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    CHAPTER 1

“Rich people do this for fun?” I thought, standing in the snow, the cold air stinging my cheeks. I had spent the previous day picking out a super cute Moncler ski outfit. But now I wished I had opted for function over form. I was cold.
“I wonder where he is?” asked Tim, his voice deadened by the soft layer of snow on the ground. We had been engaged for only a month before he insisted that we go on a ski vacation so that I could learn. “Our kids will spend every winter on the mountain, so you should too,” he had said.
I grew up in South Florida, where snow was something that you saw on TV. My parents couldn’t afford to travel that often, much less to a ski resort with the expensive equipment rentals and lift tickets, so I didn’t see it in person until college. I still didn’t get the appeal of freezing your ass off to risk your life hurtling down a mountain with a pair of planks strapped to your feet, but I was in love with Tim and willing to try anything once.
Which led us to the base of Vail Mountain, waiting for my personal ski instructor to arrive. We had only been in the village for two days, but Tim was insistent that I waste no time getting on skis. “When you realize how much you love it, you’ll wish you had spent the whole trip on the mountain,” he had said. We had two months to kill in the opulent ski chalet that he had rented but the trip would be over before we knew it. And the faster I gave this a try the faster I could get back to reading books by the fire with a hot toddy next to Tim’s hot body.
Standing next to me, he looked so confident in his ski outfit, casually leaning on his poles. “You doing okay?” he asked. I nodded, still nervous about my lesson. Part of me hoped the instructor had called in sick and I could go back to the chalet.
“Valerie?” a voice called out. I looked over to see a tall man, likely in his mid-20s, with curly blonde hair, ski his way towards us. As he got closer, I realized how tall he actually was. Probably close to six foot six, if not a little over. “That’s me!” I said as I waved my hand. He stopped right in front of us and extended his hand, “I’m Hunter, I’ll be your instructor today.” His voice was deep but jovial, with a bright smile contrasted by his sun kissed skin.
I took his hand, “Nice to meet you!” Tim spoke up quickly, “I’m her husband, Tim.” Hunter shook his hand as well. “I assume you already know how to ski?” Tim nodded. Tim had been skiing since he could walk. “Oh yeah, just wanted to see her off.”
“Well you have nothing to worry about, sir. She’ll be in good hands with me,” Hunter replied. Tim nodded warily, “Let’s hope so. I’m going to hit the slopes now. You guys have fun! Love you, babe!”
“Love you, too!” I said as Tim skied off towards the closest chairlift. I looked back at Hunter. Perhaps today wouldn’t be so bad after all.




CHAPTER 2

I consider myself to be in pretty good shape. I do Pilates. I can run a six-minute mile. But skiing is on another difficulty level. Not more than two hours into my first day on the slopes and I was ready to quit. I had fallen for the sixth or seventh time and was on my butt, slowly working my way down the mountain towards the skis and poles I had lost in my fall. When I told Tim that I wanted my ass torn up during this vacation this was not what I meant.
Hunter skied beside me, squatting down to reach my level. “Should we call lunch? Seems like you need a break,” he asked. “I need a drink,” I replied.
After hobbling my way down the rest of the bunny slope, I placed my skis on a rack and made my way to the bar. Hunter got there before me. “Two shots of Fireball and a beer,” he said, turning to me, “Anything else for you?”
“I’ll take a beer too,” I said. When in Rome. Our shots came and we poured the warm, cinnamon flavored whiskey down our throats after a quick cheers. The effect on my body was almost instant, relieving some of the aches and pains I had managed to accumulate over the past two hours. I let the calm vibes float to my brain as I sipped my beer.
“How long have you been doing this?” I asked. “I’ve been in Vail for about 6 seasons now,” he replied. “I keep saying this season is my last, I’m going back home to work for my dad, but I just can’t let it go.”
I nodded. “It is really beautiful here, I don’t blame you.” I looked out the window at the snow covered mountain, skiers flowing down its face like raindrops on a windshield. “You should see it in the summer,” he replied.
For the next hour we talked about the village, taking another round of shots, slowly drawing nearer to one another. When I realized that I was close enough to smell his scent, a sweet mix of aftershave and sweat, I decided to call it. I paid Hunter for the full day and made my way back to the chalet, ready to fuck Tim’s brains out. He didn’t have to know why.




CHAPTER 3

Tim was still on the mountain when I got back so I took a long, hot shower. My skin felt like a frozen filet mignon thawing in the sink. It was good to have the feeling return in all my nerve endings.
When he came inside, I was lying in the den, wearing a set of red lingerie that I had picked up in the village the day before. The fire roared behind me, warming my mostly naked skin. The heat from the flames danced over my curves, highlighting every dip and swell. My heart fluttered with anticipation.
“What took you so long?” I asked. Tim took off his hat and shed his coat, revealing his athletic build behind the layers of clothing. His eyes immediately locked onto mine, drinking in the sight of me sprawled out before the fire like some erotic offering. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face as he began to remove his thermal layer.
“I wanted to talk to Hunter, see how you did,” he replied. My heart fluttered, wondering if he had mentioned our hour-long session in the bar. “What did he say?” I asked.
“That you’re making good progress, and he’s excited to keep working with you. He seems like a good kid.” He prowled closer, his gaze roaming over my body appreciatively. I could see the desire burning in his eyes, matching the heat building within me.
I pulled him onto the rug beside me, our bodies pressing together. The sensation of his skin against mine sent shivers through me. I leaned in, my lips brushing against his neck as I whispered seductively, “I missed you today.” My hands explored his torso, tracing the contours of his chest while my lips trailed kisses down towards his collarbone. I felt his strong arms encircle me, pulling me even closer against him.
“I missed you too,” he murmured back, his breath hot against my ear. One hand slipped under me, deftly unclasping the strap of my bra. With a swift tug, he freed my breasts from their confinement, exposing them fully to the cool air of the room. His mouth descended upon my nipple, sucking gently while his thumb circled around the other bud. Waves of pleasure radiated outward from my core as I arched into him, seeking more contact.
My hands slid down to his belt buckle, fumbling with the clasp as I tried to free him from his confines. “God, I need you,” I breathed out between gasps of pleasure, thinking back to my intimate moment in the bar with Hunter earlier. I wondered if his size could match Tim’s.
A large growl escaped Tim’s throat as he helped me with his belt, popping open the button on his pants with practiced ease. His member sprang free, already hardening with arousal.
His hand slid up my thigh, pushing the lacy edge of my panties aside. His fingers delved into my slick folds, stroking and teasing as I bucked up against him. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter within me, threatening to snap at any moment.
With a low growl, Tim suddenly flipped us over, pinning me beneath him. He captured my wrists above my head, holding them firmly in place as he settled himself between my parted legs. I could feel the hard length of him pressing insistently against my core.
“Tell me how bad you need it,” he rasped, slowly grinding his cock against my folds. “Please, Tim,” I whimpered, “I’m aching for it.” I let out a soft moan as he continued to grind against me, the pressure building within me. “Take me,” I pleaded, my voice thick with lust. I wrapped my legs around his waist, guiding him towards me.
As he entered me in a single fluid motion, both of us let out simultaneous cries of pleasure. The sensation of being filled completely by him was overwhelming, intense and exquisite all at once. Our bodies moved in tandem as we began to rock rhythmically together.
I dug my nails into his back, urging him deeper still. “Harder,” I begged between ragged breaths.
“I bet you’re thinking about Hunter right now,” he said as he thrusted. A sharp intake of breath escaped me at Tim’s words, igniting a spark of arousal deep within. Was he jealous? Or turned on by the thought?
“No,” I panted, denying his accusation. But even as I spoke, another part of me rebelled. Could it be true? Had I allowed myself to fantasize about another man while fucking my fiancé?
Tim’s grip tightened on my hips, pulling me even harder against him as he drove himself deeper inside of me. “I saw you two in the bar earlier. How close you were getting. I bet you’re imagining him on top of you instead of me.”
“N-no,” I replied breathlessly. “I promise.” He pulled away and looked me in the eye. “It’s okay,” he said. “I want you to fuck him.” A wicked grin spread across his face as he continued to pound into me relentlessly. His words fueled the raging fire within, driving me closer and closer to the edge.
“That’s right,” he hissed, leaning down to nip at my earlobe. “Let’s make that fantasy come true for both of us.” With renewed vigor, Tim angled his hips differently, hitting spots within me that sent shockwaves of pleasure rippling throughout my entire body. Each stroke brought me closer to oblivion, but also served to stoke the embers of jealousy burning brightly within him.
“Tell me, honestly, do you want to fuck him while I watch?” he questioned, punctuating each word with a deep thrust. I couldn’t help but nod in response, unable to form coherent sentences due to the intense pleasure coursing through me. “Yes…” I managed to whisper.
Encouraged by my admission, Tim’s movements became even more erratic. He slammed into me with abandon, each thrust aimed directly at my most sensitive spot. The sound of our flesh slapping against flesh echoed loudly in the quiet chalet.
With a sudden jerk, he rolled us over again so that I was straddling him. This new angle allowed me greater control over the pace and depth of his penetration. Gripping his shoulders tightly for support, I began riding him fiercely – my movements guided solely by instinctive desire rather than conscious thought. “Oh fuck!” I cried out loud as an orgasmic wave crashed over me unexpectedly. My inner muscles spasmed around him uncontrollably as I rode out the climax.
When the tremors in my thighs finally subsided, I lifted myself into a squatting position. As I rose up, my thighs flexed and quivered, straining to hold my shapely ass aloft. For a brief moment, I hovered there, poised precariously above Tim’s still-piercing erection. The anticipation was almost unbearable, every nerve ending tingling with the promise of impending release. Then, with a cry of ecstasy, I sank back down onto him, impaling myself fully once more. My inner walls gripped him like a vice as I lifted my hips up and down, seeking that perfect angle to send me hurtling over the edge once more.
“Yes, just like that!” Tim roared, his hands digging into my ass cheeks as he helped guide my movements. Up and down I bounced, my knees creaking slightly from the exertion. Sweat dripped down my face and chest as I rode him with wild abandon, chasing after another release.
Each time I sank down onto him, Tim’s pelvis hit my swollen clit just right, sending sparks shooting through my nerves. The dual sensations of fullness and friction quickly pushed me towards another precipice. “I’m gonna cum again,” I gasped, my voice barely audible over the sounds of our coupling.
In response, Tim pistoned his hips upwards to meet my downward thrusts, driving himself impossibly deep. Suddenly, without warning, another orgasm hit me like a freight train. I threw my head back and screamed as the pleasure exploded through my body, my cunt clamping down hard on his cock. I kept riding him through it, grinding my hips frantically as the waves of ecstasy washed over me. The spasms around Tim’s cock sent him over the edge and I felt his warm seed fill my womb in spurts as he found his own release.
Finally, utterly spent, I collapsed onto his chest, panting heavily. Aftershocks continued to ripple through me as I lay draped across him, feeling his heartbeat pounding in sync with mine. We stayed like that for several minutes, basking in the aftermath of our shared passion. Eventually I mustered the strength to lift my head and gaze into his eyes.
His arms encircled me protectively as I laid limply upon him, our heated skin sticking together from sweat. His chest rose and fell rhythmically beneath me, matching the steady beat of my heart.
“You’re incredible,” he murmured, brushing a damp strand of hair away from my forehead. He pulled me up slightly so that he could capture my lips in a searing kiss. The taste of saltiness mingled with sweetness lingered on our tongues as we explored each other’s mouths hungrily.
Finally breaking away, Tim traced his fingers along my spine before gently lifting me off of him. I gasped softly as the emptiness returned momentarily but was quickly replaced by warmth when he enveloped me in his embrace.
“Did you mean what you said?” I asked, “About me fucking Hunter?” Tim’s expression turned serious, his eyes locking onto mine intensely. “Every word,” he confirmed, his voice low and husky. “Thinking about you with him…it really does something to me.”
This admission was certainly a surprise. Tim had been engaged previously until he found his ex-fiancée in the bath with another man. I had promised to never break his heart like that, no matter how tempting the thought of straying was every now and then. But if I had his permission? Maybe I could have my cake and eat it too…
“I know what you’re thinking,” Tim said. “And I’ll admit, this is strange, but I was turned on when I caught my ex with that other guy. It’s something I felt guilty about and struggled with for a long time, especially considering how much she broke my trust.” I nodded understandingly as he continued. “But there’s nothing wrong with wanting to share a partner when both parties can consent. As long as we both have control over who you’re with, watching someone else touch you, claim you in some way, it turns me on. And makes me want you even more.”
He pulled back slightly to gauge my reaction, a hint of vulnerability flickering in his gaze. “Does that freak you out? Make you uncomfortable?” His sincerity was palpable, and I found myself drawn to it, captivated by the complexity of his emotions. “No,” I replied honestly, reaching up to caress his cheek. “If it turns you on, I’ll fuck anyone you want. And if it helps you overcome your past trauma with infidelity, even better”
A deep chuckle rumbled through Tim’s chest as he took my hand from his face and pressed a tender kiss to my palm. “That’s the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me,” he teased, his eyes sparkling with amusement and desire. “But seriously,” he added, his tone turning earnest once more. “This isn’t about getting off on some twisted game of power. It’s about connecting with you on a deeper level, exploring our desires and boundaries, pushing our limits…together.”
His free hand wandered down to rest on my thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. “I just want you to feel comfortable and safe, no matter what.”
I looked at him, a sly grin spreading across my face. “So how exactly should I proposition Hunter?” I asked. Tim’s smirk mirrored my own as he contemplated our next move. “I think you should invite him over for drinks after your lesson tomorrow. And from there, we can let things move naturally.” I gazed at Tim adoringly, surprised but turned on by this new side of him. “But for now,” he said, rolling on top of me once more, hands gripping my wrists, “it’s time for round two.”




