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Chapter 1

Ihad never actually been skiing before. Mostly, it was because of the biting cold, the endless layers of bulky clothing, and the overall feeling that it was a world that my husband Joel belonged to far more than I did.

Skiing was his thing. He usually saved the mountains for his annual trips with Austin, and I was always happy to stay behind while they fed their need for adventure. It was their tradition, and I was fine with that. But this year, the guys decided to change things up. Instead of their usual boys’ trip, it turned into a double date with Gemma and me joining them, and when Joel showed me the chalet he and Austin had booked, I realized I was looking forward to it more than I expected.

I didn’t know it at the time, but there was a reason for that. I just hadn’t let myself admit it yet.

Anyway, it was Joel who suggested Whistler. Normally he and Austin stuck to Colorado for their trips, but this time, they wanted to mix things up a bit and treat us to something different. Which is how I ended up here, standing in the gear room, completely out of my element, surrounded by all the expensive equipment we’d just rented.

“Hey, Joel, can you give me a hand with this?” I called out across the room.

I was standing near one of the clothes racks and wrestling with the zipper of my base layer. It seemed nice and pliable in my hands when I first picked it out, but now that I was actually inside it, it felt much more like a straitjacket. The material was unforgiving and grasping tight to every inch of me, and the zipper had snagged somewhere just below my ribs.

Joel didn’t hear, though. He was across the room, tending to his pair of boots and engrossed in adjusting the bindings. Before I could even try and get his attention again, a voice suddenly drifted right beside my ear.

“Here, let me get that.”

It was Austin. I hadn’t heard him walk up behind me, but suddenly he was there, looming over my frame in a way that made my stomach slightly drop. He took the metal tab into his fingers and tugged it away from my skin. His head was bent low and focused on my midsection when he spoke to me. “It’s stuck on the lining.”

I stayed perfectly still, convinced that moving even an inch would reveal how hot my skin had grown under the layers. Austin worked the zipper with ease, pulling and tugging until the threads underneath finally gave way. The closeness of him was almost suffocating. It was a simple gesture, something a friend would do without a second thought, but my heart raced on anyway as the warmth of his fingers seeped through to my chest.

Austin was a sturdy guy. Not as broad as Joel and a little bit tighter in the shoulders, but still tall enough that I had to tilt my chin up just a little whenever I spoke to him. He had dark, ruffled hair, a generous patch of beard, and a flat set of dark eyes that took you right in.

“There,” he said finally, setting the zipper free. Slowly, he slid it right up my chest. His eyes tracked the movement the whole way, intentionally passing over the curve of my breasts and pausing at my lips too. His hand hovered near my neck for a moment before he finally stepped back. “Just a little tight is all, but that looks about right now. Nice and snug.”

I let out a breath and tried to steady myself. “Thanks,” I whispered. The word scratched its way up a throat that had gone completely dry.

My gaze wandered as Austin turned away. I expected to see Joel still focused on his equipment, but instead, I found myself staring straight into his eyes. He was sitting back now, arms folded in satisfaction, and he wasn’t saying a word. He had been watching us. He had seen Austin’s hands on my hips and how they worked their way up my chest, pausing way too close to my tits. He saw the way he pulled the suit tight against my body, and the way I stood there and let him do it.

A flush of guilt pricked at my neck. But when I looked deeper at him, I didn’t see anger. His face was slack, and his eyes were dilated. It was a look I recognized from the bedroom. The same look he had when he’d pin me down and sink deep inside me, or whenever I’d let him pull my hair back and shove his cock deep down my throat.

It was clear that my husband was far from jealous. Rather, he was getting off on it.

“Austin’s right, Tara,” Joel added. He finally stood up, leaving the rest of his gear on the bench. “You look incredible in that suit.”

Austin laughed. “Man, I don’t know if I used those words exactly, but sure, I guess it fits.”

“Oh, shut up, Austin,” Gemma then called out, rounding the corner of the lockers to join us. She looked at me with a grin. “Don’t listen to him, Tara. Seriously, your ass looks amazing in that.”

She was the one to talk. Gemma was the kind of blond who looked good in everything, and the ski gear was doing her favors I hadn’t expected. She was wearing a tight white set that looked like it had been sprayed on, lifting her tits high and cutting in sharp just above her ass. It brought out every single one of her delicious curves. She looked like a bunny, but the dirty kind.

Austin clearly thought so too. Because as Gemma walked over to him, he reached out and snagged her by the waist, pulling her back against his crotch until she gasped. One of his hands spread out wide over her stomach, while the other gave one of her ass cheeks a nice squeeze, threatening to claim her right there in front of us.

“Alright, enough fashion show,” Austin added. “You guys ready to hit it? I’m itching to get on the lift.”

I reached down to grab my helmet, but hesitated. “I think so? Actually, I feel like I can’t really move my left foot. Is it supposed to hurt this much just standing here?”

Joel frowned and walked over, dropping to a squat in front of me. He poked at the plastic shell of my boot. “Let me see.” He checked the gap at my heel. “Damn it. Think they’ve given you the wrong size. That binding is going to pinch like a bitch if we don’t adjust this now.”

I sighed. “Great, off to a flying start.”

Joel looked up at the others. “Go ahead. Don’t wait for us.”

“You sure?” Gemma replied. “We can hang on for a bit if you want?”

“Nah, go. We’ll meet you at the base near the gondola. This one’s going to take me a while to sort out, and I don’t want you standing around for nothing. Go and get a head start.”

Austin nodded, grabbing his skis from the rack. “Alright we’ll wait outside for a bit and stretch out, see if you’re not done by then. Don’t take too long though, or we’re starting without you.”

They turned and headed out into the snow. As the door clicked shut behind them, the room went quiet again, and I was left alone with Joel kneeling at my feet.

The thing was, though, adjusting my boots didn’t even take ten minutes. It barely took ten seconds.

Joel reached down, gave the buckle on my boot a quick tug to loosen it, and then snapped it right back into place. He looked up at me with a smirk that told me he knew exactly what he was doing. “Better?” he asked.

“You’re terrible,” I said, though I didn’t move away.

He stood up, brushing his knees off, and stepped up close to my lips, eyeing them with a dirty look. “I just wanted a minute. You think I’m going to just let you walk out of here looking like this without getting a taste of you first?”

Before I could even reply, he grabbed my waist, pulling me hard against him until our hips collided, and then he pressed his lips against mine. His kiss was rough and sloppy, and the scratch of his stubble burned pleasantly against my chin. I melted into it immediately. My hands found the back of his neck next, weaving through his soft hair, before pulling him in closer and grounding myself against the solid wall of his chest.

When he pulled back, he didn’t let go. He kept his face close to mine, reminding me of just how good I looked. “I wasn’t lying before, Tara. You look so fucking sexy in this thing. I’ve been dying to get my hands on you the moment you slid it on.”

His hands moved down from my waist, gripping my ass through the suit, squeezing it just as tight as Austin did with Gemma. I leaned into his touch, loving the way he held me close.

“I saw him watching you. I knew he couldn’t take his eyes off your tits while he was fixing that zipper,” Joel murmured.

My cheeks flushed, but I didn’t even try to deny it. After all, Joel and I didn’t do that. Not this far into our marriage. “I know.”

“Did you like it?”

I hesitated for a split second, then nodded against his shoulder. “Maybe a little. It was sort of intense.”

“I bet it was,” he chuckled. His hand snaked around to press against the seam right in front of my cunt. “I’ve seen the way he looks at you. We both have. It’s been there for years, hasn’t it? Ever since we first met. That little something in the air whenever the four of us are together.”

He was right. It wasn’t something we talked about often, but the tension had always been a quiet third wheel in our friendship with them. A lingering glance here, a joke that landed too intimately there. And now that we were here, isolated on a mountain in a different country, it felt like the volume had been turned all the way up.

“He’s a good looking guy, I know,” Joel continued.

I looked at him, trying to read his expression. For a second, the thought flickered through my mind that maybe he wanted this. That maybe, the idea of Austin wanting me turned him on more than he let on. But I pushed the thought away. It was ridiculous. We were here to ski. Besides, I couldn’t even think clearly anymore, because Joel’s hand had moved.

His fingers were quick, sliding up and over the waistband of my base layer, brushing past my pubic hair, and slipping between my wet pussy lips.

“Fuck, Joel,” I gasped. My eyes were already starting to roll back.

“Mm, nice and wet, even in the cold,” he groaned as his fingers worked their way through my tender flesh. Then he parted my folds, and drove his fingers inside. I moaned instantly.

“You’re so damn horny. Is this for him? Or is this for me?”

I was breathing heavily now. “It’s for you. Of course it’s for you! You make me so fucking wet, Joel.”

“Good girl.” Then he brought his lips to my neck and started kissing me there, pulling the tender skin into his mouth and sucking on it, determined to mark me. Meanwhile, his fingers picked up speed, twisting inside me vigorously. Joel clearly wanted to see me come undone.

I kept moaning, louder and louder. The sounds echoed off the wooden walls around us easily, rattling back into our ears. I was so horny I could barely stand. I reached down, palming his cock through the bulge in his pants. The man was rock hard, pulsing heavily even through all the layers. I squeezed him once, desperate to get a sound out of him.

He groaned into my mouth, fingering me faster. “I know this is a couples’ trip,” he growled, “but the moment we get alone, I’m going to fuck you so hard, Tara. I hope you’re ready.”

My cunt throbbed at his words. My climax was only moments away now. I was about to come violently, right here in the gear room.

But suddenly, just as I was about to hit my peak, a knock sounded on the door. Then came Austin’s voice: “Hey! You guys coming or what? We’re about to head off!”

We paused immediately. Austin’s words shattered the moment, and Joel pulled his hand out of my underwear, leaving me empty and gasping.

We stumbled back from each other. I scrambled to fix my layers, tucking my top back into place and straightening down my hair.

“We’re coming!” Joel shouted at the door, grabbing his gloves off the bench. “Just had to grab a few things! Be right there!”

Joel looked at me one last time and gave me a filthy grin. He brought his hand up to his face and locked eyes with me as he put his wet fingers into his mouth and sucked them clean. “Mm, delicious as always, Tara. Now, promise me you won’t dry out while we’re up there, okay?”

“Definitely not with you around,” I replied with a teasing smile, shooting him a quick wink before we fixed on our helmets, grabbed our skis, and headed for the front door.


Chapter 2

Whistler was vast, impressive, and objectively beautiful, but from where I was sitting, which was usually on my ass in a bank of powdered snow, it mostly just felt like an unforgiving theater of humiliation.

The first hour was pretty much just a bunch of breathless cursing and seeing all the different ways my limbs could twist and ache. While Joel and Austin carved clean lines into the mountain, cutting through the snow with grace, Gemma and I spent most of the morning just trying to stay upright. The only thing we managed to do well was wait in line for the chairlift, get on it, and somehow stumble off.

I watched Joel as he tore down a ridge to our left, his body moving with smoothness and confidence. My husband couldn’t help but look so damn sexy. Starting from where we were, he skidded to a halt about twenty feet below, spraying a fan of snow, and glanced back up at us.

“You guys coming?” he shouted.

Beside me, Gemma groaned, trying to leverage herself up with a pole that kept sinking too deep. “If I can figure out how to not fall down on my face, then yes, I’ll be right there.”

I laughed. Though I wasn’t any better off than Gemma.

We managed to scrape our way down eventually, but the contrast was impossible to ignore. Every time we regrouped, the boys were high-fiving, smiling from ear to ear, and eager to hit the next peak. Meanwhile, Gemma and I were just trying to survive.

“Okay,” Austin said, skiing backward to face us as we reached a plateau. He didn’t even look winded. “Maybe we dial it back. There’s a long green run just over that ridge. It’s wide open and has a gentle slope, I think it would be great for practice.”

“Gentle sounds fantastic,” I muttered.

We pushed off toward the easier run. It was quieter here, and we all felt nicely removed from the chaos of the main village. The snow was packed harder, easier to navigate, but Gemma still wobbled the second gravity took hold. She drifted too far right, panicked, and had to throw herself sideways to stop before hitting the tree line.

We all skidded to a halt around her.

“I’m done,” she huffed, sitting back on her skis. She looked up at Austin, who was hovering over her with a look of mild exasperation. “I can’t do this with you watching me like that. You look like you’re waiting for me to break something.”

Austin adjusted his grip on his poles. “I’m just watching your form, Gem. You keep leaning back.”

“I’m leaning back because I don’t want to die,” she countered. Then she looked past him and locked her eyes on Joel. There was something devious in her expression. “I think I just need a new teacher. Austin’s too invested. He gets stressed when I mess up.”

Joel planted his poles. “And you think I’m going to go easy on you?”

“I think you have more patience,” she lied smoothly. She shimmied her skis around so she was facing him properly. “Come on, Joel. Show me what I’m doing wrong. Austin can deal with Tara. She’s actually listening to instructions, so they’re a better match anyway.”

It was a setup. A lie that was just barely subtle. Still, the mood shifted the moment she brought it up. I glanced over at Austin, waiting for him to say something, but he didn’t. All he did was shrug. “Works for me. Tara’s balance is better anyway,” he replied.

“Traitor,” Gemma teased, but she was already reaching a hand out to Joel.

My husband skied closer, maneuvering between her legs and hauling her up. It was innocent, but the way he pretty much dragged her right in front of his cock wasn't innocent at all.

Joel looked at her and spoke. “Alright, let’s see. I think the first thing to improve is your stance. Your legs need to be wider. You need a proper base.”

I watched as he used his boot to kick her skis further apart. He grabbed her hips with no hesitation and physically tilted her torso forward. Gemma giggled delightedly as she let him manhandle her into position.

“Like this?”

“Less arch, more squat,” Joel corrected, keeping his hands positioned firmly just above her ass.

A small wave of jealousy rolled through me. Those were my husband’s hands on her, and my husband’s voice in her ear. I mean, he was touching her like he was about to bend her over and fuck her right there. How could I not feel jealous? But underneath all of that, something else stirred. I couldn’t deny it. I liked watching it. Especially the way he took control, so strong and sure, and how she immediately melted under his touch. Her panties were probably already soaked.

“Ready, Tara?” a voice then said right next to my ear.

I flinched, turning to find Austin sliding in beside me. He was closer than necessary, but I didn’t mind at all.

“Let them figure that out,” he continued. “Let’s worry about you.”

I swallowed, nodding. “Right. Me.”

Austin then circled me, and stopped behind me for a second. He gripped my hips tight. “Your stance is okay, but you’re too stiff to have any balance, especially when you lock your knees like that.”

He kept his hands where they were and pressed down, forcing me to bend slightly. I sank into the posture immediately. It felt instinctive to stick my ass out for him, and my mind went straight to the gutter, imagining him ripping down my layers and shoving his cock inside me right there.

“Better,” he said.

Up ahead, Joel had released Gemma, and she was gliding forward. Still a bit shaky, but at least upright. Meanwhile, Joel was skiing backward in front of her and coaxing her down, while his focus was entirely consumed by her. She said something I couldn't hear, and then he laughed, reaching out to tap her helmet playfully.

“Eyes up here, Tara,” Austin instructed.

I snapped my attention back to him. He had moved around to face me now. The reflective lenses of his goggles hid his eyes, which made it worse. I couldn't tell where he was looking, but I could feel it anyway. He was staring right at my tits.

“Follow my line,” he said. “Don’t look at your feet. Look at my chest.”

