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      Half the fun of skiing is riding the lift to the top. That’s my take, though of course Elizabeth and I are amateurs. Traditional lifts can be cold as hell, even here in New Mexico where the weather rarely gets much below freezing and most of the snow on the slopes is manmade half the time. If wind is blowing, you can freeze your ass off up there while the lift makes its agonizingly slow way to the top. I once saw a guy jump from the chair in front of me. Some guy in a green parka with no hood. He was by himself, and the lift had been stuck for probably twenty minutes. It was snowing, and there was a wind from the west that could bite right through your cheeks. He just tossed his skis and poles, lifted the safety bar, and leaped right out. Couldn’t take it anymore. Dumb fuck must have fallen thirty or forty feet. Luckily he was over a drift, which I like to think was part of his calculation as he prepared to evacuate. He plummeted like a stone, arms outstretched, and disappeared completely into a man-shaped hole in the white surface below. The best part is, it couldn’t have been thirty seconds after his dive that the lift cranked back into motion. If only he’d waited.

      Whenever I fancy myself unlucky, I think about that guy. I hope he was warmer under the snowpack, out of the wind. Never did find out what happened to him, but we’ve always assumed he survived.

      That’s the main reason Liz and I started coming to Snowbelle, even though it’s a good four and a half hours from our home in Colorado. Two years ago they installed a gondola-style lift. These little babies are not only completely enclosed, but have plexiglass windows tinted to keep out the wind and the sun. If you’ve ever taken a ski lift on a bright day, you know that the glare off the landscape can be blinding. Not a problem at Snowbelle.

      The units are roomy. Each can accommodate as many as six, with seating for three on each of two benches. And with the tinted glass, you’re able to comfortably take in the surrounding vistas without squinting behind your Ray-Bans. It’s beautiful up there, suspended above the snow, the sun shining over the mountains of New Mexico, gliding gracefully to the top for your next run to the bottom.

      And the top is where Liz and I normally go. We might be amateurs, but we’re good enough to take on The Devil’s Trail at Snowbelle. It’s a long run, but nowhere near as steep or treacherous as some of the trails back in Colorado. Liz says some of those are for daredevils only, though I’ve seen kids who look as young as nine or ten tackle them with aplomb. We’ve been going skiing for a long time, three or four times a year since we’ve been married and a few other occasions before that, and our skill level is tempered by our instinct for self-preservation. I’ve seen injuries on the slopes. Bad ones.

      But Cate’s skill level at skiing is, to put it mildly, less than ours. So on this trip we’ve just been going up to Powderhorn—less than halfway up the mountain—so Cate can enjoy herself, get some experience under her belt, and Liz can keep an eye on her.

      We didn’t even get that far until we’d spent two unbearable hours at Placid Place, the three of us holding hands, Cate in the middle, Liz and I helping her maintain balance as we slowly slid down the little hillock alongside middle-schoolers and the elderly.

      “I thought you said she knew how to ski,” I said to Liz. Cate was in the bathroom and we were standing at the railing, waiting for her to come back and take another run at the kiddie slope.

      “She said she did,” said Liz.

      “Jesus. I didn’t think we’d be spending the whole day here with the trainees. It’s almost ten-thirty.”

      “She’s not that bad, Ben. Can you be patient with her?”

      “I thought I was being patient. You got any chapstick?” Liz unzipped her jacket pocket and produced a white tube. She uncapped it, squeezed some onto her index finger, and brushed it gingerly around my mouth. The cool cream actually warmed my lips, which were cracked from the cold. She leaned in and gave me a little kiss as she pocketed the chapstick.

      “Just take it easy. She’s had a hard time,” said Liz.

      Cate was Liz’s best friend and had come along at my wife’s suggestion. She was twenty-six, the same age as Liz, and was at the tail of what you might call a recent bad breakup—if your fiancé of eighteen months not showing up on your wedding day is what you’d consider a breakup, and if eleven months ago is what you’d call recent. So yeah, I get that she’s been through a rough patch.

      “Here she comes,” said Liz. I looked back at the building behind us. Cate was waddling out of the revolving door that led to the cafe and restrooms. She had worn a full-body snowsuit, even though Liz and I had both told her that such insulation wouldn’t be necessary at this time of year. Worse, it looked at least a size too large. It was bright red, and she had it zipped up to her chin. The effect of her wardrobe choice was that she moved like a penguin on her feet, and when she fell on the kiddie slope, which was often, she skidded uncontrollably along the packed snow, ten or fifteen feet away from us, until her inertia lost out or she hit an immoveable object.

      I watched her approach, bounding clumsily as she shifted her entire body weight from one foot to the other.

      “Okay, guys. I’m ready,” said Cate, taking her poles from Liz. I was holding onto her skis, which were rentals. Cate pulled a Broncos toboggan from a bulging pocket of her snowsuit and pulled it down over her dark hair until it met her eyebrows.

      “Great. Let’s go,” said Liz. “Ben’ll carry your skis.” I fell in behind Liz, ready to trudge back to the top of the little hill that was Placid Place.

      “No, I mean I’m ready to move on,” said Cate from behind us. Liz and I both turned and gave her confused looks. “To the next thing. Something bigger.” She was wearing a real smile for the first time today, and the red flush of her cheeks below the orange ball at the crown of her toboggan made her a little adorable.

      “Are you sure?” said Liz.

      “Yep. I wanna ski with the big girls.”

      “Because you don’t seem—”

      “Fantastic,” I interrupted. “The station is this way.” I was excited to hit the lift. I led the way. Cate came up beside me, and after a few seconds of hesitation I heard Liz tromping behind us.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      There was a line at the lift station. There always is, but it gets worse midmorning. Which I why I like to get out early and get a couple of runs in before the late risers join the midlevel enthusiasts. But the morning’s training session with Cate had shot my routine.

      There were two queues, each giving way to stairs that led up onto either side of the platform, then meeting in the middle where friendly Snowbelle staff helped safely load and unload the gondolas. The wait seemed endless, the sun moving higher in the sky as we watched the carriages of happy families launch on both sides of the building and move out along the double tramway.

      After getting up onto the platform, the move through the corral went faster. A group of five was loaded onto the gondola in front of us, and it went whirring out of the station along its massive cable. Cate was intently looking up the mountain, her eyes tracking the carriages as they went higher and higher, following the snowy trail cleared between the trees. Skiers came barreling down the slopes below them, many moving very fast, zipping back and forth. From this distance most of them weren’t much more than specks.

      “You okay?” I said. Cate’s enthusiasm seemed to have waned. If she backed out now and we had to traipse back down to Placid Place—

      “Yeah. Sure,” she said with a forced smile.

      A gondola pulled up in front of us. A couple and two smiling kids exited the other side. Then the attendant came around, opened the door on our side and asked us how many.

      “We have three,” said Liz.

      The attendant, dressed in a blue Snowbelle uniform and wearing leather gloves, counted back to the person standing behind Cate and asked her the same question. The woman, who seemed to have a gaggle of children in tow, bent against the railing to see around the three of us and yelled, “Six.”

      The attendant looked perturbed, as if we had somehow plotted this kink in efficiency. “Well,” he said. “You three have this one to yourselves. Watch your step.” He stood beside the door and gestured for us to enter.

      Liz clambered aboard with her skis and poles. I was next in line, but turned to Cate and said, “Ladies first.” That anxious look was back on her face. “Here,” I said. “I’ll hold your stuff.” Cate handed me her equipment and moved around me. She reached out a hand, expecting the attendant to help her climb aboard.

      The attendant took her hand but said, “It’s easier if you just put both hands up in the cabin and pull.” The floor of the gondola sat a foot or more above the level of the platform. Another consequence of Cate’s oversized snowsuit was that it restricted her range of motion such that raising one leg up onto the gondola while reaching forward with both hands was a challenge.

      I stepped up behind her and leaned all the skis and poles under one arm. Liz, who had already gotten situated inside, stood up and stuck a hand out toward her friend. “Here. I’ll push,” I said.

      Cate grabbed Liz’s hand while I pushed her from behind. Once her second foot came off the ground, I lowered my hand and pushed against her ass. I hoped she wouldn’t find that awkward, but I was running out of patience. Liz pulled, but Cate was still not aboard. I placed both hands on Cate’s butt and pushed until she finally had both feet inside. Still in a bent position as she crouched through the low door, her ass hung out of the gondola. It filled the entire doorway, its size exaggerated in her ridiculous red snowsuit.

      Cate did have a big butt, though not nearly as big as it appeared in her current wardrobe. I’d seen her in swimwear many times over the years. Not a heavy girl by any means, she has hips that flare out below her waist and a backside rounded out of proportion to the rest of her body.

      By which I mean, she has small tits. Smaller than Liz’s at least. I don’t know if my wife’s body is the ideal, but it’s the one I know best and it’s ideal to me. Liz has full C cups and a well-rounded ass that looks just right with them. And she’s never shy about wearing a two-piece when we go to the pool. Cate would always wear a one-piece, the kind with a little skirt that comes down to the tops of her thighs.

      “Come on, Ben,” said Liz. She and Cate were seated together on one side. Cate leaned out and I handed her all the equipment, then hopped aboard. The attendant closed the door, tapped the side of the gondola, and gave us a friendly Snowbelle wave as we started to move.

