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Temptations In The Snow


The temptation is heating up. Welcome to a snowy paradise where there are two men (sometimes more) for every woman.

[image: ]


Life is too short to let your fantasies slip away unexplored, and now you can fulfil them at Temptation’s newest resort, Temptation in the Snow. Whether you and your lovers enjoy the slopes or a tryst in our cozy cabins, you can indulge in your most secret, hedonistic desires. This multi-author series explores the lives of singles and couples, and groups who want a little more from life and love. Dive in and enjoy 15 MMF, MFM, and Reverse Harem stories from your favorite authors.


Lessons At The Lodge


What is the best sandwich?

The husband. The ski instructor. And the wife in the middle.

When Sayuki’s husband, booked this ski vacation she got so excited. 2 weeks, just the two of them in a snazzy ski resort.

Except, it won’t be just the two of them all week. Turns out she’s captured the attention of their private ski instructor and he wants to do more than just teach them the ropes.

To her surprised, her husband is very interested in what this could mean for his wife. He wants to watch her with him. And perhaps join even in.


This is a hotwife erotica short story.


Chapter 1


The Christmas Song by Mel Tormé plays from the speaker of our car as we drive to Temptations in The Snow, a resort nestled in the mountains. I’m absolutely giddy over our holiday in the mountains. I can’t wait to drink hot chocolate while looking at snow-covered peaks and cuddle up with my husband under sheets after slow and languid morning sex. A luxury that we don’t have at home since we both go to work early, and we’re so tired on the weekend, we sleep instead.

Not this week. 

We’ve got nothing to do but what we want. 

My husband, Aaron, taps at the steering wheel to the tempo of Blue Christmas, and I can’t help but stare at him for a while. He’s so fucking handsome. High cheekbones, brown eyes, dark hair cut super short and shaved at the sides. He looks like those men born in the 70s. It’s the first thing I noticed about him when we met. Which is to say, he looks a bit older than his age. It’s great because I’ve always had a thing for older men. 

“What?” Aaron asks, sneaking a peek at me before putting his eyes back on the road. 

“Nothing. I just think you’re really good-looking. That’s all. I like looking at you.” 

I giggle. 

“Do you now?” Aaron gives me a quick side nod of his head. “Good to know.” 

I chuckle at my husband’s matter-of-fact tone, but stop when I catch sight of the resort. It’s a ski resort, which is a strange choice for us because I don’t know how to ski, and Aaron hasn’t skied since he was a kid. But thankfully, you don’t actually have to ski in order to book a place like this. They have so many amenities that you can be here for 3 weeks and not even go outside.  

This place has many shops, restaurants, a spa, and even a BDSM club. This place is truly perfect. Aaron booked us a standard room that overlooks the pine trees that litter the resort. They are my favourite trees, so I’m glad my husband chose this kind of room. 

“We’re here,” Aaron says as he pulls into the parking lot of the resort, and I’m wiggling in my seat, I’m so excited. 

“Wow,” I say in awe as I take in the main lodge. It’s huge, and its luxury meets ruggedness. The whole place has that kind of vibe to it. 

We park our car and, before getting all our bags out, we go inside to get our room key. We walk through the brisk, cold winter and enter the main lodge, where it isn’t that much warmer, but there is no wind. I look up at the ceiling with its exposed beams and chandeliers. Thankfully, Aaron has his hand around my waist and pulls me out of the way of a couch that I nearly bump into. 

Typically, on vacation, we go to a lake house. They aren’t ever this fancy. We get cabins that are situated next to a giant lake. They are cosy, rugged, and not in use for 8 months of the year. This year, though, we saved a bunch of money and wanted to do something luxurious. 

We head to the ticket counter, and I pull out the “family” credit card and hand it to the lady at the desk. I look at her name tag, and her name is Stacey. She asks us our names, and then her French-tipped fingers grab the credit card and check us in. 

“Mark will help you take your bags to your room,” Stacy says, and a bellhop appears quietly out of nowhere. 

He follows Aaron outside to get our bags, and I head up to our room. 

“Holy smokes,” I mutter as I enter our room. 

It’s a beautiful alpine room with sheepskin rugs strewn all over the place and giant windows showing off the pine trees. I look off to the right, where the bed is. I notice there are restraint points at the headboard and a freaking mirror on the ceiling. This resort is very “adults only”. The bathroom has the same vibe as the rest of the room, including a glass wall that allows you to look at someone in the shower. Or the other way around. It’s bigger than your average hotel room but still very cosy and full of natural light. 

I hear my husband's voice and turn around to see him and the bellhop bring our bags into the room. They place them all onto the bed, and Aaron gives him a tip before leaving. 

“This place is incredible,” he says, slowly spinning around to get a good look at the place. 

“I know, right!” I jump onto the bed onto my back, careful not to knock our bags onto the floor. 

The bed is so big that Aaron can do the same. He lies next to me, and we stare back at our reflection from the mirrored ceiling. 

“Well, that’s…” Aaron says, “suggestive. We can have a lot of fun with that.” He winks, and I feel an electric bolt of pleasure hit my core. 

“Yeah? What kind of fun?” I turn to my side, towards my husband, and place my head in my hand.  

“Well, that’s kind of up to you. If you’re feeling up for it, we can have some fun with this mirror right now.” 

“I would say…” I start saying as I climb on top of Aaron. “I’m feeling achy.” I pout. 

“Aw, are you now?” Aaron places his hands on my hips and starts rocking me against his hardening cock. 

“You want me to take care of it, baby?” 

I nod, and he sits up instantly, and we start removing our clothes as we kiss. We don’t part; we remove all our winter clothes and toss them onto the floor. I have no idea if our rolling around in bed is going to knock our stuff on the ground, but I don’t give a fuck right now. I need my man. I’m so needy and horny and wet that I don’t even need foreplay. The kissing is foreplay enough. I just need him inside me. 

“Fuck,” Aaron gasps as he slides into me. I’m so wet that it’s seamless and makes us both groan with pleasure.  

“Fuck. Yes, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me hard,” I whine and grip the back of his neck, pulling him in for another passionate kiss, his warm body falling over me. 

Aaron works his hips like a madman, desperation taking over his brain. He thrusts into me over and over again, hitting me right where I need it. 

I pull back and look at us in the mirror. His back muscles working as he holds himself on top of me, his ass cheek howling with every thrust. My pale legs wrap around his tanned body, and I run my nails across his back. Faint red lines appear on his skin as he groans with pleasure. 

“Fuck. Do that again,” he pants, and I do it again, but a little harder this time. He groans harder. Aaron throbs inside of me, and I feel my body start to shake as I get closer and closer to the finish line. 

“Fuck, yes. Come, baby. Come on my cock,” Aaron begs as he fucks me harder. 

“I want to feel you clench around me as you come. Look at that mirror. Watch your pretty face when you come.” 

I try my best to keep my eyes open as an orgasm washes over me. My pussy is a vice grip on my husband’s cock, and I grip his shoulders as waves of ecstasy hit me over and over again. As my orgasm starts to settle, I realise that my husband didn’t come.  

I turn us over so that he’s on his back and then slide down his body. Feeling his cock release from my pussy sends shivers down my spine and makes me horny all over again. But right now, I’m focused on making Aaron come. 

“Look at the ceiling,” I say, then swallow his cock, tasting myself on him. The mix of our cum together makes my centre start tingling all over again. 

“Holy fuck!” Aaron cries out, his body jerking and his hands flying into my hair, gripping me. 

“Oh, fuck, baby. That feels so good.” 