He pushed off, moving slowly, carving a wide curve into the snow with his skis. I followed, trying to mimic him as best I could. Austin then waited for me at the turn, letting me catch up until our skis were nearly overlapping.

“You’re doing really well, keep going,” he praised. He reached out and gripped my upper arm to steady me as I wobbled. His grip was strong. “Trust the edge, Tara. You shouldn’t be fighting it.”

“It feels unnatural,” I panted back.

“That’s because you’re trying to control it too much.” He slid his hand down my arm, capturing my gloved hand in his. He squeezed it once to ground me. “Just let it take you, okay? Don’t worry at all, I’ll be right here protecting you, and I definitely won’t let you crash.”

I took an extra moment to look at him, because everything he was doing and saying to me right now was making my pussy wetter by the second. The dark scruff of his beard peeked out beneath the rim of his helmet, and his mouth curved into a sly smile that barely moved, like he knew exactly what he was doing to me.

Down the slope, I noticed Joel adjusting Gemma’s bindings again, crouched low in the snow between her legs while she looked down at him. His face was just inches from her pants, and neither of them seemed to think anything of it. Seeing them like that should have made me do something, but all I did was lean further back and press my shoulder blade harder against Austin’s chest.

“Okay, I trust you,” I then whispered.

The rest of the run was basically just foreplay on skis. Austin stayed glued to my flank, and every time I leaned too far back, his hand was there, pushing me up by my ass, and if I went too far the other way, he would come around to “accidentally” hold me by my tits.

It was effective. I stopped falling. But more than that, I stopped looking for Joel.

When the run finally ended, we found ourselves resting near a cluster of trees about halfway down, back in our regular pairings. Austin and Gemma had drifted quite a bit further down the ridge, stopping near the edge of one of the drop offs to take in the view. From here, they were just silhouettes against the white expanse, close enough to recognize but far enough to ignore.

Joel unclipped his bindings and sank into the snow beside me. His cheeks were flushed red from the wind, and his hair was matted with sweat under his helmet which he’d just pulled off and tossed aside.

“You’re getting better, Tara,” he appraised. Then he nodded to where Austin was standing. “Austin’s not such a bad teacher either.”

“He’s hands-on, for sure,” I replied, unzipping the top of my jacket to let some heat escape. “He doesn’t let you get away with much.”

Joel turned to me, dragging his gaze away from the valley and instead to my chest. “I noticed. He spent half that run with his hand on your ass.”

“Helping me balance,” I lied, though we both knew that wasn’t why he was doing it.

“Right. Balance.” Joel chuckled. Then he reached out and brushed his hand up the inside of my thigh for a brief second. “Gemma’s the same. Doesn't trust her own legs unless I’m holding her up.”

“I saw.” I looked down at Austin and Gemma. They were standing very close now and kissing. The sight made my pussy pulse a little bit. “You looked like you were enjoying the rescue work.”

Joel didn’t deny it. He tracked my gaze down the mountain. “She’s softer than you. It triggers something, I guess. Makes you want to handle her.”

The honesty of it hit me hard, but honestly, it just heightened my arousal even more. “It triggered something in me too,” I admitted. “Watching you touch her should have pissed me off.”

“But it didn’t?”

“No.” I turned back to him. “It made me want to swallow your cock right here in the snow.”

Joel’s eyes widened. He knew I wasn’t bluffing, and sat up to open his stance, reaching for his fly and pulling it down. “Show me, then,” he commanded.

I helped him along, digging through the layers of his thermals, and soon his cock sprang out free in the biting air. I rearranged myself on my knees, sinking slightly into the snow, and buried my face straight in his lap. Taking him into my mouth out here felt illicit. The cold air nipped at my face, but his cock was scorching hot, and I loved the way it warmed my mouth right up. I took him deep immediately, no teasing, letting the back of my throat accommodate him and enjoying how he throbbed against the inside of my cheeks.

Joel groaned, and pushing my head in deeper on his cock. “Fuck, Tara. Just like that.”

I kept sucking him. My hands pumped away at the base of his dick while my tongue swirled around his head. As I did, my eyes drifted open, losing focus, and wandered down the slope.

Austin and Gemma had retreated slightly into the tree line. It was hard to see clearly, but I definitely saw Gemma drop to her knees. At the same time, I saw Austin’s head tip back.

There was no doubt she had a mouth full of his cock, too.

The sight made me suck on Joel harder. I relaxed my throat even more, letting him sink in deeper, desperate to pull everything out of him.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he suddenly grunted. “Keep sucking me Tara.”

I stayed right where I was and sucked him harder as he unraveled. A moment later, Joel shuddered, his thighs trembling against my chest, and spilled warm and thick seed into my mouth. I let it slide down my throat, milking his cock with a few more pulls of my mouth to make sure I got all of it, before resting back.

Joel hardly gave me a second to recover. He was panting, but his eyes were locked square between my legs.

“My turn,” he said.

He grabbed my hips and shoved me backward. I landed with my back to the snow, but he was already there, pushing my legs apart. He didn't bother with finesse. He yanked my pants down just enough to expose me, the freezing air hitting my damp skin for a split second before his mouth made contact.

I felt his tongue dart out first, dragging right through the sloppy mess between my pussy lips before moving up to latch onto my clit. He sucked it into his mouth, hard, and a loud moan ripped right out of my throat. “Fuck, yes!” I gasped.

Joel continued the pressure, working my clit just how I liked it, before pushing his tongue in as far as it would go into my slit. I grabbed handfuls of snow, crushing the ice in my fists to ground myself as he sucked and slurped. He groaned against me, the vibration humming against my wet skin, driving me closer to the edge with every wet slap of his tongue. At some point my head fell back, and all I could see was the canopy of trees spinning above me, until everything finally went white.

“Oh my God, Joel, I’m coming!” My muscles seized up as I came apart, clamping my thighs tight against his ears while the waves of ecstasy rolled through me. It didn’t take long for me to soak his face completely with my cum.

When the last shudder left me, he pressed one final kiss to my swollen clit, and then looked up. The cold had already started to turn the cum on his chin into tiny ice crystals, but he didn’t seem to mind. All Joel did was smile, help me zip up again, and press his lips back against mine for one more kiss.


Chapter 3

After a long day of skiing, we all ended up sitting in the massive hot tub behind the chalet, perched right at the edge of the deck. Down in the valley, the resort lights were just a scatter of yellow pinpricks. Very distant, and very insignificant. Around us, the snow fell in soft flakes, disappearing the moment they met the warm air rising from the tub. My legs, which had been aching and stiff since we walked off the mountain, finally stopped seizing. The heat was amazing, soaking straight through to the bone and nourishing me from within, while the alcohol helped with the rest.

I was settled in Joel’s lap with a glass of wine in my hand and the water gently bubbling away at nipple height. Across from us, Gemma was cuddling with Austin with her back to his chest, wearing a white string bikini that barely covered anything.

“Honest to God, Austin,” Gemma said, taking a long pull from her beer. “If I hadn’t jumped ship, I’d probably still be face down in the snow. You just make me so damn nervous.”

Austin laughed in response. He rested his chin on her shoulder kissing her. “That’s because you know I like to push you,” he teased.

I took a moment to admire him. The way the water slid down his chest, catching in the dark curls of hair spread across his pecs. He looked even more dangerous without all the layers, and seeing the steam wisp around his flushed skin like that was already starting to make my stomach tighten.

Austin’s eyes found mine through the haze. “Anyway, Tara certainly doesn’t panic, especially when you put your hands on her. She actually leans into the weight.”

My pussy instantly twitched. The playful vibe that had carried us through the day was dissolving, replaced by the alcohol and the stark intimacy of being almost naked together in the tub.

I looked at Gemma. The fabric of her top had gone translucent from the water, plastered flat against every inch of her tits. Even her nipples were jutting right out. She caught me looking, and rather than moving or acknowledging it, she chose to arch her back instead and shift her weight so her ass ground harder against Austin’s cock.

“God, this water feels good,” she sighed.

That was when Austin moved his hand from the rim of the tub and slid it down her stomach, dipping below the surface of the water to put a hand between her thighs. She let out a soft moan as he started rubbing her cunt through her bikini bottoms.

Joel leaned forward and kissed my neck, noticing my immediate arousal. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I breathed. I could feel his erection swelling up against my ass now. It grew with every second I stared at the couple across from us. I knew Joel was turned on just as much as I was.

Gemma then turned in Austin’s lap so she could straddle him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and mashed her mouth against his, kissing him with a sloppy hunger. Austin took the invitation instantly and gripped her ass tight. His fingers sank deep into the soft flesh of her cheeks, pulling her down hard against his cock. Then they started getting tongues involved, tangling them shamelessly in front of us. Out from their mouths came a messy and desperate sound that echoed off the water, drowning out the gentle hum of the jets around us. When Austin finally pulled back, a string of saliva connected their lips. Then he looked down at her chest. “You’re overdressed, Gem. Why don’t you show us what you’re hiding under there?”

I expected her to laugh it off, or maybe to make a joke about the fact that her friends were staring at her just a few feet away, but Gemma did nothing of the sort. Instead, Gemma did exactly what her husband requested, and reached behind her neck. With a quick snap, her top came undone. She peeled the wet fabric away, tossing it onto the snowy deck without a second thought. Her tits swung free. They were heavy and glistening with water, and had these perfectly dark nipples that were nice and erect. I had never seen her bare tits before, but gosh were they absolutely gorgeous.

“Holy shit,” Joel breathed against my ear.

I couldn’t look away. Austin didn’t either. He lowered his head and latched onto her left tit, sucking the stiff peak into his mouth with a slurping noise that made my pussy flutter yet again. Gemma moaned, and cradled his head, letting him suck on her tits however hard he wanted.

“Ooh yes!” She moaned.

Austin continued sucking, flicking at her nipple with his tongue and rolling the other one between his fingers. Once he was done with one tit, he moved to the next, drawing big circles around the areola with his tongue and pulling the nipple deep between his teeth.

“Austin, fuck, I need you inside me right now,” she then whimpered, grinding down harder on his lap. She reached down into the water. I saw her arm flex as she yanked at the ties of her bikini bottoms. A second later, she shimmied them off underwater, and they floated free. She was completely naked now.

Austin made his move next. He shoved his swim trunks down, freeing his cock just below the water. He grabbed the hard shaft and lined the head up with her dripping entrance, before notching it right in the gap. Gemma lifted her hips, reached down between her legs to align him right, and then sank down on his cock right there in the water.

“Oh, fuck!” she screamed.

My mouth fell open. I watched as she started to bounce on him, while the water churned around their joined bodies. I could see everything. The way her ass jiggled under the water as she rode the thick length of his cock, the way her tits bounced wildly with every thrust, and the expression on Austin’s face like he’d just died and gone to heaven.

It was filthy, and I couldn’t believe such uninhibited and shameless fucking was happening only a few feet away from me. By my good friends, at that.

“Damn, look at how she just swallows him whole,” Joel growled. He was clearly getting ideas because I suddenly felt his hand slide down to the front of my bikini bottoms and dive straight in between my pussy lips. He found my clit instantly, rubbing the swollen nub hard before curling two fingers deep inside me and matching the rhythm of what was happening in front of us.

“Ooh,” I moaned as he started fingering me. I turned around to kiss his neck, feeling incredibly horny now. I was starting to moan too, though I still couldn’t look away from the scene across the tub.

Austin grunted and gripped Gemma’s waist, forcing her down harder on his cock. “Fuck, Gemma, your cunt’s so damn tight. My dick feels clamped!”

“Fuck, just stretch me out,” she begged.

My own cunt throbbed so hard it was painful. Seeing her take him like that without an ounce of shame broke something in me. I pressed back against Joel, grinding my ass against his erection, desperate to feel full like that.

Gemma caught my stare. A dirty smile cut through her expression. “Like the view, Tara? Does it make your pussy throb watching Austin’s cock stretch out my cunt like this?”

The question shattered the last bit of control I had left. I was so fucking turned on. I could feel my cunt quiver in arousal now, leaking out more of my juice into the hot water around me. Without thinking, I reached down and grabbed Joel’s cock through his swim trunks. He was hard as steel, throbbing against my palm.

“Fuck me,” I demanded, turning in his lap to straddle him, not worrying about being polite or shy anymore. “Joel, put it inside me right now. I need you to fill my pussy up, please!”

Without wasting a second, Joel yanked his trunks down to his knees, freeing his erection into the swirling water and aligning his cock at the entrance of my cunt. I lifted my hips, grabbing his shaft to guide the head even deeper between my swollen lips, and a moment later, he was inside. A thick, relentless ram that split me open completely and filled me all the way up to my cervix. I gasped immediately. Joel’s cock was engorged and hot, and exactly what my aching cunt needed after a long day of teasing.

“Ooh yes!” I moaned, bouncing on his lap to take him deeper. “Fuck my pussy, Joel!”

We fucked right there alongside them. The sounds of our bodies slapping together mixed with the animalistic noises from across the tub. It was pure chaos. I loved watching Gemma’s tits bounce up and down as she rode Austin’s cock, and every time she moaned, I pressed deeper onto Joel.

At some point, I was drawn to Austin again, and noticed that his eyes had shifted from Gemma onto me, completely engrossed in my tits and the way they jiggled around as I rode my husband. The heat in his stare hit me right in my clit. I squeezed my eyes shut, fantasizing that it was his smooth, bearded face buried in my neck, and his massive cock instead of Joel’s that was reaming my pussy out and stretching me wide.

“Switch for me, Tara,” Joel then growled against my neck. “I want to see your ass.”

He spun me around and pushed my chest forward until I was draped over the edge of the tub. The freezing air bit at my wet back, but I didn’t care. Grabbing my ass, he spread my cheeks further apart and thrust his cock deep into my cunt from behind. The angle hit just the right spot, stealing the air from my lungs as my slick pussy lips dragged against his shaft.

To my right, Austin was doing the exact same thing to Gemma. Her tits were pressed firmly against the wooden edge of the tub, and her pale, round ass shook violently as he pounded into her cunt without mercy. We were perfectly mirrored. Two husbands taking their good little wives exactly how they wanted.

Suddenly, Austin groaned. A deep and powerful roar that signaled the end was near. I thought he was going to empty himself inside here right there, but instead, he yanked his cock out.

“Gemma, get up,” he ordered her.

Gemma giggled as she stood up. Austin did the same, and dragged her upright, pulling her out of the water and onto the deck. She kept giggling the whole time, completely thrilled by his roughness. She kneeled down, shivering on the deck, thrusting her chest out proudly so her tits were right at cock height. Austin gripped his dick, stroking it once, twice, three times, and then erupted all over her.

Several white ropes of cum shot across her chest, coating her tits all over. She looked down, mesmerized, watching the jizz slide over her wet skin, steaming slightly in the cold air. She ran a finger through the load, smearing the warmth across her nipple, and smiling at the filth of it.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away, even as Joel was fucking me and pulling desperate moans from my lips. Austin’s cock was glistening, and it looked so damn meaty. Girthy, heavy, and definitely thicker than Joel’s, though not quite as long. It hung heavy between his legs, slowly softening but still undeniably impressive. My mouth watered. In that moment, watching him panting and spent, all I could think about was how badly I wanted that thick meat of his knocking at the back of my throat, and how much I wanted to taste the cum he’d just spilled all over her tits.

