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Bonus Epilogue – Crunching her Numbers 

 

The glass jar was two-thirds full. Not with pickles, as per its original function, but 

with his sub’s requests and fantasies. Holding a glass of sipping tequila in his left hand, 

Ilan bent slightly forward, grabbed the jar with his right hand and placed it under his arm 

pit. He walked, not even pausing as the French doors, programmed for sensing 

movement, slid open. He passed through, stepping onto his penthouse’s wide balcony. 

Above the adjacent buildings, to the northwest, he could glimpse the silver sparkle of the 

Yarkon river’s narrow delta. 

Ilan placed his drink and his sub’s ‘pickles’ on the small mosaic round side table. 

He arranged himself comfortably on the padded lounge chair, reclining back. He lit his 

third and last cigarette of the day, inhaled deeply and prolonged the exhale. He sipped the 

clearer-than-water tequila, the smoky notes reminiscent of aged whiskey, and enjoyed its 

smooth way down his throat. 

A month ago, he’d stumbled upon the notion of a written fantasy wishlist inside a 

physical container and mentioned it to Kelly. He had even gone as far as rummaging in 

his pantry and found this way-too-large jar. He put it in their playroom and then  

promptly forgot about it, as he was busy with an ongoing investigation and later 

capitalized on the Israeli Independence Day vacation by taking his two sons abroad.    

Kelly, on the other hand, had spent time and energy thinking about her fantasies, 

jotting them down, and stuffing them into the jar. She used multi-colored square memo 

notes, folding them into smaller squares so the writing wouldn’t show. Ilan fished a 

yellow square, wondering whether there was a color method to the madness.  
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Kelly wrote in block script, as she probably never learned how to write in cursive 

Hebrew letters.  

Slava watches as Ilan fucks me from behind. 

That one had already happened. Ilan had never been intimate with a man, the 

closest he’d come was with the Russian in Kelly’s bedroom that one time. If he removed 

the layer of emotions that colored this memory in pain, then the scene wasn’t that jarring. 

Still…Come on Kelly, show a little imagination.  

The next memo was light green in color:  

Give Ilan head while Slava watches.  

Interesting. She once told him she wasn’t an exhibitionist. But perhaps she didn’t 

count Slava as a crowd.  

He fished a red square.  

Have Slava be my master together with Ilan.  

Ilan snorted in derision. Never in a million years.  

He unfolded another red note, and nearly choked on his drink: 

Slava gives head to Ilan while I watch  

In the last couple of years, Ilan had come to know and like the younger man. 

Every other week, when Ilan’s sons were with his ex, he would eat Friday dinner with 

Slava and Kelly. Slava and Ilan both read and liked to discuss French literature. He and 

Slava, both early risers, shared Slava’s Tai-Chi morning routine. Being around Slava 

wasn’t like being with a friend – not like Ilan’s great friendship with John Eliot. Slava 

was becoming family.  
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Ilan didn’t believe this fantasy of Kelly’s would be one that would give much 

pleasure to Slava. 

Ilan replenished his crystal glass and got through all of Kelly’s notes. The woman 

certainly had her fantasies. And he was right, she did color-coded them, using a stoplight 

signal system. But the colors she chose were on his behalf. Green for ‘Ilan would 

probably go for it’, yellow for ‘maybe’, and red, rojo, for ‘no way Jose’. 

Slava was there in some capacity, in all of her fantasies, sharing Ilan’s and Kelly’s 

playroom or their bed.  

When he proposed the Fantasy Wishlist, he hoped she would use it to put in 

submissive fantasies - all about him as her Dom. He had secretly imagined outings, 

venturing to clubs, exploring the BDSM scene with him in cities other than Tel Aviv, 

perhaps in her native Buenos Aires. Served him right for projecting his fantasies onto her, 

hoping she would make his life easier by asking for what he wished for. Lazy thinking 

and lazy planning. His Argentinian sub wasn’t the obliging type, he should have 

remembered that. 