I look up and see my husband looking at me through the mirror. What he probably sees is the back of my head bobbing up and down on his cock. I reach my hands up and feel his bare skin. He doesn’t exactly have six-pack abs, but he’s definitely fit. I trace the ridges of his body with my fingers, teasing him as I lick his dick like a lollipop. I suck the head of his cock into my mouth and listen to him groan low, deep, and long.  

“Fuck, that’s it, baby. You’re gonna make me come. You want me to shoot my load down your throat, honey? Is that what you want? You want to swallow my cum?” 

Aaron is no longer looking at the mirror but directly at me. Sitting up slightly so he can look me in the eyes. His eyes are feral and loving, and I nod as I bring my hand down and play with his balls with one hand and press my finger against his asshole with the other. 

“Jesus, fuck.” 

We’ve never tried pegging before, and I don’t think we’re there yet, but I’ve threatened it, playfully, of course. I just massage the puckered hole as Aaron lets go, and with a growl comes down my throat. I drink every drop and don’t stop until I’ve drained him dry. Aaron drops back down onto his back, panting, as he tries to catch his breath. I crawl up his body and lie in his arms, both of us slowly coming down from the high. 

Sucking my husband’s cock always turns me on, so before we wash us, he goes down on me. Making me come again on his face. 

“Fuck. If this is minute one of our holiday, I’m not sure if I’ll survive the week,” I joke. 

“I think that was more than a minute, no?” Aaron picks me up and takes me to the shower. 

I chuckle softly as I curl into my husband and let him wash me. 

Yeah, this holiday is going to be epic. I can feel it. The question is, how? What are we going to do? 

Maybe… who are we going to do?


Chapter 2


“Oh, I got us a private ski instructor,” Aaron says as I pull the towel wrapped around my head.

The sun is bright in the sky on our first full day at the resort. I took a shower and teased my husband on the other side of the glass. Pushing my body up against it until he took off his clothes and joined me. After a wonderful morning orgasm, we washed properly and how we’re getting ready for our day. 

“We’re going to meet him for breakfast. Just a quick chat,” Aaron continues. 

I pull on my bra and panties, catching my man’s eye. He gave me a wink but continued putting on his clothes. My stomach growled. so much as I’d love another round with him, I need food more. 

“Cool. What’s his name?” I ask. 

“Grayson Monroe. He’s been working here for a few years. He’s from Connecticut, I think.”

I giggle. “How do you know where he’s from?” 

“He mentioned it, but I can’t quite remember what he said.”

Aaron puts on a t-shirt, then a sweater, and I love how domestic he looks. It’s hot. Aaron works in a suit, so it’s rare that I see him in something this plain unless it’s the weekend or vacation. 

“What are you looking at?” Aaron says, stalking over to me with a wicked smile. 

“Nothing. Just the man I love more than anything else in the world looking hot as fuck in his knitted sweater.” 

Aaron chuckles and leans down to give me a kiss. It’s soft and sweet and makes my toes curl. It’s the kiss he gave me when we said “I do” ten years ago. 

“You look pretty hot, too,” he remarks, nodding to my pastel blue cowl neck sweater and blue jeans. 

“Thanks,” I blush. No matter how many compliments I get from my husband, when it's as direct as this, eye contact and close proximity, I always blush. I get all squishy inside like I got a compliment from the star quarterback. 

“Let's go,” he whispers and takes my hand. 

We walk to one of the breakfast places at the resort and wait for our ski instructor to arrive. 

“He said he’ll be here soon. He said he already ate, so we can order,” Aaron says. 

A server comes to our table, and we both order the same thing. Pancakes with whipped cream and an assortment of fruits, orange juice, and a couple of coffees. My mouth waters just thinking about it. Pancakes are so much work that we rarely do them, wanting a cosy morning of leftovers instead, so it’s nice when we get to have them. Better if we don’t have to make them. 

By the time they come back with our food, Aaron nods to the front door. I turn to see that our ski instructor has arrived, and my god, is he good-looking. Bright teeth gleam with a smile on a handsome face with cheekbones for days, dark, greying short hair, and bluish grey eyes. He waves to my husband, and when he gets to the table, he pulls a chair from one of the unused tables and takes a seat. 

“Hello there,” he says, sticking his hand out for Aaron to shake it and then to me. “And you must be Sayuki, Aaron’s husband?” 

I nod, tongue-tied by this man. He’s a bit shorter than Aaron, leaner and smiling. Aaron is more of a smirker; Grayson has the smile of a golden retriever energy man. 

“So, I’ll be our private ski instructor, which means it will be just us three, not a group. We can take it as slow as you need. We will start with some of the smaller runs and then, hopefully, within a few days, we will get you to the Velvet Run, which is the easiest of our main runs through more difficult than the smaller runs. I heard that Aaron has skied before, but you haven’t, Sayuki.” 

I nod my head. “Yeah, I’ve never skied. I’ve tobogganed, though. Though, I guess that’s not remotely the same thing.” 

Grayson laughs, and it sends a shot of heat straight to my core. “Not exactly. Unless you think of it as being on an object going down a hill. Then in that case, yes, it’s almost identical.” 

We all laugh, and I notice that there is no tension or “meeting new people” jitters. It feels natural. 

“I will admit,” Grayson says, “I don’t usually meet the people I’m going to teach like this. I usually don’t see them until we’re on the slopes.” 

“Why did you then?” I ask, intrigued. 

Grayson shrugs. “Well, you two are up early, and my shift doesn’t start yet, so I have time to kill. Plus, I got to talking to your husband and thought it would be nice to meet the both of you. Have a chat while we’re not freezing our tails off on the mountain.” 

The chemistry between the three of us is noticeable, and it keeps building as we talk. We talk about Aaron's experience. What he knows. How Grayson teaches. And why Aaron stopped skiing. 

“In my defence, I was a kid. Of course I’m going to do some moronic shit,” Aaron says, his hands up on either side of his head.

“Well, I guess when I said I think you were cool, I figured you were interesting, not badass.” 

“Fair enough,” I laugh. 
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“Do you think I’ll do well?” I ask, halfway through our meal. 

Grayson sets his elbows on the table and looks at me with a charming smile. “Well, it depends. Are you naturally clumsy?” 

“I don’t think so,” I reply. 

“Can you skate? Because some of the techniques are similar to skating.” 

“Yeah. I played hockey when I was a kid.” 

“Good, good.” There is a pause, and then he asks another question: “Are you good at doing what you’re told?” His voice is low, dark and seductive when he asks this, and I feel a shiver go down my spine. 

I swallow as I feel the air change around me. Grayson runs his thumb over his bottom lip, and instinctively, I pull my own bottom lip between my teeth. 

“Um, I’d say yes. Probably.” I look over to Aaron, who is clearly enjoying this. 

“Oh, she’s good,” my husband says, leaning back in his chair. “She’s very good at doing what she’s told. Aren’t you, baby?” He winks at me. Fucking winks. 

I’m both turned on and have a need to laugh. Not because anything about this is funny, but because I can’t believe it’s happening at all. The vibe has changed from “I’m getting to know you” to “I’m thinking dirty thoughts”. I should have known that a resort with a sex club would probably have some very open-minded people.

“That’s… terrific,” Grayson says slowly, dragging out the words seductively while still looking at me like a hungry wolf. Right in front of my husband. He doesn’t even seem to notice that he’s sitting there. Not that Aaron seems to mind. Still leaning back in his chair, Aaron is displaying a vibe telling me that he’s fine with this kind of attention from Grayson. Which I understand. Recently, we’d gotten into the hotwife kink at a Halloween party. I fucked his co-worker, and we both liked it. Aaron likes seeing me get all the spicy attention. 

