickly.”

I guided my cock towards her pussy, and my cockhead made contact with her labia. I gently rubbed it against her slit until I found the entrance of her vagina.

I pushed my cock in, and it slid in easily.

Mila whimpered.

“Sorry!” I whispered in her ear and caressed the back of her head. “Does it hurt?”

“A little,” she whispered without turning to look at me.

“Shall I—”

“Peter, I want you to fuck me!” she said, raising her voice.

“All right!”

She wants me to take her back! That’s good, I thought and began thrusting right away. 

Mila reached her hand behind and cupped my top ass cheek. She squeezed my buttock and began tugging and pulling in rhythm with my thrusts.

Despite all the sex I had had in the past twenty-four hours, I did not last for too long. Within a couple of minutes, I felt cum travelling from my balls up my shaft. I grunted loudly and pulled my pelvis back, trying to take my cock out of Mila’s vagina. However, at that moment, she groaned, with an orgasm building up in her groin, and, digging her fingernails into my ass cheek, she pulled my crotch tight against her bum, trapping my cock inside her pussy.

“Mila! Let go!” I shouted in panic, but it was too late.

I began cumming. 

“Urgh!” Mila moaned and shuddered in orgasm as she felt my cum flooding her vagina. 

I was surprised that she had an orgasm at all, after all the fucking she had received, but she had an orgasm. A small one but an orgasm, nonetheless. 

Once I had finished, and her climax had subsided, she let go of my ass, and I pulled my cock out of her pussy. 

“Sorry I didn’t use a condom, hon,” I said.

“Well, you didn’t use a condom with Amanda either,” Mila said.

“Honey, about Amanda and Jack—”

“We’ll have plenty of time to talk about them tomorrow. Good night!”

Mila bunched her shorts up with the ice inside them and put them back between her legs. 

I whispered in her ear, “I appreciate you letting me fuck you while sore. Sorry if I hurt you.” 

“It’s OK. It didn’t hurt that much. Just a little,” she said.

I pressed my chest against her back and hugged her from behind. “Why did you want me to fuck you, Mila, if it hurt?” 

She grabbed my hand and placed it on her boob. “Because I love you and didn’t want you to feel left out.” She hugged my arm, and we prepared to sleep in the spoon position.

“I am still mad at you, though,” Mila whispered after a while. 

I didn’t respond, just hugged her tighter.

***

When I woke up, it was already bright. 

I looked at my watch. 11 o’clock. Good! We needed to catch up with sleep. 

I looked to my side. Mila was not in bed. 

I sat up. Why’s she gone? Upset with me?

I was worried. I seemed to have gotten back on Mila’s good side before falling asleep, even had fucked her, but I knew too well that an overnight sleep could have easily swung her mood.

I heard a noise in the kitchen and got up and looked. I saw Mila there. She was making coffee.

I saw two coffee cups on the kitchen counter and sighed relief. She’s making coffee for me, too. She’s not upset with me.

I kept quiet and watched her from the bedroom. She looked stunning in her dress—a watermelon-pink lace bodice skater dress with a deep V-neck, showing plenty of cleavage. The dress was short. Its hem was above mid-thigh, displaying Mila’s slender thighs. 

I thought to myself with satisfaction: My wife knows how to dress sexy! 

Mila turned to open the cupboard and noticed me.

“Morning, hon!” she chirruped and smiled at me. 

“Morning, hon!” I replied and smiled too. She called me ‘hon’! My Mila’s back! Moving forward may turn out to be easier than I thought!

I went to Mila and gave her a peck on the lips.

“Love you!” I said.

“Love you too!” she replied. “Would you care for a coffee?”

“Yes, please! I’ll take a quick shower first.”

“I already did that! Got the smells off of me.”

Mila winked at me and smiled coyly.

“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “Absolutely! After a wild night out, I need to do that too!”

“Precisely!” Mila smiled again. 

She opened the cupboard and took out the bag with Jack’s shopping from the previous night. She opened the bag and looked into it. 

“Jack has bought croissants,” she said and took two croissants out. “Shall I warm them up?”

“Yes, please! Just give me a minute for a quick shower!”

“OK! Don’t be late! I’m hungry!”

“I won’t! I’m starving too!”

I went to the shower, and I was happy, very happy. We can talk about Jack, the wild night yesterday, the smells, and everything! Without souring the mood! I am not jealous at all. Neither is Mila! There are no regrets, no guilt. This is great! I like being a cuckold! Or a stag? Am I a stag or a cuck? Hmm, I didn’t like to be disrespected. I didn’t like the humiliation. That’s why I got back at Jack. From now on, I’ll never allow anyone to humiliate me! Ever! Yeah, I am definitely a stag!

When I finished my quick shower, I dried myself, went to the bedroom and put fresh clothes on. I joined Mila in the kitchen, and she put the two croissants in the microwave.

“The weather is gorgeous, honey,” she said. “Put the table outside, will you? I’ll bring the croissants and the coffee.”

I went outside, thinking: She keeps calling me ‘honey’! We’re back to our usual! How much it has helped that Jack is gone! I love having my wife back. This should be rule number one for cuckolding: get a bull that your wife will never see again! Ideally, a prisoner-to-be. Hi-hi! A prisoner-to-be! That’s a new term I’ve just invented!

I put out the table and two chairs, and a minute later, Mila and I were sipping coffee and eating croissants in the sunshine.

It looked like we had settled on how to move forward—forgive and forget of the sorts— without discussing it explicitly, but I still wanted an explicit agreement between the two of us, so I decided to bring up the subject.