He reached a tranquil understanding with his ex-wife, Dafna. His boys were older 

and didn’t need him as much. He cherished what he had with Kelly and Slava – their 

thruple relationship was vital to his happiness. He’d recognized that a polyamorous 

arrangement would be challenging so he took a back seat, giving the newlyweds space, 

and himself time, to get accustomed to this unusual bonding. Yet this fantasy land of his 

sub had the potential to be disruptive to their carefully balanced relationship.  

Kelly would tell him this was his idea, that she did her part by writing down her 

fantasies and now it was Ilan’s job to sort it out. She would throw the ball back to his 
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court in typical Kelly fashion. She was sending him a clear message – she wanted to take 

their thruple relationship to the next level. And, with the fantasy jar, he had given her an 

opening.  

Perhaps he was the one who lacked imagination and courage. He had held back 

long enough, and it was time for more, he wanted more.  

Yes, he would give Kelly her fantasies. And add some of his own.  

 

*** 
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Slava rang the bell and the wide, wooden penthouse door opened, seemingly on 

its own. He was wearing a white T shirt, as instructed, and sweatpants. He was equal 

parts nervous and excited.  Kelly was here already, she’d left an hour ago, after the light 

dinner they’d shared. She, too, was nervous, mainly for his sake, she told him, because he 

was a novice. Although Slava was, in some ways, Kelly’s sub, calling her Ma’am and 

doing her bidding in the bedroom, she explained that it wasn’t as serious as it was with 

Ilan.  

“Are you sure you want me there?” He’d asked her for the umpteenth time.  

“Yes. I need to have you there. I don’t know how it will be, but I trust Ilan.” Kelly 

had answered, her honey-colored eyes meeting his with a certainty. 

He’d never been jealous of Ilan for “sharing” Kelly’s body and time. This 

confidence Kelly had in the older man, her assurance that Ilan could be relied upon, that 

he would know what to do, how to make everything all right, always – this did make 

Slava jealous.  

The spacious, book-lined living room and the modern kitchen were empty.  

“I’m here.” He heard Ilan’s voice from the penthouse’s vast balcony and Slava 

stepped out. Ilan was a shadowed figure leaning against the railing, wearing all black, 

darker than the lit-up city night.  

“Hi, Slava. So you decided to come after all. Kelly wasn’t sure about it.” 

“Where is Kelly?” 

“In the playroom. Waiting. For me. For us.” 
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“Oh. Then we should go to her. Kelly doesn’t like to wait.” Slava said, turning on 

his heels. The playroom was the closed door he could just make out on the other end of 

the living room. He’d never been there, and he was very curious about it.   

“Slava, come back here. We need to talk.” 

Slava could hear steel in the older man’s voice, and he immediately recognized it. 

He’d served in the military after all. This was a commander’s voice, one that assumed 

immediate obedience. He turned back to the shaded figure.  

 “Please, sit down.” 

Slava chose one of the two lounge chairs, but instead of lying back, he sat on its 

side.  

“I’ll get straight to the point, Slava. I’m worried that if you share our playroom 

with us you will see her as she is with me, and it might affect your relationship. Your way 

of perceiving her or me. Of continuing to live in this…arrangement.” Slava strained his 

eyes, but the Dom’s face was completely in the shadow. 

 “The health of your marriage to Kelly is very important to me,” Ilan continued in 

the same measured tone, “because it is important to her. I know how you greet her every 

time she comes home. Telling her she is your life. That may be true but let me tell you – 

you are her life as well. I can’t give Kelly what you give her.” 

“And you? Is Kelly your life?” Slava asked, his insides warm at this recognition 

from Ilan.  

“I can live without her, although I don’t want to. It’s the same for her. But my life 

is so much better because she’s in it. And you.” 
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For Slava it was always about knowing his place in the universe, accepting it, and 

then making it better for Kelly, for his mother, for Ayala who was Kelly’s best friend and 

his dear friend as well, for his patients.  

