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Her First Time Watching



The snow looked like it had been poured from the sky just for us—fresh, thick, and undisturbed except for the winding tire tracks we’d made on the drive up. All around the resort, trees wore their heavy coats of white, branches sagging like they were drunk on winter. I pressed my face to the passenger window and smiled as we pulled into the circular driveway, taking in the frosted rooftops, icicles glinting like tiny daggers from the eaves, and smoke curling from the chimney like something out of a Christmas postcard.

Greg squeezed my thigh through my leggings. “What do you think, babe? Worth the drive?”

I looked at him, the tip of his nose red from the cold, eyes bright and amused like he already knew the answer. “If the inside’s half as cute as the outside, I might never leave.”

He smirked. “Don’t get any ideas. You promised me ski lessons, remember?”

“Oh, I remember,” I said, dragging my fingers over the fly of his jeans just enough to make him twitch. “But maybe we make a little detour before our first lesson.”

Inside, the lobby smelled like pine and firewood, all polished wood beams and stone, the kind of luxury that pretends it’s rugged. Couples in puffed jackets and fleece-lined boots lingered near the fireplace, mugs of something steaming in their hands. Everything felt soft and slow and cozy, the way you want a vacation to start.

By the time we reached our room on the second floor, I already had a plan to delay the whole ski thing for at least an hour. Maybe two.

It was even better than the website photos—a huge bed with a navy plaid duvet, a stone fireplace already lit, and a picture window that overlooked the snow-covered valley below. A fur throw was draped across the foot of the bed, the kind that made you want to get naked just to roll around in it.

Greg dropped our bags and turned to me with a look that said I told you so. “Still want to take ski lessons?”

I crossed the room slowly, tugging off my gloves. “Might need some warming up first.”

He pulled me into his arms, cold fingers slipping under the back of my coat as he kissed me. Deep, slow, the kind of kiss that made me melt against him instantly. His stubble rasped against my cheek as I tilted my head, mouth opening for him, and I felt him already hard against me.

I laughed into his mouth. “Eager?”

“It’s the altitude,” he said, nipping at my bottom lip. “Thinner air. Blood flow’s weird.”

“Mmhmm,” I teased, unzipping his coat. “Maybe I should help you... adjust.”

He groaned when I sank to my knees in front of him, a fire crackling in the background. The zipper on his jeans came down with that delicious sound, and I reached in, wrapping my fingers around him as he throbbed in my hand. His cock was hot and heavy, already leaking just from a little kissing and the hint that I might misbehave.

“God, I love vacation you,” he murmured, brushing my hair back as I leaned in.

I licked him slowly, deliberately, the way I knew made his legs tense. The taste of him was familiar but somehow better up here on vacation, like we’d crossed some invisible threshold into indulgence. I hollowed my cheeks around him, taking him deeper, letting his moan vibrate through me like heat. He wasn’t trying to last, not with how I looked up at him, not with how my fingers gently rolled beneath his base.

“Just a little to tide you over,” I said between licks, voice low and wicked. “I don’t want to ruin your stamina for later.”

His laugh was tight, strangled. “You think I’ll have any left after this?”

“Then you’ll have to earn it back on the slopes,” I said, taking him deep again just to hear the way he gasped my name. He came in my mouth and I eagerly swallowed every delicious drop.

Outside the window, the snow kept falling. But inside, it was all heat and hunger and the promise of a very long weekend.
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I wasn’t exactly graceful in ski boots. Clunky, awkward, a little bit like a baby deer trying to stand up on hardwood. But Greg looked annoyingly hot in his gear—black ski pants snug across his thighs, jacket slightly unzipped to show the thermal layer underneath, goggles pushed up into his messy hair. And even though I’d literally just been on my knees for him not an hour ago, I was already distracted by the way he adjusted his gloves, his stance casual but ready.

Then Lila appeared.

“I’m your instructor today,” she said, voice bright and clipped in that confident, outdoorsy kind of way. “First-timers?”

She had one of those all-weather ski jackets in deep red, black leggings, and a tight blonde braid pulled over one shoulder. Her skin was sun-kissed in that I live on the slopes way, and her mirrored goggles glinted like something out of an ad. And I noticed how attractive she was instantly—so did Greg.

“We’ve never done this before,” I said with a laugh, nudging his arm. “We’re virgins.”

Lila grinned. “Don’t worry. I’ll go easy on you. We’ll start with some balance and shifting weight. You’ll be carving like pros by the end of the week.”

She led us through the basics on the flat section, adjusting our stance, nudging our feet into better positions with her boot. Her hands were firm and practical, nothing inappropriate. But something in the way she hovered around Greg made me... watch.

She stepped behind him once, guiding his hips as she explained how to shift during a turn. Her fingers rested at his waist a beat longer than necessary. He chuckled under his breath and said something low I couldn’t hear, but she laughed.

My stomach did a little flip.

Not of jealousy. But of pride. Curiosity.

I watched the muscles in Greg’s back tense as she touched him again—lightly, guiding. His body had that familiar tautness to it. Not fully aroused, but not relaxed either. Even through layers of winter gear, I could see it in the way he stood.

Interesting.

We moved to the beginner slope next, a shallow hill with just enough incline to make your heart beat fast. Lila skied backward effortlessly, coaching us down one at a time. When it was Greg’s turn, she stayed close, laughing as he wobbled slightly and then caught himself. He bumped into her once and grabbed her arm for balance, and she didn’t pull away right away.