CHAPTER 4



The next morning, on the way to my lesson, I gave my friend back home Jessica a call. She was my confidant; someone I’d known since I was in diapers and could trust with anything. I had to know what she thought about Tim’s indecent proposal.
“Hey babe, how’s Vail treating you?” she asked right after picking up. I waited a second to respond, looking around to make sure no one around me could hear. “It’s…interesting,” I said. “I have to tell you about what Tim thought up last night.”
I told her about his suggestion, starting with his mid-coitus accusation. She stayed silent throughout, making it hard to gauge her reaction. “Jessica? Are you there?” I asked when I finished.
She finally spoke, “Holy fuck, I’m so fucking jealous.” “You are?” I asked. She replied quickly, “Uh, yeah, Rob would never let me fuck another guy, even if he could join in. I’ve even brought it up before, jokingly, when we were really drunk. He shut it down pretty quick, might have even been a little offended. But I still fantasize about new dick…” I laughed. “Val, I’m not kidding, it’s been ten years, and I’m bored of fucking him. I want to taste someone else, feel someone else filling up my holes. Wait, is he going to let you fuck multiple men at once?”
“Good question,” I responded. “We haven’t really thought about what would happen after this. I think we have to see how it goes first.”
“You better tell me every fucking detail!” she yelled. “Let me live vicariously through your slutty escapades! It’s all I have!”
“Bitch, of course I’ll tell you,” I said. “Bitch, you better!” she responded. It was good to have such a close friend.




CHAPTER 5

After another grueling day of ski lessons, I stumbled into the chalet, my muscles screaming in protest. As I removed my boots and jacket, I couldn’t help but think of the evening ahead – most importantly, the company we had invited over.
Hunter arrived shortly thereafter, looking as handsome as ever in his snug-fitting ski gear, having wrapped up his instructor duties for the day. He had eagerly accepted my invitation for après ski earlier, which I took as a good sign. He removed his gloves to shake Tim’s hand, his icy blue eyes twinkling with curiosity.
“Thanks for inviting me over,” he said, glancing around the foyer. “Your place is amazing.” His gaze landed on me, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. Tim walked over and handed him a glass of champagne, “So Hunter, tell me about yourself.”
Hunter accepted the drink with a nod of thanks, taking a sip before setting the flute down on the nearby coffee table. He leaned back against the couch, crossing one ankle over the other as he regarded Tim with a thoughtful expression. “Well, I’m originally from Utah, born and raised,” he began, his voice smooth and confident. “Started skiing when I was just a kid, and it’s been my passion ever since. I moved to Vail a few years ago.”
His eyes flickered to me briefly before returning to Tim. “Teaching skiing is rewarding in its own right, but I also love the social aspect – meeting new people, helping them improve their skills, seeing the joy on their faces when they master a difficult run.” Hunter paused, taking another swig of champagne.
Tim smiled warmly at Hunter, clearly charmed by his easygoing nature and genuine enthusiasm for his work. “That’s wonderful,” he said sincerely. “There’s nothing quite like sharing your passion with others, is there?”
Turning to me, Tim placed a possessive arm around my shoulders, pulling me close to his side. “Speaking of sharing,” he said. “How would you like to fuck my fiancée?”
Hunter blinked, taken aback by the suddenness of Tim’s question. But rather than recoil, a slow, appreciative smile spread across his face. “Well,” he drawled, leaning back against the couch and eyeing me with newfound interest. “I didn’t expect that kind of offer, but I must say, it’s certainly tempting.”
He took another sip of his champagne, his gaze never leaving mine. “And you’re on board for this?” he asked.
“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t intrigued,” I said softly, feeling the weight of both men’s stares on me. Tim nodded approvingly, his eyes sparkling with mischief, “Let’s just go to the bedroom, see where things go.”
Hunter considered Tim’s proposal for a moment, his eyes scanning my form with a hungry look. Finally, he rose to his feet, closing the distance between us. “Alright then,” he murmured, reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair away from my face. “Lead the way.”
I led Hunter to our bedroom, feeling the heat of his gaze on my back as we walked. Once inside, I turned to face him, my breath hitching slightly at the intensity in his eyes. Tim followed us a moment later, shutting the door behind him with a soft click. The sound echoed through the quiet room, punctuating the electric tension that filled the air.
Hunter’s hands came up to frame my face, his thumbs stroking my cheekbones as he gazed deep into my eyes. “Are you sure about this, Val?” he whispered, his voice low and husky with desire.
I swallowed hard, my pulse racing at the prospect of what lay ahead. With a nod, I sealed my decision with a soft kiss, my lips lingering against his as I poured every ounce of longing into the gesture.
Tim sat down in a chair in the corner before unzipping and pulling his erect member out of his pants. He slowly started to stroke it as he watched us kiss. The sight of him pleasuring himself sent a shiver down my spine, adding an extra layer of excitement to the charged atmosphere. I could feel the heat of Hunter’s body pressed against mine, his hardness evident even through the fabric of his clothes.
With a gentle push, I guided him backwards until his knees hit the edge of the bed, urging him to sit down. Slowly, teasingly, I began to undress, revealing inch after tantalizing inch of skin. My fingers worked deftly at the buttons on my jumpsuit, each movement deliberate and sensual.
Hunter’s eyes hungrily drank in every detail, his breathing growing heavier as more of my curves were exposed. By the time I shrugged off my sports bra, letting my breasts bounce free, he was fully erect, straining against the confines of his ski pants.
“Lie down,” I commanded. “I’m going to sit on your face.” Hunter complied without hesitation, reclining back on the plush mattress. His eyes never left mine as I crawled onto the bed, straddling his face with my thighs. The position gave him an unobstructed view of my glistening folds, mere inches from his eager mouth.
“You have an absolutely stunning pussy,” he breathed, his hot breath ghosting over my sensitive flesh. “I can’t wait to taste you.” With that, he leaned forward, dragging his tongue along my slit in a slow, savoring motion. A moan escaped my lips at the first touch, my hips instinctively rocking against his face as he explored my intimate depths with skillful strokes.
In the background, I could hear the rhythmic sound of Tim’s fist pumping his shaft, the lewd noises mingling with my own gasps and whimpers.
“Fuck yes…” I groaned, my walls clenching at the sensation. I reached down, running my fingers through Hunter’s hair, guiding him to where I wanted him most.
As he lapped at my dripping core, his tongue delving deeper with each passing second, I lost myself in the overwhelming pleasure coursing through my veins. My fingers tightened the grip on his hair, holding him firmly in place as I ground my hips against his face. “Mmmm, just like that,” I purred, my head falling back in ecstasy. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop…”
From the corner of my eye, I caught sight of Tim, his hand moving faster along his length as he watched the erotic display before him. The knowledge that he was deriving such enjoyment from witnessing my pleasure only served to heighten my own arousal, pushing me closer to the brink of climax.
Hunter seemed to sense my impending release, doubling his efforts as he focused his attention on my throbbing clit. “Tim…I’m close…watch closely…” I said, arching my back and tensing my muscles. I wanted him to enjoy every second of this.
The command in my voice was unmistakable, sending a thrill of anticipation through Tim’s body. He quickened his pace, his strokes becoming more urgent as he watched me unravel over Hunter’s ministrations. My entire being was focused on the building crescendo within me, my inner walls fluttering with each flick of Hunter’s talented tongue. I could barely breathe, let alone speak, but the words managed to escape me nonetheless.
“Oh God, I’m-!” Before I could finish, waves of intense pleasure crashed over me, my orgasm ripping through me like a tidal wave. My pussy clenched tightly around nothing, spasming wildly as I rode out the powerful contractions. A loud, guttural moan tore from my throat, echoing throughout the room. My whole body trembled violently, my juices flowing freely as I came undone on Hunter’s eager mouth. He continued to suck my folds as I spasmed, heightening my pleasure, his voracious appetite for my body clearly on display.
“That was incredible…” I gasped, slowly coming down from my high. I lifted myself off Hunter’s face, turning to face Tim with a sultry smile before I started to pull down Hunter’s ski pants and thermal underwear. His thick cock sprang free, already engorged with lust. I placed my mouth over the tip, taking it slowly in as I stroked the shaft.
The sight of me sucking Hunter’s cock was enough to send Tim over the edge. With a few final thrusts of his hand, he spilled his seed across his chest, a low groan escaping his lips as he came.
Having Tim watch me go down on Hunter only added fuel to the fire, igniting a new spark of desire within me. I sucked eagerly, my lips sliding up and down his thick member, taking him deep into my throat. Each bob of my head brought a fresh surge of pleasure, my eyes locked on his as I worked him expertly. “Holy fuck, Val,” Hunter groaned, his hands tangling in my hair, guiding my movements. “You’re so good at this.”
I pulled my mouth off his cock with a wet pop. “I want you to fuck me now,” I commanded. The words were music to Hunter’s ears, his hips bucking upward in response to my demand. He stood up quickly, his cock throbbing with need as he positioned himself between my spread legs. He leaned down to capture my lips in a searing kiss while aligning his tip with my slick entrance, teasing me with the promise of what was to come.
With a firm push, he entered me, filling me completely in one smooth stroke. I cried out into the kiss, my inner walls clenching around him in welcome. The feeling of being stretched so perfectly, so deeply, was indescribable. “You’re so tight,” Hunter growled, starting to move. His hips snapped forward, pulling almost entirely out before slamming back home.
“Yes! Harder!” I demanded, digging my nails into his back. The command in my voice sent a jolt of pleasure through Hunter’s body, spurring him on. He increased his pace, each thrust hitting deeper than the last. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room, punctuated by my cries of pleasure.
He reached down to rub at my swollen clit. The extra stimulation pushed me closer to the edge once again, my orgasm building rapidly. My nails dug into his skin, leaving red marks behind as I urged him onward. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him even tighter inside me. The sensation of his thick cock stretching me wide was intoxicating, driving me towards blissful oblivion.
As I lost myself in the rhythm of Hunter’s passionate lovemaking, I couldn’t help but notice Tim from the corner of my eye. Despite having already found his release, he was stroking his spent cock, coaxing it back to full mast.
The sight of him pleasuring himself while watching us was incredibly arousing, adding an extra layer of excitement. It was clear that he was enjoying the show immensely, his gaze fixed intently on where Hunter and I were joined. “Keep going!” I yelled.
Encouraged by my words, Hunter redoubled his efforts, pounding into me with renewed vigor. The bed creaked beneath us, rocking with the force of his thrusts. My breasts bounced with each impact, drawing Tim’s hungry gaze.
“Fuck, I can’t hold back much longer,” Hunter warned, his movements becoming erratic. The telltale twitch of his cock inside me signaled his approaching climax.
At the same time, Tim stood up, his fully erect member standing proud and ready. He approached the bed, standing beside us, his hand still working his shaft.
“Cum for us, Val,” he commanded. Hunter piped up, “Let me feel you come apart on my cock.” Their words, combined with the delicious friction, proved too much to resist. My scream echoed through the room as the most intense orgasm of my life ripped through me. My vision blurred, my mind going white with pleasure as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. I could feel every throb of Hunter’s cock, every pulse of his heartbeat as he continued to thrust into my quivering depths.
“Oh fuck, yes!” Hunter roared, burying himself to the hilt one more time. His own release surged forth, painting my insides with his hot seed. We both shuddered and spasmed, lost in the overwhelming sensations. As we slowly came down from our highs, I felt Hunter’s softening length slip free from my sensitive folds. A gush of our combined fluids followed, trickling down my thigh. I lay there, panting heavily, a sated smile on my face.
Tim watched the spectacle unfold with rapt attention, his own arousal growing more evident by the second. He reached out, running a finger down the curve of my ass cheek, tracing the line of my pussy. He stepped closer until he could lean down and press a tender kiss against my neck. “It’s my turn now,” he murmured.
Hunter moved to lie beside me, his warm body pressing against mine as Tim took his place between my thighs. The contrast between their sizes was striking – Hunter tall and muscular, Tim lean and agile. Yet they shared a similar intensity in their gazes, a hunger that made my core clench with anticipation.
Tim positioned himself at my entrance, rubbing the head of his cock against my slick folds, Hunter’s cum dripping out. “You’re so wet for me already,” he whispered, pushing forward slowly. His thickness filled me inch by inch, stretching me in a way that was uniquely his.
Once he was fully sheathed, he paused, giving me a chance to adjust to his size. Then, with a gentle roll of his hips, he began to move. His strokes were slower and more deliberate than Hunter’s had been, allowing me to savor every inch of him. “Oh god, just like that,” I gasped.
Tim smiled, his eyes locked on to mine as he continued to thrust into me. His pace remained steady, each movement sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. “That’s it, baby,” he encouraged, his voice low and husky with desire. “You’re doing great.”
Hunter pressed close behind me, his hands roaming over my curves possessively. He kissed along my shoulder blade, nipping gently at the sensitive skin. One hand slid around to cup my breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers.
The dual stimulation was overwhelming in the best possible way. I arched my back, pushing my chest further into Hunter’s touch as I met Tim’s thrust with equal fervor. Our bodies moved in sync, creating a delicious friction that built the heat between us higher and higher. “I’m getting close again…” I whimpered, grinding my hips against Tim’s pelvis. I reached back to grab Hunter’s cock and started stroking it, bringing it back to life. “I want you to both cum with me!” I exclaimed.
Tim’s thrusts grew faster and harder, driven by my desperate cry. Each snap of his hips buried him balls-deep inside me, his pelvis grinding deliciously against my clit. The coil of tension in my lower belly wound tighter and tighter, threatening to snap at any moment.
Behind me, Hunter groaned as I gripped his shaft, pumping it in time with Tim’s strokes. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, easing the glide of my fist. His other hand drifted downward, seeking out my sensitive bundle of nerves. Two fingers circled my clit, applying just the right amount of pressure.
The combination of sensations was too much to bear. With a keening wail, I tumbled over the edge. My pussy clamped down on Tim’s pistoning cock, rippling wildly as ecstasy consumed me. I bucked and writhed under them, riding the waves of my orgasm as they pounded into me. “Oh fuck…fuck…yes!!”
My screams of pleasure spurred them on as Tim drove into me with abandon, chasing his own completion. The rhythmic squeezing of my inner walls pushed him past the point of no return. With a guttural moan, he buried himself to the root one last time and erupted, flooding my depths with his hot seed.
Hunter wasn’t far behind. My frenzied stroking and the erotic sight of Tim filling me sent him hurtling towards the brink. He let out a strangled cry as his cock pulsed in my grip, thick ropes of cum splattering across my tits.
For long moments, we remained locked together, trembling and gasping as the aftershocks subsided. Eventually, Tim carefully withdrew, flopping onto the bed beside us. I rolled onto my back, sandwiched between the two men, basking in the afterglow.
I sighed contentedly, cuddling into Hunter’s strong embrace. The warmth of his body seeped into mine, chasing away the lingering chill. Tim curled up on my other side, his arm draping over my waist possessively.
“That was beyond amazing,” I murmured, a lazy smile playing on my lips. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt so thoroughly satisfied.” Hunter chuckled, pressing a tender kiss to my temple. “I aim to please,” he quipped, his voice laced with satisfaction. Tim hummed in agreement, his fingers tracing idle patters on my hip. “It was everything I thought it could be,” he added, his tone playful yet sincere.
We lay there for a while, basking in the intimacy of the moment. I yawned softly, feeling completely spent. “I could get used to this,” I said with a grin, snuggling closer to both of them.




