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The water in the pool was crystal clear, until Irina walked through it. Her boots raised swirls of pale brown mud as they dragged through the silty bottom. She went further in, until the water was almost to the top of her waterproof boots- halfway up her calves. She stood there, feeling the pressure bend the stiff rubberised material and press it against her legs. Even on such a hot, bright day, the water was cold, the chill working its way through to her skin.

Carefully, so that she didn’t raise a wave that would wash over the rims of the boots and run down to soak her feet, Irina turned around, to look back at the shore. Her husband, Eduard, was laying out picnic blankets. Two of them, because they were expecting guests. He sat by the big wicker basket, and started pulling out food and drink.

Irina waded back to the shore. She wasn’t exactly rising, Venus-like, from the water, but it felt like an entrance with flourish, nonetheless. Stopping at the edge of the blankets, she tugged off the boots, and walked across the soft wool barefoot.

“I wonder how deep it was, when the mill was in use?” Irina said.

“It wouldn’t take much work to open the races and wash the silt out.” Eduard said. “I’ve thought about it.”

“You’d turn our house back into a mill?” Irina glanced downstream. The pond had been formed by damming the stream. There were sluice gates in the dam, long since closed up, and now jammed in place by the backed up silt. Beyond the pool, the stream ran down through a straight cut, shallow V, a valley in miniature. It headed straight to their new house, which Irina could just see, framed by the two slopes.

“No, but if it was deep enough, maybe it could be a fish pond.” Eduard pulled a champagne bottle from the hamper and handed it to Irina to open.

She broke the foil on the bottle neck and tore it off, but stopped as her husband placed glasses on the blanket. “Just the two?”

“Oh no, there are more. For our guests.”

Irina smiled as Eduard produced another two glasses. It widened as he pulled out another glass, then her mouth dropped open when she saw there was a fourth. “Four?”

“I can put one or two away, if you’d like.” Eduard waved two of the glasses over the hamper, as if ready to put them back.

“Not a chance. Leave them all out. Where are our guests?” Irina looked all around. There was nowhere nearby where anyone could be hiding.

“They’re waiting for my signal.” Eduard put fingers between his lips, and blew a loud, high pitched whistle.

Irina was disappointed that four men didn’t immediately appear from nowhere. But Eduard was pouring her some champagne, so she could wait. She sipped it, enjoying the feeling as some of the bubbles tickled the inside of her nose. Eduard filled the other glasses, and found a flat area of ground for them.

A few minutes later, the guests arrived. Four attractive men, walking upstream from the house. They were out in the middle of the country, Irina wondered where they had come from, and how they got there, without her spotting them. She didn’t think about it for long, though, concentrating on the approaching men instead.

Two of the men were younger than her. The shorter, blonde, one could almost be described as pretty, his hair long enough to have a bounce to it, and his features delicate. Beside him, the taller, darker man was more classically handsome, with sharply defined cheek bones and a square jaw. They were sharing a joke, their body language showing a familiarity. Perhaps from sharing a similar experience in the past.

The older men were broader, carrying a little more weight to go with their years. Not much, though, they looked toned. The taller of the two was a true silver fox, grey hair peppered with darker strands. The other had sandy brown hair with a dusting of grey.

Irina and Eduard stood to greet the men. As he made introductions, Eduard handed out glasses of champagne. “This is David.” The blonde. “Tom.” Movie star good looks. “Arthur.” The silver fox. “And Derek.”

They clinked the plastic glasses against each other in greeting. Irina couldn’t find any words yet, and simply grinned at them all. She lifted her glass, aiming to sip from it to hide her nervousness, only to discover it was already empty. Eduard had the bottle, and poured the last of the golden liquid for her.

“We’ve got food as well.” Eduard pointed at the basket.

“But that’s for later. It is best not to be so active on a full stomach.” Irina said, finding her voice. Her pale skin flushed across her cheeks.

“That seems eminently sensible.” Arthur said. The way his gaze travelled over Irina’s body suggested a different sort of hunger. Her cheeks were warming again, but so were other parts of her body.