When I reached the bottom, he was already standing next to her, breath coming hard from the exertion. His cheeks were flushed—not just from the cold. He looked at me quickly and smiled like nothing had happened, but his posture betrayed him. Just a little too upright. A little too careful.

“You okay?” I asked, sliding next to him.

“Yeah,” he said, voice a touch hoarse. “That was fun.”

Lila chimed in, “You’ve got good instincts, Greg. You’re more coordinated than most first-timers.”

He shrugged, grinning. “Guess I’m a fast learner.”

“Oh, he is,” I said sweetly, giving his arm a squeeze.

I was definitely going to have to test that theory later. But what intrigued me most wasn’t how fast he picked up the turns—it was how he reacted to her.

Because I’d just had him. Just an hour ago. And now, here he was… subtly affected by someone else. A woman who was confident, skilled, flirtatious in that effortless, natural way that didn’t even feel like flirting. And that shift in him—it stirred something in me I didn’t expect.

The idea that he could be tempted. That I could let him be tempted.

A breeze picked up, sending a chill down my spine, but it had nothing on the heat starting to bloom inside me.

I wasn’t sure what this was yet. But I knew I wanted to follow it.

And as Lila skied ahead of us, hips swaying, her braid bouncing behind her like a little invitation, I found myself smiling.

This ski trip was already turning out to be much more interesting than I’d planned.
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The ski lift creaked softly as we rose up the slope again, our skis dangling over powdery white that stretched endlessly below. Pines blurred past beneath us like dark green brushstrokes against all that snow, and the wind kissed my cheeks until they stung just a little. Greg sat beside me, glove tucked around the safety bar, his nose red, his goggles pushed up onto his beanie like some overgrown teenage ski bum. He looked so damn cute I almost forgot how hard I was teasing him inside my head.

Almost.

“She’s really pretty, isn’t she?” I said casually, like I was talking about the weather.

Greg blinked, then glanced over at me like he wasn’t sure he’d heard right. “Who?”

I rolled my eyes and nudged his leg with mine. “Lila. Our instructor. Come on.”

He gave a quick, too-innocent shrug. “I guess. I mean, I wasn’t really paying attention.”

I turned fully toward him, raising an eyebrow. “You weren’t paying attention? Greg, she literally guided your hips. Twice. Maybe three times. I think she left a handprint.”

“That was—” He laughed, flustered. “That was part of the lesson. It wasn’t—”

“I’m not mad,” I said sweetly, leaning in close so my voice dropped just a little. “I just don’t believe you.”

His mouth opened, then closed again. His cheeks were already pink from the cold, but I saw the deeper flush bloom under his skin—warmer, guiltier. He looked out at the mountains like they might offer him a distraction.

“She’s one of those women who doesn’t even try to be hot,” I continued, voice low and teasing. “Just is. You know?”

He coughed softly into his glove. “I guess.”

“If she looks that good in a ski suit…” I let it hang for a second, watching the words settle. “Imagine what she looks like out of it.”

Greg turned to me slowly, and this time his eyes met mine. No more pretending. His pupils were a little too wide. His mouth parted slightly, like he wanted to say something but didn’t trust himself to get the words out.

And there it was—that flicker of something I hadn’t felt in a long time.

Power.

Not the kind that came from knowing he wanted me. The kind that came from knowing he wanted her, too—and that I could let him.

The lift kept climbing, pulling us toward the top. And all I could think was how much I wanted to see just how far we could slide.

Once we reached the top, we shuffled off the lift, skis catching a little on the packed snow as we coasted forward. I was still thinking about Greg’s face—how flushed he’d been when I teased him, how quiet he got when I said imagine her out of it. That blush had stayed, even under the glare of the sun off the snow, even as he tried to play it cool.

At the top of the slope, the air was sharper. Crisper. Our breath puffed out in little clouds, and everything below looked small and soft, like the world had been tucked under a down comforter.

Lila coasted off the next lift over, effortless as always, her braid swinging as she came toward us. “There you two are,” she called, smiling as she slid to a graceful stop beside Greg. “Still standing. That’s a good sign.”

“We’re surviving,” I said, grinning.

Greg gave her a sheepish nod. “Barely.”

She laughed, then moved in close to adjust something on his pole strap, tugging it snug against his glove. Her hand lingered on his wrist. “You’re holding too much tension in your arms,” she said, looking up at him. “Loosen your grip a little. Let the poles move with you.”

Greg mumbled something like got it, but I saw the way his shoulders stiffened when she touched him. Not pulling away. Just… trying not to react.

Her hands slid to his hips again as she corrected his stance. “You’re leaning too far back. Keep your weight forward—feel it here.” She pressed gently against his front thigh. “Bend more. That’s it.”

I watched from a few feet away, pretending to be focused on adjusting my goggles. But I didn’t look away.

Not once.

And then she looked up—and noticed me watching.

Something in Lila’s face shifted. Her hands dropped away, like she’d just realized how close she was. Like she expected me to be glaring. But I wasn’t. I met her gaze calmly, even smiled a little. Her brows knit, confused.

She took a step back. “Right. So…” she said, clearing her throat. “Once you get the hang of edging, we’ll try linking a few turns together. It’s more about rhythm than speed.”