CHAPTER 6

Hunter stayed the night with us, fucking me twice more that evening before we all passed out in a tangle of sheets. In the morning, I sucked his cock one more time as a parting gift, gleefully swallowing his seed as his whole body spasmed in pleasure, completely spent of cum. He left early, having another ski lesson to get to.
I sighed, watching Hunter’s retreating form with a mix of sadness and longing. He was a good fuck. “Do you think we can have him over again soon?” I wondered aloud, starting a pot of coffee.
Tim looked at me incredulously. “Are you kidding?” he asked. I stopped in my tracks, worried that I had offended him. “Vail is full of attractive men for you to fuck,” he said. “We have dinners to attend, trails to ski, après ski parties to get day drunk at. Hunter was a good appetizer, but we’ve barely even begun to eat. That is, if you’re willing to keep going with this.”
I beamed at Tim. What a man. He must have been thinking about this all night. “I’m in,” I replied with a chuckle. “What about two men? Do you think I could get all three holes filled at the same time?” Tim laughed, taking my hand and bringing it to his lips for a gentle kiss. “Slow down,” he said. “We have two months left, plenty of time to fulfill your every fantasy before we go back home.”
I reached my hand into his pajama pants, gripping his half erect cock. “You’re getting turned on just thinking about this, aren’t you?” I said. Tim smiled. “You have no idea,” he replied, gripping the back of my neck before taking me in for a deep kiss.
Snow flurries blew past the windows, blanketing Vail in an icy white curtain. However, in our chalet, the temperature stayed high all throughout the morning.
◆◆◆
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CHAPTER 1




“God, this feels so good,” I thought, feeling his skilled hands continuing their work. I sunk deeper into relaxation as the soothing music playing softly in the background and the soft scent of essential oils wafted through the air.

​I had only spent a few days on the slopes so far, but my body had paid a price. I couldn’t remember the last time I needed a massage so badly. An upscale resort in Vail Village had been able to sneak me in last minute for an afternoon session and I was nearing the end of my ninety minutes. The masseuse, man around my age with a thick build and strong hands, was named John. He had dark, sandy hair and a complexion that betrayed his love for outdoor sports.

​It was only two days ago that my fiancé Tim watched from the corner as my ski instructor had his way with me and I was still getting used to my newfound sexual liberty. “Keep an eye out for our next conquest,” Tim had said before hitting the slopes that morning. I hadn’t intended on searching very hard today, preferring to pamper myself before the next round, but John’s touch, his sensual fingers, his gentle caresses, had me thinking otherwise. If he made love like he massaged, then he would be a very good conquest indeed.

​“Okay, I’m done with your back,” John said as he lifted the sheet covering me “Please turn over now.” I complied and he laid the sheet back over my chest, having averted his eyes throughout the entire process. Feeling bold, I took a deep breath and let out a contended sigh.

​“Can I propose something?” I said, my voice barely above a whisper as I looked up at John. His eyes met mine for a brief moment, filled with curiosity and interest. “Sure,” he replied.

​I bit my lower lip slightly, hesitating before blurting out, “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.” The words hung in the air between us, both seemingly frozen in time. A few moments passed before John nodded slowly, his gaze never leaving my face.

​I leaned back, watching expectantly as he began to unbuckle his belt and unbutton his pants. I noticed how muscular his arms were as he reached into his underwear and pulled his already hardening cock out. It was large, and I couldn’t help but feel a rush of excitement coursing through my veins.

​I pulled the sheet off my chest, revealing my bare breasts, before reaching down and pulling down my panties. John took a step closer, his eyes fixated on the sight before him. My bare pussy glistened under the dim light of the room. “You can look, but you can’t touch,” I said. “Not yet.”

​He let out a low chuckle, his hand reaching out tentatively to stroke my smooth thigh, making sure not to venture too high. His cock throbbed with need, precum beading at the tip. He shifted uncomfortably. I watched him closely, enjoying the power I had.

​“What do you think?” I asked teasingly, spreading my legs wider to give him a better view. My pussy was dripping with arousal, begging to be touched, tasted, fucked.

​“It’s-it’s very nice,” he said, words failing him. That was okay, I was in control here. “Do you want to come over and have dinner with me and my fiancé?” I asked, my words heavy with implication.

​Caught off guard by the unexpected invitation, John paused, his hand still hovering just inches away from my most intimate area. He glanced up at my face, searching my expression for any hint of deceit or sarcasm.

​But there was none. Just pure, unadulterated lust burning brightly in my emerald-green eyes. I was not kidding around. A slow grin spread across his face, matching the one on mine. He gave my thigh a gentle squeeze, nodding eagerly. “Dinner sounds great,” he replied, his voice husky with desire.

​“Fantastic. I’ll text you the address. Come over at seven. And you can get dressed now. I just wanted to make sure you didn’t have a micro-penis or something,” I said, gesturing to his crotch.

​A hearty laugh escaped John’s lips as he began to put his shorts back on. He couldn’t help but steal glances at my naked form, likely imagining what he would do to me later. I felt wild with desire.


CHAPTER 2




​On the way back to the chalet I decided to give Jessica a call. “What’s up, you lucky bitch?” she said as soon as she answered. I had given her details about my night with Hunter, the ski instructor, and she would be forever envious. “Just walking back from my massage,” I replied with a chuckle. “I flashed him my pussy.”

“Oh shut the fuck up,” came her quick retort. “Did he fuck you right there on the table?” The thought sent a prickly feeling up my spine. But that was not how me and Tim’s arrangement worked.

“No, he’ll have to wait until after dinner, while Tim watches,” I said. “That’s the deal.” For a moment there was silence. “Well it’s a deal I would take any day,” she uttered. “I’m currently stuck watching my kids. Rob went out of town on a work trip, I don’t think I’d even have the energy to fuck another guy right now, even if I wanted to. And if I have to watch one of the Cars movies one more fucking time…”

I cut her off, “Well I promise I’ll tell you all about it!” Letting Jessica rant on about her kids was always a mood killer.

“Bitch you’d better!” she exclaimed. “I’m going to go open a bottle of Sancerre and drown in my sorrows. Never have kids.”

I laughed as I hung up. One day me and Tim would try for our own. But until then, we were going to have a lot of fucking fun.


CHAPTER 3

​That evening, I sat across the dining table from Tim, a glass of red wine in my hand. I had thrown together a quick salad, not wanting anything heavy to weigh us down for the activities ahead. Mixed greens, a basic vinaigrette, and chicken. No onions or strong flavors that could make our breaths toxic.

The tension in the air was palpable, charged with anticipation and excitement. I cleared my throat nervously, twirling a strand of my dark hair around my finger.

​“Hey babe,” I started, my voice steady despite the butterflies fluttering in my stomach, “I have a surprise coming over.” Tim raised an eyebrow, his fork halfway to his mouth. He set it down gently on his plate and waited for me to continue, smiling. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for his reaction. “You know how I had a massage earlier? Well, it was really good. So good, in fact, that I invited the masseuse over for dinner to thank him. His name is John.”

​Tim stared at me, his eyes wide with shock and a hint of arousal. “Isn’t that interesting,” he remarked dryly, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. “A new conquest for us?” He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest. He studied me intently before taking a long sip. He set his glass down with a soft clink against the crystal stemware. “Does he know what he’s in for?” he asked.

​“I made him pull his cock out for me during the session, so I think he has an idea. I didn’t touch it though, I promise,” I said. “I would only do that in front of you, baby.” Tim listened to me, his expression shifting from surprise to intrigue to outright lust.

​“You’re the best,” he commented, his voice low and gravelly. He pushed his plate aside, no longer interested in eating. Instead, he focused his attention solely on me, drinking in every detail of my appearance. His eyes roamed over my body, taking note of the tight dress that hugged my curves perfectly. He licked his lips unconsciously, probably already imagining me underneath this other man.

​My heart raced when I heard the doorbell ring, signaling John’s arrival. I stood up from the table, smoothing down my dress and giving myself a quick once-over in the mirror. My breasts strained against the fabric, threatening to spill out of the low-cut top. I bit my lip, feeling a rush of excitement at the thought of what was to come.

​I made my way to the front door, my heels clicking loudly on the hardwood floor. When I opened it, there stood John, looking even more handsome before in his jeans and button-down shirt. His eyes widened slightly as he took in my appearance, a hungry gleam sparking in their depths.

​“Hi, John,” I greeted him with a sultry smile, stepping aside to let him enter. “Come on in, dinner is on the table.” I led him into the dining room where Tim was waiting. Tim looked up as we entered, his eyes immediately drawn to our new plaything. He rose from his seat, extending a hand in greeting.

​“John, I presume? I’m Tim. Nice to meet you,” Tim said smoothly, a slight edge to his voice. There was no mistaking the undercurrent of jealousy and possessiveness lurking beneath the surface. Maybe Tim was rethinking things, feeling more threatened by a man closer to his age.

​John shook his hand firmly, meeting Tim’s gaze head-on. He flashed a confident grin, clearly not intimidated. “Likewise, Tim. Thanks for having me over.” The two men eyed each other warily, like two alpha males sizing up their competition. I felt a shiver run down my spine at the testosterone-fueled tension crackling between them. This was going to be a very interesting evening indeed.

​As the three of us sat down at the table, the atmosphere remained thick with unspoken desires and underlying tensions. Tim and John engaged in polite conversation, discussing everything from work to sports, all the while keeping a keen eye on each other and me. 
​I could practically feel the heat radiating off Tim’s body, his gaze never straying far from John’s hands as they moved gracefully while serving himself food. Meanwhile, John’s eyes kept drifting to my exposed cleavage, his pupils dilating ever so slightly each time he caught a glimpse.

​When the salad was finished, I excused myself to clear the plates, using the opportunity to slip away and compose myself. In the kitchen, I took a few deep breaths, trying to calm the frantic pounding of my heart. I knew what was coming, and the anticipation was almost unbearable.

​After clearing the dishes, I returned to the dining room with dessert, a tray of cookies. Both men were standing now, Tim refilling their wine glasses. They glanced up at me as I approached, their eyes locked onto mine with such intensity that it made my skin prickle with excitement.

​Without saying a word, I placed the tray of cookies on the table and began to serve everyone. As I bent over to place a cookie on Tim’s plate, I could feel both men’s eyes on my ass, their stares burning into my flesh through the thin material of my dress.

​Tim’s eyes followed my every move, his gaze lingering on the swell of my ass as I bent over. A low growl rumbled in his chest, a primal sound of possession and desire. Across the table, John’s eyes mirrored Tim’s, his own gaze fixed on my ass with equal parts hunger and admiration. He watched as I straightened up, my dress clinging to my curves like a second skin.

​The silence stretched between them, heavy with unspoken promises and forbidden fantasies. It was clear that both men wanted me, craved me in ways that only the other could understand. And yet, there was something else simmering beneath the surface – a competitive edge that added an extra layer of excitement to the situation.

​With a sly grin, Tim lifted his wineglass to his lips, his eyes never leaving my ass. Feeling their heated gazes on my body, I turned slowly, presenting myself to them fully. I could see the raw lust in their eyes, the way they devoured me with their gaze. It sent a thrill coursing through my veins, making my nipples harden against the fabric of my bra.

​Walking towards Tim, I leaned over and planted a kiss on his cheek, whispering softly, “Dessert is served.” Then, turning to John, I repeated the gesture, planting a kiss on his cheek as well.

​Both men watched me closely, their expressions mirroring each other’s – desire mixed with a hint of challenge. I stepped back, allowing them to admire the view. I could see the bulges forming in their pants, the evidence of their arousal pressing against the fabric. It was intoxicating, knowing that I had this effect on them.

​Taking a step closer to Tim, I reached out and ran my fingers through his hair, tugging gently. “I’m going to let him fill me up now, dear. Is that okay?” Tim’s nostrils flared as he breathed in my scent, a mix of perfume and arousal that drove him wild. He closed his eyes for a moment, savoring the sensation before opening them again to look at me. His hand found its way to my hip, pulling me even closer until I was pressed up against him. He whispered huskily, “Go ahead, Val. Take your time.”

​I walked over to John, directing him towards his seat. I reached out and took hold of his hand, guiding it towards my thigh. My skin tingled where his fingertips grazed against me, sending sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine. Turning back to Tim, I winked at him playfully before sitting on the table and hiking up my dress. I had no panties on. “I think we should finish my massage now,” I said.