There was something about the kink that felt inevitable in our relationship. Mostly from the way he acted when people flirted with me. We’d go to bars or parties, and Aaron would watch as men eyed me up and down until seeing my wedding ring, flirting up a storm. I liked the attention, and even more so, I liked that Aaron was watching and that he liked it. 

“You look it,” Grayson says. “You look like someone who can take direction well.” 

“How can you tell?” I ask, my voice a bit shaky as I try to settle my heartbeat. 

“You have that look in your eyes. Like you enjoy being directed. Shown where the lines are. A lot of people like to be told what to do because it allows your brain to settle. You just seem like you could be one of those people.”

I swallow hard, my panties getting wet, and my brain going fuzzy as white-hot need hits me at my core. From his confident tone to the stop on the undressing of my brain, he’s got me aching. 

I look at Aaron, who leans in and says, “You’re pretty good at reading people.” 

“Thanks. I took psychology in college. Plus, I’ve been teaching people to ski for years. I’m pretty good at figuring out what individuals really need.” Grayson winks, and I feel my cheeks flush. 

Oh, my God.

Aaron and Grayson are both looking at me in a way that has me squirming in my seat. The attention that these two striking men are giving me is almost too much. At the same time, I want more. I’m practically drooling at the idea of being taken by these men.

Grayson checks his watch and says he has to go. 

“I’ve really enjoyed talking to you two. I’ll see you at noon for your first lesson.” 

We say our goodbyes, and just before I was about to ask if Aaron got a flirty vibe from Grayson, he puts his napkin onto the table and excuses himself from the table. “One sec,” he says, then jogs to Grayson. They chat about something; occasionally, they both look at me, and then they shake hands. 

What the hell?

Aaron comes back to the other table and licks up his napkin, putting it on his lap as a wicked smile plasters on his face. 

“What was that?” 

Aaron grins at me. “It’s a surprise,” he says, and that’s all he gives me.

I try to get it out of him, teasing him, telling him I’ll show him my boobs, but he said eventually I will anyway, and he is a patient man. 

So that didn’t work. 

Instead, I stew over what they talked about, having a sneaking suspicion that it involves me somehow, because of course it does, but I suspect I won’t know what it is until it happens.


Chapter 3


Something tells me that Aaron got a private ski instructor for purposes other than to teach us how to ski. For one thing, it’s not “us” that he’s teaching to ski, just me. Because it turns out skiing is like riding a bike, you never really lose the ability. It’s just tucked away in your head, waiting for the moment you strap a pair of skis to your feet.

Aaron zigzags down the mountain, already ready, according to Grayson, for one of the big runs, while I’m at the bunny slope trying not to fall on my ass.

My husband could have easily taught me, seeing as though he’s still got it, but we have a ridiculously handsome ski instructor that we get all to ourselves. That, plus the “surprise” that he didn’t tell me about, is starting to reveal a pattern of naughty behaviour that I am all for. 

“Question,” Grayson asks.

“Yes,” I ask as I waddle towards him in my skis.

“I need to know a few things before I get to teaching you. One, I need to know if I have permission to touch you. Anywhere.” 

The way he says “anywhere” sends shockwaves through my horny little body. 

“W-what do you mean, anywhere?”

“I mean,” Grayson comes a bit closer, agile and confident. “I want to know if I can put my hands on your hips, stand close behind you, move your legs into a better… position, if need be.” 

“Um, yeah,” I stutter, “You can do all of that.” 

“Good. And your safe word?” 

“Safe word? I didn’t know skiing had safe words.” 

“They don’t typically, but I work best when I know the boundaries and limits of my clients.” 

“Oh, sure. Uh, red will work. Red for stop, yellow for pause, green for go?”

“Sounds good,” he says, and with a nod, we start. 

Grayson puts his hands on my hips, putting me into the correct position for skiing, and I try to keep from moaning under my helmet. I can’t stop blushing, though. Thankfully, he can’t see that. 

“Okay, so just keep steady. This is the position you want to be in. Now I’m going to give you a little push, and when you get to the end of the slope or want to stop, just turn your feet in and you’ll slow down. Kind of like skating.” 

Aaron stands off to the edge, giving me two thumbs up. I chuckle under my helmet, and then I feel a slight push on my back. I start going down the hill and do all the things that Grayson taught me. I’ve been trying real hard not to get distracted by him saying things like “Atta’ girl,” and “you’re doing so well,” and thankfully, the fear of falling stripped away any spicy feelings I have and replaced them all with a constant “Don’t fall. Don’t fall. Don’t fall.” drumming in my ears. When I get near the bottom of the slope, I do as Grayson said, push the tips of the skis together by turning my feet in. I slow and eventually stop. Excited, I reach my hands up in the sky and scream in happiness, but of course my clumsy ass turned, and I stepped on my own skis, causing me to fall. 

“Fuck!” I grumble as I tumble to the ground. 

My husband and the instructor come down the hill and check to see if I’m okay. Of course, I’m okay, but I let them dote all over me. 

Grayson lifts up the visor and tilts my chin up. He’s grinning just as much as me. We both know I’m okay, but I love the attention. And I think he knows it. 

“Are you okay, Ms. King?” he asks, his voice gravely and hitting me in all the right places. 

I nod. “Yeah. Just a little embarrassed by stepping on my own ski.” 

Grayson chuckles. “Don’t be embarrassed. Everyone falls.” 

The way he says it is almost like a command. Like he’s ordering me to stop feeling funny about falling. It makes me feel a little more confident. 

He helps me up and brushes the snow off my butt, and I feel a shiver of delight run down my spine. Aaron has listened to his visor as well, and I see the eyes of someone who is fully aware of where our ski instructor’s hands are and is enjoying it. 

I swear, the way Grayson moves my body is making me more and more attracted to him. The way he just seems to know what he’s doing and does it. Now that I’ve given him permission to touch me and get close to me, he does it often. Pressing up against my back when he’s showing me how to use the poles. Or when he’s moving my legs, teaching me the perfect stopping position. He makes my body hum with the way he’s almost using my body to get what he wants. It makes it harder for me to not want to fuck my brains out. If he can do that while teaching me to ski, I wonder what could happen in the bedroom. 

After about four hours, I’m frozen and hungry, so we head to a cafe for some lunch. Grayson has another group to teach, so he bids us farewell and leaves. 

The euphoria when I was taking my boots off filled me with just as much satisfaction as remembering all the times Grayson's hands were on me. It was exciting when it was just the two of us, but when Aaron was watching, it made my pussy weep. 

Images flash through my mind of Grayson pinned on the bed, ravishing my body while my husband watches. Our ski instructor, kissing down my body, licking my pussy, and then shoving his cock deep inside me while my husband just sits there. I can see his erection tenting up his pants, him licking his bottom lip as he enjoys the spectacle. 

I pull down my turtleneck, trying to cool down, when I see my husband coming out of the bathroom of the cafe. He gives me a kiss before taking a seat and opening his menu. 

“So, what has got those cheeks of yours so flushed?” he asks with a cocky grin. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” I tease and take a sip of my tea. 

Aaron gets up and brings his chair closer to mine. I just think he wants to get closer until I feel his hand on my thigh. 

“You don’t want to tell me?” he asks, sliding his palm up and down my leg. 

I open my mouth to say something just as the server comes over. 

“Would you like to order now?” the man says. 

“Yes,” my husband says, “I’d like the chicken salad sandwich. And what would you like, honey?” The server and my husband both look at me just as Aaron runs his nails across my thigh. 

“I-uh, I’ll have the same,” I chuckle nervously, and the server doesn’t seem to notice. He just nods and tells us he’ll be right back with our order. 

“What are you doing?” I ask, my body getting warmer and warmer. 