Greg glanced at me, then back at her, clearly sensing the sudden shift.

Lila’s voice was steady, but her eyes flicked to me again, as if trying to read something she didn’t quite understand. I could almost see the thought cross her mind: Why isn’t she upset?

She had no idea that watching was half the fun.
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After our lesson, we decided to warm up with a few drinks. The resort bar was warm and dim and just the right kind of buzzy. Couples lounged near the stone fireplace, still pink-cheeked and loose-limbed from a day on the slopes, while bartenders in black vests slid drinks down polished wood. I was on my second hot buttered rum, curled into a corner booth with Greg, legs tangled under the table and the heat of the alcohol spreading low and slow in my belly.

Greg looked good in this lighting. Relaxed. His dark hair was still damp from the shower, pushed back off his forehead, and his smile had softened now that the pressure of staying upright on skis had passed. I leaned into him, letting his hand rest on my thigh, both of us content to just be for a second.

Until I saw her.

Lila.

Walking in like she had no idea what kind of chaos she caused.

She was out of her ski suit now, wearing a slate-gray sweater that clung to her waist and hinted at the curve of her breasts in a way no performance gear ever could. Dark jeans hugged her hips. And her hair—Jesus—her hair was down. Long, wavy, sun-kissed blonde, like something straight out of a shampoo commercial. Or a very vivid dream.

Greg saw her at the same time I did. I felt his hand pause on my leg. I didn’t say a word. Just tilted my drink to my lips and smiled.

“She cleans up well,” I said.

He didn’t answer right away. He was too busy watching her make her way to the bar, sliding onto a stool near the end with that same casual confidence she’d had on the mountain.

“She’s alone,” I added, nudging his knee with mine. “We should say hi.”

He looked at me, brow raised. “You want to?”

I shrugged, already sliding out of the booth. “She worked hard teaching us all day. The least I can do is buy her a drink.”

We made our way over, and Lila turned as she heard us approach. Her smile lit up the space between us.

“Well, well,” she said, eyes flicking between the two of us. “Didn’t expect to see you two down here.”

“You looked like you could use company,” I said.

Greg nodded, lingering a beat too long on her figure before catching himself. “You’re hard to recognize without all the gear.”

She laughed. “Yeah, I get that a lot. It’s the helmet hair. Or lack of.”

I couldn’t stop looking at her. And not in a jealous way. More like… studying. Trying to memorize how someone could look so damn effortless and warm at the same time.

We ordered a round and slid onto the stools beside her, bodies close, knees brushing as we settled in.

Small talk started. But under the surface, something else was building. I could feel it in the way Greg’s voice kept dipping lower.

The second round of drinks loosened everything. The space between us at the bar narrowed. Lila was even warmer off the mountain, with a dry sense of humor that made me laugh harder than I expected, and the kind of easy charm that kept Greg leaning closer without even realizing it.

I let it happen. I liked letting it happen.

Somewhere between a sip of her old fashioned and a comment about how sore we were going to be tomorrow, I set my glass down and said, casually, “We’ve got a hot tub. On the balcony. Off our room.”

Lila blinked. “Nice.”

“If you’re still cold or sore,” I said, swirling my drink, “you’re welcome to join us. Just for a bit. Warm up before bed.”

Greg turned to look at me like I’d just spoken in another language.

Lila smiled, polite but cautious. “That’s sweet, but I don’t want to crash your weekend.”

“You wouldn’t be crashing anything,” I said. “We were just going to soak and maybe have another drink. It’s private, it’s hot, and the view’s amazing.”

Her eyes flicked to Greg, then back to me. She was trying to read something in my face—some flicker of tension or jealousy—but I gave her none. Just a soft smile and a shrug, like it was the easiest invitation in the world.

“I don’t have a suit,” she said slowly, one brow lifted.

I tilted my head, playful. “I brought an extra. You can change in our room.”

Greg coughed into his fist.

Lila looked at me for a long second, something unreadable passing through her eyes. And then she smiled again—smaller this time, but real.

“Well,” she said, draining the last of her drink. “When you put it like that…”
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Back in the room, everything felt warmer than before—like the temperature had shifted a few degrees, but only inside the air between the three of us. Greg made some coffee we didn’t need while I dug through my suitcase, fishing out the smallest swimsuit I’d packed. It was a barely-there black bikini I’d meant to wear in the hot tub at night, maybe just for Greg, maybe not. And now I was handing it to her.

Lila took it with a raised brow, clearly amused. “You sure?”

I smiled. “Trust me. It’ll look better on you than it ever did on me.”

She disappeared into the bathroom, the door clicking almost—but not fully—shut behind her. The crack was thin, but the mirror above the vanity was angled just enough. From where Greg and I stood near the bed, we could see everything.

She peeled off her sweater first, revealing a lacy black bra. Her skin glowed golden under the soft light. She unbuttoned her jeans next, slowly, shimmying them down her hips along with her black lace panties, and I heard Greg’s breath catch beside me. She was naked from the waist down. Just bare curves, slender thighs and a trim waist.

When she unclasped her bra and let it fall, we both went still.

Her breasts were full and natural, with just the right bounce, and as she reached for the bikini top, we saw them sway before the mirror caught the side of her nipple. My body buzzed. I wasn’t just watching her. I was watching him watch her—and I could feel the tension roll off him like heat.