​John, momentarily taken aback by my lack of underwear, stared at my glistening folds for a moment before shaking off his surprise and reaching out to touch me. Feeling his hand on my thigh, I gasped softly, my body arching into his touch. His fingers traced patterns on my skin, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I tilted my head back slightly, exposing the delicate column of my throat. My breasts rose and feel with each rapid breath I took, nipples hardened peaks begging for attention.

​In the background I could hear Tim unzip as he pulled his cock out, ready to pleasure himself as he watched.

​John’s fingers danced higher up my leg, inching closer to my slick entrance, rubbing my thigh muscles with practiced form. He looked up at me, his eyes filled with a mix of lust and curiosity. “May I?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. I quickly nodded before he slid two fingers inside, feeling my wet heat envelop him.

​I moaned loudly, my hips bucking against his hand. Tim watched the scene unfold, his cock throbbing in his hand. He stroked himself fast, imagining his own fingers replacing John’s, plunging deep into my tight cunt. John leaned in and started to lick.

​His tongue lapping at my clit sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. I cried out, my hands finding purchase in his hair, urging him on. Meanwhile, Tim’s heavy breathing and the sight of his hand pumping his thick cock was driving me wild. I felt so dirty, so naughty being pleasured in front of my fiancé by another man.

​As John licked and sucked, I ground down harder against his mouth, chasing that sweet release. My entire world narrowed down to the sensations John was drawing out of me.

​With a final, decisive suck on my engorged clit, my body seized up, inner muscles clamping down on his fingers as I came undone, wave after wave of orgasmic bliss crashing over me. My screams of rapture echoed through the room, mingling with the sound of Tim’s ragged breathing and the slap of his hand on his shaft. I looked up to see Tim’s face contorted in pleasure, his cock pulsing in time with my convulsions.

​As the aftershocks subsided, I went limp, my chest heaving with exertion. John gentled his ministrations, licking and kissing his way up my quivering thighs until he reached my stomach. He rested his forehead against my skin, catching his breath. Tim, meanwhile, had reached his peak.

​I sat there panting, my body still trembling from the intensity of my climax. As I gradually came back to myself, I became aware of John’s warm breath on my belly and the gentle kiss he planted there. It was a tender gesture, one that made me feel cherished despite the depravity of my actions.

​My gaze drifted to Tim, who was standing nearby, his hand wrapped around his spent cock. A trickle of cum dripped from the tip, and I felt a surge of satisfaction knowing I’d brought him to that point.

​Slowly, I sat up, readjusting my dress and smoothing my hair. I turned to John, offering him a weak but genuine smile. “That was…incredible,” I said, my voice hoarse from screaming. John lifted his head from my stomach, meeting my gaze with a look of pure satisfaction. His cheeks were flushed, and his lips were parted slightly as if he was still trying to catch his breath.

​“You taste amazing,” he murmured, standing up to press a lingering kiss to my lips. I could taste my juices all over his lips, the evidence of his mouth’s devotion. It drove me wild with lust.

​Tim, on the other hand, was staring at me with unabashed hunger. He wiped his hand on his pants, leaving behind a visible streak of cum. “Fuck,” he breathed out, his voice raw. “That was so fucking hot.”

I turned to John, authority in my voice. “Fuck me,” I commanded. I slid off the table and leaned against it, facing away from John. I looked over my shoulder at him, my eyes locking onto his with a silent plea for him to take me. My heart pounded in my chest as I waited for him to position himself behind me. I bit my lip, anticipation making my whole body tingle with excitement.

As John pulled his pants down, I glanced back at Tim. His eyes were glued to us, his expression a mix of lust and admiration. I smiled at him, giving him a wink before turning my full attention back to what was about to happen.

John positioned himself, his member throbbing with need. He ran his hands down my back, tracing the curves of my spine with his masterful touch before gripping my hips. Without another word, he thrust into me, burying himself to the hilt in my dripping wetness. A groan escaped him as he felt my inner walls clench around him, welcoming him home.

Tim watched, mesmerized, as John fucked me from behind. His cock twitched, stirring back to life at the sight. He stepped closer, reaching out to stroke himself once more.

John’s hands roamed my back, kneading the tense muscles with his skilled fingers as he picked up the pace. His thrusts grew more powerful, each plunge hitting that spot inside of me that made me cry out. His breathing grew heavier, more erratic, as he chased his release.

Tim watched, transfixed, as John worked me over. He could see how much pleasure I was experiencing, how my body responded to each of John’s movements. His own cock throbbed in his hand, coming back to life.

​I moaned loudly as John’s thrusts grew more powerful, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. His touch on my back was both soothing and arousing, adding an extra layer of sensation to the already intense experience.

​As I felt myself teetering on the edge of another orgasm, I pushed back against him, urging him deeper, faster. I wanted to cum again, wanted to experience that mind-numbing pleasure yet again.

​Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Tim watching us intently. His hand moved faster on his limp cock, his breath coming in short gasps. I knew he was enjoying this just as much as we were.

​Driven by my moans and the clenching of my inner walls, John’s thrusts became more frantic. He leaned over me, bracing himself with one hand while his free hand slid around my hip to tease my clit.

​He found my swollen nub, rubbing it in tight circles that matched the rhythm of his thrusts. The combination of pressure on my clit and the relentless pounding of his cock sent me spiraling towards another climax.

​Tim stood there, his eyes locked onto the erotic scene unfolding before him. Seeing me respond to intensely to John’s touch was turning him on like nothing else. His cock throbbed painfully in his hand, begging for attention. But he held back, waiting for his moment.

​I couldn’t hold back any longer; I was teetering on the edge of another orgasm. I cried out, my voice echoing throughout the room as I felt my body shudder with pleasure.

​As I came down from my high, John continued to thrust into me from behind, his touch on my clit sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my body. I panted heavily, my chest rising and falling as I tried to regain control of my breathing.

​Through half-lidded eyes, I noticed Tim standing there, his gaze fixed on us. There was desire in his eyes, but also something else – a sense of anticipation.

​With a guttural groan, John released himself inside of me, filling me with his hot seed. His strokes slowed as he rode out his orgasm, savoring the feeling of being buried deep within my warmth. He collapsed against my back, his breath hot against my neck.

​Tim watched, entranced. He could see the way my body shook with pleasure, how my breasts bounced with each of John’s movements. He was rock hard now. Finally, unable to resist any longer, he approached us. He reached out tentatively, placing a hand on my hip.

​I let out a satisfied sigh as John’s throbbing member slipped from inside me. I turned around slowly, my legs wobbly from the aftereffects of my orgasms. Seeing Tim approach, I gave him a sultry smile. I reached out, taking his hand from my hip and guiding it between my thighs. My pussy was slick with juices, mine and John’s mixed together. “Fill me up,” I whispered, looking up at him with hooded eyes, craving even more cum inside of me.

​Tim’s breath hitched as I guided his hand to my dripping cunt. With a growl, he stepped closer, positioning himself in front of me, lifting my ass onto the table. He grasped his cock, aligning it with my entrance before thrusting into me. My tightness enveloped him completely, squeezing him in ways that had his vision blurring at the edges. I was so wet, so ready for him.

​John watched us, his member still twitching from his own climax. He reached out, running his fingers along my thigh as I took Tim’s cock. The sight of me at their mercy, being touched my two men at once, was enough to make anyone hard again. And John was no exception.

​I moaned as Tim filled me up, stretching me even further. As he began to move, setting a punishing pace, I threw my head back, letting out loud cries of pleasure. I could feel John’s fingers tracing patterns on my thigh, adding another layer of sensation to the already overwhelming experience.

​My body moved instinctively, matching Tim’s rhythm. I could tell he was close, and the thought of having him explode inside me, filling me even further with cum, sent another wave of pleasure coursing through my veins.

​Tim gripped my thighs tightly, using them as leverage as he slammed into me over and over again. My cries of pleasure were music to his ears, spurring him on. I clenched around Tim’s cock, feeling my orgasm building rapidly. His thrusts were becoming more erratic, telling me he was close too. “Yes, yes!” I cried out, my nails digging into the table beneath me. “Cum inside! Fill me up!”

​My words seemed to push Tim over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside me and exploded, painting my insides with his hot seed. The sensation of his release triggered my own orgasm, and I screamed in ecstasy as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

​Tim’s groan of satisfaction echoed through the room as he emptied himself inside me. His cock pulsed, releasing every drop of his cum into my clenching walls. He collapsed on top of me, panting heavily, trying to catch his breath.

​John observed us closely, his cock fully erect once again. He reached down, stroking himself slowly as he watched us bask in our shared bliss. I gasped for air, my body trembling from the intensity of my orgasm. I could feel Tim’s cum pooling inside me, joining John’s, a warm reminder of our passionate encounter.

​Slowly I pulled away from Tim, turning to look at John. He sat in a chair, his eyes were locked onto mine, filled with lust and desire. I hobbled over to him, my knees weak from all the excitement. Reaching out, I took his throbbing member in my hand, giving it a few experimental strokes. John grabbed my waist, pulling me down onto him. I sank down onto his lap, straddling him. The tip of his cock nudged against my entrance, teasing me. He looked into my eyes, searching for permission. I nodded, a wicked grin spreading across my face.

​I lowered myself onto John’s cock, taking inside me inch by delicious inch. Once he was fully sheathed within me, I started moving. I rocked my hips back and forth, riding him with reckless abandon. He groaned loudly as I impaled myself on his cock. He placed his hands on my hips, guiding my movements. Each time I rocked back, he pushed upwards, meeting me halfway. Our bodies moved in perfect sync, creating a rhythm that was both sensual and primal.

​I rode him hard and fast, relishing in the feeling of his cock hitting all the right spots inside me. I could feel my second wind coming on, my energy levels skyrocketing. Leaning forward, I captured John’s lips in a searing kiss. Our tongues danced together, exploring each other’s mouths as our bodies continued to move as one. In the background, I could hear Tim lay back on his chair, spent.

​John broke the kiss, panting heavily. He looked up at me, admiration and lust clear in his eyes. He gripped my hips tighter, guiding me faster. His thrusts became more urgent, driving towards release. I moaned loudly, my body shaking with pleasure. His cock was hitting places inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. Feeling my climax approaching quickly, I leaned forwards, bracing myself on John’s strong shoulders. I looked down at him, my eyes wild with desire.

​John grunted, pushing harder and deeper, determined to bring me off with him. I threw my head back, screaming in ecstasy as my fourth orgasm crashed over me. My body shook uncontrollably, my pussy clamping down on John’s cock like a vice. At the same time, I felt him swell inside me, his cock pulsing as he released deep within my spasming walls. His hot seed flooded my already full cunt, mixing with the remnants of his and Tim’s earlier deposit.

​We both stayed like that for a few moments, both of us gasping for air and reveling in the afterglow of our intense session. John held me close, his arms wrapping around me as we both caught our breath. Slowly, I lifted off of his lap, settling onto a chair next to him. We sat there in comfortable silence, basking in the warmth of our post-orgasmic glow. After a while, John spoke up, his voice low and husky. “That was…incredible.” He paused, looking at me with a mischievous glint in his eye. “But you’re not done with me yet, are you?”

​I smiled lazily at John, my body still tingling. “Oh, I think we’ve only just begun,” I purred, running my fingers through his hair. I glanced over at Tim, who was watching us with a satisfied smirk. “Don’t you agree, hon?” I winked at him, already feeling a renewed sense of desire. Tim chuckled, admiring the sight of me and John. “I do,” he agreed. His voice thick with lust. He stood up, stretching his muscles. His cock, though softening slightly, was still quite impressive. “Let’s take a wine break though, shall we?”

​I nodded, a thoughtful expression crossing my face. “Sounds perfect.” I rose from my chair, my legs a bit wobbly but steady. I walked over to the kitchen, my legs swaying enticingly with each step. “Do you guys want red or white?” I called out.


CHAPTER 4

​A pleasant buzz had settled in my brain, making everything seem brighter and more vivid. The taste of the wine lingered on my tongue, its warmth spreading throughout my body.

​The three of us sat on the couch, sharing a bottle or Merlot between us. Tim sat closest to me, his arm draped casually over the back of the couch. John was nestled on the other side of me, his eyes heavy-lidded as he sipped his wine. His free hand rested on his bare stomach, abs flexing subtly under his touch.

The room was quiet, and I wondered if wine was the wrong call. I was ready for round two but both men were about to fall asleep. I had to act fast.

I set aside my wine glass and slid off the couch. I knelt on the floor between John and Tim, my hands resting on their thighs. My fingers trailer upwards, brushing against their balls. Both men inhaled sharply, their cocks twitching in response to my touch. I wrapped a hand around each shaft, stroking them slowly as I looked up at them with a coy smile.

Tim groaned, his head falling back against the couch cushion. John bit his lip, his hips rocking slightly into my grip. I increased my pace, twisting my wrist as I pumped their cocks. Pre-cum leaked from the tips, providing extra lubrication for my strokes.

I leaned in, licking the tip of John’s cock before taking it into my mouth, sucking gently as I continued to stroke both dicks. I glanced up at Tim, my eyes locking with his as I worked his shaft with my hand. I bobbed my head on John’s cock, taking him deeper, my cheeks hollowing with each suckle. At the same time, I increased the speed of my hand on Tim’s dick, my thumb rubbing over the sensitive head.

My mouth watered at the musky taste of John’s precum, and I swirled my tongue around his tip before pulling back, letting him slip from my lips with a pop. Tim watched, his eyes wide with arousal. His cock twitched in my hand, leaking copiously now.

A string of saliva connected John’s cock to my lips as I pulled back. I stood up and straddled John’s lap, positioning myself over his erect cock. I reached down, grasping his shaft and aligning it with my dripping entrance, all while never letting go of Tim’s cock.

With a slow, deliberate motion, I sank down onto John, enveloping his thick length within my wet heat. I let out a drawn-out moan as he filled me completely, my inner walls clenching around him as I continued to service Tim with my hand, pumping is cock in time with me rising and falling. My other hand braced against John’s chest for balance.