“The way to move forward, honey,” I said, “is to think of all that happened as sex. Sex only. And even if there was something more than that, to keep telling ourselves it was sex only until we have convinced ourselves it was sex only.”

I expected a lengthy discussion, but Mila agreed with me straight away, “Yes, let’s do that.”

“Do you agree with me?”

“Yes. What you say makes sense.”

I took a bite of my croissant and changed the subject. “It’s beautiful here, isn’t it?”

We talked about the picturesque view while we ate, and when we finished breakfast, we leaned back in our chairs and looked at each other.

I felt that something still bothered Mila, and she proved me right.

“What if she’s pregnant from you?” she asked me.

“Oh, right!” I said and sat up. I cleared my throat. “Hm. I knew this question would come up!”

Mila had a point. I had screwed up by fucking Amanda bareback. Fucking a woman I barely knew without protection, a woman in her fertile age, was the craziest thing I could have done. Yet, in the heat of the moment, blinded by lust and a desire to exact revenge on Jack, I had acted unwisely, to say the least.

I said, “Honey, I don’t think Amanda will get pregnant. I mean. . . we shouldn’t worry about that because she told me she would take the morning-after pill.”

I lied that Amanda had told me she would take the pill. I assumed she would, but she hadn’t told me that. 

“What if she lied to you and doesn’t take it?” Mila asked me abruptly. “And what if it doesn’t work? The pill doesn’t always work.”

The pill doesn’t always work! Shit! I thought. I didn’t think of that! She got me! What the fuck should I say? Could I have impregnated Amanda? Slim chance, it was one fuck only. But. . . . Forget it! I can’t worry about this right now!

I came up with an answer, not the best one, but still an answer. “Well, we’ll never know, will we?”

“Yeah, we’ll never know,” Mila repeated and added in a demanding voice, “And you should never look to find out! You should not search for her! You should not call her!”

“Of course, honey! I don’t even have her number if I wanted to call her!” 

“Good!” 

Mila crossed her legs, content that she had made me make the promise she wanted to hear. I was also relieved that I had found a way out of the tight spot I had suddenly found myself in.

I ran my finger around the rim of my coffee cup, contemplating whether to bring up the subject of the possibility of her being pregnant from Jack. She watched me, not saying anything.

A minute passed, and neither she nor I spoke.

“What is it?” she finally asked me.

I looked up at her. “What if you are pregnant?”

Mila put her hand on her stomach and held it there for a while as if she would be able to tell if she was pregnant by feeling her belly, then said, “Well, then we’ll have a baby. I think that was what you said.”

“I did,” I confirmed.

We stayed in silence for a while before I asked her, “Will you tell Jack?” 

“No,” she replied straight away.

“I see. No help from him.”

Mila shook her head slowly from side to side. “No. No help from him.”

“So you just want me to raise Jack’s baby?”

“Not necessarily his baby, Peter. It could be yours,” she said, calmer than ever. I raised my eyebrows, so she clarified, “Last night, you emptied yourself inside me, didn’t you? So we’ll never know whose baby it is unless you insist on a paternity test. But do we want to find out? Isn’t uncertainty better than certainty in this case?”

I saw a mischievous smile flicker across her lips, and it struck me! She had played me, and she had played me well!

I smiled in admiration of her cunningness. “That’s why yesterday you wanted me to fuck you bareback! Am I right? For ambiguity!” 

Now Mila smiled a full smile. “I love you, hon, that’s why.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Ha-ha! You outwitted me!”

“No, I just figured out what you wanted, and I am giving it to you because I love you! Think about it!”

She was right. She had figured me out. I took pleasure in living in a world of pain and joy. The pain of losing her to another man and the joy of winning her back. And what better way of reliving that over and over again than asking myself each day if the child we were raising—if she turned out to be pregnant—was Jack’s or mine? She loved me. There was no doubt about it if she had made the effort of creating the circumstances in which she could give me my weird pleasure. 

Brilliant! I thought to myself and smiled, fascinated with the depth of my wife’s psychological insight.

Mila read my thoughts on my face and said, “This is the best for everyone involved, honey!”

“It is,” I agreed with her, then slapped my knees. “Right! Are we still going to Newport?”

“Don’t see why not! We have plenty of days left.”

Mila got up, collected the empty cups and plates from the table, and went into the RV.

I folded the chairs and the table and put them back in the RV’s storage compartment.

When Mila came back, I said, “Honey, Amanda and Jack are in the past, but what if we meet another Amanda and—”

“Don’t even think about it!” she cut me off.

“Why? Wouldn’t you want to—”

“No! Put this in your head: I won’t forgive you again if you sleep with another woman!”

“Oh, no! I didn’t mean that. I meant you sleeping with another man. Another Jack?”

Mila stared at me, not saying a word.

I asked her again, “What if, from time to time, we invite another guy, someone as good in bed as Jack?”

“No girls. Just a guy?” she asked me hesitantly.

“Yeah, no girls. Just a guy!”

She thought for a few seconds before saying, “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, shall we?” Then she changed the topic. “Shall we go for a walk before we leave?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not? Let’s go for a walk!” 

I stretched my hand to Mila, and she took it. We smiled at each other and interlocked fingers.

I couldn’t help myself but raise again the subject of sharing her. “But, honey, you know I am into it.”

Mila kept her gaze on me for a while, then said, “OK! I know you want it! And I know you’ll pester me until I say yes. But let me think about it.” She paused. “I don’t know, Peter. Maybe from time to time.” She paused again. “But not right after this. I need time to think and. . . .“ She didn’t finish her sentence.