Greg leaned in, voice low. “What are you doing?” His voice snapped me back to reality. We both still needed to get changed.

I looked up at him while I undressed. He followed suit.

“Why did you invite her up here?” he whispered as he removed his shirt and unfastened his jeans.

I let the question hang for a beat, then said softly, “Because I wanted to see you with her. If she’s into it.” I slipped on my bikini bottoms, then the top.

He blinked, eyes flicking back toward the cracked door. “Helen… that’s insane.”

“Is it?” I tilted my head. “You think I didn’t notice the way you looked at her all day?”

His mouth opened, but I cut him off before he could try to deny it.

“I’m not mad, Greg. I liked watching you look. It turned me on.”

He stared at me like I was speaking a different language, like he didn’t know whether to stop me or pull me closer.

“You want her, don’t you?” I asked quietly.

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. I saw how hard he was when he inevitably pulled down his jeans and boxers. He quickly pulled up his trunks just in time.

The door creaked open and my husband shifted himself under his trunks.

Lila stepped out, barefoot, her hair down. The bikini clung to her like it had been made for her body, the black fabric stretched tight across her breasts, tied high at the hips. Her abs were cut like a swimmer’s, her thighs sculpted, and her skin still held that sun-warmed glow.

Greg’s eyes widened. His mouth parted.

I watched it happen in real time—how quickly he forgot I was even in the room.

Lila gave a little shrug, glancing down at herself. “Hope this works.”

Greg just nodded.

I smiled, moving toward her, trailing my fingers over her bare arm as I passed. “You look perfect.”

She gave me a slow, curious look, like she was still trying to figure me out. But she didn’t pull away.

I turned to Greg, who still hadn’t moved.

“Hot tub?” I said, playful. “Or should we just stay in here and keep watching each other?”

Lila chuckled awkwardly. “Um, I’m ready when you are.”

We stepped onto the patio and slipped into the hot tub quickly before we froze to death.

The steam curled around us like breath, rising into the cold mountain air as we sank into the hot tub. I let out a soft sigh, the jets bubbling against my skin, the heat prickling along my legs where the water licked at bare flesh.

My bikini was already clinging tight to my chest and hips, made even more revealing now that it was wet. I glanced across the bubbling surface at Lila, who had settled into the corner opposite me, arms stretched out, blonde hair draped over one shoulder like a careless temptation.

Greg sat between us, jaw a little tight, trying too hard to look casual. His trunks were floating slightly with the bubbles, but I could see the outline pressing against the fabric. He was trying not to stare. At either of us. Failing at both.

I trailed a finger through the water. “So, Lila,” I said slowly, “do you think my husband is sexy?”

She blinked, caught off guard. “What?”

Greg shifted in his seat, laughing nervously. “Helen…”

But I didn’t look at him. My eyes were on her.

Lila glanced at me, then at Greg, then back at me again. “Um… I mean, yeah, sure. He’s handsome.” She smiled, but there was a slight edge to it. “This feels like a trap, though.”

“It’s not a trap.” I moved closer, just a little. “It’s just a question.”

Lila’s eyes narrowed, amused but cautious. “Okay, then yes. He’s hot. You knew that already, didn’t you?”

I nodded. “I did.” I tilted my head, letting my voice drop a note lower. “And you can have him for the night… if you want.”

That made her laugh—uncertain and breathy. “Wait. What?”

Greg sat up straighter. “Helen—”

“I’m serious,” I said, reaching out to brush a few wet strands of hair from Lila’s cheek. “As long as I get to watch.”

Lila looked stunned. She bit her bottom lip and gave me a wary glance. “I wouldn’t make you watch,” she said slowly. “You’d have to join.”

My stomach fluttered.

She didn’t wait for my answer. I shifted closer to her, water lapping over my thighs as I slid beside her in the tub. I reached up and cupped her cheek, heart pounding just a little too fast.

Lila met my eyes. The hesitation melted.

Our lips met softly at first, tasting, testing. Her mouth was warm and plush, slick with heat and steam. When her tongue darted out to trace mine, I opened to her, letting it deepen. The sound of bubbles filled the silence, but beneath it, I heard Greg’s sharp exhale. I didn’t have to look. I could feel his eyes on us.

We kissed deeper, slower, and I felt her hand on my waist, fingers gliding along wet skin. I turned slightly, putting on a show just for him—my body arched, mouth open, tongue flicking lightly over Lila’s. I heard the quiet slosh of movement and glanced over my shoulder just in time to see Greg stroke himself, one hand beneath the water, his cock already out and hard in his fist.

My breath caught.

Lila noticed too. She pulled back, just enough to murmur, “Is this really okay?”

I nodded. “More than okay.”

She smiled, reached behind me, and untied my bikini top. The wet fabric peeled away from my breasts and I felt the sudden kiss of cold air before the water warmed me again. My nipples were already stiff. Lila cupped one, thumb brushing over it as I gasped against her neck.

I reached back and returned the favor, slipping her top free and letting it fall into the water. Her breasts were perfect—round, soft, tipped with dusky pink nipples that puckered under the air. I ran my thumbs over them, teasing until she arched into me, mouth finding mine again.

Greg groaned behind us, still stroking, louder this time.