I glanced back over my shoulder and saw that Joel was admiring them too. His hips had slowed, but his attention was completely fixed on Gemma. He was watching the streaks of white slide down her chest, and honestly looked like he wanted to crawl out of the water, bury his face in her tits, and lick Austin’s cum right off her skin.

That sent me over the edge. My pussy clenched down hard on his cock, squeezing him with sudden and violent intensity, and I came.

“Fuck, Joel!” I gasped.

The orgasm took me over completely. Feeling me tighten around him threw Joel over the edge too. He grunted loudly and thrust forward one last time before he ejaculated. His cock throbbed relentlessly as he let go, pumping spurt after spurt of his hot cum deep inside me. Joel stayed buried in me for a few moments longer as he caught his breath, allowing his cock to twitch gently against my walls as it softened.

As the fog in my brain started to lift, I looked across the deck. Austin was helping Gemma clean up, but he was watching us. And Joel was still staring at Gemma.

That’s when I realized that the “something in the air” Joel had mentioned in the gear room earlier wasn’t just in his head anymore. It was very much here, fully alive and impossible to ignore. There was no teasing or flirting with the idea anymore, and I had a feeling that by tomorrow, things would be getting even more complicated.


Chapter 4

The morning run was quieter than the day before, mostly because it was just the two of us. Joel and I skied through the snow on a completely different ridge, enjoying the silence of the mountain before the crowds descended. We had slipped out of the chalet early, leaving the others behind to sleep off the exhaustion they were nursing.

It wasn’t a surprise they hadn’t surfaced yet. Definitely not after the performance they put on last night.

After the hot tub, Gemma and Austin had stumbled back to their room, wrapped in towels and clearly still a bit tipsy. Joel and I had stayed behind in the water, spent but still very much buzzing with horny energy. We barely had time to catch our breath before the first moans started drifting down from their window, which they must have kept open, intentionally or not. It was unmistakable: a solid set of thuds as the headboard hit the wall, the slapping of skin on skin, and Austin’s loud grunts mixing with Gemma’s cries.

It didn’t take long for those sounds to pull us back under. We decided to just have sex again, right there in the water, moving in time with the noises coming from upstairs. I remember closing my eyes and listening to Austin’s growls, letting myself imagine that the weight pressing against me in the hot tub wasn’t Joel, but him. Joel was clearly lost in the same haze. He pounded into me with a powerful hunger, coming inside me not once, but twice more in quick succession. He drained himself into me, muttering filth against my neck as he pumped in and out. His stamina was no doubt fueled by the image of Gemma getting railed by Austin back inside.

By the time we finally dragged ourselves out of the tub and made it to bed, Joel could barely keep his eyes open. He passed out the second we collapsed, pulling me into his arms before sinking into a deep sleep.

I hardly slept, though, because in the middle of the night, I woke up to the sound of them going at it again. This time, I’m pretty sure they even got up for another round of drinks, because their filters were completely non-existent. Through the wall, their voices were slurred and carried a dirty edge that instantly made my skin prickle with heat.

“Fuck, Austin… imagine his cock in my mouth right now.” Gemma’s voice rattled through the timber, followed by the sound of a heavy thrust. “Imagine Joel’s big dick sliding down my throat while you fuck me.”

My breath caught in the dark.

“I bet she’d suck me so good.” Austin groaned back. “Fuck, I want to see Tara’s pretty little mouth wrapped around this.”

The shock of hearing my name on his lips, spoken with such hungry intent, instantly made me go wet. I lay there in the dark, my pulse bounding in my chest, realizing that this wasn’t just a one-sided fantasy. They were thinking about us too. They were just as horny for us as we were for them.

Naturally, I had to touch myself. I was sore, my pussy still tender from how hard Joel had used me earlier, but I couldn’t help it. My hand slid down my stomach and slipped between my legs, finding my clit already swollen and slick with cum. I rubbed myself urgently right there next to my sleeping husband, stifling my moans into the pillow as I listened to my friends fantasizing about fucking us. I came so hard that my thighs started shaking violently, and I gushed even more of my own cum, making an absolute mess of the sheets beneath me. I was shocked at my own depravity, but I just couldn’t stop. Eventually, after what almost felt like several hours, they finally collapsed and fell asleep, ending the performance once and for all.

Anyway, now, after a quick ski run and a bite to eat, Joel and I found ourselves in a small wooden sauna tucked behind the main lodge, and that same raw heat started building all over again. We’d decided to hit the sauna to sweat out toxins and loosen up our muscles before lunch, hoping to reset before the second afternoon run.

I sat on the upper bench with a towel draped loosely around my chest, while Joel sat beside me, leaning forward with his elbows resting on his knees, staring blankly at the pile of hot rocks in the corner while beads of sweat ran down the center of his back.

“The run was good today,” I said. “I feel like I’m actually getting my edges down.”

Joel wiped a hand across his forehead and flicked the sweat away. “Yeah. You looked solid out there. Way less wobbling than yesterday.”

“Thanks to the instruction, I guess.”

He hummed in agreement, but I could tell his mind wasn’t focused on my skiing form. Neither was mine. I decided I couldn’t keep it in anymore. The sound of Austin’s voice through the wall was still playing on a loop in my head, and I needed to talk to Joel about it.

“Joel. About last night...”

He glanced over. “Yeah?”

“It was crazy, wasn’t it? I mean... seeing and hearing them like that.”

A subtle smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth. “Yeah. It was fucking hot though, right? I couldn’t believe how loud they were. It sounded like he was tearing her apart up there.”

“He definitely was,” I agreed. “But... you fell asleep pretty quickly after we came inside.”

“Yeah, I was wrecked. I genuinely don’t think I’ve come that many times in one night since college, Tara. Hearing them be so raw like that must have unlocked something in me.”

I bit my lip, testing the waters. “Well, you missed the second round.”

“Second round? What do you mean?”

“Well, in the middle of the night, they were going at it again,” I continued. “The sounds woke me up. But not just that... they were, um, talking, too.”

“Talking?”

“Dirty talk.” My pulse quickened as I replayed the words. “They were really drunk, I think, and they were loud too. They weren’t just talking about each other.”

Joel went perfectly still. “Well, what did they say?”

I swallowed. “Gemma… she told Austin to imagine your cock in her mouth. She was moaning about it, Joel. She said she wanted to feel your dick sliding down her throat while he fucked her.”

I watched the reaction hit him immediately. His jaw tightened, and I could almost see the blood draining from his face, turning him pale in real-time. Shock spread across him, and the white towel draped over his lap began to rise, forming a distinct tent as he replayed my words in his mind.

“And… uh, Austin?”

“He said he wanted it too.” I rested my hand on his lap, feeling him grow even harder at my words. “He thinks I would suck him so good. He said… ‘Fuck, I want to see Tara’s gorgeous lips wrapped around this.’”

Joel let out a sharp exhale. “They actually said that? Word for word?”

“Word for word. It turned me on so much I had to touch myself right beside you while you slept. I was so fucking wet, Joel. Just thinking about Austin wanting to use my mouth like that. I felt so slutty and hot.”

He groaned. “Holy fuck, Tara. They really turned you on that much?”

“I couldn’t help it. It’s what we’ve both been thinking about, though, isn’t it? Ever since we got here.”

“Yeah,” he admitted, his hand sliding up my thigh. He stopped just short of where I was soaking wet. “It is. So… what are we saying then? If they want it, and we want it…”

“Then maybe we should stop pretending.”

“Yeah, maybe we should—”

Joel was just about to finish his thought, likely getting ready to tell me exactly how badly he wanted to see me impaled over his best friend’s cock, when the wooden door at the entrance of the sauna creaked open.

Steam billowed out, swirling with the sudden draft, and through the haze, Gemma and Austin stepped in.

Surprisingly, they were stark naked.

The air rushed out of my lungs. I expected towels, maybe swimsuits, but they walked in with absolutely nothing on. Completely bare and casual. Like they were strolling into their own living room.

“Hey, guys!” Gemma called out with a grin. “Thought we’d find you here.”

“Hope you don’t mind,” Austin added, closing the door behind him and sealing us in. He flashed us a grin. “Figured since we all saw everything yesterday anyway, there wasn’t much point in covering up.”

“No… of course not,” I replied.

I couldn’t stop myself from staring. This was completely different from the shadowy glimpses I’d caught in the hot tub yesterday. Austin was so damn sexy. He wasn’t hard, but his cock was nice and thick, swinging gently between his legs with a weight that made my mouth water instantly. Beside him, Gemma’s curves were completely on display. Her full and high breasts were topped with nipples that were already perking in the heat, and between her legs, she was completely shaved. Her pussy was mesmerizing. A neat line of slit that looked swollen, pink, and ready to taste.

Joel cleared his throat, clearly trying to drag his eyes away from Gemma’s tits and cunt. “Not at all. Join the party.”

Gemma then climbed up to the top bench and slid in right next to me. Austin followed, settling into the empty space on her other side, leaving me sandwiched between my husband and his wife.

“Ooh, this is nice,” Gemma sighed, leaning back and stretching her arms over her head. Her breasts lifted with the movement, nipples pointing straight out in the humid air before she let her hands fall steadily into her lap. “God, I needed this. My legs are absolute jelly.”

“I’m not surprised,” Joel murmured. “You guys didn’t exactly get an early night.”

Austin chuckled. “Yeah, well. The mountain air does something to us. Sorry if we kept you up.”

“Don’t apologize,” I said, keeping my eyes fixed on the hot rocks in the corner. I wasn’t ready to openly stare at Austin’s naked body just yet. “But yeah, we heard everything.”

“Everything?” Gemma asked.

I finally turned to look at her. She was watching me with a naughty grin, and the sweat was already making her skin gleam.

“The bed hitting the wall,” I said, feeling my face heat up. “The moaning, the sex, and uh, everything else you two were talking about later on, too.”

That silenced them. Austin sat up straighter, locking his eyes onto mine, not shying away from it at all.

“You heard that part, huh? The part where I said I wanted to see you suck on my cock?”

My pulse kicked up a notch. “Yeah. We heard that.”

“And?” Austin pressed. “Did it scare you off?”

I felt Joel’s hand suddenly slide back onto my thigh and give me a small squeeze. It was a silent signal.

“No,” I whispered. “It didn’t scare me. Actually, it sort of… did the opposite.”

There it was. I said it. It felt like the temperature in the room jumped ten degrees in an instant. We were all naked, sweating, and finally admitting to the darkest thoughts we’d been harboring since we arrived.

Gemma broke the silence. “Look, we’re all adults, and we’re clearly all thinking the same thing. So why are we pretending we aren’t?”

She shifted her gaze to Joel, then back to me.

“We don’t have to go crazy, Tara. We don’t even have to swap partners and disappear into the bedrooms. But… we could loosen up a little, you know?”

“Just to see,” Austin added. “See if the reality matches the fantasy. No pressure though, of course.”

I felt Joel stiffen beside me, but it wasn’t fear. I didn’t need to glance at him to know he was hard. I was already wet too, my juices soaking into the towel beneath me. The thought of tasting Austin, of finally crossing that line, sent a prickle of arousal all through my body.

“I’ve never… done anything like that. I’ve only been with Joel. I haven’t even kissed anyone else since college.”

Austin smiled faintly and came over close to me. “There’s a first time for everything, Tara. And judging by the way you’re looking at me right now… I think you’ll be a natural.”

I glanced at Joel one last time as a final check. He nodded. “Do it, Tara. I want to see this.”

That was all the permission I needed.

I turned back to Austin. He was waiting, his lips slightly parted and his eyes locked on my mouth. Without wasting any more time, I leaned forward and planted my lips firmly onto his.

I melted instantly, loving the softness of his lips and the way he cradled my jaw when I pressed in tighter. His lips molded perfectly to mine, and I kissed him hungrily. A second later, I let my mouth part slightly, and Austin seized the opportunity to dip his tongue inside, weaving it around with my own. A soft moan escaped me as I clung to his shoulder, relishing the hard muscle under his sweaty skin.

Beside me, I heard a soft gasp, and then the wet sound of lips meeting. I pulled back just enough to glance over and saw Gemma leaning into Joel now too, her hand tangled in his hair, kissing him passionately. The sight made me even wetter.

We were really doing this, and fuck was it filthy.

Austin’s hand continued moving. It slid from my face, down my neck, and then to my waist. It moved lower still, pushing under the edge of the towel I was still desperately clutching. His fingers brushed against my inner thigh, finding the slickness leaking out of me before he even reached my slit. He groaned into my mouth, clearly pleased by the mess I’d already made for him, and then went straight to my cunt and pushed a finger inside me.

I cried out instantly against his lips. His finger felt foreign, rougher than Joel’s, but the intrusion was just as welcome. He curled inside me, teasing my pussy walls, and I found myself grinding back against his hand shamelessly as he twisted them inside and worked my inner flesh.

Across the bench, I watched Gemma grab Joel’s hand and guide it between her legs. She threw her head back, exposing the long curve of her throat as she forced his fingers into her shaved cunt, grinding her hips against his hand to show him just how fast she wanted it. Joel’s eyes stayed fixed on her face, fascinated, while his thumb worked furiously against her clit. Her soft whimpers filled the sauna, and I sat there mesmerized by sight of Joel making her squirm.

“Fuck,” I breathed, pulling back from Austin’s mouth just so I could watch them for a moment.

“You like seeing that?” Austin murmured against my jaw, moving to plant soft kisses along my neck and shoulders. He continued fingering me, quickly adding in a second finger and stretching me wide.

“Yes,” I panted. “I love seeing her take his fingers.”

But even as the words left my mouth, the ache between my legs grew sharper, turning into a need I could no longer ignore. His fingers were good, but it wasn’t enough. I didn’t want his hand. I wanted that thick cock I’d been staring at since the moment he walked in. I wanted it in my mouth.

I reached down, gripping his wrist to stop him. “Wait.”

Austin paused. “Too much?”

“No, of course not,” I whispered. My eyes then dropped to his lap. “It’s just that…I really want to taste your cock, Austin. I know how badly you want it too.”

He gave me a filthy grin. Slowly, he pulled his hand free from between my legs, dragging his slick fingers over my clit one last time, before bringing them to his mouth and sucking the juice right off. “Mm, I do love a girl who’s hungry for cock.”

That was my cue, so I quickly slid off the bench and dropped to my knees. Gemma noticed immediately, her eyes lighting up with arousal. She giggled and then mirrored me, kneeling between Joel’s legs, ready for her meal.

Austin leaned back and spread his thighs to give me better access. His cock was fully hard now, and the head was deepening in color with every passing second. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. I loved the way it twitched like that, throbbing with blood, begging for me to give it a kiss.

“Well?” Austin teased. “If you’re going to do it, do it properly. Show me some love, Tara.”

I leaned in, letting my breath ghost over the tip before pressing my lips to the skin. I paused there for a moment and took in the scent of a new man’s cock, then I kissed my way down the shaft, savoring the way it pulsed and grew harder against my mouth.

Beside me, Gemma was doing the same to Joel. She ran her tongue along the underside of his dick, making him grunt and tense his abs. Watching her worship him like that made my own mouth work harder.

I reached for Austin’s balls, cupping the heavy weight in my palm before taking them into my mouth. I sucked gently, rolling them with my tongue and getting his sack nice and wet with my saliva, and then just for the fun of it, I brought my tits up to sandwich his shaft. I squeezed my breasts together, sliding them up and down his length, slicking him with sweat and even more spit.