      We bounced over a bumper at the edge of the platform and then dipped suddenly as we moved out over the open air. We only lost about a foot of altitude, but it was enough to give Cate a start. I saw her eyes widen.

      Liz laughed. “Relax,” she said. “That’s normal.” Sitting across from the two of them, I caught Liz’s eyes. My annoyance was clear: I thought you said she’d been skiing? Liz gave a little shrug and kept smiling.

      The day was bright and clear. The sun was peeking from behind the only cloud in the sky, illuminating the snow-capped greenery in front of us. As we moved up the mountain I turned to look behind and could see rocky plains all the way to the horizon.

      I turned back to the girls, who were both staring out their respective sides of the gondola. “Do these open?” asked Cate, fumbling with the latches at the top of her window. Liz showed her how to work the latches and Cate lowered her window as far as it was designed to safely go down—about six inches. But it was enough for her to get her forehead through. The sun gleamed in, and Cate pulled off her toboggan and rested the bridge of her nose at the top of the open portal such that she could look directly below us.

      “Wow,” she said. “Those guys are moving fast.” I looked over at Liz again, that same look of annoyance on my face.

      A few minutes later we approached a station. As we got close to the platform, Cate reached for her skis. “No,” I said. “We’re not getting off here.”

      “We’re not?” she said nervously.

      “No. This is The Little Drift. The next stop is The Big Drift. We’ll get off after that. At Powderhorn.” I waved at the attendant, and our gondola passed through the station and out the other side.

      We proceeded up the mountain, Cate with her face still stuck in her window. “They are really flying down there,” she said.

      “Yeah. It’s called skiing.”

      Liz shot me a disapproving look. Take it easy. “Don’t worry, Cat,” she said. “Powderhorn isn’t any steeper than the two Drift runs.”

      “That’s right,” I chimed in, playing along with Liz to try and settle Cate’s nerves. “It’s just longer, so you can get more practice in.” I rolled my eyes at my wife.

      “And Ben and I will be there to help you,” Liz added, ignoring me.

      I waved us through the next station. Coming out the other side, our angle of ascent steepened noticeably. I waited for Cate to comment on it and was pleasantly surprised when she didn’t.

      We moved close to some tall trees on our left side and then rose above the tree line, affording an unobstructed view to the west. Distantly, there was the desert, the shapes of mesas out toward Santa Fe in the background. I was thinking Cate would really enjoy this, if she would stop staring straight down, when I felt the first jolt.

      It was mild, but the gondola rocked with enough intensity to send the skis leaning in the corner next to Liz flying over to my side. I caught one, but the other hit me in the shoulder, narrowly missing my face. I muttered a curse but didn’t think much of it. Cate, on the other hand, nearly went into hysterics.

      “What the fuck?” she yelled. Luckily, she had just pulled her head back in the window. Otherwise, she would probably have gotten a nasty bump along the frame.

      “Chill out,” said Liz. “Think of it as turbulence.”

      Cate was beyond nervous. She looked utterly frightened. She clutched at the center of her chest and took a deep breath.

      “Yeah,” I said, as we resumed moving normally. “It’s nothing to worry—”

      Another jolt, worse than the first, tore me from the bench and sent me headfirst into the two women across from me. My chin impacted Cate’s shoulder, causing her to shriek, though I wasn’t sure if it was from pain or surprise. I drew back from her and sat in the floor, rubbing my chin.

      “Oh my God, are you okay?” said Liz.

      “Yeah. Might be sore for a day or two,” I said, before realizing that she was talking to Cate.

      “Fucking shoulder hurts,” said Cate. I climbed back into my seat and watched my wife tend to her friend’s shoulder.

      At one point, Cate announced that she thought she was going to throw up.

      The gondola was moving, but not up the mountain. We had stopped, and the sudden cessation of movement had left us rocking back and forth. I looked along the cable ahead of us and saw that all the other carriages were gently rocking as well.

      “Holy shit, is it gonna break? Are we gonna fall?” Cate had forgotten her shoulder and was now concentrating on what she perceived to be our imminent plunge to certain death.

      “Cat, calm down,” said Liz. “We’re not gonna fall. Ben, are you okay?”

      “Yes,” I said. “Thanks for asking.” I lowered the window on my side of the carriage and maneuvered so that I could look down.

      We were high off the ground. Really high. A mass of black dots whisked across the snow below us. Though some of them weren’t moving at all. Probably gawking up at us, wondering what the hell was going on.

      Cate now had her hands at her temples, her eyes closed, and was taking quick, shallow breaths. I was afraid she might hyperventilate, and I shot Liz a wide-eyed look. Do something.

      “Cate,” said Liz, putting a comforting hand on her friend’s shoulder. This caused Cate to wince with pain, but at least got her attention. She opened her eyes and turned to Liz. “This happens. It’s happened to us before, in fact. Last year, Ben and I were stuck up here for, like, ten minutes.”

      “It was more like twenty,” I said, earning an irritated glance from my wife. Not helpful.

      “It’s probably just maintenance. Some cog needs oil,” said Liz.

      “Or someone with a disability needs help on or off the gondola at one of the stations,” I added.

      Cate was calmer now. The gondola was still swinging gently but was slowing down, and I knew we’d be perfectly still in another minute or two. “So … we’ll be okay?” asked Cate.

      “Absolutely,” I said. “These fucking cables could hold up a 747.” She put her hands in her lap and looked out the window at the tree tops. I did not know whether the cable from which we were suspended could, in fact, support the weight of a 747. But I knew there was no chance of it breaking under our weight.

      With nothing to obstruct the wind up at this height, it blew freely through the openings and set a chill in the cabin. I suggested we close the portals, and reached up and closed the one on my side. Cate pushed hers up and said, “So you’ve been stuck up here before? Did you say twenty minutes?”

      “Yeah,” said Liz, shooting me another look. “Something like that.”

      Cate plopped back into her seat and tucked her dark curls behind her ears. Her hair stuck up wildly from the static generated as she’d pulled off her toboggan, and she yanked it back over her head as if she’d become aware of my thoughts. “It’s cold in here,” she said with a shiver. She craned her neck and looked over my shoulder. “What if someone has to go the bathroom?”

      “Do you have to go to the bathroom, Cate?” I asked. I was alarmed at the prospect, and considered the awkward scenario that might ensue—one that involved her current winter-wear and Cate’s ass hanging out of the gondola while Liz and I each held one of her hands.

      “No,” she said. “I just went.” I breathed in secret relief and looked to Liz.

      “I’m good,” she said.

      A few minutes went by in silence. A pair of birds made a stop on some flashing outside of Cate’s window and distracted her for a while. She pecked at the glass until they flew away. “Eric and I were stuck on a monorail once,” she said, still looking out over the treetops.

      “Cate,” said Liz. “I thought we weren’t going to talk about Eric.”

      “We’re not,” said Cate. “I was just saying … I’ve been stuck like this before.”

      Yeah, I thought. And you’ve been skiing before, too.

      Cate went back to staring out the window. Liz sat with her hands in her lap. I shifted around in my seat and laid back against the side of the gondola with my feet out along the bench.

      “Why don’t we play a game?” said Liz.

      “What kind of game?” asked Cate.

      “I don’t know. Something like I Spy, maybe.”

      “Okay. Well, I spy something white,” said Cate, dryly noting the futility of that particular choice in the current environment. I chuckled, and soon Liz and Cate joined in and we were all laughing.

      “I’ve got it!” I said. “Let’s see who can spot the most out-of-state license plates.” The two women both stopped laughing instantly, as if a switch had been flipped, and stared at me with looks that conveyed puzzled disappointment. After a few silent seconds in the cabin, we were all laughing again.

      “Ugh, that was awful, Ben,” said Cate.

      A couple more minutes went by. I was looking at the door panel, wondering if it was possible to open these things from the inside, when Cate piped up. “So what did you two do for twenty minutes the last time you were stuck up here?”

      Cate was still staring out the window, but Liz and I looked at each other. Neither of us said anything. I managed a smile, but Liz put a hand over her mouth to stifle a laugh.

      “What?” said Cate, turning in her seat to face Liz.

      “Nothing,” said Liz. She was licking her lips to avoid grinning, but her face was red from something besides the cold.

      “Well, you must have done something. What’s so funny? Come on, out with it.”

      Not getting an answer, Cate turned to me. “We had the gondola to ourselves last time this happened,” I said, letting her make whatever inference she wished.

      “Really?”

      “Yes. It was a slow day,” I said. My wife had pulled the chapstick from her pocket and was applying it generously, but was still snickering behind her hand.

      “Wait,” said Cate. I watched the expression change on her face. “You did it in the ski lift? Oh, my God.”

      I shook my head. “No,” I said. “We did not have sex in the—”

      “I gave Ben a blowjob,” blurted Liz, tucking her chapstick away.

      Cate turned to Liz, then to me, then back to Liz. Her mouth dropped open. “You know,” she said, “that is actually kind of fucking cool.”

      “We had to do something to pass the time,” said Liz. “And these things are pretty private up here.”

      “Well don’t let me get in the way,” said Cate. Her remark caused me to raise an eyebrow at Liz, but if it affected her in anything like the same way she showed no sign of it.

      “It wasn’t, you know … all that,” I said.

      “Hey, what’s that supposed to mean?” said Liz, putting a hand on her hip in a gesture of feigned aggrievance.