Lila’s hand slid down my belly, over my hip, and between my legs under the water. I gasped as her fingers found me, moving slowly over my bikini bottoms, teasing the shape of me through the fabric. She circled gently, and I rocked into her touch.

I slid a hand down between her legs too, mirroring her movements. Her bikini was just as thin, soaked and nearly transparent now, clinging to the curve of her. I found the warmth between her thighs, and when I pressed, she moaned into my mouth.

We touched each other at the same time, fingers slipping under the fabric, exploring, stroking. I felt how wet she was—hotter than the water, slick and inviting. She was gentle at first, but as our kissing deepened, her fingers pushed in slow and firm. I matched her rhythm, both of us panting softly, our bodies moving together in sync.

Greg’s moan broke into a groan—sharp, guttural. I turned my head just enough to see him lean back, cock pulsing in his hand, his chest rising fast.

Lila and I pressed our foreheads together, fingers still inside each other, kissing through it all as Greg came with a stifled cry.

I felt his release before I saw it, a ripple in the water near his stomach. He collapsed back against the edge of the tub, chest heaving, eyes half-lidded and stunned.

Lila turned to look at him, then back at me.

We both started laughing, soft and breathless.

I tucked a strand of wet hair behind her ear. “I think it’s time,” I whispered, brushing a kiss to her cheek, “we take the party inside.”

I barely felt the cold as we stepped out of the hot tub and crossed the balcony, steam still clinging to our skin. The night air kissed my shoulders, sharp and thrilling, but inside I was burning. We left a trail of wet footprints behind us as we slipped back into the room, the sliding door closing with a soft click that felt final in the best possible way.

I was still only in my bikini bottoms, my skin flushed and hypersensitive, breasts heavy and bare beneath the warm lights. Lila was the same, her wet hair loose down her back, droplets sliding along the smooth planes of her stomach. Greg stood a few feet away from us in his swim trunks, still catching his breath, his chest rising and falling as he watched us with that stunned, hungry expression I loved so much. He looked overwhelmed, like he was trying to keep up with what was happening and failing in the most delicious way.

I glanced at him, taking in how hard he already was again, the outline obvious beneath the thin fabric. Then I turned to Lila, letting my hand drift to her hip as I spoke, my voice light but purposeful.

“What do you say we give him the best blow job of his life?”

Her eyes widened, then softened into a grin that made my stomach flip. “I’m down for that.”

I laughed, the sound bubbling out of me before I could stop it. “Down,” I repeated, arching a brow.

She laughed too, a little breathless, and together we sank to our knees in front of him. The carpet was thick and soft beneath us, but all I could think about was the way Greg’s breath stuttered as we looked up at him, two women kneeling between his legs, naked from the waist up and smiling like we knew exactly what we were doing.

I reached for the waistband of his swim trunks, my fingers brushing his hip as I tugged them down slowly. Lila helped, her hands warm and confident, and together we freed him. His cock sprang up between us, flushed and heavy, already twitching with anticipation. I wrapped my hand around the base, grounding him, feeling the thick weight of him in my palm.

Lila inhaled softly. “God,” she murmured. “He’s beautiful.”

Pride bloomed in my chest, hot and bright. I angled the tip toward her mouth, my thumb brushing over the sensitive head to smear the slick bead waiting there. “Go ahead,” I said quietly.

She leaned in, lips parting as she wrapped her mouth around him. I felt his whole body tense under my hand as she took him in, her lips sliding down slowly, tongue warm and curious as it traced along the underside. Greg groaned, a low, rough sound that vibrated through the room.

“Oh fuck,” he breathed, his hands flexing at his sides like he did not trust himself to touch us yet.

I stayed close, my hand still gripping him, guiding the pace just enough to keep him from losing himself too fast. Lila’s cheeks hollowed slightly as she sucked him, her eyes half-lidded, focused. I watched her mouth move on him, watched the way his cock disappeared between her lips and reemerged slick and shining, and the sight sent a pulse of heat straight between my legs.

I shifted closer, letting my other hand cup his balls. They were warm and full, heavy in my palm. I rolled them gently, feeling them tighten as he reacted, his hips jerking forward an inch before he caught himself with a groan.

“Easy,” I murmured, smiling up at him. “We’re just getting started.”

I leaned in and pressed my mouth to his balls, kissing them softly at first, then opening my lips to take one into my mouth. I sucked gently, swirling my tongue as I heard him growl above me, the sound raw and unguarded. Lila pulled back just enough to let him breathe, then went back down on him, her rhythm slow and teasing.

We moved around each other without needing to speak, instinctive and unhurried. When Lila came up for air, I took her place, wrapping my lips around his cock and sliding down until my nose brushed his skin. He tasted familiar and new all at once, salt and heat and need. I bobbed my head slowly, keeping my hand firm at the base as I sucked, while Lila’s fingers took over at his balls, stroking and teasing.

He was losing control. I could feel it in the way his cock throbbed in my mouth, in the way his breathing turned ragged, his hips starting to rock despite himself.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “Helen… Lila… I’m not going to last.”

I pulled back, licking my lips, and looked up at him. “That’s the point.”

Lila leaned in and took him into her mouth again, this time with more urgency. Her lips slid faster, her tongue pressing firmly along the underside as she sucked him deep.

I watched them, my hand resting on his thigh, my chest tight with a mix of desire and something deeper. This was what I had wanted. Not just the sex, but the way he let go, the way he gave himself over while I watched and guided and shared him.