Gemma, sensing the competition, did the same. She pressed her tits against Joel’s cock, burying him in her cleavage. I felt a sharp pang of competitiveness watching her. Her tits were fuller, rounder, and honestly the perfect cushion for a cock. I knew how much Joel loved titty-fucking, and seeing Gemma give him exactly what he craved stung for a moment, especially when it seemed like she was doing it so much better than I would have. But then I looked at Joel’s face, and seeing just how much he loved it made those feelings vanish instantly. Why would I even think about stopping her? Watching him come undone like that for someone else was thrillingly hot.

Austin groaned. “Fuck, Tara… you’re killing me. Stop teasing.”

I looked up, seeing the desperation in his eyes.

“Please,” he begged, weaving his hand through my hair. “Put it in your mouth and suck on it.”

I didn’t want to make him wait any longer, so I quickly opened wide and took him in.

The shape difference was immediately noticeable. Austin’s cock was definitely thicker than Joel’s, and it stretched my mouth in a way that I wasn’t really used to. I started to bob my head as he fed it to me, taking him deeper with every motion and helping him slide to the back of my throat. He stopped just short of the deep spot Joel usually hit, and while I briefly missed the feeling of my husband’s impressive length brushing up against my tonsils, I certainly wasn’t complaining. Austin’s thickness was just a different kind of treat, and I was having way too much fun feeling that new stretch to care.

As he drove into my mouth, my gag reflex flared, and tears started to leak out of my eyes. But despite that, despite how much my throat was suffering, I loved it. I loved the feeling of being stuffed full, of having my mouth taken and used like this, and I wanted to show both men just how good I was with mouth full of dick.

So I picked up the pace, moving back and forth while making sure to use plenty of tongue. Austin’s moans grew louder as I sucked, filling the air around me, and blending with the noises Joel was making as Gemma worked her magic on him.

Austin then decided to grip my head tight, holding me in place as he started fucking my face. I leaned in closer, meeting his thrusts and wanting him as deep as possible. The roughness of it only made it better, and I couldn’t get enough.

“Fuck, look at her,” Joel rasped as he watched me choke on his best friend. “Just look at her taking it! Oh my God, Tara, you’re so damn hot.”

“Yeah, isn’t she just amazing?” Austin gasped, looking down at me with a mix of praise and filth. “Your wife’s cock sucking skills are fucking perfect.”

The degradation fueled me. I reached down, rubbing my clit furiously as I sucked, needing the sensation to match the chaos in my mouth. I was so close, teetering on the edge of an orgasm, but Austin beat me to it.

His hips stuttered, and he pulled me in tighter. It was a rough grip that put me right up against his pubes. “Tara, fuck, I’m gonna—”

Suddenly, he erupted.

I expected a few spurts, but what came was a flood. Rope after rope of hot cum shot straight down my throat, coating my tongue, filling my cheeks, and then threatening to flood every inch of my stomach too. I was utterly shocked by the volume. He had already come so much last night, and I didn’t think he’d have anything left, but he kept pouring into me. I gulped it down as best as I could, loving the obscene warmth of it spreading through my chest, and wanting to prove that my cock-sucking skills extended to swallowing too.

Beside me, Joel groaned and let go, spilling into Gemma’s mouth. She swallowed it down in big gulps, still sucking as she drained him, taking his load with the same hunger I had for Austin’s.

When the torrent finally slowed, we both pulled back, gasping for air. Austin’s cum was smeared across my lips, dripping down my chin, and Gemma looked just as messy with a line of white tracing the corner of her mouth.

We glanced at each other, kneeling there in the aftermath of what we’d done, and suddenly burst into giggles. It was absurd, filthy, and completely exhilarating.

“Oh my God,” Gemma breathed. “That was so damn hot!”

“I know, right?” I replied, licking my lips to catch the last of Austin. “It really was.”

We fell back against the wood, letting the heat settle over us. Nobody rushed to cover up or wipe the mess away. We simply sat there, sweating and sticky in the sauna heat, listening to the boys catch their breath. The tension that had been strangling us all weekend had finally snapped, and thankfully, I couldn’t have been happier.


Chapter 5

After the sauna, we cleaned up and dressed for lunch. It felt ridiculous to slide panties back on over a pussy that was still throbbing from Austin’s touch, so I decided to go without them, sliding my dress on right over my bare skin instead.

We were headed to one of the high-end spots in the village, a treat that the boys had arranged for us all months before. One of the private buses from the resort was waiting for us back at our chalet to take us the short distance to the village. We hauled our gear along with us, tossing the bags in the back just in case we felt like skiing straight after the meal and skipping the ride back.

Gemma and Austin took the row of seats at the front, leaving Joel and me in the rear row. The driver then got into his seat, put on some music to fill the silence, and drove off. It was the first time me and Joel had been relatively alone since the sauna door had closed behind us, and there was already so much we needed to chat about.

Joel leaned in close to my ear and spoke. “That was fucking incredible back there, Tara. Seeing you on your knees for him and watching you choke on his cock like that was such a turn on.”

I shivered as the memory of Austin’s cock twitching in my mouth replayed in my head. “I loved it too,” I replied, not bothering to hide the hunger in my voice. “And Joel, watching Gemma take care of you and seeing her swallow your load was also so damn hot.”

“I know. But I have to be honest, Tara. Watching you suck him off wasn’t really enough, and I think it actually made me fantasize even more. As I was sitting there, watching his hand disappear inside you, all I could think about was how much I wanted to see him fuck you.”

That made me tense up. We had danced around it, hinted at it, but hearing him say it with such plain conviction hit me hard.

I turned to look him in the eye. “Do you actually want to see him inside me?”

“I do,” he admitted. “I want to watch him stretch you out. It would be nice to see if you can take all that girth of his. It would be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen, Tara.”

My cunt clenched, leaking a fresh wave of moisture into my panties. The permission was intoxicating. “Fuck, Joel… I want that too. But look, it’s not just you. I also really want you to fuck Gemma. I saw the way you looked at her. I think I’d really get off on you two getting together.”

“You sure about that?”

“Completely. I know you have a thing for seeing Austin and I together, but you don’t know how wet I got today seeing Gemma suck you off like that. I really, really want it, Joel.”

Joel looked at me with gleaming eyes. “Shit… that might just be the sexiest thing I’ve heard all day,” he growled, leaning back as the car slowed to a halt. “Okay, well, since we’re both on the same page now, let’s not wait if the opportunity comes up. If the door opens, we walk through it. Sound good?”

“Sounds good,” I replied, leaning forward for a kiss.

***

We arrived at the restaurant a few minutes later. The hostess led us through the main dining room to a private table at the back, hidden away behind a set of curtains. It was dark and intimate. Perfect for the kind of trouble we were looking to get into.

As we approached, Gemma made her move before the hostess could even pull a chair out. She grabbed Joel’s arm and yanked him toward her.

“I’m sick of having to look at Austin all day,” she teased, shoving Joel down into the seat. “You sit with me, Joel. I want some fresh scenery.”

Austin laughed, unbothered. “Fine by me. I’d rather sit with the naughtier one anyway.”

He stepped aside to let me slide in first, then crowded in right after me. He didn’t leave any space between us. He pressed his thigh hard against mine, and his arm draped casually over the back of my seat so his fingers could brush against my neck. It felt possessive, and I loved it.

As soon as the waiter left the table with our orders, Austin’s hand ventured around my pelvic area. He wasted no time going straight for the heat, sliding his palm up between my legs and resting it on the wet patch just above my cunt, perfectly hidden beneath the tablecloth that reached down to the floor. I spread my legs wider under the table to give him better access. Austin then slid his fingers under my dress, grunting quietly in approval when he discovered I had chosen to go without panties, before parting my folds and driving them inside. I let out a soft moan as he started fingering me.

Across the table, I saw Joel’s eyes half-lidded and focused entirely on Gemma. She had one hand on her glass, but the other had disappeared beneath the white tablecloth.

“He’s twitching like crazy over here,” Gemma announced casually. “I’ve barely got a hand around him but he’s already tensing up. I think your husband’s ready to burst, Tara.”

“I don’t doubt it,” I replied, reaching into Austin’s pants now myself and stroking his cock. He was rock hard. “It seems to be going around.”

We didn’t bother with small talk about the skiing. We sat there openly groping each other’s spouses, eating our food with one hand while the other hand worked under the table. It was filthy. Every bite I took was punctuated by Austin’s fingers teasing my slit, or by the sight of Joel groaning softly as Gemma worked her hand inside his pants. Though, everyone was careful enough to freeze every time we heard the waiter's footsteps approach, keeping our filth a secret just between us.

By the time the waiter came back to clear the plates, we were barely holding it anymore. Austin’s hand was soaked down to his wrist from how much cum I had been oozing out, and Joel looked like he was about to ejaculate right there in his seat.

“Check, please,” Austin said, tossing his card down before the guy could even ask about dessert. He looked at me. “We need to get out of here. If we stay another ten minutes, I’m going to end up making you scream so loud everyone else will hear you.”

“God yes, but please tell me we aren’t going back to the chalet, Austin. That takes way too long.”

“I know,” Austin replied. He waited just long enough for the waiter to grab the receipt and vanish back toward the kitchen. The moment we were alone, Austin began laying it all out.

“Look, we need to be clear about what happens next,” Austin said, looking at Joel. “Because I’ve got my hand between your wife’s legs right now, Joel, and I really don't plan on stopping once we walk out that door.”

Joel kept an easy expression. His arm remained wrapped tight around Gemma’s waist. “It’s alright, Austin, I don’t want you to stop. Tara and I already talked about this on the way over.”

Gemma raised an eyebrow, looking between the two men. “You did?”

“We did,” I confirmed. “We’re done pretending. We want this just as much as you guys do.”

“So we’re, uh, ready to trade wives? Is that what I’m hearing?” Austin asked.

Joel answered firmly. “Assuming we’re not reading the room wrong, then yeah, that’s exactly what you’re hearing.”

“Oh fuck yeah!” Gemma shrilled, looking delighted as ever. “I was waiting for one of you to finally come clean! I knew you guys wanted this.”

I smiled back, acknowledging her. “Well, now that’s sorted, what’s the plan?” I asked.

“I have an idea. Why don’t we hop on the gondola?” she added. “I think it would be perfect. It’s a twenty-minute ride up and across the valley, and the cabins are enclosed, so if we time it right, we get one all to ourselves. Even better, we can ski on the way back.”

Austin smirked, immediately catching on. “Hmm. That does sound nice.” Then he turned to me. “What do you think, Tara? Does taking my cock in the middle of the valley work for you?”

My breath caught, but there was no way I was about to say no. “God, yes, I’d love that. Any place where you can take me hard,” I admitted, holding him closer.

“Good girl,” Austin replied, smiling back at me. “Well, let’s get out of here then.”

***

We quickly changed into our gear and shoved our bags into the station lockers, and soon arrived at the entrance for the gondola. It was perfectly quiet for once, probably all thanks to the mid-afternoon lull working in our favor. Just as Gemma had suggested, we timed it perfectly and ended up securing an empty cabin with no one behind or in front of us. As the doors opened, we eagerly piled in. The moment the cable caught, hoisting us upward and away from the station, the world seemed to drop away beneath us.

The view was spectacular. Tall and jagged peaks stretched out in every direction, covered in pristine white, all while tiny skiers moved like ants far below. We sat suspended in a glass bubble hundreds of feet above the ground, and the heavy reflective tinting on the windows completely isolated us from the world beneath. From below and even to the sides, it was clear no one could see a thing or even guess what we were about to get up to inside.

The realization hit us all at the exact same moment.

Austin moved first. He crossed the small space and came up behind me as I stood looking out at the horizon. His arms wrapped around my waist, pulling me back until my ass was pressed tight against his groin. Even through his thick ski pants, it was clear. His cock was unbelievably hard and throbbing.

Beside me, Gemma was leading Joel to one of the benches, and her hands were already starting to get busy at his waist.

Austin buried his face in the crook of my neck. His beard scratched deliciously against my sensitive skin, making me suck in a sharp breath.

“It’s a nice view, isn’t it?” he asked.

“It sure is.”

“Nothing compared to you though, Tara,” he continued.

He licked the shell of my ear, sending a shiver straight down my neck. His hands slid up under my jacket next and found my tits through my base layer. My nipples snapped to attention instantly. He squeezed them, hard, kneading my flesh with a possessive grip.

“So, what you said back at the restaurant,” he growled, biting lightly at my neck. “About wanting me to take you hard. You really meant that?”

“Yes,” I breathed, leaning my head back against his shoulder. “I meant every word. I’m already so wet for you, Austin.”

“Mm, just what I needed to hear. Because I’m done waiting, Tara.”

Austin’s hands suddenly dropped to my waist and started working the front of my ski pants. When the front cord set free, he yanked them down, dragging my thermal leggings with them until they rested just above my boots.

Austin groaned as the creamy flesh of my ass was exposed to the light. He gripped my cheeks, spreading them, kneading the soft flesh. “Fuck, you really do have a nice ass,” he praised, slapping one cheek with a sharp crack that rattled off the glass around us. “You know, I had to restrain myself so bad on that first day. Helping you with your zipper… fuck. All I wanted to do was squeeze this juicy thing.”

He dropped to his knees behind me. I braced my hands against the glass, looking out at the sprawling mountains as I felt his hot breath ghost over my skin. Then, his tongue hit me.

He didn’t go for my pussy first. He went straight for my asshole.

I gasped, my knees buckling as his tongue plunged in inside the tight ring of muscle. He licked me with long and wide strokes, tasting all the sweat and musk that had built up in my layers. It was filthy and absolutely perfect. He paused for a moment to kiss the flesh of my ass cheeks, whispering filth into my skin as he did, before burying his face back in my crack.

“So tight,” he mumbled against me. “Tastes so fucking good.”

He worked his way down, his tongue dragging lower and lower until he finally reached my soaking slit. The moment he tasted my juices, he groaned, lapping at me like he had forgotten to drink water back at lunch. I moaned again, loudly. So loud, that my breath instantly fogged up the glass in front of me.

Austin’s fingers then joined in, a couple of them sliding inside me while the others worked my clit. He pumped two fingers in deep, stretching me wide while he ate me out from behind. The sensation was overwhelming, and it was the perfect complement to the view of the resort below.

My climax hit me fast and hard. I cried out, my hips twitching back against his face as the orgasm surged through me, soaking his beard in a gush of my cum.

As I came down, still panting and trembling, I turned my head to look behind me.

On the bench, Joel was sprawled out and his head was thrown back in ecstasy. Gemma was on her knees between his legs, and her top was completely gone. Her tits bounced with every bob of her head as she sucked him off. I stared, mesmerized. Her nipples looked incredibly swollen. Way more than usual, in fact, and I realized Joel must have been sucking and biting them while I was too caught up with Austin to notice.

She looked up, catching my eye mid-way through sucking him, and winked. A trail of Joel’s precum sat shining on her lip.

After a few more bobs, she pulled off Joel and looked at me. Then she looked down at Austin, who was still licking the last of my pussy juice from my thighs, and smiled.

“Alright,” she announced. “I think it’s time we let the boys see how tight our pussies really are.”

I nodded and moved into position. I grabbed the metal handrail along the window and adjusted myself on the bench so Austin could get a good angle, presenting my pussy fully to a man who, for once, wasn’t my husband. Beside me, Gemma did the same.

Austin and Joel lined up behind us.