He initiated this thruple for Kelly’s sake and he was wary of the Israeli at the 

beginning.  Ilan was smart and tactful and with time Slava had grown to enjoy his 

company, even when Kelly wasn’t around. His jealousy dissipated.  

“Let’s go over some ground rules,” Ilan continued in a more business-like tone, 

“then we can join our lady. First, I’m the sole dominant. I know that Kelly orders you 

around in your bedroom but in here you obey me, and only me.” 

“Okay.” Slava couldn’t imagine it any other way.  

“Next directive: you must call me ‘sir’ at all times.” Ilan paused. Waited. 

“Yes, sir.” Slava responded. 

 “Good. Now, and this is very important, you need to choose a safe word. If you 

feel you can’t continue to watch or participate in something you say it. Kelly and I will 

immediately stop whatever we’re doing. Kelly knows and understands this.” 

“But if I say ‘stop’…?” 

“’Stop’ won’t work. You need to use the specific safe word we choose now. You 

need to be able to recall it under stress.” 

“Plushki,” Slava said. “It’s a cinnamon bun.” His babushka used to bake this 

comfort food for Slava.    

“Cute,” Ilan chuckled. He pushed himself off the railing and came to sit opposite 

Slava, on the other lounge chair, his hands folded lightly between spread knees. The light 

from the living room fell on his lean face and shaved head. 
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“Now, you must remember that Kelly and me, we’ve been doing this for a while. 

We know each other well. You should use your safe word only on your behalf – not on 

hers. Do you understand? She has her own safe word. But, if you feel you’ve come to 

your limit, use your word, don’t hesitate, don’t think about getting Kelly upset. It’s all 

about you. Okay?” 

Slava nodded. 

“Now, tell me your safe word.” 

“Plushki.” Slava answered, pleased at the immediacy of the recollection, which 

meant that this was the right word for him. “Sir.” He remembered adding.  

“Sir…”, he started, and Ilan’s face creased into a smile. 

“Yes?” 

“Has Kelly ever used her safe word?” The Dom’s unusual openness tonight made 

him bold, and despite Ilan’s assurances Slava was bothered.  Had Ilan ever gone too far? 

The smile vanished. Ilan was silent. 

“That’s a very private thing to ask, Slava.” The Israeli hesitated. Then he took a 

deep breath and continued.  

“She did, yes. But it wasn’t part of a scene. It was back when I got her fired. She 

left me a voice message, screaming her safe word into the phone, saying we were 

over…” 

“Oh!” Slava didn’t know that. “So… when she called me, she thought she was 

done with you.” 
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“I don’t think so. She knew I wouldn’t accept breaking up by a voice message. 

Anyway, that’s ancient history. I’m sure you’ve forgiven her by now for everything she 

did back then, right, Slava?” 

Slava nodded slowly, realizing that he hadn’t forgiven her fully. Not until now. 

Funny how closure can happen in the strangest moments. 

“Shall we get going?” The Israeli asked. “Do you want to join your wife? You can 

still back out.” 

“No, sir. I want to. Very much.”  

“We go barefoot.” Ilan said, stepping out of his flip-flops. Slava bent down and 

unstrapped his sandals.  

“When we go in, stay by the door.” Ilan walked past him, then turned around, 

looking down at the still seated Slava and extended his hand. 

“Come,” he said.  

Slava didn’t hesitate. He rose and grabbed the hand of his wife’s lover, liking the 

rough skin.  Ilan led them to the closed room and opened the door.  

The large bedroom was dominated by a huge bed. Slava had never seen a bed so 

vast, only in the movies. Light purple sheets shimmered with a luxurious sheen, the 

pillowcases embroidered with an intricate, large mauve flower. Purple was one of Kelly’s 

favorite colors, and Slava wondered whether she had been involved with decorating this 

room. Probably. Kelly had told him that Ilan built this room for the two of them.  