His hands finally came down, one tangling in Lila’s hair, the other bracing on my shoulder. He was careful, still, but the need was obvious. His voice dropped to a broken whisper as he warned us again, and I knew he was right on the edge.

I leaned in close to Lila, my lips brushing her ear. “Let him finish in your mouth,” I whispered. “I want to see it.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine, dark and excited, and she nodded without hesitation. She relaxed her jaw and took him deep, her throat working as she hollowed her cheeks again, her tongue flattening beneath him.

Greg cried out, his whole body locking up as he came. I felt it in the way his cock pulsed, thick and hard, in the way his grip tightened reflexively. Lila held him there, swallowing around him as he released, her eyes closed, focused, committed to taking all of him.

When she finally pulled back, breathless and flushed, she laughed softly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Greg sagged forward, shaking, his head dropping before he straightened again.

I rose to my feet slowly, helping Lila up beside me, and wrapped an arm around her waist. Greg looked at us like he could not quite believe what had just happened, his expression dazed and deeply satisfied.

Lila still had that soft, satisfied smile on her face. She stood beside me, warm and damp, her breasts still bare and glistening under the soft glow of the bedroom lights. Her hair clung to her neck in thick, tangled waves. My husband, still flushed and dazed from his release, leaned against the dresser like he didn’t trust his legs to keep him upright.

I was about to suggest we pour a drink, maybe stretch things out—but then Lila turned to me with a gleam in her eyes, her voice husky and playful.

“Now I want to taste you.”

The words landed between my thighs before they even reached my ears.

My mouth parted, heat blooming through my chest and lower, pulsing deeper as I backed slowly toward the bed. “You sure?” I asked, teasing, though I was already laying back against the comforter, propping myself on my elbows.

She didn’t answer. Just followed.

Lila hooked her fingers into the sides of my bikini bottoms and tugged them down slowly, letting her fingertips graze along my hips, then thighs, until the fabric was gone and I was fully bare beneath her. She took a moment to look—really look—her eyes dark and appreciative as they traced the soft folds of my pussy, already flushed with arousal. Then she knelt between my legs, spreading them apart with firm, steady hands as she lowered herself.

The first pass of her tongue made me suck in a sharp breath.

She was careful at first, exploratory. Her mouth moved slowly, licking through my slit, warm and wet and deliberate. She circled my clit without touching it at first, teasing, tasting everything but the part of me that ached most. Her breath warmed the slickness between my folds, and when she finally closed her lips around the tight nub and sucked, my hips bucked up involuntarily.

“Oh God,” I gasped, threading my fingers into her hair.

She didn’t stop. She moaned softly against me like she was enjoying the taste, the pressure of her mouth sending tremors down my thighs. Her tongue was strong and sure as it lapped through my folds, slow and messy, licking me open before she dipped just inside and dragged upward again. When she slid one finger in, then two, curling them just right, I nearly came on the spot.

I clutched her hair tighter, grounding myself. “Lila,” I breathed. “Have you ever… done anal?”

She glanced up at me, her lips shiny with my slick. “No,” she said. “But I’ve always been curious.”

A slow grin crept over my face. My pulse kicked higher. I turned toward Greg, who had inched closer, his cock visibly twitching back to life.

“Babe,” I said, voice low and gleaming with mischief, “get the lube from my bag. I want to watch you fuck her ass.”

Greg’s eyes widened, but he didn’t question it. He moved fast, rifling through my overnight bag until he found the little pink bottle I always packed—just in case.

Meanwhile, Lila had gone back to licking me, her fingers thrusting deeper now, rhythm building, making my toes curl and my hips chase every stroke of her tongue. I was on the edge—but I didn’t want to fall just yet.

“Wait,” I whispered, tugging gently at her shoulders.

She looked up, confused, lips parted, face flushed.

“I want to be closer.”

She blinked. “Closer?”

I pulled at her arm until she followed, crawling up the bed with me. Then I turned and slipped underneath her, and pulled her body over mine. She realized what I meant the moment her knees settled on either side of my head.

I tugged her bikini bottoms down. I felt the heat of her pussy above me, smelled her arousal as I reached up and parted her folds. She was soaked.

“Oh,” she whispered, breath catching.

Then her mouth found me again.

We moaned into each other at the same time, both devouring each other.

She tasted like salty skin, slightly sweet, unfamiliar and intoxicating. I licked her carefully at first, tracing the shape of her, then flattening my tongue and sliding it slowly over her clit, savoring the way she trembled above me. She gasped, nearly losing rhythm in her own licking as she sank lower onto my face.

Above, Greg was watching.

I could hear him breathing, hear the slick click of the lube bottle cap. I imagined him stroking himself again, watching us devour each other from just a few feet away, seeing our mouths and hands tangled between open thighs. It made me moan into her pussy, made me thrust my tongue deeper, faster, as she began to whimper against mine.

Her fingers were back inside me, slow and precise, curling up with every thrust of her tongue. And I couldn’t stop my hips from grinding into her mouth, chasing the release I’d been holding back.

She was so warm above me, so soft, and the moment I pushed a finger into her slick, tight hole, she bucked forward, crying out.

“Oh God—Helen—”

We were a mess of limbs and mouths, sucking, licking, fingering—each movement echoing between us like a mirrored dance. Her wetness coated my lips. Mine coated hers. And Greg’s growl from behind her told me he was more than ready.