“Fuck, look at them,” Joel rasped. His voice was laden with lust. “My wife’s ass looks so perfect waiting for you, Austin. You better wreck her for me.”

“Oh, I plan to,” Austin snarled back. “Gemma’s cunt is dripping too, Joel. She’s so fucking ready for your cock.”

The dirty talk flooded my body with a new wave of horny energy, and I could feel my clit already starting to twitch again in anticipation.

Suddenly, there it was.

Austin had slotted the fat head of his cock in between my folds just slightly, pushing the swollen lips apart enough to tease. He let me truly appreciate it. The thickness of him, the way he throbbed against me. It was an intimidating presence that promised to stretch me in ways I wasn’t used to.

Then, he thrust in.

Austin abandoned any sense of caution, simply driving his hips forward in one steady motion, all the way to his pubes. My pussy had no choice but to take him, stretching and adjusting as best as it could to handle everything it was just being fed.

“Oh my God!” I screamed. The words left my mouth easily as he forced my walls apart.

The glass in front of my face continued to fog up as the warm air of my lungs poured out. Austin filled me right up, stretching me so wide I thought I might split in half. It was a delicious, burning fullness that made my whole body start to tremble in pleasure. He groaned against my neck, clearly loving the way my pussy clamped down on his invasion.

He grunted, holding himself deep inside me. “Fuck, you’re so tight down here, Tara! This pussy feels fucking incredible!”

To my left, I heard Gemma gasp. A sharp intake of air, followed by a needy whine. I turned my head slightly and saw Joel burying himself inside her too.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned, bracing herself against the glass. “You’re hitting it, Joel! Right on my cervix! Oh my God it’s going in so deep!”

The cabin swayed gently in the wind, but inside, the movement was violent. The boys started pumping, finding a rhythm that synced up perfectly. Austin grabbed my hips, his fingers digging into the flesh, and pulled me back onto him with every thrust. He pounded into me, punishing my pussy with his girth, making me take every inch he had to offer.

I let my eyes roll back, lost in the sensation of a new cock ravaging me. It was rougher than Joel, and I loved it. In between his thrusts, Austin would also slap my ass. Once on each cheek, hard enough to sting, and no doubt making the flesh as red as a cherry.

“Take it,” he growled, bringing his hands around to knead my tits through my open jacket. “You fucking love this, don’t you?”

“Yes! Ooh, I’m such a slut for your cock!” I yelled back.

The shamelessness of it all sent me soaring. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, desperate to be stretched wider. Beside us, Joel had a fistful of Gemma’s hair, yanking her head back as he drilled into her. We were a mess of moans and slapping flesh, suspended high above the snow, fucking like proper animals.

It wasn’t long before I started to feel my orgasm bloom from deep inside my pussy.

“Austin, I’m gonna come!” I warned him as my legs started to shake vigorously.

“Fuck, yes, do it,” he commanded as he drove in harder. “Cum on my cock, Tara!”

A few thrusts later, I shattered. My pussy walls squeezed tight over his cock, and I screamed loudly into the air as the pleasure swept through every inch of my body. My legs were shaking violently too now, so much so that it probably looked like I was having a fit. Austin had to hold me as I shook, keeping me upright, but refusing to slow down his thrusts as he built up his own release. At the same moment, Gemma cried out, and her body started convulsing as Joel pumped into her pussy over and over.

Once Gemma and I calmed down a little, Austin and Joel realized they were about to come too. Austin's pace became uneven for a moment, and he held onto me just a little tighter.

“Fuck, I can’t hold it,” he roared. “I’m gonna bust!”

“Fill me!” I begged, desperate for him to ejaculate inside me. “Cum in my pussy, Austin!”

He slammed into me one last time and held it there, erupting deep inside my womb. I felt the hot spurts of his seed flooding me, filling the space he had just stretched open. It was a huge gush of cum that seemed endless, sloshing up against all of the walls inside me. Next to me, Joel roared with a deep sound as he shot his cum straight into Gemma’s pussy, completely draining his balls.

In the short moments that followed, the only sound in the cabin was that of our heavy breathing and the wind whistling outside.

Eventually, Austin slowly pulled out. My cunt walls collapsed back in at the loss of fullness, and all I could feel now was the slippery sensation of his cum leaking out of me. I stood up, turning to face him, but Gemma’s voice cut through instead.

“Oh my God, Tara, look!” she giggled, pointing between my legs. “You’re leaking everywhere!”

I looked down. I knew Austin had generously filled me up, but I didn’t realize how much there actually was. Streams of thick white fluid were running down my inner thighs now, dripping onto my boots, and threatening to make an absolute mess of the floor of the gondola beneath us.

“Shit,” I laughed.

Quickly, I scooped the mess up with my fingers and caught the overflow before it could slide down onto the floor and act as evidence for the next group of what we had just done here. I couldn’t find a towel or anything else to wipe it on, so I brought my hand to my mouth and licked my fingers, sucking Austin’s cum off my own skin.

“You are so fucking filthy,” Joel murmured, zipping his pants up as he watched me savor Austin’s load.

“Can’t help myself when it tastes this good,” I teased, going back for seconds.

Once I was done, we moved to fix our clothes, hastily tucking layers back in and zipping up jackets as the gondola began its final approach into the station. The doors were only seconds away from opening.

Austin leaned in one last time, pressing a quick kiss to my mouth and tasting himself on my tongue.

A moment later, the doors hissed open. We stepped out into the cold mountain air easily, ready to ski as if nothing had happened at all.


Chapter 6

The afternoon ski run was fun, sure, but none of us really cared about the snow anymore. Every turn I made, every time my skis cut through the powder, all I could think about was the tingle between my legs. The adrenaline from the morning and the absolute filth of what we’d done in the gondola hadn’t faded. If anything, it had festered.

We did our best to make the most of the run, but the mountain had its own idea. The storm we’d been warned about earlier that afternoon arrived faster than expected, transforming the clear blue sky into a swirling wall of white. The wind picked up too, biting at our faces, and visibility dropped until we could barely see the tips of our own skis. It was a blessing, really. It gave us the perfect excuse to cut the run short.

By the time we stumbled through the entrance of the chalet, shaking the snow from our coats, the relief was palpable. The storm raged outside in a chaotic thrash of white against the windows, but inside, the world shrank down to the four of us.

Joel and Austin busied themselves with the fireplace while Gemma and I broke out the wine. Soon, the flames roared, casting a flickering orange glow across the room that danced over our skin. We settled onto the cushions and rugs in front of the heat, stripping off our outer layers and taking it all in.

We chatted idly at first, recounting the wipeouts and the near misses on the slopes, but the conversation quickly circled back to the only thing that mattered.

“I can’t get the image of you two out of my head,” Gemma said, swirling her wine. “Fucking against the glass like that. Almost looked like you were about to break through from how hard Austin was drilling into you, Tara.”

Joel chimed in. “Yeah, I’m definitely going to be replaying that in my head for the next few days. My only regret was having to rush before we hit the station. I wanted to keep going so bad.”

Austin leaned back on his hands and looked between us. “Well, rushing is off the table now. Now that the storm’s picked up, we’re locked inside and can do whatever the fuck we want for as long as we want.”

The suggestion lingered in the air.

“I’m not interested in stopping either,” I admitted. “I want to see exactly how far we can take this without anyone watching the clock.”

Austin kept his gaze on me. “My thoughts exactly,” he said. “In that case, I think we’re all a little overdressed for the occasion, don’t you?”

“Way ahead of you,” Gemma added, not even waiting for a reply from the others this time. She reached for the hem of her top and started peeling it off without hesitation.

Taking her lead, the rest of us began undressing too. Within moments, our clothes were discarded to the sides, leaving us bare against the warmth of the fire. The way the soft glow lit up our naked bodies felt almost hypnotic.

Gemma looked like a goddess. Her skin was flushed from the wine and the heat, and her soft curves looked so damn good. Austin and Joel were no different. They were already starting to harden as they sat there naked with their cocks exposed, while the firelight highlighted the strong lines of their muscles perfectly.

“Damn, you two are fucking gorgeous.” Austin’s voice was rough as his eyes raked over my body. “And you, Tara. That pussy looks delicious. You’re so damn wet already.”

“I’m right there with him,” Joel added as his eyes settled on Gemma’s damp slit. “I’m begging to know what you taste like after a day in those tight pants.”

Gemma and I lay back on the rug, spreading our legs wide for them. I dragged my hand down my stomach, sliding my fingers between my lips to stroke my clit, letting out a soft moan as I touched the swollen nub. Beside me, Gemma did the same. She giggled as she slid her fingers through her folds, looking downright filthy for the men.

Austin and Joel were on their hands and knees now, slowly crawling toward us across the rug. Their eyes were dilated, locked onto our spread cunts. I watched Austin’s cock thicken against his thigh with every inch he crawled, swinging heavier and more eager. He was salivating now as he closed the distance between us. I glanced over and saw Joel doing the same with Gemma, stalking toward her swollen pussy like he was possessed by it.

Austin reached my legs first, dipping his head in between them as if he intended to dive straight in, but I wasn’t going to make it that easy.

I lifted my foot, pressing my toes firmly against his lips, stopping him in his tracks.

“Not so fast, Austin.” I let my foot drag down to his chest, and pressed it hard against him. “You don’t get to dive in. Not without begging for it first.”

Austin froze. His eyes snapped up to mine. He looked shocked for a split second, then a devious grin spread across his face. He pushed against my foot, testing my resolve, but I pushed back harder.

“Beg me for it,” I repeated. “Joel takes what he wants because he owns it. But you, I’m afraid, need to ask nicely if you want a taste.”

The comparison hit him hard. I saw his pupils flare, but the idea turned him on even more.

“Fuck, Tara, please,” he rasped. I could hear the desperation bleeding into his voice. “I’m going crazy here, please.”

“That’s a good start,” I murmured, enjoying the view of him desperate beneath my legs. “But I want you to work for it. Kiss me first. Show me how badly you want to be there.”

He moved instantly. Instead of going for my cunt, he took my foot in his hand and pressed his lips to the arch of my foot. He kissed my skin tenderly, working his way up to my ankle, his scruff scratching delightfully against me. He moved up my calf, peppering me with sloppy kisses along the inside of my leg and teasing me with the slow approach.

I moaned. “Good boy.”

He reached my inner thigh next, nipping at the sensitive skin, blowing hot air along its surface and then moving onto my damp curls. He hovered there for a second and inhaled my scent, breathing in the evidence of just how aroused I was for him.

“Please, Tara,” he groaned against my skin. “Just let me in.”

“Good boy,” I breathed, finally relenting. “Now eat me.”

I grabbed his hair and shoved his face right into my cunt.

He sunk in easily, burying his nose in my folds and eagerly eating me up.

“Fuck!” I screamed as he began his assault on my pussy.

His tongue wasn’t gentle in the slightest. Austin flattened it right up against my slit and dragged it slowly from bottom to top, making my hips start to quiver in arousal. Beside me, Joel had his face buried between Gemma’s thighs, devouring her with the same starving intensity. The room filled with obscene sounds of them slurping us up. It was a filthy chorus against the snap of the burning logs and the storm raging outside.

They were driving us insane. Austin sucked my labia into his mouth, chewing on the soft lips before swirling his tongue relentlessly around my clit. When he sucked on it, I couldn’t help but scream in pleasure. Seeing me come undone like that pleasured him, and he groaned against my pussy as he continued fucking me with his tongue.

“Oh God, Austin,” I screamed, clutching his hair. “Don’t stop! Make me come!”

Gemma was wailing beside me too. Her legs were locked tight around Joel’s shoulders as he ate her out. I could feel my orgasm coming fast, and when Austin decided my pussy needed a good dose of his fingers too, I shattered. I squeezed my thighs tight around his head as he sucked and fingered me, and I let the ecstasy easily course through me. Austin groaned in pleasure as I gushed out more pussy juice into his mouth and convulsed over and over again against his face.

As the tremors faded, a new desperation took hold. I definitely enjoyed being eaten out, but I was still empty, and I needed to be filled. My pussy throbbed, aching for Austin’s girthy cock again.

I reached for him. “Fuck me,” I panted. “Put your cock inside me, Austin, right now.”

He pulled back and shook his head. His beard was completely soaked in my juices. “No. Not yet. I want to worship you properly first.”

He started at my stomach and began moving again. First, he dipped his tongue into my navel, making me squirm, before slowly moving higher. Then he buried his face in my breasts, sucking one nipple hard into his mouth while his hand kneaded the other tit, squeezing the nipple between his fingers too to keep me moaning.

“Austin, please,” I whined, arching into his mouth as the sensation wired straight to my clit.

He continued his ascent, working his way up my collarbone, sucking a bruise onto the tender skin of my neck, before finally pressing his lips onto mine. We kissed deeply, tasting the salt of my own cum on his lips.

“Now,” he growled, pulling back to look me in the eye. He brushed a few strands of hair away from my face and tucked them behind my ear, before giving me a kiss on the forehead and a few more around my cheeks and neck. “You’re such a sexy woman, Tara.”

He grabbed his cock and lined the head up with my entrance. I reached down and wrapped my hand around the base to steady him.

Once set, he pushed forward, spearing through my juicy folds. I gasped as he entered me, his girth stretching my pussy lips wide, filling me just a full as he did back on the gondola. It was a delicious and intoxicating fullness that only missionary could provide.

Austin began to fuck me slowly after that, withdrawing almost all the way before slamming back in. He worshipped my body with his weight, pressing me harder into the rug with each pump.

Through the haze of pleasure, I turned my head and saw Joel’s cock buried in Gemma beside us. He was kissing her tenderly while he pounded into her. A spark of possessiveness flared in my chest seeing her tits pressed flat against my husband’s chest, but it was drowned out by the arousal. She was moaning his name, enjoying his cock as much as I was enjoying Austin’s, and seeing Joel’s face contort in ecstasy made my own pleasure spike even higher.

Austin continued his assault, knocking the breath out of me as soon as his hips met mine. Every time he bottomed out, hitting my cervix, pleasure radiated through my belly.

“Yes, fuck!” I cried, wrapping my legs tighter around his waist so I could pull him in deeper. “Use me, Austin! Fill me up!”

Beside me, Gemma’s voice pitched higher. It was a desperate sound that told me she was close. “Joel! Oh God, Joel, don’t stop!”

Her climax triggered mine. My walls clamped down on Austin’s shaft, milking him with spasms I couldn’t control. I wailed and sobbed loudly as the orgasm rattled through me. Austin kissed me through it, swallowing my cries and making sure my cunt was still being taken care of as I writhed under him.

A moment later, I felt Austin’s body start to quiver above me. “Argh, your pussy’s just too good, Tara. Fuck, think I’m about to flood your womb!”

“Do it!” I begged against his lips. “Fill me up!”

He pounded into me with a few more quick thrusts before he bottomed out one final time and held himself there, shaking as he poured his hot cum into me. I felt every spurt and every desperate twitch of his cock as he painted my insides with his seed. Soon after Austin milked himself dry inside my cunt, Joel started to roar, and within a few thrusts, he was emptying his balls deep inside Gemma too.

Once the men had settled, Austin pulled out slowly. A thick trail of cum leaked out from my stretched entrance. He stared down at it, watching his load mix with my juices on the rug below us.

“Fuck, that was hot,” he panted, wiping his forehead. “But Tara, I don’t think I’m done yet.”