      I moved quickly to recover. “I just mean, well, the lift started moving again … before …”

      “Ah, I get it,” said Cate, raising a hand. “Say no more.”

      We all laughed at that, and I was somewhat warm with the memory. “Not that it wasn’t great while it lasted,” I said.

      “Oh, really?” said Liz. “Easy for you to say. I nearly choked when the damn thing started moving.” Now Cate was cracking up, throwing her head back and slouching toward Liz. It was a funny story … now. But there wasn’t anything funny about it at the time it happened.

      “Well,” said Cate, “now’s your chance to make it up to him. Just pretend I’m not here.”

      When women start openly discussing blowjobs, a man’s ears tend to perk up. Other things generally perk up as well, but bear in mind it was fucking cold up there in that gondola. Even with the windows closed. Not nearly freezing, but cold enough that it would take more than discussion to enliven my anatomy.

      Liz’s response to Cate’s comment was telling. Or rather, her lack of response. She said nothing, and nothing about her face indicated she found the suggestion outrageous or out of the question. What she did do was turn and look out her window, laughing softly while she did so. She stared out that window just a second too long, and I could tell her laughter was forced.

      I know my wife. I wouldn’t call her sexually adventurous. Yeah, she gave me head in a stalled-out ski lift a year ago. And there was the time she gave me a handjob in the back row of a movie theatre, with an older couple sitting right in front of us. But what can I say? The movie was terrible.

      No, our sex life, while active and quite good, is fairly conventional. And it certainly doesn’t involve spectators. But the thought of Liz going down on me with Cate sitting three feet away was stimulating, and my mind started to whir with the mechanics of such a scenario.

      For instance, I was wearing jeans and a belt. Check. There was room in the floor for Liz to get down on her knees in front of me. Check. If we played it right, Cate would only see the back of my wife’s head. Check.

      “Ben. You there?” Liz’s voice brought me out of my thoughts. Had I been staring off into space? Even if I hadn’t, the two women in the cabin with me surely had no doubt what I was thinking about.

      “Yeah. I’m here.” I looked up and saw Cate and Liz looking quietly at one another, and I instantly wondered if I had missed some silent communication between them.

      “You do want a blowjob, right?” said Cate. I don’t know what my face betrayed at that moment, but the thought did occur to me that it was Cate offering a blowjob. But that idea was immediately shut down by my next thought, which was that my wife would never go for it. It’s funny how fast sexual images can flash through your mind—they’re there and gone in an instant, yet somehow tell a complete story. I knew Cate had been lonely since her split from Eric. I knew that a lack of intimacy was a big part of that. Liz and Cate are close. Liz tells me things. But Liz is a good friend and I’m sure she’s withheld the gory details of their girl talk from me. All I know for sure is, Liz wants to help Cate to move on from Eric. That was the main reason she invited her on this trip.

      But that flash in my mind was too delicious to entirely ignore.

      “Of course I want a blowjob,” I said. “Who’s offering?”

      “Ben!” said Liz, staring at me. I couldn’t get an exact read on her, but I felt I’d overstepped. The image of Cate, down on her knees in that bulky red snowsuit, her dark hair falling in my lap, dissolved.

      “What if we both were?” said Cate.

      Did I say it was cold? Suddenly, it didn’t matter. More images were going through my head, and parts of me were stirring in spite of the temperature.

      “Cat, you are incorrigible,” said Liz. “Don’t tease my poor Ben.”

      Incorrigible. Liz loves to use that word. And women, in my experience, love to tease. Even the ones who swear they don’t. I’m usually happy to play along, which isn’t hard to do when you know there’s ultimately going to be satisfaction at the end of the game.

      Despite her objection, I could tell my wife was teasing now, too. It was about to get worse.

      “Besides,” said Liz, “Ben couldn’t handle two women.”

      “I most certainly could,” I said. I laughed. And I hoped.

      “Not if one of them was Cat,” said Liz. “She’s got so much pent up sexual energy she’d leave tire tracks over you.”

      “That much is true,” said Cate. “I’ve been staring at homeless men on my drive home lately. I mean, they’re not so bad. Right? And I should get something for buying them liquor.”

      “Oh … oh, that is disgusting,” said Liz.

      “Hey, you’re the one who said I should do whatever it takes to forget about You Know Who.”

      “The Running Man?” said Liz. This was their shared name for Eric, who had left town on the morning of his and Cate’s wedding day and stayed gone for nearly two weeks. I watched the two of them laugh, figuring we had now moved on from the topic of blowjobs.

      But it seemed that Cate wasn’t ready to let it go.

      “Look at all those people stuck up here,” she said, looking at the gondolas further down the cable. “I wonder if anyone’s getting lucky in any of those other … what do you call them?”

      “Gondolas,” I said. “And I doubt anyone’s getting lucky. They fill them as close to capacity as possible.”

      “Which usually means there’s people you don’t know riding along with you. Unless you have a big party,” added Liz.

      “Right. So, unless five or six members of a sex cult decided to go skiing together—”

      “So we got lucky,” said Cate.

      “You could say that,” said Liz. She was facing her friend, but her eyes were directed sideways. At me.

      “Well … sorry I’m a third wheel,” said Cate. “Guess it’s my destiny to be bad luck.” She hung her head slightly and turned to look out her window. I felt kind of sorry for her in that moment.

      “Cate, you’re not a third wheel,” I said. “We’re glad you’re here.”

      “Thanks,” she said. “Just feel like you’d be having some fun up here if I’d stayed home. I’m just in the way.”

      “You’re not in the way,” said Liz. She was still looking at me, now with a little grin. “Not at all.”

      “I mean, I know I’ve got a separate room from the happy couple. Just try to keep it quiet tonight. If you can. I packed my electronics, so I’ll try to do the same.”

      I knew electronics was code for vibrator. I was thinking ahead, wondering if I’d be trying to have sex with my wife tonight with my head full of images of Cate pleasuring herself in the next room. Then my larger problem became the images of Cate pleasuring herself that were in my head at that moment.

      “You seriously brought that along?” I asked.

      “Of course she did,” answered Liz. “Why wouldn’t she?”

      “But like I said, just pretend I’m not there,” said Cate.

      “Or here,” she added.

      “Cat.” My wife’s use of her friend’s nickname seemed to echo inside the cabin. Liz was sitting crosslegged, an elbow propped on one knee, her chin in her hand. “Do you want me to suck Ben off?”

      I appreciated Liz’s attempt to cut through the crap. I think Cate did, too. “Go right ahead,” she said. “Time’s wasting.”

      “Yeah, this thing could start moving again at any minute,” I added.

      “And we wouldn’t want you to choke, Liz,” said Cate with a smile.

      “All right,” said Liz. “Fuck it.” She turned forward on her bench and slapped both hands down on her knees in a down-to-business gesture. “Unzip.”

      “On your knees, Elizabeth,” said Cate, egging her on.

      I thought they were putting me on and was slow to reach for my belt buckle. But the next thing I knew, my wife was on her knees in the little floorspace in front of me.

      Was this really going to happen? I certainly thought it was. I looked down and found my belt already loosened. Liz placed her hands on my thighs and looked up me impatiently.

      “I’d just like to say that … uh … it’s really cold,” I said, unfastening the button at the top of my jeans.

      “And?” said Liz. She was reaching up for my zipper.

      “I get it,” said Cate. “Don’t worry, I won’t look.” She squeezed her eyes closed and playfully turned her head away.

      “And nothing I haven’t seen before,” said Liz. “Sit up a little.” I raised my hips off the bench, just enough for her to pull down the front of my jeans.

      Stimulating though the circumstances were, the thought of Cate seeing my cold-shriveled dick filled me with an anxiety that just made the problem worse. And I knew she would look, despite her protestations to the contrary. I scooted a little bit to the left, trying to finagle Liz’s head to block any potential view of my crotch until she could get me in her mouth.

      “What the hell are you doing?” said Liz. I was afraid she’d be disappointed to find me less than fully erect—not erect at all, in fact—and this made my anxiety even worse. Women have expectations. And few things disappoint them like a man who isn’t hard for them.

      I wasn’t hard. At all. Liz gave up trying to pull my pants down and had to plunge her hand down into my boxers to find my cock. She wrapped a cold hand around it.

      “Ohmygod that’s … that’s fucking cold,” I shouted. I heard Cate giggle. I glanced over and saw that she was still looking away.

      “Just hang on,” said Liz. Working with both hands, she yanked down the front of my boxers and lifted my soft dick out into the open air. I looked over again at Cate. She still wasn’t looking. My wife’s head went down.

      And finally, warmth. “Ohhhhh, that’s better,” I said. I leaned back and started to close my eyes. Liz’s lips and tongue were nuzzling my dick, slurping it into her mouth as it started to stiffen. I looked over at Cate just in time to see her turn her head toward us. Her eyes were open now.

      Liz’s lips encircled my cock and went all the way down—something she couldn’t do if I was fully hard. She stayed there for a moment and tightened around my base. I looked down at the reddish-brown hair in my lap, mostly to avoid looking at Cate.

      Liz withdrew, backing off until she only had the head in her mouth. She ran her tongue across the tip, playfully and slowly, two or three times before going back down. I tried to put Cate completely out of my mind. Just like she said, pretend she wasn’t there. I didn’t think I’d be able to come with her watching. I closed my eyes. Leaned my head back.