And I was about to have the best seat in the house.

The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat and something sweeter—curiosity tipping into craving, every touch feeding some new hunger. Lila hovered above me, her thighs trembling around my head, her lips slick against my folds as she moaned softly into me, her breath coming harder with every circle of my tongue. Her weight shifted as she rocked her hips forward, clearly aching for something more.

Greg stepped behind her, already slicked up, the lube glistening on his cock like glass under the soft light. His hand hovered just above the curve of her ass, thumb spreading her cheeks apart while the other squirted more lube along the tight ring of muscle above her pussy.

“You good?” he asked, voice low.

Lila didn’t answer with words. She pushed her hips back toward him, a needy little whimper escaping her throat. I felt it in my core, the vibration of her moan against me, and my own thighs clenched tighter around nothing.

Greg rubbed the head of his cock gently against her entrance, letting it smear the lube around. Then he leaned in and slid one finger against her rim, pressing slowly. Lila gasped, hips twitching. I watched from below, tilting my face just enough to see between her legs while my tongue still flicked against her clit.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed. “That feels so—”

Greg added more lube and slid another finger in, stretching her. I felt her open above me, felt the way her thighs flexed and her hips began to roll, chasing it, needing it deeper. My hands gripped her ass, spreading her wider for him while I sucked her clit between my lips, teasing her in rhythm with his fingers.

She was completely undone—wet and desperate, her voice reduced to gasps and whimpers. Greg removed his fingers slowly, then positioned himself again, pressing the tip of his cock back to her tight opening. I watched, breath held, as he began to push forward.

Lila cried out, not from pain but from that intense stretch, that thrilling discomfort that makes your whole body light up. Her hands clawed at the bedspread, and her thighs clamped around my head for a moment before loosening.

I moaned beneath her, both from the pressure of her tongue and from the sight of my husband easing inside another woman’s ass right in front of me. I couldn’t look away.

Greg moved slowly, inch by inch, easing past the resistance until his cock was buried halfway inside her. “Jesus Christ,” he groaned. “You’re so tight.”

Lila whimpered, grinding down against me as if that would help take him deeper. “Don’t stop,” she begged. “God, I want it all.”

He pressed in farther, his hands steady on her hips, until I saw the base of his cock kiss her skin. She gasped, and I felt her whole body tense above me—then melt.

I kept licking her, slow and steady, letting my tongue circle her swollen clit as she shuddered and moaned. The weight of her on my face, the sounds she made, and the guttural groans from Greg above her—it all made my head spin.

He began to move, shallow thrusts at first, careful. But soon he found a rhythm, his hips slapping softly against her ass with each slow push. His balls bounced above my face, and every time he sank into her, I felt Lila’s mouth fall open against my pussy. Her tongue slipped inside me again, messier now, fueled by everything happening behind her.

I couldn’t breathe for how turned on I was.

Watching Greg fuck her from behind, deep into the tightest part of her body, while I tasted the proof of her arousal—while her mouth was buried in me—it felt surreal. Taboo and electric and exactly what I’d fantasized about without ever fully admitting it.

“Oh my God,” I groaned, gripping her hips harder. “I can feel you moving inside her.”

Greg’s pace picked up, thrusts growing faster, more insistent. His breath came in hard pants as he rocked into her, ass flexing, hands digging into her waist. Lila was nearly incoherent now, her mouth leaving my clit only to cry out before returning with even more desperation.

We were a perfect, tangled mess—mouths, fingers, hips, rhythm. I couldn’t tell who was making what sound anymore. I just knew I was getting close.

Lila’s moans deepened into something primal. She arched against him, back bowed beautifully above me. “I’m gonna come,” she gasped.

Greg’s hands tightened, his voice raw. “Me too.”

“Don’t stop,” I begged, voice ragged. “Don’t stop. I’m—”

And then we were all gone.

Lila came with a sharp cry, her thighs locking around my head as her pussy clenched and pulsed against my mouth. Greg thrust hard once, then again, and let out a sound I’d never heard from him before—pure pleasure, raw and ragged—as he spilled deep inside her.

And I came too.

It hit hard, unexpected, my hips bucking up against Lila’s mouth as everything inside me clenched and trembled, every nerve lit up like wildfire.

For a few breathless seconds, no one moved.

Just the sound of panting. The weight of Lila slumped above me. Greg’s hands still gripping her. My fingers shaking against her thighs.

Then Lila exhaled, laughing weakly.

“Holy shit,” she mumbled.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and slick skin, the room still pulsing faintly with the heat we’d created. Lila’s body draped halfway over mine, her head resting against my shoulder, her breath tickling the curve of my neck. Greg lay on her other side, one hand lazily stroking her back, his chest still rising and falling like he hadn’t fully come down yet.

I felt deliciously used—in the best possible way. My thighs were still trembling, and the air smelled like sex and lube.

None of us said anything for a long moment. We just laid there, warm and dazed, listening to the hum of the heater and the occasional crackle from the fireplace across the room. My fingers drifted along Lila’s arm. Her skin was damp, her muscles soft now under my touch.

Greg leaned over her and kissed me, then leaned back.

“You okay?” I asked her softly, almost amused by how blissed-out she looked.