The opposite wall consisted of a wide floor-to-ceiling window showing outlines 

of their street’s buildings, interspaced by the wide canopies of Ficus trees.  
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Kelly was kneeling on the floor. She faced the large bed. She was no longer 

wearing the summer dress she had on at dinner. A black sleeveless lace bodysuit hugged 

her slender form, riding very high up her ass. Slava had never seen her in anything like 

this, but he loved it. It hugged her curvy breast and made her legs look infinite.  

 She must have sensed their arrival but she didn’t turn her head when they 

entered. Ilan released Slava’s hand and Slava closed the door and stayed put, as 

instructed, while Ilan walked to Kelly and planted himself right in front of her, his crotch 

in line with Kelly’s forehead.  

“We’re here”, Ilan’s tone was cool, detached, “both of us. Do you still want to go 

through with this?” 

“Yes, sir.” Kelly sounded unhesitant.  She stared straight ahead, seemingly 

between Ilan slightly spread legs. Totally ignoring Slava. 

Ilan spoke, looking down at Kelly. 

“Slava, sit on the chair. Put your hands on your knees or the armrests. You are not 

allowed to touch yourself.” 

Slava hadn’t noticed the straight-backed chair to his left. His butt had hardly hit 

the seat when Ilan grabbed Kelly’s ponytail and plastered her face onto his crotch. The 

Dom stepped a bit closer and moved her trapped head, crashing her nose and mouth with 

his bulge. Slava heard muffled sounds as Ilan glued Kelly’s face onto the crass denim of 

his black jeans. Kelly’s knees slackened when she spread them to accommodate the 

pressure on her nape. 

Ilan was manhandling Slava’s wife and Slava didn’t like it, not one bit. He could 

stop this if he wanted to. Perhaps Kelly needed him. Perhaps she wanted to use her safe 
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word but couldn’t. Perhaps she was suffocating right now… Slava felt his panic building. 

He pressed his lips tightly and grabbed the armrests so as not to jump and run to Kelly. 

His safe word crowded his brain, begging an outing from his mouth. He squeezed his 

eyes closed, telling himself he should wait for a few seconds before releasing the word 

and with it his wife. Because if he gave in and shouted his safe word, as he was dying to 

do, all this would be over before it even started. His teeth grounded in his closed mouth. 

His breaths came fast and short. 

A second later he heard a loud drawing of breath, and his eyes flew open. Ilan had 

freed Kelly. She was taking gulps of air, but she wasn’t panicking, Slava could tell, as 

relief and understanding flooded him. Kelly probably had a non-verbal safe sign she 

could give Ilan. Slava wasn’t told that because this was a test, planned by the dominant, 

to check whether Slava would trust Ilan to take care of Kelly. He filled his lungs with 

oxygen, mimicking his wife, and relaxed a little against the chair. 

“Undress me.” Ilan said, pulling off his black T shirt. His chest was covered with 

black hair that narrowed down to his navel. Kelly’s long fingers were confident as she 

unbuttoned and zippered down Ilan’s pants. Ilan’s cock was hard, and it sprang free when 

Kelly stripped him of his boxer shorts and yanked down his jeans. When his denim and 

underwear reached his ankles, Ilan finally deigned to help his sub by stepping out of his 

clothes. 

His wife started stroking her master’s cock and Slava could feel his own blood 

rushing south. He wanted to touch himself, remembered he wasn’t allowed to, and 

grabbed the poor armrests harder.  Kelly still hadn’t turned her head towards Slava or 
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acknowledged him, although he could have sworn his labored breathing could be heard 

all the way to Haifa. 

*** 

 

Kelly’s knees were numb. She’d been sitting here for longer than usual. Slava’s 

rugged breaths grated on her nerves.  