      I imagined it was Cate. On her knees. Sucking my dick.

      I imagined it was Elizabeth, my wife, sitting across from me. Watching.

      I was instantly fully hard. I moaned softly with pleasure.

      And I heard a giggle in the cabin, playful, with a naughty overtone. Liz was sucking intently now, and making the sounds to go with it. In the otherwise silent cabin, they seemed incredibly loud. And her mouth felt so … fucking … good.

      I squeezed the muscles in my pelvis, forcing my dick to swell further. Liz felt it and responded with a sensual mmmmmmm. As she made this sound I opened my eyes and saw Cate’s reaction.

      She was staring at the back of my wife’s head, pulling her bottom lip between her teeth. As Liz moaned, Cate closed her eyes and opened her mouth, sucking in a quick breath. And I wasn’t sure, but … were her hips moving? Gyrating slowly against the bench? It was hard to tell in that snowsuit.

      What was she thinking about?

      After a couple of minutes Liz came off my dick, placed her mouth against the side of my shaft, and started rubbing her lips up and down. I couldn’t miss that she’d chosen to lick the side farthest from Cate. As I considered whether she’d done that by design, Liz reached up with one hand and swiped up her cascading hair and tucked it behind her ear, fully exposing my hard dick to the other woman in the cabin, should she choose to look.

      Unable to take my mind off Cate, I was looking at her when she opened her eyes. They darted down to my crotch, lingered there for just a moment, then came back up. She met my gaze and took a deep breath. Our eyes remained locked from that point on, communicating in a sort of slapdash telepathy. The kind in which each party just imagines whatever conversation they want to hear, while acknowledging that the other person is free to do the same. I can only tell you what I was hearing.

      Do you like what you see?

      Yes …

      Do you want it?

      Oh, yes …

      What do you want? Tell me what you want to do.

      I want to suck your dick … I want you inside me … I want to make you come …

      “I’m gonna come.” I said this directly to Cate. Liz took me back into her mouth and sucked fiercely. As I started to buck my hips upward, Cate did a funny thing. She smiled broadly and pumped her fist in a Victory! Gesture while mouthing yes, as if we were on some team together. As I started shooting into my wife’s mouth, Cate silently clapped in mock applause.

      My orgasm was intense, forcing me to close my eyes. Whenever I come in Liz’s mouth, she always sucks another half a minute or so, slowing down as I relax, until she’s sure I’m empty. She doesn’t swallow until she’s completely off my dick, and this time was no exception. I felt her tight mouth withdraw. She kept her lips closed, pulling my cum away with her as she sat up.

      I opened my eyes and looked down at her. She was smiling, her lips pursed. I knew I’d shot a mouthful. I was breathing heavily, looking at the playfulness in her face, fully aware that my wet and still erect cock was on open display. I shifted my gaze up to Cate and caught her focused on it. She raised her eyes to my face and smiled. I fought the urge to smile back, thinking I ought to tuck my dick back into my pants before Liz caught wind of anything going on between Cate and I. Even if it was wholly in my imagination. I sat forward and reached down for my boxers—

      There was a loud creak as the gondola lurched into motion. It happened so fast, changing from stillness to full traveling speed in an instant, that Liz was thrown back against the bench and I went tumbling across the cabin into Cate. I threw out my hands to stop myself against the wall behind her bench, my chest stopping just short of full-on impact with Cate’s head.

      “Fuck,” I said. Someone was laughing, and I was aware, with a strange mix of horror and arousal, that my naked crotch was practically in Cate’s face.

      It wasn’t quite. I could feel the Gore-Tex of her snowsuit against my dick. I looked down and saw my semi-hard member lying against her chest, sticking wetly to the red fabric. Cate’s eyes were pressed shut, and she was laughing through closed lips, making little spitting sounds. She opened her eyes, looked down, and then slapped both hands over her eyes and continued laughing. I pushed off the wall and attempted to straighten up.

      There was a moment when the head of my dick wasn’t three inches from Cate’s open mouth.

      I looked over at Liz, who was still in the floor. She had seen all of this and was practically howling with laughter. I quickly pulled up my pants and fell into the seat behind me as both women continued to roar.

      “Well, Cat,” said Liz, “now you have a story to tell about the time you were stuck on a ski lift.” She pushed herself up onto the bench next to her friend.

      “Oh no, this is never getting out. Talk about a close encounter.” Their laughter continued and rose into occasional snorts, and it made me grateful for the abrupt launch of the gondola. This was surely better than any awkward attempt to resume normal conversation that would have occurred otherwise.

      “Uh … Liz,” said Cate. I was sliding my belt back into place and looked up to see Cate pointing at her own chin.

      “What?” said Liz, shaking her head at Cate with confusion.

      Then I saw it. A little dribble of cum had escaped Liz’s mouth and was trickling down her chin.

      Cate launched into laughter which gathered velocity as she spoke: “I spy something white.”

      Liz blushed, brushing the back of her her arm across her mouth, and we all laughed the rest of the way up to Powderhorn.
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      As it turned out, Cate really did get better at skiing. She only fell once the rest of the day, which I hadn’t thought possible. We ended up taking three more uneventful gondola rides up to Powderhorn that afternoon, each time with at least two strangers in the cabin with us.

      We had dinner in the little cafeteria downstairs in the main lodge, all of us still dressed in our ski gear. Cate finished half a club sandwich and announced that she was dying to get out of her snowsuit and was going up to take a shower in her room.

      Liz and I went up shortly afterward, peeled away our sticky clothing, and took turns showering. The little stall in our room was too small to shower together, so I went first. I threw on one of the plush robes provided by the lodge and collapsed on the bed. Liz soon came out, soaking wet and wrapped in a towel, and sat next to me on the bed.

      “So,” she said, “You want to fuck Cate tonight?”

      Honestly, it wasn’t that much of a surprise. I had suspected the whole blowjob-in-the-gondola thing was for Cate’s enjoyment as much as my own. This was the next logical step.

      “Do you want me to?” I asked. There was a part of me that hesitated slightly, worried that Liz might be somehow testing me.

      “I think Cate wants you to,” said Liz. “And God knows, someone needs to do it.”

      “I thought you said I couldn’t handle two women?”

      “Hey, who said anything about fucking two women?” She slapped me gently on the thigh. And she was right. I had presumed. I guess any man would.

      Maybe Liz was having me on, toying with me. In my mind there were three possibilities. One, she was feeling me out to see if I’d actually betray her by fucking another woman if given the opportunity. Two, she was horny and was trying to get me worked up.

      Or three, my wife and her best friend had actually talked about Cate and I fucking.

      I weighed these three possibilities carefully as our conversation continued. Option One was the one that really had me worried, but it seemed underhanded and cruel, wrought with jealousy and suspicion. Not Liz’s style. Option Two … maybe. We were on vacation, after all. And fantasy scenarios were not entirely unexplored in our sex life—only as pillow talk, only between the two of us, only on rare occasions—but none had ever starred a person we actually knew, let alone a close friend.

      When I considered the looks that had passed between my wife and Cate in the gondola earlier that day, and added that to the looks I saw on Cate’s face while Liz was sucking my cock, I had to proceed as if the proposition was real.

      “So, this is something you two discussed?” I asked.

      “We have.”

      “When?”

      “She’ll be here any time.”

      “No. I mean, when did you discuss it?” I’m not sure why I wanted to know, but it seemed important. Was it before the day’s first gondola ride, or after?

      Liz hesitated. “I guess it was … maybe a couple of weeks ago.”

      “A couple of fucking weeks ago?” I was astonished. “Liz, was this the whole reason you invited her along?”

      “Well … not the whole reason. I like skiing. But yeah, I thought this was a place where it could happen.”

      “And you’re okay with this?”

      Liz placed a hand on my bare leg and ran it slowly up under the robe to my thigh. “You love me.” It wasn’t a question.

      “More than anything.”

      “Then I’m fine with it. Unless you don’t want to.”

      Unless I don’t want to? Women have it so much easier. If they decide they want to experiment sexually, they just say the word and we fall in line. May as well make hay while the sun shines. Whatever that means.

      “I just don’t see what you’re getting out of this,” I said. Don’t ask me why I was looking the gift horse in the mouth. Something in me needed to know Liz’s motivation.

      Liz got up from the bed and walked over to the room’s minibar. She prepared two glasses of bourbon and brought them back to the bed, handing me one. “Why should I need to get anything out of it? I’m helping a friend. And giving the love of my life a little treat.”

      “Helping a friend?”

      “Yes. She’s lonely. She hasn’t had sex since Eric. Honestly, I feel bad for her.”

      “So, she just outright asked and you said—”

      “She didn’t ask. It was my idea.”

      This was a bombshell. I sipped at the liquor and watched my wife as she moved her legs up onto the bed. Her robe had loosened, revealing the inner curves of both breasts. I reached inside and cupped one, sliding my thumb across her nipple.

      “Tell me,” said Liz. “You find Cate attractive, right?”

      Now I was suspicious again. How do I answer? I decided to play it safe and play up the negatives.

      “Well, she’s no you,” I began. “And her butt’s kinda big. But yeah, she’s pretty.”

      Liz laughed and took another sip of bourbon. “I’ve seen her naked. Trust me, you’ll like her.”