I finished it on her behalf. “Deal with your feelings.” 

She nodded yes.

We headed for the path along the lake’s shore but took only a couple steps before she stopped, turned to look at me and said, “Just to be clear: I am definitely not sharing you with another woman!”

“Of course! That’s the deal!” I said. “You are not sharing me. I am sharing you. With another man.”

“Right!” Mila pushed her tongue against her cheek a few times, then said, “A man I choose?” 

I nodded yes.

“Can he be someone with a large penis?”

“Preferably.”

We heard a car approaching us. We couldn’t see it because it was coming from the other side of the RV, but we figured out it got parked next to us. We heard car doors open and close.

“Why do the fuckers have to park right here?” I said, pissed off that some tourists were encroaching on us. “There’s plenty of space on the shore! But no! They have to park right next to my RV!”

“Well, some people are stupid!” Mila said as she rose on her tiptoes, trying to get a glimpse of the intruders through the RV’s windows. “I can’t see them, but, yes, they’ve parked their car right next to us. It’s an SUV, Toyota, from what I can see.”

“Great! Let’s go, hon,” I said.

I put my hand in my pocket and was about to press the car key button to lock the doors when a man popped out from behind the RV.

It was Jack!

I was gobsmacked! What is he doing here? How? Isn’t he supposed to be in jail?

Mila was also astounded. She was staring at Jack in disbelief.

Jack walked toward Mila and me with a broad smile on his face. 

“Hello, guys! I am not a ghost!” he said and opened his arms.

“Jack!” Mila squealed in joy.

She let go of my hand and darted to him. She jumped into his arms, locking her arms around his neck and wrapping her legs around his waist, bunching up her dress to her hips and baring her thighs.

They kissed.

Jack’s hands slid down from my wife’s waist to her butt.

Locked in a sweet embrace, they kissed for at least a minute until they finally broke the kiss and let go of each other. Mila stood on her feet and straightened her dress, beaming with joy that her lover had come back.

“How come, Jack?” I asked him as I finally approached him, and we shook hands.

“I am a free man, Peter!” Jack said as he smiled at me. “I’ll explain everything.” He looked over his shoulder and shouted, “Amanda! Come over here!”

And then Amanda appeared from behind the RV. 

“What’s she doing here?” Mila hissed and pushed Jack to move out of her way. 

She walked straight up to Amanda and swung her hand to slap Amanda in the face, but Amanda was quick and blocked my wife’s hand.

Amanda grinned at Mila. “I am here, Mila, because your husband is very good in bed. Very, very good! And I came to fuck me more!”

Mila swung her arm again and, this time, managed to hit Amanda’s cheek. Amanda slapped Mila back.

I was about to run to them to break the fight when Jack grabbed my hand and held me back. 

“Let them vent it out!” he said quietly. “They won’t fight, you’ll see. They’ll talk. I know these two women well, Peter!”

“Why did you fuck my husband?” Mila shouted at Amanda.

“Because I wanted him!” Amanda replied, intent on riling up my wife further.

“Bitch!” Mila hissed. 

“No! I am just a woman who wanted a cock!”

“Then you’re a whore!”

“Then I am like you!”

Mila shook her head. “No! You’re nothing like me!”

Amanda laughed sarcastically. “Ha-ha! What are you getting from Jack, darling? A cock! And not only a cock! A baby too!” 

“It’s none of your business what I am getting from Jack!”

“Oh, but it is! You wanted his cock? Fine by me! But having a baby from my fiancé?”  

“What?!” Mila squalled and stepped back from Amanda.

Mila was rendered speechless. I was also dumbfounded. I knew Amanda and Jack were an item, but her being his fiancée was a total surprise.

The four of us stood in silence.

Amanda began biting down on her bottom lip, trying to suppress the tears in her eyes. Mila kept her gaze on Amanda’s face, and Amanda looked away, wiping tears that rolled down her cheeks.

Mila turned around and looked at Jack. “Jack, is it true?”

Jack did not answer her question; he just stared at her.

“Is she your fiancée?” Mila asked again.

“Yes!” he replied. 

Mila walked to Jack and me. Amanda followed her.

Mila stood in front of Jack and asked him quietly, “How?” 

Jack sighed. “Amanda and I have been in an open relationship for the past four years. We decided to become monogamous a few months ago. Once my assignment was over.”

“What assignment, Jack?” Mila put her hand on his shoulder as she stepped closer to him and stared him in the eyes.

Jack took her hand and removed it from his shoulder. 

He held my wife’s hand in his hands and said, “Mila, I was working undercover to bust Big Daddy. Amanda and I work for a company that does contract work for the DEA.”

Mila pulled her hand out of his grip and stepped back. “Jack!” she wailed, and her eyes filled with moisture. “You’ve been lying to me all along!”

Jack caught a tear that rolled down her cheek. “I had to. It was an active operation. I kept telling you I was a good guy but couldn’t tell you more.”

Mila sobbed and pushed his hand away from her cheek. “You used me, Jack! Used me for your operation! How could you? Peter and I trusted you! While you planned to use us from the very beginning! So mean!” 

“No!” Jack squeaked. “That’s not true! I didn’t plan it. No! I ran into you by accident, a sheer chance. I was working undercover trying to flush Big Daddy out, but things went wrong. I told you. I got in the hands of a corrupt sheriff and his men. They did not know I was an agent, but they were going to kill me on the orders of Big Daddy. I ran away and—”

“Did you kill that cop, Jack?” Mila interrupted him. 