“Trying to convince you to tell me what’s on your mind.” He leans into me and whispers in my ear, “Don’t act like you and I aren’t on the same page. I saw the way you were looking at Grayson. I watched you two all afternoon. You want him, baby? You want him to give you directions somewhere other than the slopes?” 

I nod my head. It’s all I can do as pleasure rushes through my veins. 

“What if I were to tell you he was up for it? That he wants you just as much as you want him. That he wants to play with you.” 

I answer with a moan, and I get a sexy chuckle from my husband. 

“Just as I thought. What did you have in your head, baby? Tell me how you want this to play out.” 

“I want you to watch,” the words rush out of me as he cups my pussy from underneath the table. 

“You want me to watch?” 

“Yes,” I gasp. “I want you to watch. I want you to sit in that chair in our room and watch him fuck me. I want another man’s cock inside me. I want to know what it feels like to be fucked by him.” 

Aaron rubs my clit over my pants, and I try my hardest to maintain my composure. I don’t find it to be just a coincidence that he got us a table so far away from everyone else. He did it on purpose, the delicious bastard. 

“Mm, you do, do you? You liked him telling you what to do.” 

I nod. 

“You liked his hands on you?”

I nod again as he strokes me faster. 

“You want his thick cock inside your tight pussy, making you scream his name right in front of your husband?”

I nod, my eyes closing as a wave of pleasure washes over me. My husband makes me come, and I grip his arm, biting his biceps as I try to keep my cries to myself. Just as I’m done coming off my high, the server comes back with our sandwiches, and either he doesn’t notice or doesn’t care that I do look a bit wrecked. 

There is a sex club here, so perhaps everyone is used to people getting freaky in public that they don’t notice anymore. 

Aaron pulls away and puts himself and his chair directly in front of me, taking his sandwich with him. 

“Well, consider it done. I knew I picked the right instructor,” he says. 

“How… um, what?” I’m not fully back on earth, but I am curious about how he got someone like Grayson Monroe of all people. I didn’t think you were allowed to pick instructors; that they just gave them to you at random.

“You know that work trip I did a few months ago?” he asks. I think for a moment, and I recall a couple of work trips where he came out this way. 

I nod. 

“Well, one of those times I actually stayed here for the night because of some fuck-up at the hotel I was supposed to stay at. Anyway, I met Grayson at the bar and we chatted. I told him that I wanted to take you on a vacation and that this place would be perfect, and a few drinks later, I may have accidentally let it slip that you like to fuck other men.” 

I blush. “You told him?”

“I didn’t mean to. I just showed him a picture of you, and the first thing out of his mouth was, “fuck, she’s hot,” and given that he’s nice and a bit of a looker himself, I figured, why not? The worst that could happen is that he gets uncomfortable and we never talk again, and I find a different resort to take you to. But if he said that he was into it…” Aaron cocked his head, a wicked grin pulling at his lips. 

“So Grayson was able to make sure that he was our instructor?” 

Aaron nods. “Yep. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I just wanted to surprise you. Are you mad?” 

I shake my head. “Are you kidding? Hell no, I’m not mad. I’m very excited, and I’m really grateful that you’d do this for me.” 

Since that Halloween party, we’ve been wanting to explore this hotwife kink of ours, but haven’t actually gotten another chance since the first time. This is an opportunity that I wouldn’t want to turn down. 

“So does that mean when Grayson was saying all those things about me liking direction, he knew that? You told him that?” 

Aaron shakes his head. “No, actually. He seemed to be able to figure that all on his own. I guess he’s good at reading other people's needs. A good trait in an instructor is to know how best to teach people and what they need to succeed.” 

We eat the rest of our lunch as we talk about our plans for Grayson. As if I already wasn’t wet enough from the orgasm, my panties are officially ruined talking about it.

I figured this vacation was going to be great, but I couldn’t have imagined this. 

On this vacation, I’m going to fuck another man.


Chapter 4


A few days into Grayson teaching me how to ski, and I swear this is like some cruel form of foreplay. We haven’t discussed when Grayson will be joining us for a night, probably because they are waiting for me to break. To beg. Because the way Grayson is touching me is sinful. Sometimes he clutches more of my ass than my hips; other times his deft fingers slip under my coat and touch my skin. I think my husband and Grayson planned this. Drive me wild, and when I can’t take it anymore, Aaron will tell Grayson I’m all his.

“Oh, please let him fuck me already,” I whine as I plop down on the bed after another lesson, horny and tired. 

“Are you sure? I just want to make sure that you have the right chemistry and rapport because I invite him here.”

“I’m ready, baby. Please. He’s teaching me into oblivion here. I need to be fucked and filled.”  

Nothing has happened between Grayson and me so far. We have been getting to know him and taking his skiing lessons every morning. It’s normally just me and Grayson, which I’m totally fine with, and it seems like I’m getting the hang of it. I’ve graduated from the bunny slopes and am now doing one of the bigger ones. Not the ones Aaron is on, but it still takes my breath away looking down from them. 

Aaron chuckles darkly, then picks up his phone, texting Grayson, who immediately replies with an “I’m there,” and a plan is settled. They texted a bit more, adding that if we happen to just meet and want to have some fun, Grayson has permission. That led to Aaron and I fucking in the shower, dirty talking about all the random places that Grayson could take me. 

Later that day, we head towards the chair lifts because Aaron wanted to take a crack at one of the biggest slopes. Just as we get to the lift, we see Grayson, and Aaron waves him over. 

“You’re back,” Grayson says as he walks towards us, taking his helmet off, revealing just perfectly crafted hair. He is quite the man in control here. Even his hair won’t move unless it’s told to.

“Yeah, I wanted to take a shot at one of those bigger slopes. I think I’m ready. I know it’s just been a couple of days, but a lot of it came back during our session.” 

“Nice. I’ll join you,” he says. 

Grayson just walks us to the chair lift, and we take a seat. Me in the middle with Grayson and Aaron on either side of me. 

I groan when I take a seat on the chair. 

“Rough day?” Grayson says, as if he doesn’t know the thigh workout I got this morning. 

“My thighs. They hurt,” I whimper as I settle between the two large men in their ski uniforms. 

The chair lift starts moving and takes a big, long breath of mountain air. It’s so beautiful out here. The afternoon sun is starting to fall; the temperature is going down, and now that we’re not moving, I feel even colder. I shiver, and both men notice. 

Without words, both men start rubbing my body. 

“You cold, baby?” Aaron says as he rubs my thighs. 

“A little,” I reply as Grayson rubs my back. 

“Once you start going down the mountain, your blood will be pumping and you will get some warmth back,” he says. 

“Oh, no. I’m not going down that hill, are you kidding me? I nearly ran into a tree going down those mid-level runs.” I shake my head, “I just want to see Aaron go down the mountain, then I’m taking a chair lift back down.” 

Grayson nods in understanding and continues to rub my back. I start to feel the warmth come back into my body when we reach the top. We all head towards the take-off point. 

Aaron gives me a wink before putting down his goggles and pushing himself down the mountain. He’s so languid and confident as he goes from side to side, cutting up the mountain. When he’s out of sight, I walk back to the chair lifts going down. 

“You going to join me?” I ask as I take a seat. 

Grayson nods, and I can’t help but notice a dirty smile on his lips as he takes a seat next to me. Aaron did text Grayson, saying we were game for some adult fun, and we picked tonight. 

“I thought you were Canadian,” Grayson says as I start shivering again. 

I laugh. “Well, yeah, but I’m also human. And it’s fucking cold, dude.” 

I rub my hands and thighs together, trying to generate some heat. 