      “You’ve seen her naked?”

      “Of course. Lots of times.”

      I wanted to know more about those times, but before I could ask there was a tentative knock at the door.

      “You ready?” said Liz. She reached further up my leg to confirm that I was, in fact, ready. My belly was jittery with excitement. I hadn’t been able to get that look on Cate’s face, biting her lip as she watched Liz blow me, out of my head all afternoon. I was now convinced that this was actually going to happen. But it all seemed to be moving very fast.

      Liz set her drink on the bedside table and headed for the door.

      “Wait,” I said. She stopped and turned to face me. “So, are you going to leave? The room, I mean?”

      “No, silly. No way.” She continued to slowly walk backwards toward the door, pulling her robe closed and tightening the sash.

      “You’re just going to sit here? And what … watch?”

      “We’ll see,” she said, and turned around to answer the door.

      I sat up in the bed, a bundle of nerves. My face was hot, my mouth dry. Something about this felt like a setup. Which, of course, it was. Ten minutes ago I was ready to settle in for a relaxing night with my wife, with a guarantee of some good sex before sleep overtook us. Maybe we’d watch a movie. I did like to get to bed early on ski trips, so I wouldn’t have trouble rising early the next day to hit the slopes. Instead, my wife was inviting her best friend into our room, and I’m supposed to fuck her. And Liz was going to … just watch?

      “I want you both.” It just came out. I said it without thinking. Liz stopped with her hand on the doorknob and turned her head around. The look she gave me was one I’ve never seen on my wife’s face before. Her lips curled into a grin.

      “We’ll see,” she said. She opened the door.
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      Cate was wearing the same lodge-supplied robe as me and Liz, with the little Snowbelle logo over the breast. She came bounding into the room with a cocktail glass full of something pink. She was all smiles, and if she was the least bit anxious she hid it well.

      “You’ve got to try one of these,” she said. “Everything you need is in the minibar.” Her voice was several notches louder than the conversation Liz and I had been having before she entered, which had the effect of lightening the atmosphere in the room. I started to wonder if the number of drinks she’d already consumed had something to do with the ease with which she breezed in. Maybe she had the right idea.

      I sipped my bourbon.

      I also wondered what she had on underneath her robe. Had she just wandered over here in nothing but a robe? Her room was right next door, so it wasn’t a stretch to think so.

      I watched the two women in their robes taste each other’s drinks. They were a beautiful pair. My wife, the taller one, the plush robe unable to conceal her buxom chest, her autumnal hair spilling soft and clean over her shoulders, her skin lightly tanned from the day on the slopes. And Cate, shorter and wider at the hips, her ass impossible to miss, her breasts less obvious, black hair falling next to her round cheeks in little curl patterns, her white skin burned pink in patches.

      The room had dimmed as the sun went down behind the mountain. What light made it through the sheer curtains bathed everything in a soft glow, illuminating the edges and hiding the fine details.

      They were murmuring to each other, holding their glasses in front of their mouths as they spoke. I saw Liz shoot me a glance. When her eyes returned to her friend, Cate smiled. Whatever conspiracy they shared, I wanted in on it.

      I got up from the bed, not bothering to cinch my robe as I stood. It hung open, my erection leading the way through the open air as I took a few steps toward the women.

      They met me halfway as I came around the bed. They came slowly, almost beside one another, my wife trailing a little behind her friend, her hand on Cate’s back as if prompting her forward. I found it odd, again, that my wife seemed so comfortable, assured, so eager. Familiarity was surely behind Liz’s confidence, but there was something more. She seemed not only to accept that her husband was about to fuck her best friend, but downright impatient to see it happen. I was determined not to disappoint either of them.

      Cate stopped when my hard cock prevented her from getting any closer.

      “Hi, Cat,” I said.

      “Hello, Ben,” she nearly whispered. I looked into her eyes and saw they were wet, glistening, with little beads of moisture gathering in the corners. As I heard her swallow, I knew I had been wrong about her when she first came into our room.

      She was fucking terrified.

      She continued to look me in the eye, ignoring my cock, which was poking at her robe. “You’re nearly naked,” she said.

      Liz positioned herself behind Cate, her hands on Cate’s upper arms, and nestled her chin into her shoulder. With a beaming smile, she said, “Not really fair, is it?” She reached around Cate and untied her sash. As Liz pulled the robe apart at the top, Cate closed her eyes and straightened her arms, allowing my wife to slide the robe down and off of her completely.

      “That’s better,” said Liz. Cate’s eyes opened. She kept them on my face as Liz came around behind me and removed my robe in the same manner she had stripped Cate of hers. She did it slowly, letting her hands glide along my arms. As my robe hit the floor, Liz’s hands explored my chest, brushing my nipples and squeezing my shoulders. It was like she was telling Cate, You can do this. You can touch him wherever you want.

      I felt a soft and unfamiliar hand wrap around my cock. The strange touch kindled my desire, waking up the nerve endings in my legs and loosing butterflies in my belly. Liz stepped beside us, still in her robe. With a hand on each of us, she leaned toward Cate and kissed her on the cheek. “I love you, Cate,” she said.

      Cate giggled nervously, as if unsure what to say. “Thank you,” was all she could manage.

      Then my wife turned to me and kissed me on the mouth. It was firm, with her lips together, almost chaste. Like she was saying This is all from me right now. “And I love you, Ben.”

      “I know,” I said.

      “Good,” she replied. And she walked away, leaving her naked husband and her naked best friend standing face to face.

      I took in the woman before me. Her skin was pale, a creamy white, save the pink patches on her cheeks and forehead from the day’s sun. Her breasts were larger than I’d imagined, even more pale than the rest of her, with small brown areolae that were dark in color, each topped with a rigid mocha nipple that protruded like a bullet. I was used to my wife’s much wider areolae and their fleshy pink tone, her much smaller nipples and larger breasts. I felt like I was standing before a different subspecies of woman, one I was restless to explore.

      Cate had a tiny pouch of a belly that protruded slightly above the dark hair that gathered between her legs. Her hips spread out in wonderfully wide curves which came back together at the tops of her legs, which were thin and shapely.

      She adjusted her grip on my cock so that it pointed upward, allowing her to take a step closer. I felt her rub a thumb over the dampening tip, and she opened her mouth to say something.

      I bent down and kissed her. Her tongue was immediately in my mouth. We sucked slowly and hungrily at each other’s lips. I let my hands slide down over her round hips and grabbed palmfuls of flesh there.

      I was taken by the hand. It was Liz. She pulled me away from Cate and led me over to the bed. She patted the center of the king mattress, indicating where she wanted my ass. I climbed up and laid on my back, my cock sticking up at full attention, bouncing around as I wiggled my hips to the middle of the bed.

      Cate was on the bed in a flash, on her knees, spreading my legs and scooting up between them. She took me in her mouth and moaned with satisfaction as she began to suck, one hand kneading my balls roughly. Her mouth was sloppy and hot. She sucked noisily, shamelessly, taking me deep with every bob of her head.

      As she worked on my cock, her ass jutted into the air behind her. The two cheeks, wide and round and white, came together to make a heart-like shape that only a woman’s ass can manage. It moved slowly back and forth in a way I found incredibly tantalizing, and I suddenly wanted more than anything to be behind it.

      Instead, Liz stepped into place behind it. With a blank expression she opened her robe and let it fall to the floor to join the other two.

      If I’d thought nothing could be hotter than Cate’s ass stuck up in the air like an offering, I was proven wrong when I saw my wife’s breasts hanging just above it. As if she could read my mind, Liz put both hands on her friend’s behind and began rubbing. As I watched, she squeezed handfuls of the soft assflesh, rocked the cheeks back and forth, spread them apart and pushed them together, all while looking right at me. It was almost enough to make me come right there.

      “You like her ass, don’t you, Ben?” said Liz.

      “Yes … yes, I love it,” I said.

      “You like his dick, don’t you, Cate?”

      “Mmm-hmmm,” Cate said, her mouth full. She came off my cock long enough to say, “So much bigger than Eric,” and then took me back in her mouth.

      Liz drew a hand back and swung her arm around with an open palm, smacking Cate’s hind end so hard that the sound seemed to fill the room. The ample flesh of Cate’s ass quivered like gelatin, and she made a whimpering noise. “Don’t say his name,” said Liz, loud and commanding. Cate whimpered again, which must have been an apology, and slowly took my cock to the back of her throat. I could feel her tongue extending along my shaft, slithering wetly, her lips nearly contacting my balls. I groaned and wished for her to mention the name again, just so I could see my wife smack that beautiful ass.

      I could see a little handprint up there, billowing gently as Cate swayed her hips.

      Cate withdrew my cock from her mouth. She held it upright with two fingers pinched tightly at the base and just looked at it for a few seconds. Then she sat up and spread her legs apart. I pulled my legs together and Cate walked forward on her knees until she was in position to mount me. Her chest heaved, her excitement brimming as she guided me into her pussy. The weight of her body collapsed, causing me to sink fully into her waiting wetness, and Cate screamed into the air as she started to fuck me.

      “Oooooh, fuck yes. Fuck yes. Oh my God.”

      She ground her hips, fucking my entire length without letting so much as an inch escape her starving pussy. She soon shifted to one side, placed one hand on her ass, and moved her lower body around and around, in a circular pattern, using my dick to find that spot within her that needed to be touched, rubbed, fucked.