While Ilan had half-suffocated her, a game they sometimes played, she’d heard 

Slava struggle for air as if it was his nose up Ilan’s crotch. She couldn’t properly enjoy 

the controlled panic, the faux fear for her own safety that fueled their sessions when she 

worried about her husband. She seriously contemplated hitting the parquet floor three 

times with a flat palm to signal Ilan to end this tomfoolery. Slava’s mental health, their 

relationship, their marriage, was more important than realizing a sexual fantasy.  

But then, Ilan’s potent scent, the mixture of cigarettes and cologne and his own 

powerful masculinity soothed her, as they usually did, and Kelly knew that all would be 

well. She recalled that Slava had his own safe word. She allowed the moment of doubt 

pass and put her trust in Ilan. A second later, he freed her. 

Kelly rubbed Ilan’s hard length, his abundant pre-cum making her job very easy. 

Her husband was watching, and judging by his panting, he was loving it.  Slava’s loud 

breaths played a different role now, enhancing her pleasure. She pumped Ilan’s rigid cock 

and wondered what else he had planned for tonight. He’d told her that he’d read all her 

fantasies, that he had considered her wishes, but refused to divulge which ones he’d 

picked to realize, for her, for them.  

Ilan’s cool voice sounded. 
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“Slava, take off your pants and your shirt. Stay in your underwear.” 

 Ilan said it dispassionately, calmly, as if this was an everyday occurrence, her 

husband here, obeying his commands. Kelly heard shuffling and she longed to look at 

Slava, check on him, but in preparation for this session Ilan had expressly forbidden it. 

She was to remain kneeling, staring ahead or down.  

“Come here, Slava”, Ilan said. “Stand next to me.”  

Kelly prickled, the thin lace suddenly rough on her skin. Slava’s large presence, 

his comforting smell, loomed on her left-hand side. All she could see from her lowly 

position were his long muscly legs, the fine blond hairs, and the old scar.  

“Isn’t she pretty, our woman,” Ilan purred, making her flush with contentment.  

“Yes, sir, she is,” her adorable husband answered. Kelly sneaked a peek - Slava’s 

cock stretched the thin fabric of his underwear, his constrained bulge huge. 

“Your husband will like seeing you suck me. Do it.” 

It was her fantasy. She had written the note, folded it into the jar. Even so, it was 

one thing to stroke Ilan, with Slava in the room, yet removed by distance and not being 

able to see him. It was another matter altogether when Slava was right beside her, mere 

centimeters from her nose. Kelly was feeling shy. Ilan had, of course, read her mind. 

“Come on, Kelly.” 

She took her courage in her hands, and Ilan into her mouth, hearing Slava’s sharp 

intake of breath. Ilan’s arousing musk once again filled her nostrils, overshadowing 

Slava’s. Someone moaned but she couldn’t tell whose male voice it was. 

“Oh, yeah”, and again, she couldn’t tell if it was Ilan expressing his satisfaction or 

Slava his. She inhaled through her nose, Ilan’s salty taste filling her mouth. She wasn’t 
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prepared when Ilan yanked her ponytail, the slight pain an unexpected pleasure. His cock 

flew out of her mouth and hit her cheek.  

“Slava, help your wife up. She won’t be able to stand on her own.”  

Kelly’s legs uncurled as her husband lifted her off the floor. Slava’s strong, gentle 

arms felt like coming home but it was happening in Ilan’s playroom, so it was odd.  

In the last couple of years, Slava had let his hair grow, brushing the blond waves 

back from his broad forehead. His face lost the last of the baby fat, his cheekbones more 

pronounced. The muscular leanness of his youth was replaced by a masculine solidity. 

She was arrested in place, disoriented, both because she was still a bit cramped but also 

because her husband’s lovely blue eyes were beaming down at her.  

“Turn around and face the window.” Ilan didn’t give them much time to savor 

each other.  

Her legs were wobbly and she couldn’t put her full weight on them, but Slava 

didn’t need her help. The vast window turned into a mirror. The city lights disappeared, 

and Kelly saw her reflection as she dangled in Slava’s arms. The sheer black lace painted 

her silhouette sharply against Slava’s bare torso. Ilan came to stand in front of them, wiry 

and tanned, blocking her view. Then he did something unexpected – he dropped to his 

knees. The reversed position confused Kelly: her master, naked, kneeling before her.  