Jack took Mila’s hand and squeezed it gently to reassure her. “He was a bad guy, Mila. A criminal cop. I had to shoot him! If I hadn’t killed him, he would have killed me. But I spared the life of the other cop because I am a good guy. I ran away, knowing too well he would alert the local police to chase me. And that was bad for me because I was on my own. Only my boss—Hanson, Amanda, and I knew about the operation to avoid leaks. That’s how I got to your RV. 

“In the beginning, I only wanted you to drop me off in Elmira. But then being around you, and you being so”—Jack looked briefly at Amanda, then back at my wife, struggling to explain himself—“and everything, you know, . . . I decided that I wanted, . . . I decided that I wanted—”

“To fuck her,” I interrupted him.

Jack ignored my comment and continued to talk to Mila. “I wanted to stay longer with you, Mila, because I felt right away something deep would develop between the two of us. I felt it in my heart!” 

“What happened to our rules, Jack?” Amanda interjected, shaking her head in disappointment. “No feelings? Just sex?”

“Sorry!” Jack said as he looked at Amanda and then turned his attention back to Mila. “I liked you, Mila, very much and decided to stick around with you.”

“Stick around?” I squealed. “You kidnapped us, Jack!”

“And he might get fired for that!” Amanda said. “I reported him to the boss for putting civilians in danger!”

“Absolutely!” I said. “He almost got us killed when he decided to take us to Fred!” 

I was pissed off with Jack because I felt cheated by him. I had thought he was a criminal and he would go to jail. That had given me a false sense of security that he would not threaten my marriage, and I was content with him fucking my wife and even making her fall in love with him. But now this had changed! He was free. He was the good guy, and he had come back to see Mila, who was madly in love with him. 

It couldn’t have turned out worse for me! I sighed to myself. And just when I thought Mila and I could move on.

“No one is perfect, Peter!” Jack said in a conciliatory tone. “We all make mistakes! In hindsight, I shouldn’t have done that but didn’t think it through, and I admit I messed things up. They almost got us. You guys saved me, and I am eternally grateful to you. I made mistakes, but the good thing is that we were lucky, and they did not cost us more. I called Amanda, and she acted quickly: Fred was squeezed in no time and made to cooperate“—Jack turned to Amanda—”All the credit goes to you!”

“Thank you!” Amanda said dryly.

“So you don’t have a sister in the mental health clinic?” I asked.

“No. It’s a made-up story,” Jack replied.

“What about Rebecca?” Mila whispered. “Wasn’t Rebecca your fiancée? Pregnant with your child?” 

“No, that was a lie,” Jack said.

“So there was no Rebecca?” I asked.

“No, there was Rebecca,” Jack replied. “But she was not my fiancée and was not pregnant. She was another agent undercover”—He looked at Amanda—“She was also our unicorn. We kept it secret.” 

“She got killed by the bad guys,” Amanda clarified for Mila and me, then said to Jack, “I should have known back then! How distraught you were!”

Jack threw up his hands. “Here we go again! I wasn’t in love with her! I told you!”

Amanda shook her head, her eyes filling up with tears again.

“They killed her before my very eyes, Amanda!” Jack shouted. “And I couldn’t do anything about it! She was our colleague and friend! How could I not be devastated?!”

Amanda waved him off and looked away. She brushed her tears away before she looked back at us.

The four of us stood silent for a while before I said, “Why are the two of you here?”

“Well,” Amanda said and stepped forward. “To give you Jack. I reported his conduct to the boss this morning, and Jack is suspended until the investigation is concluded!” 

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “It is what it is!”

“You know you did wrong, Jack!” Amanda burst out at him. “You know very well you were extremely unprofessional!”

Jack raised his hands in the air. “I am not arguing! You did what you believed was right.” 

Amanda calmed herself down and turned to Mila. “He’s all yours! I broke our engagement. Have a baby from him, do whatever you want!”

Amanda turned to walk away from us when Mila whispered, “I’m sorry!”

Amanda stopped and turned around.

“I am sorry,” Mila repeated. “I am sorry that I became the reason for you to break up with Jack. If I knew he was engaged, I would never have become involved with him.”

“He broke my heart yesterday,” Amanda said, her voice crackling as she fought back her tears. “I knew he was sleeping with you, but I thought it was just sex. ‘It’s just sex! Jack’s last adventure before we marry! He’ll play one last time,’ I kept telling myself. He’s been a bull, you know? We are swingers; were. With rules. And I thought: ‘OK, let Jack have his bachelor party of the sorts!’

“When Big Daddy asked for you, I thought: ‘Jack plays by the rules; why not more sex for my Jack? Kill two birds with one stone.’ That’s why I involved you in the mission at the sex party. Stupid! Stupid me! I might be fired for that!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take full responsibility,” Jack said. “I’ll tell Hanson it was my idea!”

Amanda ignored Jack’s comment and continued to bare her soul. “I trusted him. Believed him until the last moment. But when I heard him say he loved you and watched him put at risk the mission? And for what? To keep you for himself and make you a baby! I just. . . . I just. . . .”

Tears began rolling down Amanda’s cheeks.

“Sorry, Amanda,” Jack said and stretched his hand to her, but she stepped back.

“I’m so sorry,” Mila said and started to sob too.

Amanda was crying, Mila was crying, and the two women opened their arms and hugged. 

When they let go of each other, Amanda brushed her tears away and said, “He’s in love with you, Mila. You are in love with him too.” 

“I love my husband,” Mila whispered and wiped her tears.