“You know, I can help you with that,” Grayson says, his voice low and gravely. 

“What kind of help?” I ask, intrigued. 

“You know how I said if we get your blood pumping, that should warm you up?” 

I nod. 

Then he reaches in between my quivering thighs. 

“Given where we are, this is the only way to get that blood going.” Then he starts grinding his palm against my clit. It’s sort of hard to feel, but I’ve been turned on for days by this man that I already feel a rush of excitement pooling hot between my thighs at him touching me like this. 

“You like this, Mrs. King? You want more?” 

I nod and shift closer to him. 

He pulls his hand away, and I’m about to protest when he takes off his glove and asks me to undo my pants. 

“It’ll be easier skin to skin,” he says as he pushes two fingers into his mouth, warming and wetting them.  

I look behind and in front of us and notice that there isn’t anyone in the chairs closest to us, so no one can see us unless you are someone on the slopes actively looking. 

“Fuck,” we both groan when Grayson shoves his hand inside my pants and starts making circles on my clit. 

“Fuck, you’re so soft,” Grayson groans. 

“Oh, god,” I whimper and rock against his hand. 

I lean my head back against his arm that’s draped alongside the back of the chair as he flicks and circles my clit before gathering my wetness and doing it all over again. 

“You’re soaked, sweetheart. Are you always this wet for your instructors, or is it just me?”

“Both,” I mewl. 

“Mmm. Aaron told me you were a dirty little slut, and I have to say, I believed him. I saw the way you responded to my commands when I was teaching you how to ski. You liked my hands on you. The way I spoke to you. The authority. You’re a bit submissive, aren’t you?” he asks. 

“Yeah.” My breath hitches as he slips two fingers inside my dripping cunt. 

“Oooooh, fuck,” I groan. 

“You’ve got such a tight cunt there, Mrs. King? It’s going to be such a tight fit getting me in there tonight. But I bet you can take me. I’m going to be able to fill every inch of your sweet hole.” 

I shiver but not from the cold. My body is burning from the heat of the ecstasy created by Grayson’s talented fingers. He kisses my neck and whispers more dirty things into my ear. 

“Your pussy is taking my fingers so well, sweetheart. Like that’s what it was made for. To be used and played with. You like me flicking and rubbing your clit?”

I nod, and when he curls his fingers, I nearly buck off the chair. 

“Be careful, sweetheart,” Grayson says and wraps his arm around me, tugging me flush against him. 

I rock against his hand and close my eyes, letting the feeling of bliss flow through me. I’m getting so close, and I think I might finish before we get to the bottom. 

“Fuck, you’re clenching around my fingers. Are you close, sweetheart? You’re gonna come soon on another man’s fingers, are you my dirty little slut?” 

“Yes,” I groan softly, panting and aching. I feel like I can hear the wet sounds of him finger-fucking me, but given the tight fit and the wind, it must be in my head. But, regardless, it spurs me on. 

“Fuck, I’m close,” I whimper, and Grayson speeds up.

By the time we’re almost to the edge, Grayson starts grinding the heel of his hand against my clit, and I come. I scream into his jacket and grip him tight as a tidal wave of satisfaction tumbles over me. 

Just before we come to a stop, Grayson pulls his hand out and does up my pants before putting his glove back on. 

“I love that my glove is now going to smell like you,” He whispers into my ear. 

I’m in such a daze that I barely am able to register how hot that comment is before I’m being lifted off the chair lift by Grayson. We start walking until we reach where my husband is. He's already got his skis, helmet, and goggles off. 

“Did you have fun on the way down?” Aaron says, his cheeks red from the cold, and a cheeky grin on his face.

“I sure did,” I say and give my husband a kiss. 

“Well, I’ll see you two tonight,” Grayson says and gives me a peck on the cheek and Aaron and handshake before strutting off, looking very pleased with himself.


Chapter 5


Concentrating on dinner is a challenge. Despite the fact that we’re eating risotto, which is one of my favourite dishes of all time. It could have been a cardboard box in a bowl for all I know. The anticipation for tonight was too great to be distracted by creamy pasta.

Aaron notices and grins as he takes a mouthful of food, his appetite unaffected. And not because he’s not excited. I know him well enough to know the anticipation is not nerve-racking for him as it is for me. I forget everything but what’s going to happen, but he enjoys every moment from when the plan is cemented to the main event. 

“Are you excited?” he asks, wiping his lips with a red napkin. 

I nod, biting my lip, trying to find the right words to describe how I feel. Because it’s more than just excitement. There is a sexual energy being charged within me. I feel this power of having my husband indulge in my fantasies. And this other man is indulging with us. It makes me confident and ready to get fucked hard. 

“Are you wet already, baby?” Aaron asks. 

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” I say, my voice a bit hoarser than I expected. 

My husband takes my hand and runs his lips over my fingers, kissing my wedding ring before giving the tip of my nail a little bite. 

“I can’t wait to see Grayson rail you. You’re going to look so good used and fucked.” Aaron’s smile is wicked, and as if I wasn’t already soaked from thinking about tonight, I’m not concerned I’ve left a spot on the chair. 

“How much longer do I have to wait?” I ask, wiggling on the seat. 

Aaron chuckles. “Not too long now.” He checks his watch before finishing off his food. “About an hour.” 

“That’s too long,” I whine. 

“Now, now. Patience is a virtue, baby. It’ll be worth it. I promise.” 

I believe him, but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to pout about how empty my pussy is. 

Aaron gets me talking about my favourite topic, animal documentaries, and before I know it, we are walking back to our room.   

“Are you excited?” Aaron asks, and he pulls me into his embrace after we step inside our warm and cosy room. 

“I’m buzzing,” I admit while playing with this tie. 

“Are you going to stay?” I ask. 

Aaron nods. “Yeah. I’m going to be sitting right there in that chair and watching my perfect wife get railed by the ski instructor.” 

My breath hitches hearing the night's activities said out loud. I squirm in my husband's hold as I feel his erection pressing between us. He pulls me closer and grinds himself against me with a wicked grin on his face. 

“Getting a little ahead of yourself, aren’t you, husband?” I tease. 

Aaron chuckles and leans down to whisper in my ear, “Says the woman who left a wet spot on her seat.”

I gasp, pushing back against his chest. 

“I— what? I didn’t?” 

“Yeah, you kind of did, but don’t worry. It probably dried before anyone saw.” 

My heartbeat starts to steady, trying to believe that no one saw my mess, until there is a knock on the door. 

“Well, well. Perfect timing.” Aaron kisses me on the nose, then heads to the door. When it opens, Grayson stands there, not in his work uniform but in a well-fitting black t-shirt, black slacks, and a black blazer. He looks more casual CEO than ski instructor. 

“May I come in?” he asks, and Aaron moves to the side. 

He and Grayson exchange a solid handshake before he stalks over to me. He looks me up and down in a way that makes my legs shake. 

God, we haven’t even done anything yet, and I’m already a mess. 

“Look at you. Don’t you look… delicious.” He leans in and kisses my cheek. I shiver as I feel his lips grace my skin for perhaps a few more moments than what is appropriate for a greeting. I feel the deep sexual tension filling the room. Caused by his word choice and the way he’s got his thumb inside the front of his belt, his eyes on me, roaming. This is feral foreplay. It’s like he’s sizing me up. What can I handle? How much do I want? What can he do to me? 

I’m guessing that Aaron already told Grayson my limits, which is that everything is on the table except for extreme pain. So I just let myself open up and become the dirty little slut he’s expecting. 

Aaron takes a seat on the chair that sits just off the corner of the bed, the one I’m currently sitting on, and Grayson takes a step towards me. 