I glanced down and saw he wasn’t lying. His cock was still erect and throbbing just a strongly as it did when he first entered me. It was as if it had a mind of its own. Joel was in the same state, kneeling over Gemma, looking down at her ravaged pussy with a hungry glint in his eye.

“Then don’t stop,” Gemma challenged. “But I think it’s time we reclaimed our husbands. I want Austin back inside me.”

“I miss your cock too,” I told Joel, looking over at him. “Austin stretched me out nice and good, but I need you to fill that space now.”

The men didn’t argue. We shifted positions, Gemma and I climbing on top of our husbands, straddling their hips in cowgirl. I lowered myself onto Joel, gasping as his familiar shape slid inside me. It was a different sensation, taking two cocks in succession like that, but it was nice. Austin’s cum acted as lube, and as I sank down, I could feel Joel’s cock churning the mess inside me, pushing Austin’s seed deeper into my womb.

“Fuck, you’re so full of him,” Joel groaned, grabbing my hips to help me grind. “You like that? Me fucking his load back into you?”

“I love it,” I moaned, loving the way he slid in and out of me. “It feels so dirty. I’m completely stuffed with cum and yet I still want your cock.”

We rode them hard, the squelching sound of sex echoing loudly throughout the space. I looked over at Gemma bouncing on Austin, her tits flying wild with every jump. She looked so graceful and sexy, completely lost in the pleasure of it. It was honestly so mesmerizing seeing her like that, and the more I stared, the more I realized how much I wanted to touch her.

The urge then overtook me. So I reached out and found the heavy weight of Gemma’s breast, and squeezed. She gasped at the touch, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she took my other hand and brought it to her other tit, letting me squeeze that one too.

“God, your tits are amazing,” I whispered, thumbing her nipple.

We were close now, our faces inches apart as we rode the men beneath us. The eroticism of the moment, the shared filth of swapping and watching, pulled me in. So I shamelessly leaned forward and captured her lips in a passionate kiss.

It started soft, but Gemma opened up to me right away, even sticking out her tongue so she could tangle it with mine. I had never kissed a girl before. I hadn’t even thought about it. But it didn’t matter, because kissing Gemma felt absolutely electric. It was softer than kissing a man and much more sensual, yet there was an edge of wickedness that made my pussy clench tight around Joel’s cock. The men groaned beneath us, clearly loving the sight above them.

“Fuck yes,” Joel hissed. “Kiss her hard, Tara. Make out with her while I fuck you.”

So we kept making out, putting on a little show for the boys as they kept fucking us. Soon, Joel’s hips started snapping upward harder against me, and his pace started to stutter. I knew he was close.

“Argh shit I’m going to come!” Joel warned

“Fuck, me too, seeing these girls make out like that is just way too hot,” Austin grunted.

Suddenly, Gemma pulled back from our kiss. “Quick,” she panted, scrambling off Austin. “Do it in my mouth! I need something warm inside me.”

I wanted the same. So I climbed off Joel, my pussy dripping a fresh wave of fluids onto his thighs, and knelt beside Gemma. The men sat up side by side with their hard and throbbing cocks, ready to burst.

“Open wide,” Austin commanded, stepping closer to me.

We opened our mouths and stuck our tongues out, waiting like obedient wives.

“Good girls,” Joel murmured.

They erupted in unison. Austin fired straight into Gemma’s mouth, while Joel coated my tongue with his own seed. I hummed with pleasure, swallowing the first wave but letting the rest pool in my cheeks. It was warm and salty, a heavy load that coated my throat.

“Wait,” I mumbled, my mouth full of Joel’s cum. I looked at Gemma, who was cheeks-full of Austin. “I want to taste him too.”

Gemma’s eyes lit up with a wicked gleam. “Come here.”

We leaned in, pressing our mouths together. I pushed some of Joel’s cum into her mouth, and she passed Austin’s back to me. We traded the fluids back and forth, swirling our tongues, mixing the seed of our husbands with our own spit. The boys just watched us. They were completely awestruck as we degraded ourselves for their pleasure.

“Man, this might just be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Austin breathed to Joel.

“Tell me about it, I think I’m just about ready for another round at this rate.”

Finally, we pulled apart, sharing a giggle as cum dripped down our chins. I swallowed the mix of the two men down, savoring the distinct tastes, and loving the way the warm cream coated my throat on its way down to my stomach.

“Delicious,” I whispered looking up at the boys. “Anyway, Joel, what was that about round three?”


Chapter 7

Iwoke slowly the next morning. It was nice drifting back to consciousness in the heavy warmth of Joel’s arms. A feeling I had grown to love over the years. After being married for this long, my body just instinctively knew how to fit against his.

The storm must have broken sometime in the night because the silence in the chalet as I woke was absolute. A welcome change compared to the moans and groans rattling through the walls the night before.

My body felt heavy. And my pussy felt raw, swollen and tender against the sheets, stretched beyond its limits by two different men. It was a sensation I was starting to crave. That slutty feeling of being completely ruined and worn out by pleasure.

I snuggled deeper into Joel’s chest, breathing in his scent. Things had changed. Yesterday, the four of us had crossed a line there was no coming back from. Lying here, tangled with my husband after watching him empty his balls into Gemma while I swallowed Austin’s load, didn’t feel so complicated anymore. It just felt right.

Joel moved behind me. His arm tightened around my waist as he woke.

“Mm, morning,” he rumbled. His voice was still thick with sleep. He pressed a kiss to my shoulder and slid his hand down to cup my breast. “How are you feeling?”

I turned in his arms to face him, smiling as I traced the line of his jaw. “A bit sore, and I feel like I can’t really close my legs, but I’m not complaining.”

Joel chuckled. “Good to hear, that’s exactly how I wanted you to wake up.”

His eyes darkened as the memories of the night flooded back. He ran his thumb over my lip, tracing the shape of my mouth. “Last night was insane, Tara. I can’t stop thinking about it. Austin really worshipped you, didn’t he? He came so much inside you too. I loved seeing you take his cock like that.”

“Yeah, it was nice,” I whispered, leaning into his touch. “I loved feeling him inside me. But I loved watching you with Gemma even more. Seeing you fuck her… God, Joel, it turned me on so much.”

“Yeah?” He pulled me closer. His hips started grinding against mine. He was already hard, and his morning wood pressed up urgently against my thigh. “I kept looking over at you. Every time I drove into her, I was thinking about how much you were enjoying it. I feel like all of this makes us stronger, you know? Knowing we can do this. That I can share you, and you can share me, and we still come back to ourselves.”

“Always,” I promised, kissing him softly. “I love you, Joel. No matter whose cock is inside me, I’m yours.”

“I know.” He kissed me back deeper this time, sweeping his tongue into my mouth and twisting it with mine. “I love you too, Tara. You’re my wife. My filthy, gorgeous wife.”

The words instantly made my pussy prickle. We made out for a while after that, lazy and slow, enjoying sharing the heat of our bodies. His fingers slid down between my legs next, brushing against my swollen lips and teasing the sensitive flesh. I gasped and eased my body into him. I was ready to go again, even with the soreness.

But as his rhythm picked up, a dryness in my throat caught me. My mouth felt like cotton. Must have been all that screaming and moaning yesterday.

“Wait,” I pulled back. “I need a second. My throat’s a bit dry. If you want me to suck that cock, I’ll need to hydrate first.”

Joel groaned, releasing me reluctantly. “Fine, but be quick. My cock’s not going to want to wait long.”

I rolled out of bed and grabbed one of Joel’s big t-shirts from the floor. I pulled it on, leaving my ass completely bare underneath. I didn’t bother with panties. The air felt good against my tender folds.

I walked out of the bedroom and into the main living area. The fire had burned down to embers, leaving the room cool and still. I walked to the kitchen island and grabbed a glass before filling it from the tap. The cold water was nice and soothing as I drank it down with a few quick gulps. I was just about to refill the glass again when suddenly, I felt a presence behind me.

“Fuck, isn’t this a nice view to wake up to.”

I jumped slightly, splashing a little water onto the counter, and turned to find Austin standing there. He was wearing nothing but a pair of gray boxer briefs. His hair was messy, and he looked coarse and incredibly sexy. His eyes were glued to my legs, tracking the way the t-shirt rode up my hips.

“Shit, Austin,” I breathed, leaning back against the counter. “You scared me.”

“Did I?” He stepped closer and invaded my space. “Sorry. I came out for some water, but I think I found something better. Your ass looks incredible peeking out under that shirt, Tara. Is there anything underneath it?”

I smirked, setting the glass down. I held my gaze with Austin for a long second, admiring him. Something about his early morning roughness and demeanor sparked a flicker of arousal within me. I knew my husband’s cock was waiting for me back in the bedroom, but I was starting to get hungry for a different cock, too. “I could tell you the answer, or, why don’t you find out for yourself?”

That got a dirty smile out of Austin. Immediately, he closed the distance, and found my waist with his hands. He slid his palms under the edge of the shirt and made contact with my skin. Then he slid them up until he reached my bare pussy, stroking the area around my swollen folds a second longer than he needed to, and then he just groaned, pulling me flush against him.

“Absolutely nothing,” he whispered. “Just how I like it. You’re ready for me, Tara.”

“I’m always ready for you,” I replied, tilting my head forward as he leaned in.

He kissed me hard, pressing his lips tight on mine before darting out his tongue and letting me taste him. I wrapped my arms around his neck and just gave myself to him. I could feel his cock growing hard against my stomach, pulsing generously behind the thin fabric of his boxers.

I reached down and slipped my hand inside the waistband, taking it into my palm.

“Mm, nice and heavy,” I told him.

I squeezed it, feeling the way the thick vein on the underside bulged against my thumb, swelling up so violently it felt like the skin was barely holding it in, before giving it a few slow strokes. He let out a deep breath as I massaged his cock. It was getting hot with blood now. I stroked him some more, pumping my hand up and down, feeling him thicken with every movement.

“Fuck, Tara,” he growled against my mouth. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

“Show me then,” I challenged. I gave him another squeeze.

Austin pulled back. He shucked his boxers down his thighs and over his feet, tossing them away until he was standing gloriously naked right in front of me. Without a word, he grabbed me by the waist and hoisted me up onto the kitchen counter.

My legs wrapped around his torso automatically, pulling him into the cradle of my thighs.

“I want to be inside you so bad,” he said with wild eyes.

He lined himself up and pressed the fat head of his cock against my wet entrance. My body primed itself for him instantly, oozing out more slick as he rubbed his cockhead around my pussy lips. Then he pushed forward, impaling me with his cock and settling himself all the way in.

“Oh my God, Austin!” I shouted as the pleasure hit me instantly.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, gripping my hips as he began to drive into me.

The counter was cold beneath my ass, but the friction of his body was scorching. He fucked me with that rough morning hunger, slamming his hips into mine with no regard for how my sore pussy was from the night before, and shaking the entire island in the process. My head lolled back easily as I moaned his name in pleasure, not caring at all if the others woke up. In fact, I hoped they did.

A few moments later, just as Austin settled into a punishing pace, a movement in the doorway right next to us caught my eye.

Joel was standing there. He was completely naked, leaning casually against the doorframe with his arms crossed over his chest, watching us. The thing was, just like back on the first day in that gear room, he didn’t look angry or jealous at all. All that showed on his face was delight. A dirty grin played on his lips as he took in the sight of his best friend pounding into his wife on the kitchen counter.

I stared right back at him as my arousal kept spiking. I loved that he was seeing this, and knowing that instead of rushing in to stop it, he was utterly aroused by it. As I watched, I saw his cock twitch and begin to rise. It thickened rapidly until he was fully hard, and soon Joel was just standing there in the kitchen with his erection pointing straight at us.

Austin noticed my distraction and followed my gaze, glancing over his shoulder. When he saw Joel, he simply chuckled and drove into me harder.

“Enjoying the show, Joel?” Austin panted.

“How could I not? This is so fucking hot,” Joel replied. He stayed where he was, one hand dropping down to wrap around his hardening shaft. “But you’re neglecting her tits, man. Don’t just hold her hips. Get your hands under that shirt and squeeze them. She likes it when you do that.”

Austin grinned and obeyed instantly. He shoved his hands up under the t-shirt, finding my breasts and squeezing them roughly.

“Like this?” Austin asked, moving to circle my nipples now and taking them between his fingers.

“Exactly like that,” Joel coached. He was starting to stroke himself faster. “She loves it rough, don’t forget that. And go deeper. Bury it in her deep enough that her toes curl.”

“Oh, I can feel her curling alright,” Austin grunted, slamming his hips forward so hard I slid back a few inches on the counter.

“Fuck, Joel!” I screamed, looking straight at my husband while Austin used me. “His cock feels so good!”

“I bet it does,” Joel murmured, pumping his hand faster. “Take it, Tara. Be a good girl for him.”

The combination of Austin’s physical dominance and Joel’s verbal permission was overwhelming. I was trapped between them, caught in a feedback loop of pure filth. I watched Joel jerking off as his eyes glazed over with pleasure, and it easily made me come undone.

Austin groaned. His rhythm started to break as he sensed his own finish. “Shit, I’m gonna fill her up, Joel. I can’t hold it in anymore!”

“Do it,” Joel commanded. “Make a mess of her.”

Austin let out a roar as he bottomed out inside me. I felt the explosion deep in my belly. His seed was wonderfully hot and voluminous. He kept pumping into me, emptying a massive load that seemed to go on forever, flooding my pussy entirely.

Once Austin tempered from his high, he held me there for a long moment, twitching as the last of it left him, before slowly pulling out. Just like yesterday, the moment he left me, his cum started to ooze out in white streams. Some of it slid down my inner thigh, some of it down my crack, and the rest of it I just scooped up with my own fingers and took straight into my mouth.

Austin stepped back and slowly caught his breath. While he did, he looked down at the mess in front of him. At my swollen lips, the cum dripping out of me, and the bite marks he left behind on my skin. All he could do was smirk.

“Damn, look at that, she’s completely full,” Austin said, nodding at the puddle of cum forming beneath me. “Well, she’s all yours now, Joel. Maybe you can actually make her cum this time, because I’m all tapped out.”

He leaned in and planted a sloppy kiss on my mouth, before pulling back. And not without one last slap on my ass.

“I’m gonna go find Gemma,” he announced, walking toward the hallway. “See if I can’t wake her up with my tongue. She hates missing out on the fun.”

“Go for it,” Joel replied, pushing off the doorframe. “I’ve got things handled here.”

As Austin disappeared down the hall, Joel crossed the kitchen towards me. He stepped between my legs, where Austin had just been, and placed his hands on my thighs, spreading them wider. He looked down, inspecting the red marks Austin’s grip and lips had left on my skin, and the white fluid leaking from my slit.

“You look so beautiful, Tara, even after Austin’s just had his turn,” he whispered. Then he leaned in to kiss me.

“I didn’t cum. I mean yeah, he filled me up, but I need you to finish me,” I admitted against his lips, wrapping my legs around his waist.

“I know,” Joel said. He took me into his arms and lifted me effortlessly off the counter. “Let’s get you back to bed.”

He carried me back to the bedroom. The whole time, my legs were locked around him while Austin’s cum dripped out of my cunt and onto the floor. He threw me onto the mattress, not bothering with gentleness, and before climbing on top of me.

Normally Joel would start with a kiss, or eat me out a bit before he fucked me, but right now, all Joel wanted to do was get his cock inside me. So he lined himself up and impaled my cunt with his cock, sliding effortlessly into the slick mess Austin had just left behind.