She let out a quiet laugh, eyes still closed. “I don’t even know what I am right now.”

I smiled and kissed the side of her head. “You’re in bed with two very satisfied people.”

She cracked one eye open and looked at me. “So I see.”

I hesitated for a moment, then ran my hand slowly down her arm again. “You should stay the night.”

That made her lift her head, brows rising. “Oh?”

I shrugged, playful. “Unless you’re dying to head back to your room on wobbly legs.”

She smirked. “You two are going to be trouble.”

“That’s not a no,” I teased, lips curving.

Her eyes glittered with amusement. “It’s not a no.”

Greg chuckled, already sinking back into the pillows. Lila curled between us again, more relaxed this time.

After a beat, I stretched and ran my fingers through my hair, still damp at the roots. “Come on,” I murmured, nudging Lila gently. “Let’s clean up before round two. Or, you know, have round two while we clean up.”

She groaned playfully but sat up with a smile. “God help me.”

I just smiled wider. “Too late.”

The shower hissed to life with a rush of hot water, steam curling almost immediately into the glass as the three of us stepped inside. The tile was cool beneath my feet, but the warmth from the jets soaked into my skin within seconds. Lila moved toward the spray first, lifting her face to the water with a soft sigh, her golden hair falling in wet, tangled waves down her back. I followed close behind, a bottle of body wash already in my hand.

She looked over her shoulder, water sliding down her body in glossy trails, and gave me a small, almost shy smile. I didn’t say a word—just poured the soap into my palm and began to lather her slowly, starting at her shoulders. My fingers moved in circles, massaging the suds into her skin, gliding down over her breasts and across her sides.

She closed her eyes again and let me. The water carried the scent of something warm and citrusy, and the slick slide of soap over her bare skin made my fingers linger longer than I needed to. I moved around her slowly, letting my hands trace the curve of her waist, then dip between her breasts, spreading the foam across her chest with soft sweeps of my thumbs over her nipples. They peaked quickly under my touch.

Behind us, I heard Greg groan softly.

I looked back and saw him standing just under the secondary spray, his hands braced on the tile behind him as the water poured down his chest and over his abs. His cock was already hard again—thick and rising—and I watched a shiver run down him as he reached to pump a little soap into his palm, cleaning himself off slowly.

Lila followed my gaze and bit her bottom lip. “Is he always like this?” she asked quietly.

“Only when he’s really turned on,” I said, smiling as I leaned forward to kiss her neck. “You’ve had that effect on him since the ski lesson.”

Greg stepped closer, his cock glistening with both water and anticipation. He reached for her, sliding his hands down her slick hips. She let him, one hand bracing against my shoulder as he lifted her right leg and hooked it high around his waist.

Then he pressed forward.

I watched, breath catching, as his cock found her entrance—her pussy this time—and slid in slowly, thick and hard and aching with need. Lila moaned into my neck, her whole body jolting slightly as he filled her. I held her upright as he pushed deeper, supporting her weight against my chest. She clung to me with both arms now, and I could feel the tension ripple through her as Greg bottomed out inside her.

“Jesus,” she whispered, head falling to my shoulder. “He feels…”

“I know,” I said, stroking her wet hair, smiling.

Greg didn’t wait long to move. The shower echoed with the slap of skin against skin as he rocked into her, slow at first, savoring it, but already picking up pace. Her body jolted with every thrust, and I could feel her breath catch with each one.

I cupped her breasts again, kissing her jawline as she let out a sharp moan. “You’re so hot like this,” I whispered. “Taking him again. Letting me touch you while he fucks you.”

She turned her head to kiss me, lips slick and desperate. Our tongues met between ragged breaths as Greg drove into her harder, his grip firm on her ass now, anchoring her in place with her leg still hooked high around him. I swallowed her moans, licking into her mouth as she whimpered against me.

I bent my head to her chest again, sucking one nipple into my mouth while my free hand rolled the other. Her hips rocked between the both of us, caught between my tongue and his cock, completely undone.

“Greg,” she gasped. “Harder.”

He groaned and obeyed, slamming into her with more force now, his body slapping against hers, water splashing around our feet. Her cries pitched higher, more urgent. Her nails dug into my back, and I kissed her again, hard and messy, as her orgasm overtook her.

Her whole body shook between us. I felt her go tight, then ripple, muscles clenching around him as she came with a strangled cry into my mouth. Greg’s rhythm stuttered and then broke completely, and I watched his face twist in that familiar, beautiful way as he drove into her one last time and came deep inside her.

For a few heartbeats, we just stood like that—soaked, tangled, shaking.

Lila let out a breathless laugh, head falling forward against my shoulder. “Okay,” she panted. “Now that… was trouble.”

Greg eased her leg down gently, steadying her, before leaning into the tile wall to catch his breath. I kept stroking Lila’s back while the water rinsed over all three of us, washing away the last traces of slick and lube and sweat.

Eventually, I reached for the body wash again and handed it to Greg, who still looked slightly stunned.

Lila glanced between us with flushed cheeks and damp lashes. “You two are going to ruin me this week.”

I grinned. “Only if you let us.”

She raised a brow. “You say that like I won’t.”

I turned off the water with a satisfying click, steam still curling around our bodies. I kissed her one more time on the lips, then stepped out into the cool air of the bathroom, reaching for towels with a grin.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun this week.”

And I meant it.
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