“What is your safe word, sweetheart?” he asks, while pulling down my bottom lip with his thumb. 

“Red,” I breathe. 

He nods once before letting go of my lips, trailing his fingers down the front of my body. In between my breasts, all the way to the crux of my legs. My dress is pulled taut over my thighs so he can’t get at my pussy. But the way he’s sliding a single finger over the fabric makes me feel like he’s already touching me. My body is on fire, my great racing anticipation for what’s to come takes hold of me. 

He’s here. Standing right in front of me. Cock pressing against his slacks. He’s the bull ready to fuck. Though he’s taking his sweet time with it. 

“You gonna let me in, sweetheart?” he says, his voice dripping with dominance and sex. 

I slip off the bed, which sets me up right in front of him. Grayson doesn’t move away, giving me space. He lets our bodies touch as I reach behind me and pull at the zipper of my dress. Pulling it down until I can shrug it off my shoulders and letting it pool onto the ground. 

“Bra and panties too,” he says when I stop moving. 

I reach behind me, the blue-eyed instructor watching my every move as I peel my bra and panties off.

Once I’m completely naked, Grayson nods to the bed. “Get on the bed. I want you on your knees. Facing me. Legs spread.” 

I do as he says, crawling up onto the cool sheet and putting myself into position. 

“Good girl,” he murmurs and pets my hair. I curl into his touch like a cat, and he chuckles. “More like good kitten, then.”   

I chuckle, but it comes out breathier than I was anticipating. 

“Are you my good kitten, Mrs. King?” 

I nod and bite my lip. “Yes,” I breathe, and I get a satisfied smile back. 

Grayson pinches my chin, forcing me to look up at him. 

“What about my dirty little slut? Are you my dirty little slut, Mrs King?” 

“Yes,” I whimper, my arousal dripping down my thigh.

My hips move at their own volition, gently rocking back and forth as if he were already inside me. 

“Oh, look at you,” he says in a teasing tone as a dirty grin pulls at his lips. “Rocking your hips, trying to find something to fuck.” 

Grayson uses his other hand to cup my pussy. “Do you want to be filled, baby?”

“Yes. Please.” 

Grayson nods, then starts to undo his belt. Just the sound of the licking has more arousal dripping out of me. What is it about the sound of a belt clinking that turns people on?

“Lean down and suck,” Grayson commands when he’s released his thick, veiny cock. 

I bend over and swirl my tongue over the head, tasting his salty pre-cum. 

“Mmm, that’s it. Suck my cock. Mrs. King,” he growls, and I do just that. I sink down farther and start bobbing my head up and down. 

I suck him for God knows how long, but I don’t get a chance to get him off before he pulls me off of him. 

“Stop. I’m not going to come in your mouth. I want to come in that sweet cunt of yours.”

He slowly presses me backwards until I’m lying on my back. I bounce on the bed and I’m giggling breathily, then gasp as he grips my legs and pulls me to the edge of the bed. 

“Mmm, look at you,” he says in awe. 

Grayson runs his hand up and down my legs, almost petting me. 

“So soft,” he murmurs to himself. “You’re gonna have to tell me what moisture you use after this.” 

I giggle and enjoy the break in sexual tension. 

I get the feeling that Grayson is not only not put off by another man willing to share his wife, but doesn’t feel any kind of expectation to perform. He’s having fun with us. And that’s exactly what I want in another man. I’m not looking just to get laid; I have my husband and toys. I want to have fun. I want to experience an intimate moment that is sexy and playful. 

Grayson drops to his knees and parts my legs, revealing my wet pussy. He kisses the inside of my thighs and wraps his arm around my waist before licking me from my hole to my clit. 

I gasp and moan at his soft tongue tasting me and swirling my clit. He kisses me gently, and I get wetter with every touch of his lips. 

I close my eyes and let the feeling roll over me. Grayson starts out soft, slow and gentle, but with every swipe of my tongue and lips on my pussy he’s ramping it up. When he sucks my clit hard, I nearly bounce off the bed. An electric zing of pleasure hits me between my legs, and a gush of need leaves me. 

“Mmm, so you like it a little rougher. Mrs. King?” he asks. 

“With you. Yes.” I answer, panting. 

“Good to know.” He gives me a wink, then gets back to eating me out. 

I love the sloppy sounds of men going down on me, and Grayson is no exception. It adds to the ambience. 

The wet sounds, Aaron panting softly in the corner, my mewls, and Grayson’s growls. It’s pornographic and sexy, bringing me closer to the edge. 

“Fuck,” he releases my clit with a pop before swiping his tongue between my folds. “You taste so good. I could do this for hours.” 

Grayson grips my thighs harder as he growls into my pussy. I grind against his face, wrapping my legs around him as I chase my orgasm like a needy slut. 

“Mmm, that’s it. Wrap your legs around my head as I tongue-fuck this gorgeous pussy.” 

He adds two fingers inside me, and when he curls them, I think I might explode. 

“Jesus Christ!” I gasp and look down, wanting him to eat me out like a champ. Wet sounds fill the air as he finger fucks me and sucks my clit. Despite his erection throbbing against his belly, he seems to be paying little attention to it. 

His technique is very different from my husband's. Grayson is ruthless, showing me no mercy as he builds my orgasm up. It’s overwhelming, but I don’t hate it. Different from my husband, who tends to take his time. Taking me perfectly slowly until I reach the peak. 

Grayson adds a third finger, and I can feel how close I am. 

“That’s it, baby. I can feel the way you’re clenching around my fingers. You’re so fucking close, aren’t you? You wanna come, Mrs. King? You want to soak my fingers with your cum?” 

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” I whimper, bucking against him. 

“Then come,” he growls. 

I grip the sheets, my back arching. I’m panting and my vision goes dark as my eyes squeeze shut and my orgasm slams into me. 

“Oh my god! Fuck!” I cry out.  

I grip Grayson's hair hard as pleasure washes over me. 

He pulls out slowly, then stands up, gripping his cock, rubbing my arousal all over it. 

“You want this cock, Mrs. King?”

I nod voraciously. Despite my body still buzzing from my orgasm, I still want more. 

“You’re such a little slut, aren’t you?” Grayson pinches my chin and gives me a peck on the lips. He says it in a way that can’t be mistaken for anything but a compliment. He likes me eager and needy. Something he has in common with my husband. 

I take a quick look at my husband. He is gently rubbing his cock over his pants. His face gives nothing away, but I can see how darkened with lust his eyes are. He’s really turned on but his self-control keeps him from showing it fully. 

“How would you describe your level of self-control?” Grayson asks. 

“Good, I suppose?” I pant, looking back at him.

“Mmm, let’s see how good it is, shall we? You’re not allowed to come until I tell you. And that might be a while. You come before I let you, and I’ll punish you. And trust me, it won’t be one of those cute punishments.” 

I know it’s a threat, but there is still part of me that is curious about how he’d punish me. But I’m pretty sure that Aaron and Grayson talked about my thing and I’m not an orgasm denial girl. And I can tell by his smile that it’s probably exactly the kind of punishment he’s thinking of. 

So I take a deep breath and nod.

Grayson grips my hip with one hand and guilds his cock inside me with the other. We both groan loudly as he fills me. He’s so fucking big and thick that it makes my back arch as he slowly gives me every inch of his dick. 

“Holy shit,” he pants, “You’re so fucking tight and wet and hot. God, look at you. You’re taking my cock so well.”

I moan and whimper as he fucks me slowly. It’s torturous.

My toes curl with every thrust and my body hums with need. I writhe on the sheets, needing more. Faster. Harder. My clit. My lips. Something. 

“What do you want, sweetheart? You want me to fuck you harder?” 