“Fuck,” Joel groaned. His expression went slack as he entered me. “It’s so slippery in here, Tara.”

“Yes!” I moaned back. “Fill me up, Joel. I need you.”

He began to piston in and out of me slowly, eager to hit all the sore spots Austin had created. Getting fucked in missionary like this was intimate and intense, and I loved the way his weight pressed me deeper into the mattress. He kissed me passionately, swallowing my cries, interlacing his hands with mine the whole time to make it even more intimate.

This was so much different from the kitchen, and it was pure heaven. Joel was reclaiming me, stamping his ownership over my body and mixing his fluids with Austin’s. Joel wanted to show me that no matter who had been there first, he was the one who stayed.

The pressure was perfect. Within seconds, the tension that had been building since I woke up finally unraveled.

“Joel, I’m gonna cum!” I screamed, thrashing beneath him.

He grunted, driving deeper. “Let it go, Tara. Show me how much you love this cock.”

I screamed as the orgasm hit me. It was a full-body convulsion that just went on and on. The pressure of it made my pussy tense right up, and I clamped down on his cock tighter, draining him for everything he had. The pressure of my pussy was all it took to break him. Joel shouted my name, slamming into me one last time before erupting. He poured his load into me, adding his heat to the mix and filling me with a double load that ensured I was deliciously full.

Once he emptied himself, he collapsed on top of me and peppered my skin with a few more tender kisses.

“I love you so much,” Joel murmured into my hair. He pulled the duvet up over us and brought me into a tight cuddle.

“I love you even more,” I replied, snuggling into the crook of his arm, feeling completely dazed and utterly content. “This has been such an amazing weekend, Joel. I can’t wait to see what we get up to later.”

“Rest first,” he chuckled, closing his eyes. “Whatever we end up doing, we’re definitely going to need the energy.”


Chapter 8

Irested up again, just like Joel said. But I quickly realized that waking up past one in the afternoon after a good morning fuck only leaves you feeling even more disjointed and out of it than if you’d just powered through and started your day. When I finally came to, the realization hit me all at once. A jarring awareness that half the day was gone and my body was stiff as a board.

Joel lay beside me breathing deeply. We had slept like the dead, totally blacked out. My mouth tasted stale, and my stomach started growling with hunger. I needed water and calories. Immediately.

I kicked Joel in the shin.

“Get up,” I rasped. “I’m starving.”

He didn’t open his eyes at first, instead choosing to mumble something back as if that would somehow convince me. “Uh. Just give me five minutes.”

“Now, Joel. If you don’t get up and join me, I’m going to start eating the furniture.”

He groaned, rolling onto his back and rubbing a hand over his face. Eventually, we peeled ourselves out of the sheets and got up. We decided to skip the shower entirely, since there wasn’t much point if we were going to get messy again soon, and just made our way to the living area completely naked.

Gemma and Austin were already in the kitchen. A carton of eggs sat open on the counter, and a bag of bagels had been torn apart, but any thought of actually making food had clearly been forgotten.

Gemma, meanwhile, was spread out on the island bench with her head hanging off the edge, while Austin stood in front of her, feeding his cock into her mouth and ramming it in and out, drawing loud gagging sounds from her throat.

We pretended not to care. “Hope you’re making enough for four,” Joel said as he walked straight past them to the coffee machine.

Austin, still face-fucking Gemma, turned towards us and flashed a grin. “Bagels are in the toaster. You’ll have to wait for the protein.”

Gemma mumbled something with her mouth full. “Mm, don’t… don’t talk to them, Austin. Just finish in my mouth.”

He laughed, and then sped up. All while Joel and I just stood there watching, mesmerized by the way Gemma’s saliva leaked out of her mouth as Austin chased his release.

A minute later, Austin roared, gripping Gemma’s head tighter, and emptied himself inside her mouth. He pulled out a second later, wiping the excess cum off his dick with Gemma’s lips, before he stepped back and let her swallow his load.

“Alright,” Austin said, walking over to towards the food. He grabbed a knife and started buttering a bagel. Completely natural, as if he hadn’t just had his balls drained. “Who wants coffee?”

Once everyone was cleaned up, we ate like animals. We stood around the island, tearing into toasted bagels and inhaling scrambled eggs straight from the pan.

“We need to get off the main mountain,” Austin announced, swallowing a mouthful of food. “I checked the report. The lift lines at the base are a zoo right now.”

“I can’t deal with crowds today,” I said. “I don’t want to be waiting in line for twenty minutes every run.”

“We won’t be,” Austin replied. “I was looking at the map earlier. There’s a traverse off the back of the glacier, and it cuts right through the trees and drops into a valley that isn’t groomed. There aren’t any lifts or patrols there and it’s very secluded, so it’ll be perfect.”

Gemma raised an eyebrow. “So we’re talking properly off the map? Like, middle of nowhere, nobody around to hear us scream?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Joel replied. “I know the spot Austin’s talking about. It’s a nice bit of trail. But importantly, it means we can stop wherever we want and get as loud as we like without worrying about who might be watching.”

We didn’t need to vote on it. The look Gemma shot Joel across the island was answer enough, and suddenly, finishing our coffee felt like a waste of time. We rushed to clean up, chugging the last of the caffeine and throwing our gear together hastily, desperate to get out the door before the afternoon escaped us.

***

Reaching the peak was a haul. It took a gondola and a few different chairlifts to get us high enough with us all huddled together against the biting wind, before we finally found the spot Austin was talking about. We slipped through one of the backcountry gates and promptly pushed off.

The moment we got through, and the terrain instantly changed. The resort disappeared behind us, and soon enough the glacier sprawled out ahead. It was incredible. A vast field of white that seemed to go on forever. I loved the way it glittered under the afternoon sun.

To our right, the ice buckled up into jagged blue ridges where the glacier had cracked open years ago, creating deep fissures that looked beautiful.

Gemma slid to a halt next to me. She lifted her goggles for a second to take it in. “Okay, this is so worth it. I mean, just look at those colors!”

“I know right? It’s unreal,” I agreed.

We took a moment to appreciate it. The air felt cleaner up here, and I took in a lung full of it. A pair of black ravens circled high above the ice, watching us trespass on their territory. It felt wild.

“Don’t get too comfortable,” Joel then added as he looked out at the horizon. “We’ve still got to get to our spot.”

“Yeah, come on,” Austin called out, pushing off. “We traverse this face, then drop into the trees down there. That’s where the real privacy is.”

We followed him immediately. It took some effort to keep moving across the flatter sections, and my legs burned a little as we glided past the ancient ice formations, but eventually the white expanse finally gave way to the first few evergreens.

The moment we slipped into the tree line, the silence of the forest overtook me. The deeper we went, the more the world narrowed down to just the four of us.

We stopped around a cluster of trees to catch our breath.

“Look at that,” Austin said, pointing a pole through a gap in the branches.

Below us, the mountain fell away into a pristine white bowl, untouched by tracks. It was smooth and empty.

I slid my skis up next to his. “Really feels like we’re middle of nowhere, doesn’t it.”

“Yeah. We could moan as much as we want out here and not a single soul would know.” Then he leaned in closer. “I could fuck you here in the snow, Tara. Think about it.”

The threat hit me hard, and a sudden pulse of heat bloomed in my pussy, making me have to squeeze my thighs together against the ache. He held my gaze for a second longer, letting the image sink in, before he pushed off down the slope.

I chased him until the trees opened up into the clearing. Gemma and Joel followed in our tracks a few seconds later, skidding to a halt beside us. It was the perfect spot to relax, so we unclipped our bindings and stuck our skis upright in the snow, turning a fallen log into a makeshift bench.

“Ugh, I’m starving,” Gemma groaned, ripping open a granola bar wrapper with her teeth. She took a massive bite.

Austin popped the cap on his water bottle and took a long sip, watching her eat. “You inhaled a bagel like an hour ago, Gemma, I think you might just be permanently hungry.”

I chimed in, sipping my own water. “Hey, she worked hard, let her eat.”

“See? Tara gets it,” Gemma mumbled with her mouth full.

Austin just chuckled back. Meanwhile, Joel was plotting to tease. “Hey Gemma, think you’ve got chocolate on your face,” he commented. He reached out as if he intended to wipe it off, but at the last second, his hand dipped down to the log he sat on. “Here, let me help you with that.”

He didn’t throw it hard, but a cold clump of snow left his hand and found its way right down the front of Gemma’s unzipped collar.

Gemma shrieked, jumping up and dropping her snack. “Joel! That’s freezing!”

“Woke you up though, didn’t it?” he laughed, backing away.

I burst out laughing at the look of betrayal on her face, but my amusement didn’t last long.

“You think that’s funny?” Austin murmured as he moved closer, tightening his arm around my waist and trapping me against him. “You’re looking way too warm and dry over here, Tara.”

“Don’t you dare,” I warned, trying to twist out of his grip.

“Oh, you’re going to pay for that!” Gemma then yelled at Joel. She ignored the food on the ground, bent down, and shoved both gloved hands deep into the snow, ready to retaliate.

The snowball fight erupted instantly. It started off playful, with soft powder flying through the air, but, as usual with us, the fun quickly bled into something else. Joel lunged at Gemma, and tackled her into a snowbank with a roar. She shrieked, laughing as he pinned her wrists above her head and pressed his body against hers.

Meanwhile, I turned to run in an attempt to escape the chaos, but quickly realized that Austin was faster. He caught me by the waist, spun me around, and slammed me back against one of the nearby trees.

The impact knocked the breath out of me, and before I could recover, he was there holding me tight and already starting to grope me where I needed him.

“Got you,” he panted.

“That’s not fair,” I giggled, leaning into his touch and meeting his dark eyes straight on. “You’re bigger than me.”

“Exactly. And I’m going to make the most of it.”

Austin’s lips met mine with urgency. His lips felt deliciously warm, even in the cold, and when I let my mouth open for him, he fed me his tongue, twirling it around with mine. I wrapped my arms around his neck instantly, pulling him closer despite the bulky jackets between us.

To my left, I heard a moan. I glanced over and saw Joel kissing Gemma fiercely and already shoving his hand down the front of her ski pants.

Austin growled as he started to undress me. “Fuck, we need to do it right here. I can’t wait any longer.”

“Then don’t,” I told him, helping him with the zippers. “Take me right here.”

We didn’t strip fully, it was too cold for that, but we peeled back enough layers to make it work. I shoved my thermal pants just down to my knees, letting the freezing air bite at my bare ass and thighs. Austin unzipped his fly, freeing his cock. It was already hard and throbbing with blood.

“The faster we start fucking, the faster we’re going to warm up,” he said as he got me into position and pressed his warm cock against my slit.

Then he thrust forward, sliding his thick cock all the way inside and letting the heat of his swollen head spread through my cunt. It felt so fucking good, and I moaned immediately. “Oh fuck! Yes!”

I looked over Austin’s shoulder and saw Joel doing the exact same thing to Gemma in the snowbank. He had her legs hooked over his elbows and was already driving into her relentlessly while she clawed at the snow.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” Austin groaned, biting my neck. “You love this, don’t you? Getting fucked in the woods like a wild animal.”

“Yes!” I screamed, grinding back against him. “I love it! Fuck me harder, Austin!”

Austin did exactly that. My boots kept slipping in the snow from how he was pounding into me, so I had to cling to his shoulders just to stay upright while the bark of the tree behind me dug into my spine. The rawness of it pushed me over fast.

“Austin, shit, I’m about to come!” I gasped. I was starting to lose my focus now, and my fingers were digging hard into his jacket.

He smacked my ass once. “Good girl, let go for me.”

My legs gave out completely as an explosion of pleasure rippled through me. Just like on the gondola, Austin had to hold me upright which he moved in and out just so I couldn’t collapse completely. My vision blurred from the overwhelming pleasure, and I clamped down on him with my pussy so hard I thought I might hurt him. Before long, Austin grunted and pushed his dick in as far as it could reach inside my cunt, and I realized he was starting to unload. I could feel his seed warming me right up as it splashed against my inner walls and painted me from within.

To my left, I heard Gemma whine, followed by Joel’s heavy exhale as they finished too.

Austin soon pulled out, leaving me panting in front of the tree he had just railed me against. But he wasn’t done with me yet.

“You know, Tara, seeing you take my cock like that… it makes me wonder.”

“Wonder what?”

“If you can take more.” He stepped closer. His hand slid around to cup my ass, before spreading my cheeks just a little bit so he could get his fingers over my tight hole. “Have you ever taken two guys at once, Tara?”

My heart raced. Austin was starting to rub the tight ring of muscle back there with his thumb. “I… no. I mean, I’ve taken it in the ass before with Joel, sure, but never two at once.”

“I want to try,” he said. “I already know how good your ass tastes, but I can’t help wondering if it feels just as good. Besides, I want to be the one to help stretch it out.”

I looked at him, then over at Joel, who was helping Gemma up. The idea was exhilarating, and there was no hesitation left in my mind. “Fuck, just do it then.”

Austin grinned. He spat out a thick glob of saliva onto his hand and then brought it down to his cock, lathering it up in his saliva and preparing it for the new angle. He didn’t need much, especially given how much of my own cum was still lathered onto it. Then, he turned me around and helped me get into position, pressing my chest against the tree.

“Okay, now kick out your legs a bit and use your hands to spread your cheeks out,” he instructed. “I need to get a good look at that pretty hole of yours.”

I obeyed, spreading my legs wide and sticking my ass out, before bringing my hands around to grab my ass cheeks and pull them wide.

“Like that?” I asked him.

“Exactly,” he said, before leaning in and giving my hole a quick kiss. I sucked in a shallow breath as the warmth of his lips spread across my ass, before Austin shot his tongue out and dipped it inside, making me moan.

He continued licking me back there, swirling his tongue around and darting it in and out, before he finally pulled back and took a hold of his cock.

“I find that giving it a little tease with your tongue helps loosen up the muscle,” he added. “At least, that’s how Gemma’s ass usually works. Anyway, ready to get fucked?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed, feeling my ass hole starting to relax for him in anticipation.

A moment later, I felt the wet head of his cock press against my sphincter. He pushed in slowly, letting my body adjust to the intrusion. It was tight, a sharp stretch that made me gasp, but as he sank deeper, the fullness was incredible.

“Shit, you’re even tighter back here,” he groaned, holding my hips as he began to thrust.

Joel had fucked me in the ass many times before, but Austin’s girthy cock was something else. My hole almost wasn’t ready for it, but the stretch was perfect. I let my asshole relax even more as he thrusted himself inside, and soon the slight burn melted away, completely replaced by a warm and delicious pleasure.

As Austin slowly seated himself inside my ass, movement caught my eye.

Joel was walking over. He had left Gemma in the snowbank and was stalking toward us. For a second, a flicker of panic hit me. Was this too far?

But then I saw his face. Of course it wasn’t. Joel loved this shit.

He stopped beside us, watching Austin spear his cock into my ass. “She taking it well?”

“Like a champ,” Austin grunted, slapping my ass cheek. “But she’s got an empty pussy, Joel. Seems like a waste, don’t you think?”

Joel’s eyes locked onto mine, burning with intensity. “You want me to join in, Tara? You want both of us?”

“Oh my God Yes!” I sobbed as the realization of what was happening suddenly hit me. “Please, Joel. Fill me up from the front. I really want to know what it feels like to get double penetrated.”

“Of course, as you wish Tara,” he replied.