Ilan found and pried open the two small snap button clips at the bottom of her 

suit. His fingers caressed her folds, inciting jolts up her belly, making her shiver. Slava’s 

arms tightened around her. Ilan looked up, the brown-green eyes assured as always. 

“This isn’t one of your fantasies Kelly.” 
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“No, sir.” She knew Ilan and this pose wasn’t natural for him. She never wanted 

or needed it of him. 

“We’ve never formalized it – amongst the three of us. I’m on my knees to ask 

both of you: Kelly and Slava Korman – will you marry me?” 

Kelly’s eyes unexpectedly filled with tears. It was so different, yet so right. His 

willingness to commit was what she had really wished for, his word and his kneeling as 

good as any legally binding ceremony. Better, even. She sniffed and nodded vehemently. 

“Speak, Kelly.” Her master ordered. 

“Yes, sir, I will.” 

“Me too, sir.” Slava added from behind her. In the mirror she could see the two 

men regarding each other. “I would be honored.” Slava added. 

Ilan’s beautiful smile shone on his face.  

“I’ll drink to that,” and his hot mouth latched onto her damp pussy. Her eyes 

fluttered and Kelly’s knees buckled, entirely relying on Slava to keep her upright. 

“Slava, hold her steady, make sure she can’t move her arms.”  

Slava’s long fingers closed around her wrists, lifting her arms up and seizing 

them.  He wound his other arm around her abdomen.  

Ilan’s lithe tongue rolled around her clit, teasing but never touching and Kelly 

bucked in Slava’s restraining hug. Ilan’s palms closed on her buttocks in a strong vice. 

She was trapped between the two men, unable to move. Her glazed stare met Slava’s 

entranced one.  

“Slava, you know your wife likes her ears licked. Do it.”  
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Slava gave a wicked smile and darted a long tongue into her ear, the touch 

crawling deliciously down her spine, making her leap against Ilan’s busy mouth. Slava 

bit her ear lobe and thrust his tongue into her ear again, and Ilan answered with his own 

penetration, sending his tongue deep into her slit. Loose limbed and dazed, she tried to 

hold on, stupidly fighting her impending climax. 

“Let go, Kelly.” Slava whispered. He tightened his arms and his hard cock 

burrowed between her upper buttocks and her lower back. Ilan produced a vicious 

sucking sound she felt all the way down to her toes. She moaned and twitched, a rag doll 

under her men’s control, subject to their every tease. She finally surrendered and went 

limp. She let herself melt in Slava’s supporting arms, and quivered while Ilan noisily 

drank her juices.  

“Delicious, as always.” He said, after he drew away his mouth and looked up at 

her, smiling. Kelly was still catching her breath, loving Slava’s warm solidity at her back. 

“Slava, how are you?” 

“Very good, sir.”  

“Kelly, can you stand on your own two feet, or have we broken you?”  

Kelly heard her husband’s silent chuckle. She whipped her head back to give him 

a look, and Slava looked back, trying to remain serious. But she saw his eyes twinkle. 

“Sir, with all due respect”, Kelly answered her master, her tone quite 

disrespectful, “it would take more than a few laps from you to break me.” Ilan 

straightened.   

“Humph.” Ilan answered. His eyes flashed green at her. She knew that flash – Ilan 

was tickled.  
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“Slava, take off your underwear, go lie on the bed, on your back.”  

Slava’s cock bobbed proudly in front of him as he walked the few steps, climbed 

and lay in the middle of the ultra-king size bed. Even her large husband was made to look 

normal in this gigantic bed. Had Ilan always known there would be a need to 

accommodate Slava here? The three of them, on this bed? He was smart like that.  

“Go to him.” Ilan ordered, his handsome face serious. 