Amanda said, “Maybe you love your husband, I don’t know. But I know that you and Jack are in love. And that is dangerous! If you and Peter are opening your relationship, you should know that you and your bull should never fall in love with each other! Jack and I were in an open relationship, and we had two rules: no emotional attachment to others and don’t make anyone pregnant. Jack broke the first rule and developed an attachment to you; by the looks of it, he’ll break the second one too, making you pregnant. This destroyed our relationship. Be careful with your relationship with Peter.”

“What are you saying?” Mila murmured. “Am I going to lose my marriage?”

Amanda took a long look at my wife’s face, then said, “Get on holiday together, the three of you, and see how it goes. Maybe your feelings for Jack will pass. Maybe he’ll lose interest in you the way he lost in me. Who knows?”

Mila sighed and looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “She’s right. Only time will tell.”

Mila looked back at Amanda. “Did you take the morning-after pill?”

Amanda shook her head. “No.”

“But you’ll get pregnant from my husband! Amanda, please take it!” Mila begged, worried. “Please! Take it!”

“I can’t get pregnant from him,” Amanda said. “I am already pregnant from Jack.”

Mila’s and my eyes went big.

Amanda smiled a sad smile and said, “I’m in my third month.” Then she looked at me. “You couldn’t tell, could you?”

She was not only beautiful. She was charming in a very special way. Despite that she was sad, there was something mischievous in her smile, something that made me think about sex, about fucking her again. She was the type of woman that enticed the man. The depth of her eyes and the softness of her smile exuded femininity that made you want to love her. Her very presence made you want to fuck her. 

“No,” I said, unable to take my eyes off Amanda’s face. “You are fit and also tight, I mean, down there you are—”

“That’s enough, Peter!” Mila shut me off and put her hand on mine.

Amanda held her gaze on me for a few seconds, thinking about something, maybe hesitating, but then made up her mind and said, “Right! I’d better go! Have fun, the three of you and figure it out! Bye!”

She turned around and walked away, disappearing behind the corner of the RV. 

At that moment, I wanted her to stay with us. I made a step to follow her and to call her to come back when Mila’s hand squeezed mine. My wife didn’t want me to go after Amanda. I remained in my place.

A few seconds later, we heard Amanda start her car. Jack watched through the RV’s windows as his ex-fiancée drove away.

“Hmm!” He cleared his throat and looked at Mila and me. “It was a long time coming, actually. The moment she became pregnant, she became overbearing.”

“What will happen with your baby, Jack?” I asked.

“She’ll keep it,” Jack replied. “That’s what she said.”

I shook my head from side to side and said, “And if my wife is pregnant from you. . . . Wow! Plenty of babies you made! You’d better keep your job, mate!”

Mila put her hand on mine, and keeping her gaze on Jack, she said, “I’ll take the pill, Peter!” Then she asked him, “Are you going to see her again?”

Jack sighed. “No. We had a huge fight this morning. She told me we had grown apart over time. This is true, but I didn’t want to break up with her because of the baby. However, she was unrelenting. She said she would keep the baby, but we would never meet again. She said she would leave the company if I were re-instated.” 

“Well, you reap what you sow,” I said.

“You’re right.” Jack sighed, looked again in the direction Amanda had gone, then turned back to Mila and me and said, “I should have asked you, actually. Do you want me to stay with you or not? I quite liked camping with you, but if you say no, I’ll go!” 

Mila and I looked at each other. We both knew what it meant if Jack stayed with us: he was going to fuck her every day of our holiday.

“If I stay with you, I’ll take you to some amazing places,” Jack added, trying to make his offer even more appealing.

“I’m sure you will,” I said as I thought of the double entendre of ‘take you to some amazing places’.

My cuckold fetish kicked in again, and the hard-on in my pants was my unambiguous vote in favour of Jack’s offer.

“Mila, what would you say?” I asked.

Mila smiled shyly and looked at Jack. She blushed like a schoolgirl talking to her crush when she said to him, “I liked visiting different places with you.”

“OK,” Jack said, smiling. “Let’s visit some more then!”

He stretched his hand to her, and she took it.

I stood and watched them as they headed for the RV’s door. The relationship between the three of us seemed settled, but there was one thing I needed to change.

Mila and Jack were about to get in the RV when I said, “Jack, can I have a quick word with you?”

They stopped and turned around.

“Honey, would you wait for Jack and me inside?” I said to Mila.

“Sure,” she said, let go of Jack’s hand and went inside the RV.

I waved at Jack to come closer to me.

He walked to me and asked, “What’s up?”

I said, “Jack, your stupid contract is cancelled.”

“What do you mean?”

“You are no longer my master or whatever you think you are. You won’t tell me where or when to fuck my wife. I didn’t like your stupid rules.”

“I thought you liked them.”

I shook my head from side to side. “No, I didn’t.”

Jack sighed. “Dude, I am sorry.”

“Decide now! Either my way or the highway.”

I pointed away from the RV.

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “OK! No contract. We are a team.”

“A team of equals! You are not a master. None of your rules applies!”

Jack said, “A team of equals. I am not a master. None of my rules applies.” He giggled. “Hi-hi, Peter! You do realise it’s never been mine or your rules. It’s always been Mila’s terms.”

I smiled. “I like her terms, Jack.”

“OK. Let’s play then. On her terms.”

He turned around, ran up to the RV, and got inside, eager to join my wife and fuck her. Because I had no doubt that the first thing he would do was to fuck Mila.

My cock twitched, and I hurried up to join them.