I stepped back from the tree and Joel moved in front of me. Austin adjusted his stance, leaning back slightly to give Joel room between my legs. I was pinned between them and completely trapped.

Joel spat on his own cock, rubbing the head against my clit, teasing me, and lathering up some of my own cum to use as lube. Then, he lined himself up with my dripping pussy.

“Just relax, Tara. I just know this is going to feel so good for you,” he said.

He made a few more adjustments, and then quickly pushed inside.

The sensation was impossible to describe. I’d taken it in the ass before, and of course in my cunt, but having both filled with throbbing cocks at the same time was beyond exhilarating. The moment both men drove their dicks all the way inside, I screamed in pleasure, feeling all the air rush from my lungs. It was fucking amazing.

As they started to piston in and out, I felt the thin wall of flesh between them start to compress, and I took a few seconds to steady myself and relish the feeling of being completely stuffed to the brim with cock.

“Fuck!” Austin shouted from behind. “I can almost feel you inside her, Joel!”

“I know,” Joel groaned, gripping my waist. “She’s squeezing the life out of us.”

They settled into a devastating see-saw motion. As Austin pulled back, Joel drove deep, and vice versa. I was being ravaged with no remorse, passed back and forth between them like my body was just a vessel for their pleasure. I was gushing generously from my pussy now, and my whole body was at risk of going completely limp.

I looked over Joel’s shoulder and saw Gemma standing a few feet away. She had her hand down her pants, fingering herself violently as she watched.

“Ooh yes!” I panted, gesturing to Gemma. “Look at Gemma, she loves watching you guys stick your cocks in me.”

“We all do,” Joel growled, slamming into me.

The pressure built to an agonizing peak. I was leaking from every hole, sweat and cum and juices running down my legs. It was the most intense, overwhelming sensation of my life. I loved the feeling of being completely shared by these two men. My orgasm built quickly, and before long I was thrashing between the two of them, sobbing with pleasure and begging them not to stop.

After a few more high-pitched whines, my tremors eventually eased, but the men didn’t let up. They kept fucking me back and forth until they finally reached their climax.

“Argh, shit, here it comes Tara!” Austin suddenly yelled over my shoulder.

“Fuck, me too, I’m about to explode,” Joel then snarled in front me.

After a few more pumps, they started erupting together. I felt Austin’s hot load flooding my ass at the exact same moment Joel pumped his seed into my pussy. In only a few seconds, I was drowning in them, and my body started vibrating with the force of their release. I couldn’t help but collapse against the tree, held up only by the cocks buried deep inside me. I sobbed loudly as hot torrents of cum spurted into me from both ends.

When the men finally pulled out, the emptiness left me aching. For a moment, both holes felt unusually stretched and gaping, but then the heat returned in a rush. A thick mix of fluids comprised of Joel’s seed, Austin’s seed, and my own cum, spilled from my cunt and ass, sliding down my inner thighs and pooling in the snow between my boots.

I tried to catch my breath as I looked down. My legs were still shaking so much that I couldn't stand straight. I slid down the trunk until I was sitting in the powder. My legs were left splayed open, and I was completely exposed.

Gemma, meanwhile, started to walk over. She crouched down right in front of me, ignoring the cold soaking into her knees, and just stared.

“Fuck, Tara,” she breathed in awe. “You’re so completely full of cum.”

“I know,” I panted, watching her eyes track the slow drip of white fluid from my pussy lips. “I can feel it running out of me.”

“It’s beautiful,” she murmured. She reached out, catching a heavy drop of cum on her finger before it could hit the snow. She lifted it to the light, inspecting the thick strand stretching between her fingers, mesmerizing me with her gaze. Then, slowly, she opened her mouth and swirled her tongue around the tip, tasting the mix of our husbands.

“Mm. Fuck, that tastes good. It would be a damn shame to let all of this go to waste.”

Then she moved in. She pushed my thighs further apart, gripping my knees to hold me open, and planted her face between my legs.

My back arched off the snow as her tongue flicked over my clit. I had never felt a woman’s mouth on my cunt before, and the softness of her touch was shocking compared to the rough stubble and facial hair of both Austin and Joel. Gemma was relentless, lapping up the leaking cum and teasing my swollen nub with a rhythm that made my head spin. She drank me in, cleaning up the mess her husband and Austin had left, and humming against my lips as she savored their taste.

“Shit, Gemma!” I cried out as I grabbed her head and held her close. “That feels amazing!”

“Does she taste good?” Joel’s voice broke through the haze as he stepped closer, looking down at us. He watched for a moment, clearly enjoying the sight of Gemma devouring his cum out of my pussy. Then I saw something shift in him. A dark hunger filling his eyes. “Move over, Gemma. I want in on this.”

He dropped to his knees beside her, burying his face in my pussy right alongside her. Suddenly I was being eaten by both of them, two tongues fighting for space, sucking up the mess, licking me clean. It was sensory overload, and my body was completely unravelling.

Austin wasn't about to be left out, though. “Don’t forget about the back door,” he growled from behind the tree.

He came around and knelt behind me, spreading my ass cheeks wide. His tongue probed inside, rimming the hole he had just filled, licking up his own seed. I was suddenly surrounded. Three people worshipping my body in the middle of a frozen forest.

I convulsed soon enough, screaming as another orgasm ripped through me. It was just as wild and uncontrollable as the last one.

As I came down, panting, all of them stood up with a smile and wiped their mouths. I looked at the men, and I could see the bulge in their pants growing again. But this time, a new curiosity gripped me.

I looked at Gemma. Her lips were slick with fluid and swollen from kissing, and I realized I wanted to taste what she was tasting.

“I want to taste pussy, Gemma. I want to do what you just did.” I blurted out.

Austin grinned, adjusting his erection. “Sheesh, look at her go.”

“Ooh yes! I’d love for you to eat me out,” Gemma added.

Joel looked at us and jumped into action. “Well, you heard the woman. Give her the pussy she needs. How about we form a line and go from there?”

We all moved into position in the snow without question, unbuckling our boots just a little bit to allow some flex. I knelt behind Gemma and went straight for her cunt, stuffing my face between her legs. The sweet scent of her hit me immediately, and I leaned into it. I started by licking her clit softly and then went a bit harder the moment her moans grew louder. She guided me with her hips, pushing back against me while I licked and slurped at her juices. Tasting another woman’s pussy like this was intoxicating. The soft and unique texture of her wet labia brushing against my lips, so completely different to a man’s cock, made me realize just how much fun I had been missing out on my whole life.

Gemma, meanwhile, was on her knees in front of Joel, sliding her head back and forth as she sucked him off. And behind me, Austin grabbed my hips, lining up his cock with my ass.

“Relax your ass for me,” he commanded.

I did, and he shoved inside me, filling my ass again while I ate Gemma out. We were a chain of filth. I licked and sucked, drinking in Gemma’s flavor, while Austin pounded me from behind, using the shockwaves to force my face deeper into her cunt.

“Fuck yes,” Joel groaned, looking down at the line of us. “You girls are perfect, this feels unreal.”

We kept going until Gemma cried out with a mouth full of Joel’s cock, and let her juices flow freely into my mouth. I drank her down, loving her taste and the feeling of Austin pulsing inside me.

“Okay, now my turn,” Joel then announced, pulling out of Gemma’s mouth. “Gemma needs to be filled up too. She’s feeling left out, I can tell.”

We shifted again. This time, Gemma was the center of attention. She braced herself on the ground on all fours, presenting herself. Joel moved behind her to take her pussy, and Austin positioned himself to take her ass.

I sat back on my feet and just watched. It was beautiful in a depraved way. I reached down, finding my own clit, stroking myself as I watched them ruin her.

“Oh my God, look at her face guys! She absolutely loves it!” I let out, mesmerized by the way her body accepted them. The sight made me rub my clit harder, and all I could do was cheer. “Woo, good job guys! Fill her up!”

Gemma suddenly screamed. It was a piercing sound that rattled in my ears. Her whole lower half started quivering intensely and she slammed back against Austin while grinding harder onto Joel, completely overwhelmed. She was drooling and gushing out onto the snow, before her arms finally gave out and she collapsed flat on her stomach. The motion forced the men to slip out of her holes as she went limp.

They groaned at the loss, but they were already too far gone to reset now. They dropped to their knees behind her, grabbing their own cocks and stroking them desperately.

“Fuck, I can’t stop it, I’m unloading!” Joel shouted.

“Me too!” Austin roared. “It’s coming!”

“No, wait!” Gemma suddenly gasped, pushing up onto her knees. She wiped the spit from her chin and eyed their throbbing tips greedily. “Don't waste it! I want you to both to cover my tits.” She snapped her head toward me. “Actually, you know what? Tara should get involved in this too. Get over here girl! Hurry up!”

“I’m coming!” I cried, crawling through the snow to kneel right beside her.

We unzipped our jackets and pulled down our thermal tops, exposing our breasts to the freezing air. Our nipples were hard as rocks and the cold was incredibly chilling, but we didn’t care, especially not when there were two loads of warm cum waiting for us.

The men stood over us and stroked their cocks fast, until at last, they fired. Rope after rope of cum splattered across our chests, hitting our necks, our chins, and coating our tits in pure white. I gasped at the heat of it, watching the seed run down my skin and dribble along my curves. Gemma then turned to me with a sly grin on her face. “Come here you.”

She pressed her chest against mine. We mashed our cum-covered tits together, rubbing the fluids between us and sliding against each other in a slippery embrace. Of course, we made sure to kiss messily too and lick any stray drops of cum off each other’s lips.

“You guys are fucking insane,” Austin laughed, zipping up his pants.

“Yeah, can’t believe these girls are so horny for each other. I absolutely love it.”

When we finally got enough of tasting each other, Gemma and I laughed until our lungs burned, finally letting go of each other and collapsing back into the powder side by side. I stared up at the opening in the trees. The sky had deepened in color above the trees, and the first stars were starting to prick through. The freezing air stung my exposed skin, but I welcomed it. It felt real after the chaos of the last hour.

Joel and Austin towered over us, fixing their pants and watching us with looks that said they’d happily go another round if the temperature wasn't dropping so fast.

“You alive down there?” Joel asked, offering a hand.

“Never better,” I said.

I gripped his glove and hauled myself up. I zipped my jacket all the way to my chin to seal the mess against my body. Having that sticky warmth sliding down my stomach felt incredible against the chill.

I caught Gemma’s eye. She flashed me a grin that let me know she felt exactly the same way.

Standing in the twilight, I thought back to the gear room on our first day. I remembered how terrified I was of the tension that hung between the four of us, and whether I was willing to acknowledge just how badly I wanted this. But that woman seemed like a stranger now.

I looked over at Joel and felt a surge of affection. We had crossed a line that most couples never even approach, and instead of breaking us, I felt closer to him than ever.

I let my gaze drift to the others, taking in the sight of my husband and our best friends waiting for me in the snow. They were kicking fresh powder over our tracks and scooping up the dropped snack wrapper, ensuring no one could ever tell we had just had a shameless foursome right here in the open. The long and freezing ski back to the village didn't even matter to me anymore. The fluids coating my stomach were already turning cold against my skin, but inside I was completely satisfied, knowing full well the night wasn't finished once we got back to the room.

It didn't matter how cold or crazy it all was. Because for the first time in my life, I finally understood what it truly felt like to be alive.


Epilogue

We stayed in Whistler for a few more days, but I honestly couldn’t tell you what the snow conditions were like because we barely left the chalet. The skiing became the excuse rather than the main event. We spent most of our time rotating between the hot tub, the sauna, and the bedrooms, and by the time we finally had to pack the car, nobody had any shame left about walking around naked or swapping partners whenever the mood hit.

The drive back down the highway was quiet. I remember looking out at the mountains disappearing behind us and wondering if things would snap back to default settings once we hit the city limits. I figured maybe the reality of our boring jobs and separate houses would force us back into our old boxes.

It turns out I was wrong about that.

The group chat shifted immediately from logistics to photos and filthy reminders of what we did to each other. I’d be sitting in front of my computer on one of my work from home days and get a notification from Austin detailing exactly how my throat felt around his cock, which made focusing on the task at hand impossible. Other times, Gemma would drop a video in the chat of herself playing with her pussy while moaning Joel’s name. I’d get so horny I’d close my laptop shut and slide my hand down my pants right there at my desk to take the edge off, all while mesmerized by the videos on my phone.

The first time we all met up for a catch up after the trip, we didn’t bother going out, instead choosing to head over to their place for dinner. Of course, things got filthy, and fast.

Austin was standing in the kitchen opening a bottle of wine, and the next thing I knew, he had abandoned the corkscrew entirely to bend me over the island, pulling down my panties to shove his fingers inside me while Joel lifted Gemma onto the counter to sink his face between her legs. We barely touched the food that night, instead choosing to swap partners right there in the kitchen, and spent the rest of the night grunting and moaning in pleasure.

The lack of boundaries also leaked into our marriage in a way I didn’t expect. Instead of making things weird or jealous, it made everything more intense. Joel stopped treating our sex life like it was restricted to the two of us. Now, he wanted me to tell him about Austin while he fucked me. He wanted to know how it felt to take that girth, or how it tasted to swallow him. It became part of our routine. A shared obsession that we fed every night.

We lasted about three weeks before we decided we couldn’t wait until next winter to do it again. Gemma found a listing for a private lake house for July, somewhere secluded with no neighbors within screaming distance. I looked at the booking confirmation on my phone and realized the shy woman who used to worry about being proper was gone.

Now, all that was left to do was check the dates, and eagerly start counting down the days until summer.


More By Cara Lune

Swapped on the Road Trip: Two Couples Learn to Share

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FQK5YKKY

I told my husband Matt that all we needed was a week in the Utah desert with Vanessa and Daniel, but the second we saw them, everything changed. The desert seem to strip away every excuse we’d been hiding, and one kiss in the pool eventually turned into my old friend choking on my husband’s length while her man shoved himself deep inside me. From there, it only got filthier. Out under the stars I was bent over the hood of a car with Daniel buried in me while Matt groaned into Vanessa. The more we swapped, the dirtier it got, until I was leaking and moaning and left begging for another round. Oh, and there was a canyon hike too, though the only thing I remember from that is finally learning how to take two men at once.

Taken on Date Night: A Wife Gets Swapped and Shared

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FTNYXQ2N

You would want to get swapped too if you saw how filthy Ryan and Kayla got when they joined us for Evan’s promotion dinner. First came the sloppy kisses, then the gags as I choked on Ryan while Evan sat pinned in a chair with Kayla grinding on his lap. Then it all got crazier once we booked a hotel suite together. For starters, I learned how good it feels to be double stuffed and then bury my tongue between a woman’s thighs. Everything after that was pure ecstasy, and my arousal was accentuated only by the fact that Evan was watching the whole time.

Swapped and Shared at the Villa: A Couple Try Something New

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FSP4F6ZM

The Pleasure Haven sells itself as a place for connection and discovery. That was what the website promised, and Callum and Jade thought a coastal villa retreat might be exactly what they needed to rekindle their spark. Instead, the very first couple’s experience had Jade gagging on Callum under the instruction of a guide who spread her open and told her to moan louder. Then came the wall, with a girthy shaft slid through the hole for Jade to choke on while Callum sank into another man’s wife right beside her. By the time they reached the final beach party, Jade's body was glazed with the seed of more men than she could count, and her tongue burned from all the women she'd licked clean. Neither of them shied away from it though. Why would they? This was a new side of themselves they never wanted to lose.
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