Kelly hesitated. “Are you sure, Sir?”  

This was it. But if Ilan was doing it only for her benefit or for Slava’s then she 

wasn’t sure she wanted it. She’d always known Slava would be okay.  He’d told her that 

while they were apart he used to replay, over and over, the scene of the three of them 

together, of Ilan fucking her while she was kissing him. But Ilan watching her and Slava 

– that was different. Kelly wanted her master to have fun.  

Ilan’s competent fingers slipped her bodysuit’s straps off her shoulders, and the 

flimsy cloth dropped gently to the floor. He cupped her face in his rough palms and 

kissed her. Kelly tasted herself, then her mind flickered as Ilan’s clever mouth and rough 

handling performed their magic.   

“I’m sure, Raquel.” He said when he released her. “But thank you for asking. Stop 

worrying so much. This is us, marrying you and each other, making love to you in our 

wedding bed.” 

“I love you, Ilan.” His grin was infectious and lightened the solemn mood. 

“I know, Kelly. I love you too. Now go sit on your husband.”  

Kelly laughed and climbed on the bed. She crawled until her wet center was right 

above Slava’s belly button and his hard cock. 
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“Stop!” Ilan said. Kelly froze. The mattress shook slightly. Slippery fingers slid 

along her hot slit, and she bit her bottom lip, hard, so she wouldn’t cry out. Slava’s eyes 

were riveted to her pussy where he undoubtedly could see Ilan’s fingers caress Kelly, 

mere centimeters above his own hard cock.   

“Ohhh,” Kelly couldn’t help her throat making these sounds. Slava propped 

himself on his elbows and kissed one and then her other tit as they bounced above him. 

Ilan’s oily fingers lubed her crease, and then she felt more greasy fingers.  He had both 

hands on her, one slithering along her folds, the other teasing her butthole. Kelly 

wallowed back and forth to the drum of his caresses.  

“Good?” Ilan asked. They’d done anal before and he knew she liked it. 

“Yes, sir.” She groaned in reply. Perched between her husband’s ready cock and 

her master’s smart fingers, her pussy never felt emptier.    

“First you’re going to sit on Slava. Then I’m going into your butthole.”  

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.” She babbled and Ilan chuckled behind her. 

She eased herself carefully on Slava’s large cock. His gentle palms engulfed her 

hips. They joined in their accustomed rhythm, rising and falling with each other. Slava’s 

gaze mesmerized her with his signature intensity, as if there was nothing in the universe 

but them. Yet Kelly was very aware of Ilan behind her, looking on. Slava fucking her felt 

dangerous. Illicit. Another set of hands grabbed Kelly, around her waist, and she stopped 

in mid-motion, Slava deep within.  

“Kelly, I’m going to penetrate your butt. Slava, my pace is the pace now.” 

“Yes, sir.” Kelly and Slava answered together.  
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She was already so full, with her husband’s cock, now she needed to 

accommodate Ilan’s as well. Ilan inched his way in, his heat warming her lower back. A 

fine mist of sweat gathered on her skin as he slowly crowded her insides.  

“I’m in all the way, I’m starting to move.” Ilan said and pulled back a little. 

“I feel you, sir.” Slava blurted, his voice hoarse. 

“I feel you, Slava. It’s amazing.” Came the other man’s throaty response. 

Ilan pulled out, almost all the way, and the loss of his cock made Kelly cry out in 

protest. He snickered and pushed back in. Then out again. Slava was moving as well, in 

measured thrusts, following Ilan’s beat. Her pussy was filled, then her ass, a friction so 

intense it was driving her insane. Kelly stopped trying to hold herself. No longer in 

control of her arms, or her legs, she trusted her men to carry her weight. Her head was too 

heavy for her neck, so she laid her cheek on Slava’s sleek chest, sniffing the beloved 

scent of his sweat. She hovered, held between Ilan’s hairy chest and Slava’s flat stomach, 

reaching a plateau of awareness, sensing every tiny breath of Ilan at her nape, every 

heaving stab of Slava against her pelvis. Her men heaved and sighed around her floating 

body, riding her, up and down, in and out. She was full, ready to burst, nudged from 

within and behind towards a peak. 