      Then Liz appeared behind her again. My wife was up on the bed, behind Cate. Liz pulled her back, and Cate leaned against my wife’s breasts, throwing her head back on her shoulder. The bed rocked as Cate continued to fuck me. Liz turned her face inward and I could see her lips moving. She was speaking softly, directly into her friend’s ear. I would’ve given my kingdom to know what she was saying. I could only hear Cate’s hoarse responses: yes … yes … yes …

      Liz’s arms came around and her hands found Cate’s breasts. She pushed them together, squeezed them, and brushed her fingers across Cate’s fat nipples, which were nearly long enough to bend. The sight of this nearly drove me insane, and the attention made Cate ride me even harder. She started raising her body up, giving my cock some air before she came smashing back down. I could feel her juices running down over my balls.

      Cate was saying something. Muttering it over and over, getting louder until I could finally make it out. “I’m gonna fucking come … I’m gonna fucking come.”

      Hearing this, Liz pinched both of Cate’s nipples, clamping each between two fingers, and started pulling on them, driving her friend over the edge.

      Now Cate was screaming as she fucked me—

      Oh yes … oh fuck yes … play with those titties … pinch ‘em … pinch my fucking titties … oh fuck me I need to come, I need to come, I’m gonna coooooooome …

      Cate stopped moving as she came, and her orgasm vibrated its way out of her body. She seemed to come from her eyebrows down to her toenails, releasing a year’s worth of frustration, as my wife cupped her breasts from behind.

      The two women moved together as Cate resumed a slow rocking motion on my cock, Cate breathing heavily and smiling up at the ceiling.

      Liz was smiling at me. I watched her speak into Cate’s ear, and heard Cate reply, “No … Some more, one more …” Cate leaned forward, splaying her hands out on my chest. She bent down and kissed me, and when she sat back up Liz was at the other end of the bed, her knees by my shoulder. Wordlessly, she swung one leg over my head, facing toward Cate, and planted her pussy on my face, instantly soaking me from the top of my nose to my chin. I basked in her wetness, pushing my tongue deep into her soft folds as she slithered back and forth.

      Cate resumed her grinding routine, mashing herself onto my shaft and rocking her ass, moaning in time with her quickened breathing. My nose was buried in the pucker of my wife’s asshole as my tongue looked for her clit. Liz raised her hips, bent forward slightly, and backed her rear a few inches toward me, and I was able to lick her swollen button.

      I reached up, groping blindly for breasts, but found each one already occupied by another hand which shooed mine away. The two women were fondling each other—massaging, cupping, squeezing. Sliding my hands down the length of Cate’s arms, I found her fingers firmly attached to my wife’s nipples, which probably contributed as much as my tongue to the hot little bursts of sighs I was hearing from Liz.

      The two women continued to ride me in tandem, my wife on my face and Cate on my dick, each using me to pleasure herself while giving each other a little added stimulation with their wandering hands. For me, it was both incredibly sexy and somewhat relaxing—up to a point. Cate’s gyrations against my hips were clearly how she liked to fuck, using my entire length to keep herself filled, but her style provided almost no friction where I needed it. Of course, just listening to the sounds the two of them were making was enough to keep me hard, but I was starting to become numb below the waist.

      I grabbed Cate’s thighs, tilted my head back as far as I could, and said, “I need to come.”

      For a moment, nothing happened. Then Liz sat up on her knees and said “Off, off … come on.” The bed creaked as Cate reluctantly unsheathed my aching prick from her pussy. Looking between Liz’s legs, I could see Cate walk backward on her knees until she could step down onto the floor.

      Liz dove forward and took me in her mouth. She was tentative at first, nursing only at the head, getting used to the taste. My entire cock was soaked in her friend’s juices, and as I watched my wife suck it in spite of the wetness I thought smoke would come out of my ears. Her tongue found that sweet spot at the top of my shaft, firing up my nerve endings. She finally swallowed me to the root, then withdrew slowly.

      Cate lowered herself to the floor until I could only see her cap of dark hair between my legs. I felt her tongue start to snake across my balls. As Liz continued to suck me, Cate went to work on my sac. I could feel the attention she gave to one nut, then the other, as she massaged each in her warm mouth. The feeling became almost overwhelming when she finally pulled everything I had into her mouth and started lapping her tongue along the loose skin in between.

      Liz swung one leg around and laid on her side next to me. She took my dick out of her mouth, said something I couldn’t hear, and then put her lips around the side of my shaft. As I watched her slide her way down to my base and back up again, Cate raised up between my legs and wrapped her lips around the other side. The sensation, as well as the sight, was electrifying and beautiful. As Liz took her lips down along one side, Cate moved up along the other, their lips brushing as they passed. I felt like a helpless infant, and probably sounded like one, as I finally felt an orgasm boiling up within me.

      Cate paused her lips above the ridge, turned her head upright, and flicked her tongue out across the fattened bulb. Liz made one final, slow pass up the length of my cock and then joined Cate in lapping at the tip of my prick. I saw their open eyes, locked on each other as their tongues sloshed together wantonly. The sight brought me to the edge. I started bucking my hips up from the bed.

      “I’m gonna fuckin’ come,” I said, though I may have only mouthed the words. But they knew. Each of them reaffixed her mouth along the side of my cock and they began moving quickly and firmly, together, up and down my length in a spectacularly sexy display of instinctual cooperation—pressing their lips together to form one continuous hungry mouth all the way around my dick.

      I had never felt anything like it. But it only lasted seconds.

      I cried out as my cock erupted, shooting the first blast so high into the air it was almost comical. It came back down, most of it landing audibly on Cate’s cheek. Nothing else happened for a few seconds as my body seemed to regroup, seeking the energy to propel the rest of my load up my shaft now that the way had been cleared. The women continued to work their mouths up and down my shuddering cock, moving faster as my hips and torso began to jitter.

      I shouted again as I finally emptied my balls. I shot cum, thick and hot, into the air, onto my chest, into the waiting mouths of the two naked women. They noisily pulled it between their lips, licked it away as it went running down my cock, slurping beneath my ridge where it gathered and hung.

      I pursed my lips to try and control my breathing. As my vision sharpened, I looked up to see Liz and Cate staring at each other, my cock between them, two of Cate’s fingers firmly ringed around the base. At some point, Cate had gotten up onto the bed. Her cheek and chin were covered in jizz, though Liz had only one thick gobbet hanging from her chin and a little across her upper lip. Both women were down on their elbows, their asses high in the air behind them.

      Liz darted forward and ran her tongue up Cate’s cheek, gathering the mess of cum into her mouth. As she withdrew, a sparkling tendril hung between her mouth and Cate’s face. She licked her lips and stared at Cate, almost as if she were daring her.

      Cate then leaned into Liz with her lips parted. She fixed her mouth over the wad of my semen that dangled from my wife’s chin and cleaned it away with a brisk slurp. Liz closed her eyes as Cate then ran her tongue sensuously over the curve of her chin.

      Cate withdrew and the two women were again face to face, their breasts hanging below them, nipples brushing the bedcovers. Liz extended her tongue, which was thick with my seed, like an offering.

      Cate accepted.

      I could have vanished completely from the room as the women began kissing. I slid from in between them and got my feet on the floor. Liz and Cate sat up fully on their knees, their lips locked, arms around each other, breasts mashed together, mouths open, kissing deeply, swapping my cum back and forth between them.

      I had the feeling that, whatever had happened up to this point, things were now moving on to another phase. But as beautiful as they were together, I was spent. And thirsty.

      I went to the minibar and grabbed a water, lingering there a moment as I broke off the cap and pulled down half the bottle. I took a few deep breaths and reflected on what a strange night it was. I’d known Liz for six years, had been her husband for three of those. In all that time, she’d never given me any indication that she was capable of this kind of unbridled lust. I knew she loved me and was confident that I belonged to her, was devoted to her. But I had no idea she was confident enough to share me with another woman, let alone to desire such a thing. What other sides of her were yet unexplored?

      There was a chaise lounge in the room, only a few feet from the bed, and I found a seat there.

      Liz was lying on her back, her head in the middle of the bed. Cate was also on the bed, on her hands and knees, her body oriented in the opposite direction as Liz, with her head directly above my wife’s such that their mouths were aligned. They kissed with a slow passion, each exploring the other, breaking apart every so often to speak in tones so soft it was impossible for me to hear. They almost seemed to be in a negotiation.

      Finally, Liz reached up behind her head and placed her hands back around Cate’s waist. I saw her nod her head up at Cate, who began to slink forward on her hands and knees, kissing Liz’s skin as she went—her breasts, her stomach, her naval. She moved until she had to spread apart her knees to get Liz’s head between them. Then she let her tongue travel over the autumn-colored hair between Liz’s legs. Then a little further.

      Liz’s moan when Cate’s tongue found her clit was unlike anything I’d ever heard out of my wife. It was a sound made through a closed mouth, almost a whistle. She then placed her hands up on Cate’s bare ass and pressed down, lowering Cate’s pussy to her face.

      I watched them at this for several minutes, both their bodies moving only slightly as they ate each other, occasional grunts and groans escaping from one or the other. I wondered if Cate had done this before, with a woman? I knew my wife hadn’t.