17.    Mum’s back home

For the remainder of our holiday, Jack fucked my wife several times a day, every day. We had a wonderful time. Well, it was wonderful for Jack and Mila. For me, it was wonderful in the beginning but not so much towards the end. The reason is the way our ‘relationship of three’ evolved over time.

Initially, I fucked Mila several times a day, not as often as Jack but several times. Whenever I fucked her, Jack and I fucked her at the same time in a threesome, or I took the sloppy seconds. The three of us had fabulous, uninhibited, mind-blowing threesomes. I was living my dream. Watching my wife fucked by an endowed man several times a day and at the same time taking part myself whenever I could. One would not appreciate how erotic it is unless they experience it themselves. It was a fuck feast. Sex was in the air all the time. Mila was in a state of what I can only describe as ‘in heat’. It would not be an exaggeration to say that my wife was insatiable for cock. She was exuding pheromones in abundance, and, as she had said, her pussy was constantly wet. And Jack and I were eager to pump that pussy as much as we could. What we did was only possible because of my wife’s ‘unique ability to stay lubricated down there’, as Jack joked once.

As our holiday progressed, Mila still let me fuck her every day, but more and more often, she was having sex with Jack only. It was mainly because Jack had the stamina and libido of a champion, and I could not keep pace with him. However, even if my insufficient stamina was the reason for being sidelined, the end result was that I was having fewer and fewer threesomes with her and him, and, by the end of our holiday, Mila would let me fuck her once a day, while Jack was sleeping, and she was doing it mostly out of pity for me. 

Another defining moment in our relationship was the morning-after pill question. We did not use protection. I liked the sloppy seconds too much, and Jack did not like condoms, so we said, ‘to hell with protection, Mila will take the pill.’ And each evening, we said, ‘We are leaving tomorrow, and on our way, we’ll pop to the pharmacy to buy the pill.’ However, ‘tomorrow’ didn’t come for three days because each morning, we woke up late and didn’t feel like leaving Blue Hills Reservation, postponing our departure until the following morning. During these three days, Jack and I were fucking Mila at least ten times a day; or, rather, Jack was fucking her ten times a day, while I could join them only half the time; the other half, I was just watching. In any case, we kept putting off going to the pharmacy for the pill. And when after three days of threesomes, we finally departed the camp and were about to pop in a pharmacy, Mila said she was concerned that the pill might damage the baby instead of aborting it because she was taking the contraception too late. And she did not take it. A day later, she said she had decided to have a baby, whether it was mine or Jack’s if she got pregnant. I think deep down she wanted to have a baby from Jack, not from me, but to be fair to her, she did let me fuck her without protection as she let Jack. Nonetheless, it was unfair competition for me since Jack was pumping her much more often than I could fuck her, and he was much younger, so I resigned to the thought that if Mila got pregnant, it would be with Jack’s child, not mine.

The more time Mila and Jack spent together and fucked, the more emotionally attached they became. Thus, by the end of our holiday, I had no doubts that Mila was deep in love with Jack, as was Jack with her, so when it was time to depart for London, I wasn’t surprised when she said she wanted to stay behind with Jack. I had expected it but was still devastated. I had a terrible night, stayed in the kitchen, blaming myself for losing my wife, and didn’t close my eyes even for a second while Jack fucked her in the bedroom all night. 

In the morning, I managed to convince Mila to at least come back to London with me for a few days for the sake of our children. Boris and Carl would have been devastated if I had come home without their mum.

So Mila came with me to London, but with Jack. 

Jack stayed in a hotel. We did not tell Daniel or the kids what was going on, although they sensed something was off. Not only by the way Mila and I talked about our RV trip, or rather avoided talking about it, but because Mila was leaving home for hours at a time to get fucked by Jack. In order not to raise suspicions, she was meeting him during the day. Angst was killing me while she was away, but at the same time, I was so turned on that I could barely wait until she was back home to tell me what Jack had done to her and fuck her straight after that.

When a week had passed, we told the kids and Daniel that she had found a job in the US, and she left us. Daniel went back to Bulgaria, and I was left alone with Boris and Carl.

Mila and I did not divorce. We agreed to stay married and stay in touch through daily video calls. We also agreed that once a month, she would come over the weekend to see Boris and Carl and to let me fuck her. The deal was only possible because she continued to claim that she still loved me despite being in love with Jack. 

Barely a week after Mila and Jack had gone back to the USA, Mila found out she was pregnant. Jack, she, and I had a long call, and we agreed that we would not do a paternity test. We came to the consensus that regardless of who was the biological father of the child, both Jack and I were the fathers because we had both fucked Mila at the same time. We kind of both had put effort into making her a baby. 

As we settled into our new way of life, I was hurting but somehow got used to the pain. I guess the angst of the cuckold in me was offset by the amazing sex I was having with Mila during her visits. Also, what made my life bearable was that when Mila video-called, often Jack was around and fucked her while she talked to me, and I watched. Jack was suspended for much longer than he had thought he would be after Amanda had reported his inappropriate behaviour in the line of duty. As a result, he stayed at home all day and pumped my wife’s pussy several times a day, as she kept telling me.

Mila refused to travel when her pregnancy advanced into the eighth month. To be fair, in her state, the sex with her the previous month had not been so good. The frequency of her calls was reduced to twice a week. Jack stopped fucking her in front of me, and I couldn’t watch and wank. Mila told me she avoided sex with him because of concern for the baby.

I found the next two months emotionally very taxing. 