“Please…” she begged, not knowing what she was begging for. “Please, Ilan, 

Slava, please…”  

Ilan grunted in response and increased his pace. Slava’s arms buckled a little as he 

took Ilan’s and Kelly’s weights on him. Ilan’s warm lips kissed her between her shoulder 

blades, and she heard her name called as if from a distance. The gush of heat started from 

her filled belly, crashed against her teased ass, and Kelly was thrown off the verge she 
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had been teetering on. She tumbled down, a boneless mass of nerves, letting go in 

countless heady bursts.  

“Oh, man,” Slava said. “I’m coming.”  

“Me too.” Ilan said. The two cocks expanded and erupted in her just as she lost all 

semblance of self-control and collapsed into Slava’s ready arms. 

$ 

Kelly woke up in her own bed, in her own apartment on the third floor. After the 

session Ilan cleaned her meticulously and gently. He had talked to both of them, giving 

them after-care, telling Slava how brave he was for trusting Ilan, assuring Kelly what a 

perfect sub she was and how much he loved her. She fell asleep to Ilan’s murmurs and 

caresses, and she couldn’t recall coming here, so Slava must have carried her home. 

Kelly stretched. She heard laughing and mumbles and smelled toast and coffee. She 

realized how very hungry she was. She would shower after she ate something.  

Throwing on herself a light house dress, she padded to the kitchen where a rare 

sight greeted her - Ilan and Slava eating breakfast together.   

“Good morning,” Ilan said. Slava walked to her and kissed her cheek gently. 

“I’ll make you some coffee, Kelly. Scrambled eggs?” 

“Hmmmm.” She answered, which Slava took as a yes, and he was right. 

“How are you?” Ilan asked after she climbed on her stool. His eyes softened. “Did 

you sleep well? I came down to see how you and Slava were, and Slava asked me to have 

breakfast with him.” 

The delicious smell of frying eggs filled the apartment. Slava kissed her on her 

brow and presented her with a cup of hot strong black coffee, and a plate heaped with 
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scrambled eggs on a buttered caraway seed toast. Kelly was still incapable of sensible 

speech, so she gulped the excellent coffee.  

“I was telling Slava about the Fantasy Jar. That he could put some of his there as 

well. I hope you don’t mind – I shared some of your fantasies with him.” 

Kelly considered this. Slava was her husband, yet the separate bond she had with 

Ilan was merging now with her marriage. She wanted it this way. After all, a year ago, 

she had ordered her three-stone ring, because, to her, the three of them were connected.  

“It’s going to be great,” Slava said. “We’ll all get to know each other a little 

better.” 

The men smiled at each other. Ilan brushed Slava’s cheek with his palm and met 

Kelly’s eyes. 

“We talked about this, we’ll explore our limits.” Ilan said, his thumb caressing 

Slava’s cheek.  

The warmth in her belly and her excited nipples were telling her that her body 

liked this. But she still needed her space with Slava. Kelly frowned. Her mind and body 

were not in sync. Slava came to sit on the stool next to her and kissed her lips lightly.  

“Kelly…?” 

“I’m Kelly Korman, Ilan, and this is my house.” She had found her voice.  Ilan’s 

face creased with his smile. Kelly reckoned he expected this kind of reaction from her.  

“Of course! Please don’t worry, Kelly. I’ll respect your marriage. I love you. 

We’ll work it out, like we always do. Okay?” asked her Dom. 
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Kelly regally nodded her acquiescence. Then she got serious about wolfing down 

her egg on toast. She sipped her coffee and smiled at the two men who fucked her last 

night. Her two husbands smiled back at her in unison.  

All in all, life was good.  

 