      Clearly, neither of them had yet reached the point of satisfaction. With me out of commission for a while, they had turned to each other to find it. But watching the two of them, their inhibitions completely gone, each lapping lustily between the other’s legs, it didn’t take long for me to become hard again.

      I stood and walked over to the bed, approaching behind my wife’s head.

      Cate’s behind, spread out white and wide, hovered in bare glory over Liz’s face. Everything below her nose was lost in the the folds of pussy that spread out over both sides of her mouth. She was eating Cate deeply, her eyes closed, clutching Cate’s thighs, pulling her close and holding her tightly. The sounds coming up to my ears were, simply put, indescribable.

      Cate’s asshole, darkly red, was splayed before me. I could almost read the pleasure coursing through her as it tightened and released with an almost hypnotizing effect. I reached out and brushed a finger across it.

      Cate shivered, sending little waves through her buttocks, as if I’d given her a mild electric shock. She raised her hips, and Liz opened her eyes slightly. She looked up at me through slitted eyelids, aware of my presence, her face glistening with Cate’s juices.

      “I’m gonna come,” she whispered.

      She said it again, louder.

      Cate began shaking her head rapidly between Liz’s legs, making a soft squealing sound as she worked Liz toward orgasm.

      Liz let out a guttural moan as it began. Her cry sharpened and rose. She rared back her head and grabbed a handful of Cate’s ass as she peaked, her fingernails digging into the doughy flesh. She held her breath and shuddered … and she was finished.

      I had never seen my wife come like that.

      Cate came up for air, and Liz reached up from beneath her, seeking me out. Her eyes were beautiful, sensual, erotic, lost. Her hand found my engorged cock and guided me closer.

      “Fuck her,” she said. She placed her hands on the backs of Cate’s thighs and pulled her open. One of Cate’s hands snaked up from below and fingered her wet, waiting hole.

      “Oh, God yes … fuck me,” said Cate, not looking back. She shifted forward slightly, baring herself completely. As I moved in behind her, Liz leaned up to kiss her throbbing clit. I wasn’t sure which of the three of us was more eager for this to happen. But after watching the two of them, I urgently needed to fuck.

      I laid my rod down in the valley of Cate’s ass and took a moment to appreciate the sight. Her ass was generous, plump, curvy, soft, stark white, and endlessly round. I explored every inch with my hands, pinching and kneading as I went, pulling them apart, and finally pressing them tightly together, warming my cock between her cheeks. She began moving back and forth in a sensuous motion, moaning softly with impatience to be fucked as my shaft skimmed across her asshole.

      I couldn’t wait any longer. I backed up enough to see Liz’s face below us, the tip of her tongue extended into Cate’s sopping pussy, forming a runway directly to her entrance. Tenderly, taking my cock in one hand and pressing on my ass with her other, my wife did the heavy lifting of putting me inside Cate. Her tongue was cool and slick under my dick as she pushed me in fully.

      Cate grunted sharply once Liz had me buried to the hilt in her pussy. I stayed there a moment, nearly overwhelmed with sensation as my wife pulled my balls into her mouth from below and sucked them forcefully.

      Then I took over. I took hold of Cate at the hips and began to pound her with everything I had, feeling my wife’s tongue along the length of my shaft with every stroke. Now I felt like I was fucking another woman, in a way I hadn’t when Cate had been on top of me. I reveled in the sounds of my body smacking hers, over and over, unable to take my eyes from her ass cheeks as they jiggled wildly.

      Cate moaned continuously as she was fucked, the sounds modulating as her body shook. I was getting close, but trying to hold back, trying to make this last as long as possible.

      Liz shifted around below and began to lick Cate’s clit. She placed her hands up on Cate’s ass, spreading her cheeks for me, letting me in deeper. I let a thumb slide into the crevice to massage Cate’s asshole. It throbbed against the pressure I applied, and I pushed the tip of my thumb inside. Liz’s hands made their up Cate’s back, then slid around underneath to begin plucking her friend’s nipples.

      The sounds coming from Cate became nearly animalistic, only three intelligible words escaping her as my wife and I stimulated every sensitive part of her body.

      “Please don’t stop … please don’t stop …”

      We didn’t, and Cate soon built to an orgasm so explosive I actually envied it. She screeched and tried to hold still as her insides contracted. I could feel it around my cock and my thumb as her pussy and sphincter both tightened.

      I was on the verge, past the point of being able to hold back. Two more strokes into Cate, and I pulled out. I grabbed my cock and stroked, shooting a load onto Cate’s steaming folds, dripping my last onto Liz’s face.

      I collapsed backward, falling exhausted onto the bed, my fulfillment absolute.

      I watched Liz lovingly lick my cum from Cate’s snatch.

      It became dark in the room soon thereafter. None of us said anything as we began to move around like drunks.

      At some point, we all drank water.

      And at some point, we all went to sleep in the bed.
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            5

          

        

      

    

    
      I slept, naked, deep and dreamless, a naked woman on each side of me. I only woke up once.

      Or maybe I didn’t wake at all, and it was only a dream.

      I was aware of being hard, and there was a warm mouth around my cock, sucking slow and lustily.

      I felt smooth skin sliding along the sides of my legs, a heaviness straddled my hips, and my cock was enveloped by a heavenly wetness, deep and tight. I could feel coarse little hairs above my crotch as I was fucked.

      When I finally opened my eyes, with my head turned to the side, I saw Liz lying next to me. Her eyes were heavy, but open. She was looking at me with a sleepy sweetness. A pair of hands were pressing on my chest. I was still being ridden, the sensation of hot pussy grinding languorously against me, as Liz began to kiss me. First little pecks against my lips, then pushing her tongue inside my mouth.

      The weight above me vanished, slipping off, leaving me hard but too tired to do anything about it. Now there were two bodies on one side of me.

      I fell asleep to the sounds of kissing and quiet coos of pleasure.

      Then I was naked in a gondola, high above the ski trail. Liz and Cate were there, sitting across from me, also naked. They were kissing deeply, caressing each other’s breasts, fingers wandering between each other’s legs. I looked out the window and saw trees passing by. We were moving, and who knew when a station might come along, an attendant might open the door.

      Pretty sure that last part was a dream.
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      Cate did become a better skier. Though she never progressed beyond the Powderhorn trail, by the end of our time at Snowbelle she was able to handle it on her own, without holding onto me or Liz.

      Of course, we didn’t ski much over the next few days. We spent a lot of time in our room. At night, we all slept in the same bed. And there was sex. Me and Liz. Me and Cate. Sometimes Liz and Cate. But never the three of us together again. Not after that first night.

      On the last day, I was determined to brave Devil’s Trail. The girls agreed to stay behind and spend the day in the room, and I had a full day alone on the slopes. It was some of the best skiing I’ve ever done. I rode up in the gondolas ten or twelve times, all the way to the top. It was sunny, and the view was incredible, even though I was sharing it with strangers, different people on every trip. I looked out across the snow-covered mountain and wondered what the girls were doing back in the room all day.
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      Six months later, Liz told me that Cate had gotten back together with Eric. Not sure how that happened, but I wish her the best. I hope it works out this time.
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            Thanks for Reading!

          

        

      

    

    
      I hope you enjoyed Ski Lodge Ménage. Please consider leaving a brief review so that others can know what to expect.

      
        
        Read on to learn about other titles by Parker Pascal.

      

      

      
        
        Visit the Parker Pascal website to sign up for new release notifications and more!

      

      

      
        
        parker.packhousemedia.com
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        Amazon

        or

        parker.packhousemedia.com

      

        

      
        * * *

      

      

      
        
        HOLLY HOLD ON TIGHT 2: A HOTWIFE FINALE

      

      

      

      Crossing the line was only the beginning …

      

      Ever since he encouraged his wife to give in to temptation, Julian’s had one regret: He didn’t see it with his own eyes. With nothing to go on but the scraps Holly throws him—details that seem to change slightly with every telling—he’s left in a state of wonder. Literally. When he turns to the one person who might understand his new obsession, Julian gets a crash course in the breathtaking potential of his fantasy. But is he ready to see Holly like that?

      

      Ever since Holly let her hands wander over her strapping young specimen of a patient, she’s had only one regret: Not going nearly far enough. Now it’s her mind that won’t stop wandering. As lust permeates her fitful dreams, she worries if she’s blown her shot with Lance. But is someone else wise to her unlikely secret? When she reaches out for answers, Holly finds that her desires run even deeper than she knew. And, as it turns out, there’s more than one way to skin a cat.

      

      It’s not easy, for either of them, surrendering to something this forbidden. Especially not for a nurse, mom, and wife with a great life built around structure, temperance, and sacrifice. This couple has a lot to hold on to. Can Julian take the heat if Holly lets it all go?

      

      Simmering secrets will keep you holding on to find out!

      
        
        * * *

      

      

      
        
        HOLLY HOLD ON TIGHT: A HOTWIFE NOVEL

      

      

      

      Dark desires. Dirty impulses. They’re not part of Holly’s normal workday, and not part of her and Julian’s happy and very normal marriage. Until now …

      

      When Holly takes on a new home health client as a last-minute favor, temptation is the last thing she expects. But Lance is hardly a typical patient. Young and built, the new arrival to town is in perfect health. An on-the-job crush injury has left the construction foreman with two temporarily useless hands. That's a unique frustration for a guy on his own, and when Holly sees just how big Lance's frustration is, a sudden craving has her contemplating a few treatments that aren't exactly in the nursing manual.