I nod, shaking and gripping the sheets, trying to hold myself together. 

Grayson places one hand next to my head and grips my hip harder. 

“Do you think you can handle me?” he challenges. 

I reply with a whimper, “Yes. Please. Please fuck me.” 

“Mmm, I like the way you beg. Do it again. Beg for my dick, Mrs. King.” 

“Please. Please fuck me. I need you to fuck me. I’m so horny. So needy. I— I can’t stand it.” 

Grayson leans down and runs his lips across my cheek to my ear, “Your slutty pussy can’t stand it? Your needy cunt needs me to fuck her? Make it all better?”

“Yes,” I gasp. 

Grayson cocks his head to the side, as if deciding nonchalantly that he’s accepted my request. Then he stands pounding. My breasts touch with every thrust as he slides in and out of me with the speed and force of someone wanting to overwhelm you with pleasure.

He grips my jaw and moves my head so I’m looking at Aaron. 

“Look at your husband. Sitting there. Dick hard. Watching another man fuck his wife. Do you think he’s enjoying himself?”

I nod and bite my lip, smiling. Aaron grins back at me. I can see the arousal in his eyes and the way he licks his bottom lip as his erection presses up against his slacks.  

Oh, yeah. He’s enjoying this. 

“You want to join us?” Grayson asks, looking over at my husband as he slowly thrusts his cock in and out of me. 

“Thought you’d never ask,” Aaron says. He takes off his clothes in record time and crawls up onto the bed. 

Grayson pulls me up by my hands, and without him pulling out, I wrap my arms around his neck and move my legs back so I’m kneeling on the bed. 

I feel my husband’s finger brush up against my asshole, and my pussy clenches around Grayson’s cock. 

“Fuck. Me. Please tell me you’re going to fuck her ass,” Grayson groans. 

I look back and give my husband a nod.

“Please,” I whimper. 

We’ve been playing with butt plugs for months, and I feel like if we were going to choose a day to go for it, today is the day. 

“You sure, baby?” he asks, pulling my hair to the side and kissing my damp shoulder. 

“Yes. I’m sure. I want your cock in my ass.” 

Aaron nods and pulls out the lube from the nightstand. 

Grayson has stopped moving, but his cock still twitches inside me. We watch as Aaron warms up the lube in his finger before pressing them against my hole. He plays with me, gently opening me up to his fingers. 

“God, I think I might come before you get inside her,” Grayson groans. “She keeps clenching around me.” 

“She’s almost ready,” Aaron says, “Aren’t you, baby?” He pushes two fingers into my ass, and I grip Grayson’s shoulder tight. 

“Fuck,” I groan and rock my hips. 

“Please. Please. Please,” I whimper. “I need your cock, baby.” 

Aaron pulls his fingers out, and I hear the sound of lube before the head of his cock brushes up against my asshole. 

“Keep her still,” Aaron demands.

Grayson grips the back of my neck and my hip, keeping me still as Aaron pushes into me. It’s a tight fit and burns slightly, but not in a way that makes me want him to stop. 

“Fuck, she’s so fucking tight,” Aaron groans. 

I look behind me and watch him guide his cock in with one hand and grip my hip with the other. 

“Breathe, baby,” Aaron says, kissing my shoulder and neck. 

When he’s fully inside me, I feel the fullness of being stuffed with two cocks in both my holes. My toes curl and my head back against my husband’s shoulder. 

“Can we fuck her now?” Grayson moans. 

“Yeah.” Aaron nods, and the men begin to fuck me. 

Slowly at first. Getting me used to both of them at the same time. Aaron pulls out as Grayson pushes in, then the opposite happens. Quickly, they pick up a rhythm that drives me wild. 

“Oh, fuck yes,” Grayson groans loudly. “You feel so good, sweetheart.” 

“You feel so good wrapped around my cock, baby.” Aaron groans. “You’re so tight. And warm.”

“You like having your holes filled, Mrs. King?” Grayson growls as they pick up the pace. “You liked being filled to the brim.” 

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” I whimper. 

The bed creaks underneath us as the men fuck me. I wonder only for a split second if other people can hear us before I don’t care anymore. It feels too good to stop. 

Grayson’s cock brushes against my G-spot with every thrust, making me cry out in pleasure. 

“I’m not going to last much longer,” Grayson pants. 

“Me… neither…,” I gasp, my second orgasm coming down the tracks like a freight train. 

“Please. Please Grayson. Please let me come. I want to come. I need to come,” I beg, and they don't make me wait any longer. 

“Come, Mrs. King. Come all over my cock as your husband and I fill your holes up with our cum.” 

“Yes, baby. I want to feel you clench around our cocks as we pour our seed deep inside you,” Aaron groans as he licks and teases me behind the ear in just the way I like, which makes me feel so fucking good, I come.

“Fuck!” I cry out, the elastic band of my pleasure breaking.

I shatter underneath the men who growl as they empty themselves into me. 

I’m dizzy and feeling sated as Aaron pulls out then Grayson. The only sounds are of us, panting, trying to catch our breath. The men clean themselves up, then Grayson comes out with a cloth as my husband pulls back the bed sheets and picks me up to place me in bed.


Chapter 6


“How do you feel, sweetheart?” Aaron says, handing me a glass of water and an Ibuprofen.

“Well fucked,” I murmur. 

The men chuckle as they clean and pamper me. Telling me how good I did and how much fun they had. 

“I liked it a lot,” I say, snuggling into the sheets as Aaron rubs my back and Grayson takes the wet cloth back to the bathroom. 

“Well, I got to say,” Grayson assay as he comes back in the room, “I’ve never had an experience like that before. Been here for many years, and that was a first.” 

“Did you enjoy yourself?” Aaron asks. 

“Yes,” Grayson says, “It was amazing. I appreciate you both trusting me like this.”

“Well, you did keep my wife from crashing into a tree, so you made yourself very trustworthy,” 

I laugh, remembering during our lesson that I turned the wrong way and was headed right for a tree, but Grayson grabbed me and steered me in the right direction.  

Grayson leans down and kisses me on the forehead, then the lips, before saying, “I’m going to go now. Let you two have some time alone together. Thanks for having me.” 

“Bye,” I say softly, and as soon as there is a click on the door, Aaron takes off all his clothes and cuddles up behind me in the bed. 

There is no sex, just cuddling. Soft pets and gentle words of affirmation before I’m falling asleep in my husband’s arms after one of the best nights of my life. 

It’s when we wake up the next morning that I feel the horniness for my husband and I want to fuck him. I want him to fuck me. I want him to remind me who I belong to. 

The sun settles over the sheets, and I slide my hand down underneath them and cup my husband's already hard cock. 

Aaron groans and pushes his hips against me. 

“Good morning to you too,” Aaron says, his morning voice sending shivers down my spine and hitting me right between the legs. 

“Take me husband,” I whisper against his lips. It doesn’t take anything more than that before he slams his mouth against me and kisses me passionately. He rolls me onto my back and, with no effort whatsoever, plunges deep inside me. His bare cock slips inside me, and I can’t help but gush from just that feeling alone. It’s a similar feeling to the first time you lay a vibrator onto your clit. A sudden rush of exquisite pleasure all concentrated in one place. 

I wrap my legs around his waist as he rocks into me slowly and gently. 

“Did you have fun last night, baby?” he asks, kissing down my neck to my collarbone. 

“Yes,” I breathe, “He felt so good inside me. And his dick felt great in my mouth too.” 

“I loved seeing him go down on you. You look so good with a man between your legs, giving you pleasure.” He groans and cups my breast while the other one cups my face. “I fucking love you, baby,” he says, “I love exploring this with you. I love how happy this makes you.” 