Each downward thrust brought me closer to the edge. John’s breathing grew ragged, his eyes locked onto my bouncing breasts. Tim couldn’t tear his gaze away as I pleasured both men at once, my skillful hand and pussy driving them to the brink.

I looked over at Tim, biting my lower lip seductively, my eyes glinting with unspoken promises. I leaned forward, pressing my breasts against John’s chest as I picked up the pace.

My glance at Tim sent a shiver down his spine and he swallowed hard, his cock throbbing in my hand. My hips slammed down onto John’s with reckless abandon. My slick walls squeezed his cock like a vice, milking him for all he was worth.  He groaned, his fingers digging into my flesh as he struggled to hold back his impending orgasm. What a gentleman.

Tim, meanwhile, was also rapidly approaching his limit. My body stiffened, my inner muscles convulsing around John’s cock as a powerful orgasm ripped through me. I cried out, my voice echoing in the living room as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me.

As the aftershocks subsided, I lifted myself off John’s still-hard shaft, leaving a trail of my juices on his length. With a wicked grin, I positioned myself between both men again, wrapping my hands around their cocks once more.

John let out a guttural moan as I started stroking him furiously, my grip tight and relentless. “I’m so close,” he gasped, his hips bucking into my hand. “Me too,” uttered Tim.

With a final, powerful thrust, Tim exploded, his hot seed spurting onto my waiting hand and splattering across my cheek. I smiled basking in the warmth of his release as I continued to pump his cock, coaxing out every last drop. Simultaneously, John’s control snapped, his cock twitching violently in my grasp as he shot his hot load onto my other cheek. His cum mixed with Tim’s, creating a sticky mess that dripped down my chin.

I licked my lips, tasting the salty-sweet essence of both men. A low chucked escaped me as I looked up at them, my eyes gleaming with triumph.

I rose to my feet, my body glistening with sweat and cum. I turned towards Tim, my lips parting in invitation. I closed the distance between us, pressing my body against his, feeling his still-hard cock against my belly. Without hesitation, I kissed him deeply.

“Thank you, baby,” I murmured, my voice husky with pleasure. “He fucked me so good.” Tim smiled, glancing over at John, still regaining his breath. “I should thank you,” he said. “That was even hotter than last time.”

◆◆◆

Valerie’s adventures will continue in Valerie Does Vail: Volume 3
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CHAPTER 1




The next day, Tim and I sat on the balcony of our chalet overlooking the picturesque slopes of Vail, enjoying our coffee. I couldn’t help but feel a tingle of excitement at the thought of who might be next in my string of passionate encounters.

Tim smiled at me over the rim of his mug. “Penny for your thoughts, gorgeous?” he asked playfully, probably noticing the dreamy look in my eyes. I set down my own cup and stretched languidly, my silk robe falling open to reveal tantalizing glimpses of my ample cleavage. “Oh, just thinking about how much fun we’ve had so far…and wonder what other adventures await us,” I purred suggestively.

I glanced up at the mountain looming above us, picturing the rugged, handsome Brad, no doubt instructing another beginner skier today. My mind wondered back to the spa, remembering the strong hands of John kneading my muscles, the first sight of his enormous cock once he pulled it out.

Suddenly, a knock at the door startled me out of my reverie. I glanced at Tim, whose eyebrows rose in surprise. “Expecting someone?” he asked, setting his coffee aside. I shook my head, feeling a flutter of anticipation. “No idea, but let’s find out.”

Rising gracefully, I sauntered down the staircase to the door. I took a deep breath, smoothed my robe, and opened the door. I found myself face-to-face with a tall, broad-shouldered man in his late-thirties. He was dressed casually in jeans and a flannel shirt that strained slightly across his muscular chest. His chiseled features were framed by artfully tousled dark hair, and his piercing green eyes seemed to bore into mine with intensity.

“Valerie?” he inquired, his voice deep and resonant. When I nodded, I flashed a disarming smile that sent a shiver down my spine. “I’m Tim’s friend from college, here to stay with you guys for a few days. My eyes widened slightly in surprise, but I quickly recovered. Tim hadn’t mentioned this, but he had earned his fair share of misunderstandings after the past few days.

“Of course! Please come in,” I invited, stepping back to allow him entry. As he brushed past me, I caught a whiff of his masculine scent – leather, pine, and something uniquely him. It was intoxicating.

Once inside, I turned to face him, taking in his rugged good looks once more. “It’s a pleasure to meet you…?” I trailed off questioningly, extending my hand. He took it firmly, his calloused palm sending tingles up my arm. “Jake,” he replied, his gaze never leaving mine. “Jake Callahan.”

Just then, Tim emerged from the balcony, his expression brightening when he saw his old friend. “Jake! Great to see you, man! I thought you weren’t coming until next week?”

Jake shrugged, a hint of mischief dancing in his eyes as they flicked briefly to me before returning to Tim. “Changed my plans. Figured I’d beat the crowds and get some skiing in before the holidays. Plus, I was eager to catch up with you and…” His gaze drifted back to me, lingering appreciatively on my curves. “…meet the lovely Val.”

Tim chuckled, clapping Jake on the shoulder. “Well, you’ve certainly picked a great time to visit. We’re having quite the…adventure filled vacation so far.” He shot me a knowing look, and I felt a blush rise to my cheeks.

Jake raised an eyebrow, his interest clearly piqued. “Is that so? Care to share a few details, Val?” He used my nickname with an easy familiarity that made my heart skip a beat. I laughed lightly, feeling a thrill at the way he said it. “Oh, maybe over drinks later? Let’s not bore him with all the details just yet,” I teased, reaching out to touch Jake’s arm reassuringly. “Let’s just say, we’re making the most of our time here in Vail.”

I glanced at Tim, seeing the fond amusement in his eyes. “Speaking of which, why don’t you take Jake out for a drink while I freshen up? We can all meet back here for lunch in an hour?”

Tim nodded agreeably, already heading for the door. “Sounds like a plan. Jake, you remember the Red Lion Tavern, right?” As they stepped out the door, I watched them go, a sense of anticipation building within me.

As soon as the front door closed behind Tim and Jake, I let out a little sigh of relief. The tension between Jake and me was palpable, and I found myself unable to tear my gaze away from the retreating figures. Quickly, I headed for the master bathroom, closing the door firmly behind me. I stripped off my robe and stepped into the hot shower, letting the streamy water wash over my naked body. I allowed myself a moment to imagine what it would be like to have Jake’s hands on me – those rough, calloused fingers tracing along my curves, exploring every inch of my body…

A shudder of desire ran through me at the thought, causing my nipples to harden. I wondered if Jake would be off limits. If Tim had a rule when it came to his friends. I hoped not.

As I rinsed the shampoo from my hair, my mind wandered back to the hotel room, where I could still picture Jake’s chiseled features and piercing green eyes. I imagined him standing close, his warm breath tickling my ear as he whispered provocative things. My fingers slid down between my thighs, finding my slick folds already swollen with arousal. I circled my clit gently, biting my lip to stifle a moan as pleasure began to build.

I pictured Jake kneeling before me, his mouth replacing my fingers as he licked and sucked at my sensitive nub. The image sent jolts of electricity straight to my core, and I picked up the pace, rubbing myself faster and harder.

Lost in fantasy, I didn’t hear the bathroom door creak open. Suddenly, Jake’s voice cut through the steamy air, low and husky. “Mind if I join you?”

I froze, my heart leaping into my throat as I spun around to face the doorway. There stood Jake, his eyes dark with desire as they raked over my dripping wet, naked form. “J-Jake!” I stammered, instinctively trying to cover myself. But the hunger in his gaze only intensified, and I found myself lowering my arms, baring myself completely to his view. “Come in,” I said.

He stepped into the spacious shower, clothes and all, pulling me flush against his hard, muscular body. I gasped as the cold denim of his jeans pressed against my overheated skin. “I talked to Tim, he told me all about your arrangement. I couldn’t wait another second to see if you were open to making me your next conquest,” he growled, claiming my lips in a searing kiss. His tongue delved into my mouth, tangling with mine as his hands roamed greedily over my curves.

I melted into his embrace, my own hands clawing at his back as I returned his kiss with equal fervor. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pressing my aching center against the rigid bulge in his pants. A needy whimper escaped me as I ground against him, desperate for friction.

The bathroom door swung open just as Jake’s hands gripped my shapely ass, lifting me effortlessly against the tiled wall. Tim stood there, his eyes widening at the sight of us tangled together, steam swirling around our writhing bodies.

For a moment, no one moved. Then slowly, a smirk spread across Tim’s face. “Well, well. Looks like you two didn’t waste any time,” he drawled, sauntering closer. Jake broke the kiss, turning his head to flash Tim a grin over his shoulder. “What can I say? Your fiancée is irresistible.”

Tim chuckled, reaching out to trail a finger down my damp cheek. “She really is. And apparently, she has a thing for bad boys.” I blushed furiously, squirming in Jake’s hold.

I bit my lip, glancing nervously between the two men. My heart raced with a mix of excitement and trepidation. This wasn’t how I expected this day to go, but now that both of them were here, their eyes filled with lust and approval, I couldn’t deny the surge of desire coursing through my veins. “Mmm, that feels so good” I purred, arching into Jake’s touch as his hands continued to explore my body. Tim’s presence only heightened the intensity.

I reached out to grab Tim’s collar, tugging him closer until our faces were mere inches apart. “Don’t worry, you can always have his sloppy seconds.” I said. His eyebrows shot up at my bold words, surprise quickly giving way to amusement and arousal. He leaned in, capturing my lips in a deep, possessive kiss that left me breathless.

In one smooth motion, he pulled away, unbuckled his belt, and shoved his pants down, freeing his already hardened member. I watched, transfixed, as he stroked himself slowly, his gaze locked with mine. Meanwhile, Jake’s hands never stopped their relentless exploration of my body, pinching and teasing my nipples until I was writhing against him. His teeth grazed the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder, drawing a sharp gasp from my lips.

I felt dizzy with need, my senses overwhelmed by the dual stimuli of Jake’s touch and Tim’s heated stare. The air was thick with sexual tension, heavy with the promise of forbidden pleasures.

Without warning, Jake dropped to his knees, his hands gripping my hips as he swung me around and positioned his face behind my ass. I cried out in shock as his hot breath fanned over my puckered entrance, his tongue darting out to lick at the tight ring of muscle. Tim groaned at the sight, his hand wrapping around his cock as he began to stroke it faster. I could feel Jake’s thumbs spreading me open, preparing me for his eager mouth.

Then, with a low growl, he buried his face between my cheeks, his tongue probing deeper, delving into my most intimate depths. I bucked wildly, overwhelmed by the sensation of having my ass eaten out in front of my fiancé. “Fuck, Jake! Oh god, yes!” I moaned, my nails digging into the tile as I struggled to maintain balance.

My entire body trembled as Jake’s tongue worked its magic, the intense pleasure building rapidly. I could feel Tim’s eyes burning into me, drinking in the sight of my wanton display. Just when I thought I might collapse from the sheer ecstasy, Jake suddenly released my ass with a pop. Before I could even process what was happening, he surged to his feet and spun me around to face Tim.

“I think it's time for the main event,” Jake declared, his voice husky with lust as he stripped off his shirt and pulled down his pants, revealing his impressive erection straining against his wet boxers.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass before, Val?” Jake asked me. I shook my head, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement at the prospect. Being taken anally by this virile man seemed almost too much to handle, yet the idea thrilled me to my core.

“N-no, never,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. The truth was, despite my adventurous nature, I'd always been hesitant to try anal sex. But with Tim watching me so intently, I felt a sudden urge to surrender control, to let Jake take me however he pleased.

Jake grinned, seeming to sense my willingness. “Well then, we've got a lot of fun ahead of us,” he said, stepping closer and trailing a finger along my jawline. “Are you ready to experience something truly unforgettable?” I looked to my fiancée for approval.

Tim's eyes never left mine as he nodded, a look of primal satisfaction etched on his features. “Give her everything she can handle, Jake.” His words sent a jolt of electricity through me, my pussy clenching at the thought of being claimed so thoroughly. Jake chuckled, a wicked glint in his eye as he turned his attention back to me. “Consider it done,” he promised, dropping to his knees once more. This time, instead of my ass, he focused on my dripping cunt, his tongue delving deep to lap at my folds.

I gasped as Jake's skilled tongue explored every inch of my soaked slit, his fingers spreading me wide to grant him better access. The dual sensations of his mouth on my clit and his probing digits inside me had me seeing stars, my hips rolling instinctively to meet his movements.

“Oh fuck, Jake... right there!” I moaned, my hands tangling in his hair as I held him close. The taste of my arousal coated his tongue, and I could tell he was savoring it, reveling in the knowledge that he was driving me wild.

As Jake continued to devour me, I caught glimpses of Tim standing nearby, his eyes glued to the lewd scene unfolding before him. Every so often, he'd reach down to stroke his hardening cock, his expression a mix of arousal and possessiveness.

With a slow, deliberate pace, Jake pushed his fingers into my ass, stretching me open as he prepared me for his massive cock. I whimpered at the intrusion, my body tensing up in response to the unfamiliar sensation. But as he continued to work his fingers in and out, I began to relax, my muscles gradually accommodating the invasion. The burn gave way to a strange, pleasurable tingling, and I found myself pushing back against his hand, craving more.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Jake withdrew his fingers and stood up, his piercing green eyes locked onto mine. I could see the outline of his impressive erection straining against his boxers, and my mouth went dry with anticipation.

With a confident smile, Jake hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his underwear and slid them down, releasing his throbbing cock into the open air. My eyes widened as Jake's huge cock sprang free, bobbing heavily in front of me. It was easily the biggest I'd ever seen, thick and veiny, the swollen head glistening with pre-cum. A shiver ran through me at the thought of taking all of that inside my virgin asshole.

Jake must have sensed my hesitation because he reached out to cup my cheek, tilting my chin up to meet his gaze. “Relax, Val. I'll take it slow”, he murmured, his thumb brushing across my lower lip. “If it gets too much, just say the word and I'll stop.”