      

      Good thing she’s a professional. Phew!

      

      Julian knows he’s a lucky man. Works at home. Beautiful wife who still has an incredible body beneath those shapeless scrubs she wears. When Holly, who’s so fastidious about all things—including sex—becomes insatiable in the bedroom, he knows something's up. As her forbidden thoughts about her good-looking patient and his predicament become clear, the couple’s sex life takes off, and Julian’s idea of having his own “naughty nurse” becomes all-consuming.

      

      Is it just a fantasy? Don’t all patients need followup? As Holly struggles to keep it professional, Julian encourages her to let go of her inhibitions and take Lance’s treatment into her own hands. What’s the harm? She works hard. She’s a great mom. She deserves to misbehave a little … right?

      

      But Julian had better get a grip of his own. If Holly lets go of that scrupulous nature that’s gotten her so far in life, there’s no telling where she'll stop.

      

      Holly Hold On Tight is a 62,000 word hotwife awakening with a scorching finale. M/F

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        CUCKOLD DELIVERANCE

      

      

      

      On a porch above a country store sits a strange boy with a banjo. When he begins to play, the tune will be familiar. The story that follows, however, is different.

      

      When Bobby spots Carrie Ann flirting with two handsome, strapping good old boys inside the store on the first night of their camping trip, he sees an opportunity to explore their long-shared fantasy.

      

      But they’re in the backwoods of eastern Tennessee, along the treacherous Coosawatee River. Bobby’s coworkers tell him he doesn’t seem like the camping type. It’s true Bobby hasn’t been to the river since he was a child, but ever since Carrie Ann began to tease him about the “mountain men” she expects to encounter, his fuse is lit.

      

      Besides, this is no movie, and these are enlightened times. Mountain men are no longer unwashed, brutal hillbillies … are they?

      

      As his humiliations pile up, Bobby may find his wife’s fantasy is like the wild Coosawatee itself — Once you’re in it, you go where the water carries you and try to avoid the rocks.

      

      Cuckold Deliverance is a 142,000 word odyssey into the dark core of a married couple’s fantasy, an explicit story of pride, love, lust, courage and ultimately survival that will make you squeal.

      

      Warning: FM, MFM, FMM, MM, MMM

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        THE CUCKOLD WHO CAME IN FROM THE COLD (Part One)

      

      

      

      In the clandestine world of spies and lies, nothing has a higher value than trust — Just like in the world of marriage.

      

      Ray Fillion is on the front lines of the intelligence trade. His wife Chloe is a technical analyst—sexy, smart, capable, devoted to supporting her husband from behind the scenes. As Ray and his partner, the alluring and lethal Olivia, try to turn a handsome foreign diplomat into an informant, Chloe is watching … listening. She sees and hears in vivid detail how an operative can deploy her talents to ensnare a target.

      

      Now Chloe doesn’t want to work behind the scenes anymore. She tells Ray she wants to go out in the field where she can be most effective. But Ray knows what that can mean. He’s seen Olivia ply her skills—up close—and he fears Chloe’s ambition will lead to her corruption.

      

      Keeping Chloe on the sidelines is only part of Ray’s dilemma. He's racing to stay ahead of a secret that is stalking him from his past, visions that he doesn’t understand. Something out there seems to be hunting him. Something that wants to break him, crush him … humiliate him. 

      

      When the agents look into an illicit immigration scheme they glimpse a swirling darkness that may obscure the recent murders of several fellow agents. Can Ray elude what’s behind him and unravel the mystery in front of him before his past snatches away his sanity? Before Olivia teaches Chloe all the tradecraft she knows?

      

      As reality blurs and loyalties are called into question, Ray may stand to lose more than his life. His manhood is at risk. Perhaps even his soul.

      

      Get undercover in the first installment of this dark and highly erotic novel of intrigue.

      

      Part I — 50,000 words. MF, hints of MM, open ending

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        THE CUCKOLD AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA

      

      

      

      “The ocean swallows the bones … “

      

      From the first time Will Cullen hears the phrase, he can’t get it out of his head. On a Caribbean cruise with a wife he is unable to satisfy, Will notices the wandering eyes of other men coveting Tabby’s body … and gets an idea. 

      

      “The ocean swallows the bones …” Does it mean that the ocean is a place to drown your secrets? Will definitely has some of those. As he comes to terms with the truth behind his failing marriage, he reasons it might be possible to facilitate one passionate evening for Tabby while keeping his own hands clean … and his secrets safe. 

      

      But on the open sea, everyone is both predator and prey. As Will takes a new friend into his confidence and sets his course, he may have to face the ultimate truth about himself: What kind of man he is, and where exactly that puts him on the food chain. 

      

      Because there’s someone on board who’s interested in more than a tropical tryst. Someone looking not just for a beautiful woman, but a beautiful woman on the arm of a weak man. Such men are what he lives for. Such men deserve to watch as their women are taken away. Such men are due for soul-crushing debasement. 

      

      If Will lets his wife fall into the arms of such a monster, the reckoning is going to be fast … vicious …

      

      Brutal. 

      

      Can Will weather the storm? Are there blue skies on the other side? Or are some trenches in the blue sea too dark and deep to ever escape? 

      

      Set sail in this short novel (47,000 words) of humiliation on the high seas. 

      

      Warning: Contains FF, FFM, and MM scenes.

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        SKI LODGE MÉNAGE—First Time FFM, Wife's Best Friend

      

      

      

      Never assume your wife wouldn’t have a threesome with another woman under the right circumstances. Never assume the other woman can’t be her best friend. (Quick! — Who are you thinking about right now?) 

      

      When Ben’s wife invites her jilted best friend along on the couple’s ski trip, Cate is determined not to be a third wheel. When the trio find themselves trapped in an enclosed ski lift, high above the snowpack, Cate tells her friends to just pretend she’s invisible. It’s cold up there! Gotta generate heat somehow. 

      

      Liz knows Cate is sex-deprived and lonely. It’s the main reason she invited her on the trip—to have some fun and forget her woes. In the ski lift, she notices Cate watching … and she notices her husband looking at Cate. 

      

      When they finally make it back to the lodge, each awakened to the possibilities for warming up after a long day on the slopes, will Liz and Cate put their friendship aside and give in to what they all really want?

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        DADDY LOST ME AT POKER

      

      

      

      When eighteen-year-old Haley becomes the stakes at her Daddy’s poker game, will she be able to cover all the bets? Daddy’s deep in the red to all the older men at the table … 

      

      Haley’s Daddy has promised her his motorcycle. When she finds out he’s using her beloved Harley to cover his bets, she changes into a tank top and cutoff jeans and makes her mind up to do anything necessary to make sure Daddy doesn’t lose her bike … Which might mean letting Daddy’s friends take turns with her on the poker table. 

      

      Haley’s stepbrother, Brody, has another game in mind. The dork can’t keep his hands to himself. But Haley has designs on Brody’s hot friend who’s spending the night. 

      

      A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do when Daddy has a gambling problem. 

      

      What will her mother say!

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        DRENCHING JESSIE

      

      

      

      There are five rooms dedicated to a woman’s erotic pleasure at The Packhouse. The farther down this hidden hallway you go, the closer you get to total abandon. And if getting drenched by multiple men is what you happen to want? The room at the end of the hall is where it can happen.

      

      Jessie is nineteen and doesn’t have much of a social life since her breakup with Henly a few months ago. And her heartbreak is compounded with frustration when she meets her ex’s hot friend, Carter. 

      

      Her mother has noticed her depression. Her Aunt Paige even says Jessie’s complexion has gone to hell and tells her niece, with a wink, that she knows a good facial treatment. 

      

      Jess is a little uncomfortable when her own mother and aunt invite her to go with them to the Packhouse for a girls’ night out. And when she finds out what goes on behind the scenes, she’s shocked … at first … 

      

      But Jess is a grown woman, they insist, and deserves to have her needs met. She ought to be able to have a little fun—the kind of fun available in Room One at The Packhouse. 

      

      But when Jessie finds out the secret everyone’s been holding back, Room One may not be enough for her. 

      

      How far will Jessie go?

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        SNOWBALLING MY CUCKOLD—A HOTWIFE GIVES BACK

      

      

      

      Trudy likes her husband to clean up after himself. And Darren doesn’t mind sharing a hot snowball. But if he wants to share his hotwife, will she expect him to clean up after another man? 

      

      Darren has indulged his wife’s little kink until it’s become his own. After all, there’s nothing he likes more than giving her what she wants. 

      

      When Trudy’s friend Shelly gets in the way of a much-needed promotion, they face a choice: Trudy can stay true to Darren, stay in her dead-end job, and let Shelly play the part of the hotwife … or she can give the strapping new boss something Shelly won’t. 

      

      Or at least that’s what Trudy tells Darren. And as things heat up, the couple are both asking themselves the same question: Are we doing this because we have to? Or are we doing it because we want to? 

      

      Watching your wife with another man is one thing. But will she taste the same? How far will Trudy go? And will her husband follow her? 

      

      This sloppy tale of backroom trysts, cell phone videos, sticky kisses, and shared snowballs moves to a salty conclusion that’s shocking, sweet, and good to the last hot drop.
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