“I love that you let me do this. I know it’s probably not the most narrate thing in the world, letting another man fuck your wife, so your openness means a lot to me.” 

“Of course, baby. I know you’re mine. Anyone can fuck you, and I know with this ring on your finger…” He takes my hand and kisses the gold band wrapped around my fingers, “I know that you’re mine. I know that you’re mine when I sink inside you, and you make that sound that you only make with me. Your body recognises my hands, my cock, my lips.” He licks and kisses my breasts, and I clench around him. 

“You see what I mean?” 

I nod as he starts to pick up the pace. 

“Say it, Mrs. King. Tell me who you belong to.” 

“You. Mr. King. I’m yours.” 

“Damn, right you are. You’re my girl.” He grunts as he slams into me over and over again. 

We are both panting and starting to become slick with sweat.

“And who do I belong to, Sayuki?” Aaron asks. 

“Me!” I cry out as he thrusts into me hard. “You’re mine, baby. You’re all fucking mine. Please. Fuck. Make me come. Make me come and come inside me. Fill me up.” 

The bed rocks and the headboard slaps into the wall like last night, but this time it's my husband making that noise. It’s my husband fucking me like an animal until we both come. 

“Fuck!” We cry out and hold each other close as our orgasms crash into us. He fucks me through my orgasm as he fills me up. His white, hot cum coating my inner walls. 

“Oh, fuck,” Aaron pants and rolls over so I’m on top of him. 

He pets my back, still half hard inside me. 

“You just want to stay here all day?” he asks and slowly exhales. 

“Yeah. That sounds good,” I say in a content sigh.

We text Grayson saying that we’re skipping lessons for today and we get a thumbs up and a winky face emoji as a response. 

“He’s so cool.” I say. “You really know how to pick 'em, husband.” 

“I sure do,” Aaron replies as he cleans us both up.

“So, breakfast then we do all this again,” I say, circling my finger over the bed. 

“Damn, right,” Aaron says and gives me a kiss. 

“Anything for you, Mrs. King. Anything.”


Next Up
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The temptation heats up with Buried Deep at the Lodge by Quinn Blueheart

Will she surrender to Temptations in the Snow?


Candace is no ordinary ski guide. Adventurous, bold, and a bit bratty, she’s determined to prove herself—both to her clients and to herself. With her reputation on the line and her instincts challenged, Candace finds herself leading a group of young men who possess much more bravado than experience.


When an unexpected breakdown traps Candace and three hot-blooded fraternity brothers high in the mountains during a snowstorm, heated sparks begin to fly as darkness falls and the temperature drops. With the lodge parties and hot tubs of the infamously hedonistic Temptations in the Snow Resort miles away, playful teasing and flirtatious dares quickly turn their unexpected sleepover into a night of new experiences, curiosity, and explosive chemistry.


While the storm rages outside, Candace finds herself struggling to keep control inside, caught between her commitment to keep everyone safe and the burning thrill of temptation. But, when morning breaks, will the heat between them be enough to melt the winter chill of being buried deep?

Read the rest of the series here

Link: https://geni.us/TemptationsSnow

Hooked at the Lodge - Kristin Lance https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FX1BPPG7

Slutty Birthday at the Lodge - Lacey Cross  https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWXLDFBH

Taken at the Lodge - Hardison Parker https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FX3GZJSJ

Used and Shared at the Lodge - Natalie Hothorne https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWYH145T

Losing at the Lodge - Alexa Sommers https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWKQW2LN

Hall Pass at the Lodge - Lana Minx https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWZPVJXR

Training Hard at the Lodge - Thea Landen https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWGGXDPT

Trained at the Lodge - Bella Beaumont https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWZXNFN3

All Tied Up at the Lodge - Skylar Quinn And Logan Black https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWD3Q1VC

Warmed at the Lodge - Cornelia Quick https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWY9WQLR

Lessons at the Lodge - Aileen Gallagher https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWRSSCYR

Buried Deep at the Lodge - Quinn Blueheart https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FX27ZYBB

Honeymoon at the Lodge - Grace Beaumont https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWZLGRZJ

Leashed at the Lodge - Maeve Harlow https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G11J1814

Menage at the Lodge - Lola Rivers https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FWY2DWTM


Want A Free Read?


Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many

Get your copy of Hotwife At The Hotel


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading Lessons At The Lodge! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

USED AT THE CHRISTMAS PARTY

Link: Used At The Christmas Party

Hockey season always turns my husband into a ghost in the bedroom—too busy coaching his star players to remember I need attention, too. But this Christmas, he’s making up for it.


At the team’s annual holiday party, I get to unwrap more than presents under the tree. Three of his best players are mine to play with.


The best part? My husband will be watching every second.


This is a Christmas hotwife erotica short story with MF, MFM, and MFMM steamy scenes

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.

HOTWIFE VEGAS WEDDING

Link: Hotwife Vegas Wedding 

A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends. 

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

HOTWIFE AT HOME

Link: Hotwife At Home 

Olive and Silas are having a room in their house renovated and the construction workers are too hot to handle. 

Well… not for Olive. 

She's always appreciated some good hard wood, and now she's going to polish them all until they shine. 

These men are dirty, dominant, and just what this hotwife needs. They will for sure have her begging for more.

HOTWIFE PAIGE

Link: Hotwife At Home

This is a 3 book collection of hotwife erotica with Olive and Silas which contains graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults.

One spring vacation started a journey of spicy discoveries that changed their lives forever.

Includes: Hotwife Spring Break, Hotwife Vegas Wedding, And Hotwife At Home

HOTWIFE FOR HALLOWEEN

Link: Hotwife For Halloween

Sayuki and her husband Aaron are off to their friends Halloween party.

Little does Sayuki know that it’ll be a Halloween to remember as Aaron’s co-worker happens to be there. Tall, charming and devastatingly handsome Patrick is open to whatever game the couple has in store. Tucked in a dark corner of their friends house Sayuki becomes a hotwife for the first time but that’s not all. Afterwards the vampire, the witch and the man in the Ghostface mask enjoy another round out in the open under the leaves.

No screams of terror this Halloween. Only pleasure.

LESSONS AT THE LODGE

Link: Lessons At The Lodge

What is the best sandwich?

The husband. The ski instructor. And the wife in the middle.

When Sayuki’s husband, booked this ski vacation she got so excited. 2 weeks, just the two of them in a snazzy ski resort.

Except, it won’t be just the two of them all week. Turns out she’s captured the attention of their private ski instructor and he wants to do more than just teach them the ropes.

To her surprised, her husband is very interested in what this could mean for his wife. He wants to watch her with him. And perhaps join even in.


This is a hotwife erotica short story.

LOVE ON TOP


Link: Love On Top 

Love is in the air and Tatiana and Brock are getting married. 

There's no slowing down the engagement when these switches start to play. The question is: who will come out on top?

STUFFED

Link: Stuffed 

Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.

MY BEST FRIEND’S WIFE

Link: My Best Friend's Wife 

What would you do if you were offered a weekend with your best friend’s wife? 

I was nervous at first. Generally, getting naked with your best friend's wife is against the rules. It feels like you're breaking all sorts of bro code. 

But for Michael and Stephanie—they like to bend the rules every once in a while. 

And hell, I can't say no to a deal like this. Especially when Stephanie’s a total knockout.

So I plan on making it a weekend she won't ever forget.

This is a wife sharing freeuse short story all from the bull’s POV.


About The Author


Aileen Gallagher is an erotica author who writes contemporary erotica and hotwife erotica.

Find more information here:

Newsletter

Goodreads 

Bookbub 

Amazon 
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