I nodded, swallowing hard as I tried to calm my racing heart. With a deep breath, I turned to face Tim, who was still stroking himself lazily as he watched us. Tim's eyes were dark with lust as they roamed over my body, taking in the sight of Jake's cock mere inches from my exposed hole. A low growl rumbled in his chest, and he stepped closer, his own rigid length pressing against my thigh.

“You're going to be a good girl for us, aren't you, Val?” he purred, his fingers finding my nipple and tweaking it roughly. The dominant tone in his voice sent a thrill through me, and I found myself nodding eagerly, my resolve crumbling under the weight of their combined desires. Jake, sensing my submission, grasped his thick shaft and notched the broad head against my puckered rim. “Just breathe, sweetheart.”

I took a shaky breath, trying to relax my tense muscles as Jake slowly pressed forward. The initial stretch was intense, my body resisting the intrusion, but as he sank deeper, the discomfort began to give way to a strange, pleasurable fullness.

“Oh god, oh fuck...” I moaned, my head falling back as Jake's cock penetrated me further, each inch claiming new territory. The sensation was unlike anything I'd ever experienced - a delicious mix of pain and pleasure that left me breathless and wanting more. As Jake bottomed out, filling me completely, I felt Tim's hands on my shoulders, rubbing them softly. He leaned in to murmur dirty promises in my ear, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine. “That's it, baby, take it all.”

Jake groaned, his hips giving a gentle thrust as he settled fully inside me. I could feel every ridge and vein of his massive cock stretching my inner walls, the sensation bordering on overwhelming.

“Fuck, you're so tight,” he breathed, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he started to move. His thrusts were slow and deliberate at first, allowing my body to adjust to the size of him. But as I grew more comfortable, Jake picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of my ass with increasing depth and force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with my high-pitched moans and gasps. Tim watched the spectacle with rapt attention.

As Jake's powerful thrusts intensified, I found myself lost in a haze of pleasure, my mind clouded by the relentless stimulation. Each plunge of his cock hit my prostate dead-on, sending shockwaves of ecstasy coursing through my veins.

“Yes, yes, fuck me harder!” I cried out, my nails digging into the tile as I urged him on. The room spun around me, my senses overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the anal penetration.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Tim step closer, his hand wrapping around the base of his cock as he began to stroke himself in time with Jake's thrusts. The sight only added to my arousal, and I felt a fresh wave of wetness pool between my thighs.

“Look at you, taking Jake's cock like a pro,” Tim panted, his voice husky with desire. Jake's pace became almost brutal, his hips snapping forward with reckless abandon as he drove his cock deeper into my ass. The force of his thrusts caused my entire body to jiggle and bounce, my breasts swaying wildly with each impact.

“So fucking perfect!” he grunted, his grip on my hips tightening to the point of bruising. “Your tight little ass was made for my cock.” As if to emphasize his point, Jake slammed into me one final time, grinding his pelvis against my sensitive prostate. The resulting orgasm ripped through me like a tornado, my vision blurring as waves of pure bliss crashed over me. “FUCK, VAL! TAKE IT ALL!” Jake roared, his own climax hitting him like a freight train.

As Jake's hot seed flooded my insides, I screamed in ecstasy, my body convulsing around him as I rode out the aftershocks of my own earth-shattering orgasm. The feeling of being so thoroughly claimed, so utterly possessed by these two dominant men, was indescribable.

“Yes, fill me up!” I wailed, my voice hoarse from screaming. “Give me every last drop!” As Jake's thrusts slowed to a halt, I collapsed forward, my arms giving out as I rested my forehead against the wall of the shower. My ass still clenched around his softening cock, milking him for every bit of cum he had to offer.

Behind us, I heard Tim's grunt of satisfaction as he finished himself off, his warm semen splashing against my quivering thighs. Jake held me close, his strong arms wrapped protectively around my trembling form as we both struggled to catch our breath. I could feel his heartbeat thundering in his chest, matching the frantic rhythm of my own.

“That was incredible,” he murmured, his lips brushing against the top of my head. Slowly, Jake began to pull out of me, his spent cock slipping free with a wet pop. A trickle of his cum leaked out of my stretched hole, running down the crack of my ass in a sticky trail.

Tim stepped forward, his eyes gleaming with possessiveness as he reached out to claim my mouth in a searing kiss. His tongue delved past my lips, tangling with mine in a sensual dance that left me weak in the knees. As Tim's tongue explored my mouth, I melted into the kiss, my body still humming with residual pleasure from Jake's intense ass fucking. Our tongues twined together, the taste of sex and saliva mingling on our lips.

I heard Jake turn the shower back on as he shed the rest of his clothes. Tim and I stepped in after him. Under the steamy spray, Tim and I stood facing each other, the water cascading over our entwined bodies. Jake joined us moments later, his muscular frame crowding us from behind as he wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me flush against his chest.

“Let's get you clean, dirty girl,” Jake purred, his calloused hands roaming over my slick skin, soaping up a washcloth to gently scrub away the evidence of our earlier activities. Tim mirrored his actions, lavishing attention on my breasts and thighs with a similar tenderness. As we rinsed off, the three of us stood there, savoring the intimacy of the moment.

After our refreshing shower, we returned to the bedroom, ready for another round of passionate lovemaking. Tim laid me down on the bed, his hard body covering mine as he captured my lips in a deep, hungry kiss. His hands roamed my curves, caressing and teasing, stoking the fires of desire within me once again. Meanwhile, Jake knelt between my spread legs, his skilled fingers parting my folds to expose my glistening pink flesh.

Without warning, Jake buried his face in my pussy, his tongue delving deep to lap at my nectar. I gasped and bucked beneath him, my hands fisting in his damp hair as he ate me out with gusto. Above me, Tim continued his assault on my mouth, swallowing my moans and whimpers of pleasure.

Lost in a haze of lust, I arched my back, pressing my throbbing clit against Jake's eager tongue. His oral attentions were relentless, his lips and teeth grazing my sensitive flesh as he devoured my pussy with single-minded determination.

The dual sensations of Tim's weight pinning me to the mattress and Jake's oral worship quickly pushed me towards the brink of another explosive orgasm. “Don't stop, please don't stop!” I begged, my voice cracking with desperation.

My cries of ecstasy only seemed to spur them on, their touches growing bolder and more demanding as they pushed me closer to the edge. Tim's kisses trailed down my neck, his teeth nipping at my pulse point as he claimed me as his. Below, Jake's fingers joined his tongue, plunging deep into my soaked channel as he lapped at my clit. The combined stimulation was too much to bear, and I felt my walls start to flutter around his digits.

“Oh god, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!” I sobbed, my hips bucking erratically as I chased my release. With a few more well-placed licks and sucks, Jake sent me hurtling over the edge, my pussy clamping down on his fingers as I came undone. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, my body shaking and twitching as I rode out the intense climax. But Jake wasn't done with me yet. As I floated down from my high, he rose up and positioned himself at my entrance, his thick cockhead nudging insistently at my swollen folds.

“Ready for another round?” he asked, his voice rough with need. “I'm going to fuck this sweet cunt until you can't walk straight.” Still reeling from the aftershocks of my orgasm, I could only nod weakly, my gaze locked on Jake's imposing figure looming above me. He didn't wait for further confirmation, instead surging forward to bury his massive cock deep inside me with one powerful thrust.

“Ahhhh, yes!” I cried out, my back arching off the bed as I felt him stretch me wide open once again. It was a delicious burn, the slight pain mixing with the overwhelming pleasure of being so completely filled. As Jake set a punishing pace, pounding into me with ruthless efficiency, I turned my head to look at Tim. He was watching us intently, his own erection twitching, clearly desperate to join in on the action.

Seeing the hunger in Tim's eyes, I beckoned him closer, wrapping my hand around his throbbing shaft and guiding it to my lips. Without hesitation, he slid his cock into my waiting mouth, groaning as my tongue swirled around the sensitive head.

“Fuck, your mouth feels amazing,” Tim grunted, his hips rocking slightly as he fucked my face with shallow thrusts. The dual penetration had me seeing stars, Jake's heavy balls slapping against my ass as he drilled into me from below while Tim used my throat.

I relaxed my jaw, taking him deeper, reveling in the sensation of being stuffed full in two holes. My muffled moans vibrated around Tim's length, urging him on as he picked up speed, chasing his own release. The lewd sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, punctuated by our shared moans and grunts of pleasure. Jake's powerful thrusts had me teetering on the verge of another climax, my inner walls rippling around his pistoning cock.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, Jake reached around to rub my clit in tight circles, pushing me over the precipice once again. I screamed around Tim's cock as I came, my pussy spasming wildly around Jake's thickness. “Gonna fill you up,” Jake rasped, his movements becoming erratic as he neared his peak. With a final, brutal slam, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted, flooding my channel with his hot seed.

As Jake's warm cum coated my insides, I felt Tim's grip on my head tighten, his thrusts turning frantic as he chased his own orgasm. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the root, painting my tongue with his essence as he emptied himself down my throat.

Spent and sated, the three of us collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, chests heaving as we struggled to catch our breath. Jake pulled out slowly, allowing his softening cock to slip free of my dripping hole, leaving a trail of our combined fluids on my thigh.

“Damn, woman,” Jake panted, running a hand through his sweat-dampened hair, “you're insatiable. I love it.” I lay there, basking in the afterglow, feeling thoroughly used and satisfied. A contented smile curved my lips as I gazed up at Jake, my heart swelling with affection for these two incredible men who brought me such joy.

Jake leaned down to capture my lips in a tender kiss, his tongue slipping past my parted lips to taste himself mingled with my essence. When he finally pulled away, Tim took his place, pressing a soft peck to my forehead before settling beside me, pulling my limp body against his chest. “That was incredible,” Tim murmured, his fingers tracing idle patterns on my hip. “You're amazing, Val. What do you want to do next?”

“I want you both inside of me at the same time,” I said with a mischievous grin. “One in my pussy, and one in my ass.”

At my bold request, Jake and Tim exchanged a heated glance, their eyes burning with renewed desire. They helped me sit up, positioning me on all fours, presenting myself to them in a lewd display of submission and need. Jake knelt behind me, his hands spreading my cheeks apart as he leaned in to lap at my puckered hole, his tongue probing gently at first before increasing the pressure. Tim laid underneath me, his cock probing the entrance to my cunt as Jake worked to loosen my anal muscles with his skilled tongue.

Once Tim's thick head slipped past my slick pussy folds, he began to push in, inch by slow inch, filling me up until we were both fully seated, his pelvis pressed against mine. With a low groan, Jake stood, aligning his cock with my stretched anus. He gripped my hips firmly, holding me steady as he pushed forward, breaching my resistance with a steady, relentless pressure. Slowly but surely, he sank into my ass, joining Tim inside me, their cocks nestled deep within my welcoming heat.

A strangled moan tore from my throat as they filled me completely, the exquisite stretch bordering on painful as they claimed every inch of my most intimate places. For a moment, neither moved, allowing me to adjust to the foreign sensation of being so utterly possessed. When they finally began to move, it was in tandem, their strokes perfectly synchronized as they worked me between them. Each thrust sent sparks of electric bliss racing along my nerve endings, building the tension in my core to unbearable levels.

Lost in a haze of carnal rapture, I surrendered myself wholly to the pleasure, my body trembling and quaking as they drove me towards a shattering climax. With a wordless cry, I came undone, my walls clamping down on their pistoning lengths as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me.

Feeling my pussy and ass convulse around them, Jake and Tim redoubled their efforts, fucking me with wild abandon as they chased their own releases. The sound of skin slapping against skin, punctuated by my high-pitched whimpers and cries of pleasure, filled the room.

“Take it, Val, take everything we've got!” Jake growled, his hips snapping forward with increased force as he pounded into my ass. His words spurred Tim on, and together they hammered into me, creating a rhythm that bordered on brutality in its intensity.

Sweat dripped down our entwined bodies, mixing with the copious amounts of fluid already coating our skin. The air was heavy with the musky scent of sex, a primal aroma that seemed to fuel their lust even further.

My senses overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the dual penetration, I could only cling to the sheets, my mind fragmenting under the onslaught of pleasure. Their cocks seemed to throb in unison, each stroke sending shockwaves of bliss coursing through my veins.

As if sensing my impending climax, Jake reached around to pinch and roll my nipples between his fingers, the added stimulation pushing me over the edge. I shrieked, my vision blurring as a torrent of ecstasy washed over me, my pussy and ass clenching rhythmically around the thick cocks still driving into me.

“Fill me up, please!” I begged, my voice hoarse with desperation. “I want to feel you both come inside me!” At my plea, Jake and Tim roared in unison, their strokes growing jerky as they neared their peaks. They pounded into me relentlessly, their bodies slapping together in a brutal symphony of lust.

“Val... I'm gonna...” Jake gasped out, his hips bucking wildly as he spilled himself deep within my ass. His hot seed flooded my insides, triggering Tim's own release.

“Fuuuck! Val, I'm cumming too!” Tim cried out, his cock twitching inside my pussy as he shot load after load of his cum into me. Together, they rode out their orgasms, their cocks throbbing and pulsating as they painted my insides with their combined essence.

Exhausted and spent, I collapsed onto the bed, their cum leaking out of my holes. My body ached deliciously, every muscle screaming with satisfaction. As I lay there, panting heavily, I felt a sense of completion wash over me, a profound satisfaction that went beyond mere physical pleasure.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my voice barely audible above the sound of our labored breathing. “That was... indescribable.”

Jake and Tim slid out of me, their softening cocks leaving trails of our mixed fluids on my thighs. They settled on either side, wrapping their arms around me in a tender embrace as we caught our breath.

“Indescribable is right,” Jake agreed, pressing a gentle kiss to my temple. Tim chuckled, nuzzling my neck. “I think Valerie here has a taste for the wild side now.” I smiled, snuggling closer to them both, feeling safe and loved in their arms. “Oh, absolutely.”