The only spark in my dull life was when Amanda called me from London. She had come on a business trip for two days. Amanda had given birth to a daughter but had gone back to work. She was raising her child as a single mother. I had told Mila I did not have Amanda’s number, and I had not lied. However, Amanda had found my Facebook page, probably from Jack. We agreed to meet, and, well, as I had hoped, she let me fuck her. This time with condoms, but I fucked her all night long. It was only for a night, regrettably; nonetheless, I loved it.

When Mila gave birth to our daughter, Boris, Carl and I visited her in the US. By this time, Mila and I had debriefed our children about mum and dad’s open marriage arrangement. They had not liked it at all, and I had had a hard time convincing them to come with me. Only after I had asked them if they really did not want to see their sister or half-sister had they agreed to come, but on the condition we stayed in a hotel, and they would never meet Jack. 

In a way, it worked well for me because while they were in the hotel, I could spend intimate time with Mila and Jack at their house. Disappointingly, Mila did not agree to have penetrative sex because she was sore after childbirth. However, she agreed to blow me, and I would have loved it if Jack had not spoiled it. 

Jack tried to fuck me. 

What happened was that I insisted we had a threesome. Then Jack convinced me that the only way it could be done, considering Mila’s situation, was for him to be sliding his cock between my ass cheeks—not fucking me in the asshole, but just sliding his cock up and down my cleft—while Mila was giving me head. The problem arose when, at one point, he pressed his cockhead into my sphincter, and that hurt like hell despite all the lube he had poured between my ass cheeks. Before I could react, his cock sank halfway into me, and I felt like being impaled on a pole. In a panic, I reached back and punched him in the stomach, and he pulled his dick out of my hole. It hurt even more while taking his cock out than pushing it in as his large cockhead almost tore my anus. 

Apparently, Jack’s cock had given a good, albeit brief, massage to my prostate because despite the pain in my ass and the enormous embarrassment, I did not lose erection and shot my load into Mila’s mouth. The incident did not impact Jack either, and he finished wanking himself off as he watched Mila swallow my cum.

Mila and Jack laughed about the incident afterwards, but I felt violated. I was sore and swore never to let a man’s cock anywhere near my ass regardless of any assurances they might give me that they would not fuck me. It turns out you can never trust a horny man!

Mila did not want to travel while Lilly, as we named our daughter, was little. Thus, nine months after we had lived in a long-distance relationship, I stopped having sex with my wife, and it became very hard for me.

It wasn’t easy for Mila either because Jack finally started a new assignment and went undercover, and she barely saw him after that. Mila and I resumed calling each other every day. She was becoming increasingly lonely as time went on. Jack had been home only twice in the past three months after my visit to the US. My wife had to look after Lilly on her own, and it was exhausting. Mila admitted that she might have made a mistake choosing to live with Jack and missed me. I told her I missed her too, and we started to call each other twice a day, then three times a day, then four, until we were on the phone or chatting online several hours a day. Mila and I even had phone sex on a few occasions while Lilly was sleeping. My wife would masturbate on camera, and I would wank myself off watching her. I was considering asking Mila to come back home when one day, she told me she would not call me for a month. Jack had sent his mother to help with Lilly because Mila had complained he had left her alone with the child. Mila did not want to talk to me with Jack’s mum around her because Jack’s mum, of course, had no idea about our relationship and would never have understood a three-way marriage like ours.

Thus, I had not heard from Mila for two weeks when, on Saturday morning, the doorbell rang.

I opened the door, and there was Mila, carrying a suitcase and Lilly in a baby sling.

My wife had been crying.

“What’s wrong, hon?” I asked her.

“Jack’s dead,” she sobbed.

“What?! Oh, my God! Killed!?”

“Yes. He got killed yesterday. His mum is devastated. We had to identify him. I. . . didn’t even call you, . . . I just grabbed my bag and Lilly and. . . .” Mila sobbed again. “It was awful, Peter!”

“I could imagine. I’m so sorry!” I said as I hugged her, taking care not to squash Lilly.

Mila cried in my chest. “She found out about us, Peter! His mum. On top of Jack’s death. Amanda did it. She told her. And his dad had arrived. Amanda learned about Jack’s death and came to see us. Amanda told them she was raising Jack’s child, Lilly was yours, not Jack’s, and told them about you and everything. I couldn’t stay with them.”

“Yes, of course,” I said as we pulled away from each other.

I placed my hand on Mila’s shoulder and looked at her face. She was so very distraught.

I brushed a tear from her cheek. “You’ve gone through hell, honey!”

“Amanda did it on purpose!” Mila sobbed.

I sighed. “She turned out to be a bitch!” 

“Yes,” Mila said. “How could she? To tell his parents! When he had just died! I’m sure she did it to claim the inheritance for her daughter. I’m sure of that! Jack and Amanda had done a paternity test. She showed them the paternity test for her daughter. He didn’t tell me; he’s done it behind my back. Amanda’s a greedy bitch! I could have fought back by showing Lilly’s test but didn’t want to! It would have been unfair to his parents. To confuse them so much when they had just lost their son.”

“Show them Lilly’s what?” I asked as it dawned on me what Mila was trying to tell me.

Mila looked me in the eyes. She took a deep breath and said, “Lilly is his, Pete. I am sorry. Jack wanted, he. . . he wanted us to do a paternity test, and we did it, just before he went undercover. I didn’t tell you because we had agreed not to do it. But he insisted. I am so sorry, Pete! Are you mad at me?”

I shook my head. “No, I’m not mad at you.”

Mila stared at me. She swallowed. “You are not mad at me?”