“I’d ask what you want to do, but, well, we all know that. So, how would you like to do it?” David asked.

“I would like some help undressing. So you just volunteered for that. Then, we shall make it up as we go, I think.” Irina pulled the elasticated band from her wrist, and tied back the tight curls of her deep brown hair with it. As David drained his champagne and handed the glass to Eduard, she added, “Oh, the rest of you can maybe be taking your clothes off, as well. To speed things up.”

Eduard took Irina’s glass, and she stepped a little way from the group, so David could circle her if he needed. She wasn’t wearing many layers, so the undressing wasn’t going to take very long.

David stepped up beside Irina. With gentle hands on an elbow and the small of her back, he turned her until she was squarely facing the other men. She felt herself getting more turned on, enjoying the idea of being on show to these men she had never met before.

The big jumper she wore was soft and comfortable, and very warm on such a sunny day. David moved around behind her, gripping the bottom of the jumper and lifting it slowly. She raised her arms, so he could pull it over her head easily. Under the jumper, she wore no bra. Her small, firm breasts, with their pale pink nipples, drew the attention of the men beside the hamper. Eduard got to enjoy them every day, but even he was looking at them with renewed excitement.

Irina’s nipples, already perked up with anticipation, tightened and poked out, stiff and sensitive. David had come around far enough to notice this, and reached a hand out to play with the nearest of the pink nubs. Irina bit her bottom lip, but couldn’t keep a low moan from escaping her mouth. She looked at Eduard, seeing love in his eyes, and an intense pleasure at seeing her being touched by another man. Looking down, she could see how much he was turned on by it as well.

She studied the crotches of all the other men, and they were all showing their appreciation of her beauty. She liked that. She didn’t like that they hadn’t started undressing yet, concentrating on watching her instead. All it took was raised eyebrows, though, and they were soon pulling off their shirts and T-shirts.

David had knelt down, so that his face was on a level with Irina’s crotch. He hadn’t placed himself in front of her, so he didn’t block the others’ view of her. Her tight, pale leggings, almost the same colour as her skin, showed off almost everything. They could see the way her vulva had pumped up as she became more excited. The material moulded perfectly to them.

Reaching up, David hooked fingers under the elasticated waistband of Irina’s leggings. He started pulling it down, slowly. She wondered if he could feel the way she shivered, or if that was all in her head. No matter how intimately the material had hugged her crotch and legs, it had still covered her. Now, as it was removed, she had the exhibitionist joy of knowing four of these men were seeing her sex for the first time.

The tight curls of her pubic hair, neatly trimmed into a thin exclamation point, came into view. Irina looked down at it, then back at the men. The four of them had their hands on the fronts of their trousers, and revealed themselves to her as she was being revealed to them. Her clitoris popped out from its hood, a little erection of its own.

She was intimately acquainted with Eduard’s shaft, and felt great love for it. Tom’s was about the same length, and maybe a touch fatter, as was Derek’s. Arthur’s was longer, but thinner, so the bulb of his glans appeared even fatter. Irina wanted to see David’s cock, to complete the collection. Then she wanted to taste them all.

The lips of Irina’s sex parted as the leggings peeled further down her thighs. As David took the material down to her ankles, he lifted one foot to remove it. Irina planted the foot further to the side, so that her legs were set wider. Her vulva pouted, wet and pumped up from all the excitement so far.

David helped the leggings off Irina’s foot, and she was completely naked. Not long after, four of the five men with her had completely stripped off as well. The naked people stared at each other, whilst David stepped aside to undress as fast as he could.

The sun hit Irina’s back, warming her skin and relaxing her muscles. The feeling in the tight globes of her buttocks was particularly nice. Opposite her, the erections of four men cast shadows, like sun dials, on their bellies. Which was amusing. Almost as much as David rushing in from the side to join the group.

“So....?” Eduard said, smiling at his wife’s greedy expression.

What did she want to do? Rather, what did she want to do first? She was going to have sex with all five
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