In this moment, surrounded by the warmth of their bodies and the soothing rhythm of their hearts beating in sync with mine, I knew without a doubt that I was exactly where I was meant to be. And as I drifted off to sleep, cradled in their strong arms, I looked forward to many more adventures to come, secure in the knowledge that no matter what lay ahead, me and Tim would face it together, our bond strengthened by the times we had shared here.

As the three of us slipped into a peaceful slumber, the mountain resort town of Vail slept quietly outside our window, its snow-capped peaks glowing silver in the moonlight. Inside, our entwined forms formed a picture of contentment, a testament to the love and passion that had blossomed between us.

Though Jake's eventual departure left an ache in my heart, I was grateful for the memories we had made together and excited for what new conquests lay ahead. It was a simple, yet deeply fulfilling existence, built on the foundation of trust, communication, and an unwavering commitment to my amazing fiancé.

◆◆◆

Valerie’s adventures will continue in Valerie Does Vail: Volume 4
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CHAPTER 1




As I surveyed the bustling ski resort from my perch atop the mountain, I felt a familiar thrill course through my body. The crisp alpine air seemed to invigorate my senses, making me feel alive and adventurous. I had already indulged in three passionate affairs during this trip - first with my handsome ski instructor, then with the skilled masseuse who worked out all my kinks, and most recently with Jake, my fiancé Tim's old college buddy who just stopped by to visit.

Each encounter had left me feeling satisfied yet yearning for more. As a newly self-proclaimed hotwife, I reveled in the excitement of seducing new partners while my husband looked on approvingly. It was a thrilling game we both enjoyed playing together. But for my next conquest, there was a wrinkle. Tim didn’t want to be there. He wanted video evidence of course, probably jerk off material for later. But that morning he had recalled a recent dream he had, where he was stuck at a meeting, and I had gone through with a hotwife date without him. He woke up rock hard and ready to fulfill this fantasy.

I scanned the crowds below the lift, looking for someone who caught my eye. My gaze landed on a tall, muscular man with chiseled features and piercing blue eyes. He wore a sleek black ski jacket that hugged his broad shoulders perfectly. As he adjusted his goggles, I noticed the way his biceps flexed beneath the fabric. My heart raced as I watched him glide effortlessly down the slope, his skis carving precise arcs in the fresh powder. There was something about the confident swagger in his gait that drew me in. I knew right then and there that I wanted to feel those strong arms around me, to taste the salt on his skin after a day on the mountain. I skied after him.  

I had only been skiing for a week and he was fast, but I was determined to catch up. I pushed myself harder, my legs burning as I picked up speed. The rush of the wind in my face and the icy sting of snow on my cheeks only fueled my determination. I could see him up ahead now, his dark hair blowing back as he carved through the drifts with ease.

Finally catching up to him at the bottom of the slope, I pulled off my helmet and shook out my hair, hoping to get his attention. When he turned towards me, I flashed him my most dazzling smile. “Hi there! Great run,” I called out, trying to sound casual despite my racing heart. “I'm Valerie.”

The stranger paused, lowering his goggles to reveal striking blue eyes that appraised me coolly. A hint of a smirk played at the corners of his mouth. “Is that so?” he replied, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine. “I'm Alex. And you're not too bad yourself...for a beginner.”

I laughed lightly, unfazed by his teasing remark. “Oh, I've got plenty of practice under my belt,” I said with a wink. “But I have to admit, watching you carve through the powder like that was incredibly inspiring. Maybe you could give me some lessons?”

Alex raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued by my bold proposition. “Lessons, huh? Well, I suppose I could show you a thing or two...but first we should get to know each other, maybe over a drink later?”

My pulse quickened at the suggestion, a thrill of anticipation coursing through me. “That sounds perfect,” I agreed. “Meet me at the lodge bar at 7 pm. I'll make sure to wear something...inspiring.”

With a final nod, Alex turned and strode away, leaving me to make my way back to the chalet, eager to tell Tim about my date.


CHAPTER 2

That evening, I sauntered into our cozy cabin, still buzzing with excitement from my earlier encounter with Alex. Tim looked up from his laptop, a knowing glint in his eye as he took in my appearance - the low-cut sweater hugging my curves, the tight jeans accentuating my toned thighs, and the high heels clicking against the hardwood floor.

“Well, well, well,” he drawled, setting aside his work. “Looks like someone's ready for a night out on the town. Who's the lucky guy?” I plopped down beside him on the couch, crossing one leg over the other. “His name is Alex,” I purred, leaning in close to whisper in his ear. “He's a local ski bum with a body to die for and a cocky attitude to matc. We met on the slopes today and he asked me out for drinks tonight.”

Tim grinned, reaching out to stroke my cheek affectionately. “That's my naughty girl,” he murmured approvingly. “Go have fun, send me lots of pics.” I giggled, standing up to adjust my outfit one last time before grabbing my coat and purse. "Will do!” With a playful blow-kiss, I headed out the door, my mind whirling with anticipation of the sensual adventures that awaited me with Alex. The chilly mountain air nipped at my exposed skin as I made my way to the lodge, but I barely felt the cold, lost in thoughts of the warm embrace I craved. I was nervous about my first tryst without Tim’s participation, but also exhilarated by the prospect of taking charge and exploring my desires unfiltered.


CHAPTER 3

As I entered the dimly lit bar, the scent of whiskey and wood smoke enveloped me, mingling with the hum of lively chatter and clinking glasses. I scanned the room until my eyes landed on Alex, perched on a stool near the fireplace, his rugged good looks illuminated by the flickering flames.

I made my way over to him, my big hips swaying slightly with each step. As I approached, Alex looked up and our gazes locked. His eyes roamed appreciatively over my figure before meeting mine again, a sultry smile spreading across his face.

“You clean up nice,” he commented, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. I slid onto the stool beside him, the heat from the fire warming my skin as I leaned in closer. “The pleasure's all yours,” I replied, my voice husky with desire. “So, what's your poison tonight?”

Alex signaled the bartender for two shots of premium tequila, his hand brushing against mine as he did so. The touch sent sparks flying through my veins, and I found myself craving more of his intoxicating presence.

We clinked glasses and tossed back the fiery liquor, wincing in unison at its potent burn. The alcohol seemed to dissolve whatever remained of my inhibitions, leaving me feeling bold and reckless. I reached out to trail a finger along Alex's jawline, feeling the scratch of stubble against my skin. "I see the ring,” he said. “What would your husband think about you right now?”

I let out a throaty laugh, my hand drifting lower to rest on Alex's thigh. “Tim knows all about my little escapades,” I assured him, my fingers inching closer to the bulge forming in his pants. “In fact, he encouraged me to explore and find new thrills. Just so long as I keep him posted...” My words trailed off as I squeezed his thigh, feeling the muscle tense beneath my touch.

Alex's eyes darkened with lust, and he grasped my wrist, guiding it higher to cup the growing hardness straining against his zipper. “Is that so?” he growled, his breath hot against my ear. “Well, I think I can provide you with exactly what you need...”

Without another word, Alex stood up and offered me his hand, leading me out of the bar and into the crisp winter night. The moon cast an ethereal glow over the snow-covered streets as we strolled hand-in-hand towards his secluded cabin nestled at the edge of the village.

As we approached the rustic wooden structure, Alex pulled me close, his lips finding mine in a searing kiss that left me breathless. He fumbled with the key, finally wrenching open the heavy door to usher me inside. The interior was cozy and intimate, with plush blankets strewn across a massive stone hearth. Soft jazz music drifted from a corner stereo, adding to the sensual ambiance.

Alex kicked the door shut behind us, his hands roaming possessively over my curves as he backed me towards the bedroom. “Let's see if you can handle everything I have to offer,” he whispered, his voice dripping with seduction. I nodded eagerly, my heart pounding in my chest as he guided me onto the bed.

Alex loomed over me, his piercing blue eyes drinking in every detail of my flushed face and heaving breasts straining against my sweater. Slowly, deliberately, he began to undress me, his calloused fingers making short work of the zipper. I arched my back, offering myself to him willingly as he peeled away my dress until I lay bare before him, only a thin layer of lace separating him from my pussy. Alex's gaze raked over my naked form, his expression a mix of hunger and admiration. “Fuck, you're stunning,” he breathed, trailing a fingertip along my collarbone before dipping lower to circle my nipple. I gasped, my back arching off the mattress as jolts of pleasure shot straight to my core.

“Touch me,” I begged, my voice trembling with need. Alex obliged, his hands roaming freely over my skin, mapping every curve and valley. He palmed my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they pebbled into hard points. Leaning down, he captured one between his lips, suckling gently before switching to the other.

Meanwhile, his fingers danced lower, tracing the indent of my waist before delving into the soft flesh of my abdomen. They teased along the edges of my panties, the thin fabric dampening as arousal pooled between my thighs. Breaking the seal of his mouth from my breast, Alex looked up at me with a wicked grin. “I want these off,” he commanded, tugging at the delicate lace. I lifted my hips to assist, wriggling free of the garment and kicking it aside.

I was completely nude now, spread out like a feast before him. Alex drank in the sight hungrily, his eyes blazing with desire. Slowly, torturously, he removed his own clothes, revealing a lean, muscular physique honed by years of outdoor activity. My pulse quickened as he crawled over me, the heat of his skin searing against mine.

“Please,” I whimpered, desperate for his touch. Alex smirked, lowering himself to nip and suck at the sensitive flesh of my inner thighs. Higher and higher he worked, until I could feel his hot breath ghosting over my aching pussy. A single digit traced my slit, gathering the slick evidence of my arousal. “So wet already,” he mused, bringing the digit to his lips to taste. “And all for me.”

I reached over and grabbed my phone, opening the camera app. As he buried his face between my thighs I snapped a picture, sending it to Tim with a text message: Already getting eaten out by Alex. Missing you!

I watched as Alex's head bobbed between my legs, his tongue lapping at my folds with increasing urgency. Each swipe sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through me, building the pressure low in my belly. I tangled my fingers in his hair, holding him in place as I ground against his face. Just when I thought I might climax from the sheer intensity, Alex pulled back, leaving me panting and wanting. He climbed up my body, his cock hard and ready as he positioned himself at my entrance.

“I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk straight tomorrow,” he promised, his voice a low rumble. With that, he thrust into me, filling me to the hilt in one powerful stroke.

A guttural moan tore from my throat as he stretched me wide, the sensation of being so thoroughly claimed sending waves of ecstasy crashing over me. Alex set a relentless pace, his hips snapping against mine as he drove into me again and again. Each thrust hit a spot deep within me that sent sparks flying behind my eyelids.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking my ankles together to pull him even deeper. The friction was exquisite, bordering on pain as he pounded into my slick heat. “Yes, just like that!” I cried out, my nails digging into his back as I met his every thrust with a roll of my hips. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by our ragged breathing and the creak of the bed frame. Alex reached between us, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing in tight circles. “Film me!” I cried out.

Alex grabbed my phone and started recording as he continued his relentless assault on my senses. His fingers strummed my clit with expert precision, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, the coil of tension in my core winding tighter and tighter.

“You’re such a little slut,” Alex grunted, sweat beading on his brow as he fucked me harder, faster. “Do you want to taste my cum, slut? I bet your fiancée wishes he could fuck you this well.” His words were my undoing. With a keening cry, I came undone, my walls clamping down around him like a vice as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. Alex thrusts slowed as he sent the video to Tim.

My entire body shuddered and convulsed, lost in the throes of the most intense orgasm of my life. Alex continued to pound into me, drawing out my pleasure until I was a boneless heap beneath him. “Keep going!” I screamed as he started another video.

Alex didn't hesitate, his movements becoming more erratic as he chased his own release. “Look at you, coming apart on my dick like the perfect little whore you are,” he growled, his grip on my hips bruising as he pistoned in and out of me. The video showed every angle - my face contorted in bliss, my tits bouncing wildly, my legs locked around Alex's waist as he fucked me senseless. I could only imagine the effect it would have on Tim, seeing his fiancée so utterly debased and delighted. “I’m going to paint your face with my cum,” he said.

I screamed as he quickly pulled out and erupted, ropes of thick seed splattering across my face and chest. I opened my mouth to catch some on my tongue, relishing the salty tang as it slid down my throat. “Mmmm, thank you,” I purred, licking my lips clean. Alex collapsed beside me, both of us panting heavily as we basked in the afterglow. “That was incredible,” he murmured, pulling me into his arms.

I giggled, nuzzling into his neck. I reached for my phone again, scrolling through the gallery of incriminating videos. “I think it's time to send Tim another little gift.”

Alex raised an eyebrow but made no move to stop me. I selected the most compromising clip yet - Alex's cock cumming all over my face, my screams of pleasure echoing through the room. Alongside it, I typed out a message: Just had the best orgasm of my life. Wish you were here to experience it with me.

With a sly smile, I hit send, knowing full well what I was doing. The thrill of betraying Tim, of living out this forbidden fantasy, only added to the rush of adrenaline still coursing through my veins.

“He's not gonna know what hit him,” I giggled deviously, setting my phone aside. “Now then...” I rolled onto my stomach, wiggling my ass invitingly. “How about round two?” I glanced coyly over my shoulder at Alex, biting my lip. “Think you're up for it?”

Alex grinned, his eyes lighting up with renewed hunger as he took in the enticing view of my ass presented to him. “Oh, I'm always up for it,” he replied, reaching out to give one cheek a firm squeeze. Rolling onto his side, he propped himself up on one elbow and began trailing his fingertips down my spine, sending shivers racing across my skin. “But this time, I want to try something new.”

He moved to kneel behind me, his hands spreading my thighs wider apart. Then, with a teasing whisper, he began to explore my anus with his fingers, circling the tight ring of muscle slowly. “Has anyone ever touched you here before?”

I laughed, “Yes, just once. A few days ago. It was exhilarating and I’ve been craving it ever since. Please be gentle though.”