“No, I am not. You did the right thing. You couldn’t have told them. His parents should not know about Lilly. Ever. Let it be Amanda’s way! We’re not desperate for money.”

“No, about doing the test, Pete. We had agreed not to check.”

“Could you have said no if Jack wanted it? And now that he’s gone, it’s good you agreed, so he knew.” 

“But Lilly?! She is—”

“Shh!” I put my fingers across her lips. “She is our daughter, Mila!” I looked at Lilly and smiled.

Mila bit her lips nervously, then asked me hesitantly, “Will you, . . . will you take me back? With Lilly?”

I didn’t think twice. “Of course, hon!” 

“There’s something else.“

“What?”

Mila stared me in the eyes.

I prompted her again. “What is it, hon?”

She said quietly, “I am pregnant.”

“Oh!” slipped through my lips.

“He fucked me only once and managed to impregnate me, Pete! I am so sorry. If you want me gone, I’ll go.”

Lilly woke up and started to cry. Her voice was quiet. She was so tiny.

Mila rubbed Lilly’s head to calm her down and said to me, “I didn’t feel like it, especially after Lilly’s arrival; I figured out he was not the fatherly type, but, . . . but he doesn’t—didn’t—like condoms, as you know, and I thought. . . .” Mila sighed a deep sigh. “I don’t know what I thought. I let him. I found out I was pregnant just the other day. I’m sorry.”

Lilly stopped crying, looked up at her mum’s face, and then moved her head as she tried to find my wife’s breast through her dress. Our baby was hungry.

I looked at Mila’s sad but beautiful face and took a decision. 

“We’ll learn to love each other again!” I said.

A bitter smile crossed Mila’s lips, and another tear rolled down her cheek. “Peter, I’ve never stopped loving you.” 

“Me too,” I said and took the suitcase inside. 

Mila came inside, and I shut the door behind her.

She looked at me again and said, “Peter, I am devastated about Jack’s death, but I never had a future with him. Do you understand what I mean?”

“I do,” I said. 

“It wasn’t love. It was just, . . . It was more about his. . . .“ 

Mila struggled to say what she wanted to say.

So I said it for her: “Cock!”

Mila nodded yes.

There was a noise upstairs, and we looked up. Boris and Carl were coming down the stairs. They had not yet realised who the visitor was, and when they saw Mila and Lilly at the door, they stopped at the foot of the stairs. They stared at their mother, not saying a word.

Mila blushed and bit her lip. She looked away. She felt guilty and ashamed.

“Mum’s back home, boys! Won’t you say ‘hello’?” I said to Boris and Carl and added quickly, “Jack got killed.” 

Our sons had never approved of our open relationship. In fact, they despised us for it. Me—for being a cuckold or a stag; I never figured that out. But even more, their mum for being a ‘cock-lover’ as Boris had shouted at me once in an outburst of anger.

The two boys were not hiding their feelings and kept staring at their mother with unfriendly eyes.

“Come on! Say hello!” I demanded.

Having been urged by me, Carl said coldly, “I guess, welcome home, mum!” but did not walk to her.

Boris came to Mila. He did not greet her. Instead, he took Lilly’s hand and smiled at her. 

“Welcome home, Lilly!” he said.

Carl and Boris did not say anything else to Mila or me. They grabbed their swimming bags, put their shoes on, and went out without saying goodbye. They swam on Saturday mornings at the local spa and saw no reason to change their routine only because their mother was back home.

“We’ll work on them,” I said to Mila after they left the front gate. “Give them time, and they’ll come around.”

Mila sighed. “At least Boris likes Lilly!”


Epilogue

Mila and I have been living together for a year since she returned home. Carl and Boris indeed have come around. Lilly and the arrival of Maria, our second daughter, have helped a lot. It turns out our boys have a soft spot for their little sisters.

As for Mila and me, our bond has strengthened. Our love has grown stronger, even stronger than the love we had for each other before Jack. It makes sense. After all, how many couples could have lived through what we have lived through?

And a month ago, for the first time since Mila had come back home, we talked about sharing her with another man again. We decided to use a hotwife dating website to find a bull for her, and last week we found a guy we both like. His name is Dave; he is forty-six years old; he is an experienced bull, has been in the lifestyle for over fifteen years, and is not interested in building deep emotions, but only in having fun, as he said. Dave is exactly what Mila and I are looking for. We have had several Zoom sessions with him and are still to decide whether to go ahead with him or not. Mila totally likes him, but she is concerned about whether she will be able to take his cock in. It’s a very thick ten-incher, bigger than Jack’s. Dave isn’t lying about the size of his cock. He measured it in front of us during the last Zoom session.

If we do go ahead, Mila and I have rules this time.

We have agreed that I will always be present and take part. No solo sessions and no deep talking. We’ll use protection at all times, will keep our home address and contact details secret, and most importantly, we won’t have more than five sessions with the same guy. Then, no matter how much Mila might have liked the sex with him, we will sever all ties and look for a new bull. This is to avoid Mila developing feelings for her lover. 

I hope our plan works.
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Wife Takes One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This is a short story about a wife’s unusual first-time hotwife experience.
Adam accepts a two-day contract job on a remote island. Jess joins her husband on his business trip, hoping to have a short break in the sun. Little does she know that she will be asked to play a central role in an experiment on which so much depends. Should Jess take one for the team or not? And if she does, how will she and her hubby manage through their feelings? Will things get complicated by the clandestine actions of some of the people involved? Will Jess and Adam end up winning or losing?

An Affair In The Desert

When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

A hotwife in lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I cheated while hugging my husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A hotwife story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.
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