“Don't worry, baby,” Alex cooed reassuringly, continuing his slow, deliberate exploration of my hole. “We'll take it nice and easy. Just relax and let me take care of you. I’ll be even better than the last guy.” As he spoke, he gradually inserted a finger past the initial resistance, sinking it deep inside me. I gasped at the sudden intrusion, my muscles clenching reflexively around the invading digit. But Alex was patient, letting me adjust to the sensation before adding a second finger to join the first. Slowly, he began to pump them in and out, stretching me open incrementally. The stretchy burn was intense, but also strangely pleasurable, like my body was awakening to a newfound pleasure center. I found myself arching my back, pushing my ass further into his grasp as he worked me open.

“You're doing so well,” Alex praised, his voice warm with approval. “Just keep breathing deeply and trust me.” I nodded, focusing on the rhythm of his fingers plunging into my tight rear passage. It felt so different from regular sex, the way my body resisted initially before slowly yielding to his touch. As he picked up speed, I could feel the pressure building again, my arousal spiking despite the unusual sensations. “Mmm...you're going to make me cum again,” I moaned, my voice hitching as he curled his fingers inside me. Suddenly, he withdrew completely, leaving me empty and aching. I whined in protest, looking back at him over my shoulder with pleading eyes. “Please...I need you inside me again.”

Alex chuckled low in his throat, clearly amused by my desperation. He gave my ass a playful smack, the sharp sting making me yelp. “Patience, sweetheart. We're not done playing yet.” Reaching for the lube, he slicked up his impressive length, stroking it a few times to coat every inch. Then, positioning himself behind me once more, he notched the broad head of his cock against my stretched, ready entrance.

“Here it comes,” he warned, his voice a husky rumble. And with a smooth, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside me, filling me completely. I cried out at the sudden invasion, my body trembling as I adjusted to the sheer size of him. But Alex held still for a moment, giving me time to acclimate, before beginning to move.

Alex's thick shaft stretched me wide, the delicious burn of penetration mingling with the lingering soreness from his earlier ministrations. Each slow, measured thrust rubbed against that sensitive spot deep within me, sending sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine.

“Oh god, yes!” I gasped, my nails digging into the sheets as I pushed back against him. “Fuck me harder!” Alex obliged, picking up the pace, his heavy balls slapping against my clit with every powerful stroke. The lewd sound mixed with our moans and the creaking of the bed filled the room, creating a symphony of debauchery.

“I can feel you getting close again,” Alex panted, his breath hot against my ear. “Let go for me, Valerie. Come all over my cock like the dirty girl you are.” His words sent me hurtling over the edge, my pussy clamping down on him like a vice as I came hard. Waves of ecstasy crashed over me, my vision blurring at the edges as I rode out the intense orgasm. Alex kept going, undeterred by my orgasm.

If anything, his relentless pounding seemed to intensify, each thrust driving deeper, hitting that sweet spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids. “Ahhh, fuck! Right there!” I keened, my voice raw from screaming. “Don't stop, please don't stop!”

His fingers dug into my hips, gripping hard enough to leave bruises, as he hammered into me with reckless abandon. The force of his thrusts shook the entire bed, the headboard slamming repeatedly against the wall.

“Take it, you filthy slut!” Alex snarled, his tone a mix of lust and dominance. I looked back and could see him filming me. My mind was foggy with pleasure, thoughts fragmented by the relentless stimulation. All I could focus on was the feeling of being so thoroughly used, so utterly claimed by this man who had turned me into his personal plaything, his little porn star.

My legs trembled, barely able to hold me up as Alex continued to pound into me mercilessly. I could feel my climax building again, the coil of tension in my core tightening with each brutal thrust.

“Yes, yes, YES!” I chanted, my voice rising to a fever pitch. “Fill me up, make me yours!” The thought of Alex's hot seed flooding my ass, marking me as his, was too much to bear. With a final, desperate cry, I shattered, my asshole spasming wildly around his pistoning cock as I came undone once more. At the same moment, Alex roared his own release, burying himself to the hilt and holding me in place as he emptied himself deep inside me. I could feel his thick essence pumping into me in long, pulsing spurts, coating my insides with his potent heat.

For a long moment, he stopped thrusting, his cock twitching as he released everything he had. “Holy shit, that was so fucking good,” I said. Slowly, he started thrusting again.

As Alex resumed his movements, I realized we were far from finished. His renewed vigor told me he wasn't done using me yet, and the thought sent a thrill through my exhausted body. “Again already?” I panted, even as I arched back to meet his thrusts. “You're insatiable!”

“Just getting warmed up,” he smirked, his grip on my hips tightening. “And I have a few more ideas...” With that ominous promise, he picked up the pace once more, his cock plundering my abused hole with a ruthless efficiency that left me gasping and writhing beneath him.

I could tell Alex was just getting started, his stamina seemingly limitless as he ravaged my body with unrelenting intensity. He leaned over me, his sweat-drenched chest pressing against my back as he reached around to fondle my breasts roughly.

“You're mine now, Valerie,” he growled in my ear, his voice dripping with possessiveness. “Every inch of you belongs to me, and I'm going to use you however I want.” His words sent a shiver down my spine, a thrill of fear and excitement mingling together. I knew I was completely at his mercy, a toy for him to play with as he pleased. And as he continued to pound into me, his fingers pinching and twisting my nipples, I couldn't help but wonder what other depraved acts he had planned for me tonight...

The thought of being Alex's plaything, his personal fucktoy, sent a dark thrill through me. I'd never been one for submission, but something about the way he dominated me, the sheer power he exerted over my body, drew me in.

“Yours,” I agreed breathlessly, arching into his touch as he teased my sensitive nipples. “Use me however you want, Master. My fiancé has ceded all rights to you.”

The title master rolled off my tongue surprisingly easily, a sign of how deeply he'd already claimed me. I was lost in a haze of pleasure and submission, eager to surrender myself completely to his whims. As if sensing my willingness, Alex redoubled his efforts, his cock driving into me with brutal force while his hands roamed my body, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

Alex gripped my chin, forcing me to look up at him as he loomed above me. “That's right, you're mine now, he stated firmly, his eyes blazing with lust and desire. Your fiancé is nothing compared to me. I'm the only one who can truly satisfy you, the only one who knows how to push your boundaries and make you scream with pleasure. He doesn’t deserve to enjoy this perfect ass.” He punctuated his words with a particularly deep thrust, grinding his pelvis against my ass and eliciting a gasp from my lips. 

“Admit it, Valerie. Admit that you want me, that you crave my touch and my dominance.” I hesitated for a moment, torn between my commitment to my fiancé and the undeniable pull of Alex's charisma. But as he began to circle my clit with a teasing finger, I knew I was already lost. “Yes, Master,” I breathed, surrendering to the moment and giving myself permission to enjoy the pleasure he offered. “Please, Master,” I begged, my voice hoarse from screaming. “I need more, I need you to fill me up completely.”

Alex chuckled darkly, his hand moving to grip my hair tightly as he continued to thrust into me with reckless abandon.

“Harder, Master,” I pleaded, my body trembling under the onslaught of his relentless passion. “Claim me, mark me as yours. Show everyone that I belong to you and no one else.” Alex's response was immediate and brutal, his hips snapping forward with a ferocity that bordered on violence. The force of his thrusts drove the air from my lungs, leaving me gasping and struggling to keep up with his punishing rhythm.

“Yes, that's it,” he grunted, his grip on my hair tightening until it bordered on pain. “Take it, you filthy whore. Take every inch of my cock and beg for more.” I could only whimper in response, my mind consumed by the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body. Alex's words, his actions, they were pushing me further than I'd ever gone before, testing the very limits of my endurance and desire. I had no idea how wild this man I had met only this morning would turn out to be.

As Alex pounded into me relentlessly, I felt his movements becoming increasingly erratic, his thrusts growing shorter and more powerful. I could sense his impending climax, and the knowledge only fueled my own desperation for release.

“Master, please!” I cried out, my voice cracking with emotion. “I'm so close, don't stop, don't stop!” But Alex didn't seem to hear me, his focus solely on chasing his own pleasure. With a final, savage thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside me and let out a roar of triumph as he spilled his seed deep within my depths. The sensation of his hot cum filling up my ass for a second time triggered my own orgasm, waves of ecstasy crashing over me as I convulsed beneath him. I screamed his name, lost in the throes of my own pleasure, as Alex collapsed onto me, both of us spent and panting heavily.

I had never coaxed two orgasms from a guy like this, not even giving himself time to recharge. He had just kept on thrusting. I had to admit I was very impressed. As we lay there, entwined and sweaty, I marveled at the raw, primal energy Alex possessed. It was as if he had unleashed a beast within himself, allowing it to consume him entirely in its pursuit of pleasure and domination.

Despite the exhaustion that threatened to overwhelm me, I couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of pride knowing I had pushed him to such extremes. There was a certain satisfaction in being the catalyst for someone's complete loss of control, in witnessing the destruction of their composure and replacing it with an all-consuming hunger for you. I knew Tim would want me to move on, to find a new “conquest,” in his words. But all I craved now was Alex’s virile manhood.

Alex pulled away suddenly, leaving me feeling empty and aching for his touch once more. He sat up, his muscular form glistening with sweat in the dim light of the room. “I think it's time for round four,” he declared, his voice low and husky with desire. “And this time, I want you on top. I want to see those perfect tits bouncing as you ride me.”

Before I could respond, he grabbed me and flipped me over, positioning me straddling his lap. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me down onto his already hardening shaft with a groan of pleasure. “Fuck, your pussy feels just as amazing as your ass,” he gasped, his head falling back against the pillows. “Now show me what that tight little pussy can do.”

I positioned myself over Alex, my thighs trembling slightly as I lowered myself onto his thick cock. A low moan escaped my lips as he stretched me open, filling me up to the brim. “Oh God, yes,” I whispered, beginning to rock my hips slowly. “You're so big, so deep inside me. I love feeling you in my cunt.”

Alex's hands moved to my breasts, squeezing and kneading them as I rode him. I arched my back, offering myself up to him, and he took full advantage, pinching and tugging at my sensitive nipples. “That's it, baby,” he panted, his eyes locked on mine. “Ride me harder. Fuck yourself on my dick like the dirty slut you are.”

Alex's filthy words spurred me on, igniting a fire in my core that demanded to be quenched. I began to bounce on his lap with increasing fervor, my hips slamming down against his with a lewd slap that echoed through the room. “Yes, Master!” I cried out, my voice rising in pitch as I neared another peak. “Use me, abuse me, make me your fuck toy! I'm nothing but a set of holes for you to use!”

My words seemed to drive Alex wild, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of my ass as he guided my movements. He thrust up into me with abandon, each stroke hitting that sweet spot deep inside that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

“You're mine,” he growled possessively, his teeth sinking into the tender skin of my neck. “This cunt belongs to me now.”

“Yours, all yours,” I moaned, my nails raking down his chest as I rode him with wild abandon. My juices flowed freely, slickening our joining and allowing him to piston in and out of me with ease. Suddenly, I felt my climax building, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to engulf me whole. “Master, I'm going to cum again,” I warned breathlessly, my body tensing in preparation.

Alex's response was immediate, his hands gripping my hips with bruising force as he hammered up into me with a frenzy of strokes. “Do it then, fucking cum on my cock like the dirty whore you are,” he snarled, his own release imminent judging by the way his muscles clenched and twitched beneath me.

With a keening wail, I surrendered to the overwhelming sensation, my inner walls clenching around Alex's pulsating length as I came undone. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me, my vision blurring at the edges as I rode out the aftershocks of my orgasm. At the same moment, Alex let out a guttural roar, his body arching off the bed as he emptied himself deep inside me. I could feel his hot seed flooding my womb, marking me irrevocably as his. As we both collapsed back onto the mattress, spent and panting, I couldn't help but marvel at the sheer intensity of our coupling. It was as if we had tapped into something primal and unstoppable, a force that had driven us to indulge in the most base and carnal desires without restraint.

As I lifted myself off Alex's still-hardening member, a trickle of his essence leaked out, testament to the copious amounts he had released during our frenzied lovemaking. I watched, transfixed, as it dripped down the curve of my thigh, a tangible reminder of the depths we had plumbed together. With a satisfied smirk, Alex reached out to claim some of the lingering fluid on my skin, bringing it to his lips for a taste. “Mmm,” he murmured, his gaze roving over my flushed, disheveled form. “So thoroughly fucked and used. I think I might have to keep you around just for the pleasure of watching you take my load again and again.”

The idea sent a shiver down my spine. To be Alex's personal sex slave... it was both terrifying and exhilarating. I wanted to submit completely to him, to surrender every inch of myself to his lustful whims. But a small part of me wondered if I could ever truly break free from Tim's grasp, even if it meant embracing a life of debauchery with this dominant stranger. “I don’t know if my fiancé would like that,” I said.

Alex chuckled darkly, his hand sliding up to cup my chin and tilt my face towards his. “Fiancé? Baby, once you've tasted true submission, there's no going back. No one else will ever satisfy you the way I can.” His thumb brushed across my lower lip, a silent invitation. “Why don't you give me a call when you realize that? I'll be waiting to claim what's rightfully mine.”

With that, he rolled away from me and swung his legs over the side of the bed, standing up with the easy grace of a predator. I watched, mesmerized, as he walked to the shower. “You can sleep over, or not. I don’t care,” he called over his shoulder.

I dressed quickly and quietly, stealing glances at Alex's nude form as he stood under the steaming spray. Even now, I could feel the phantom sensations of his hands on my body, his cock buried deep inside me. With a shuddering sigh, I turned and slipped out of the cabin, closing the door softly behind me. The walk home was a blur, my mind consumed by thoughts of the night's events, my ass sore from the onslaught he had brought upon it.

By the time I arrived at the chalet I shared with Tim, I was exhausted and emotionally wrung out. I crept inside, hoping to avoid waking him. But as I entered the bedroom, I found him sitting up in bed, his expression eager. “How was he?” he asked. “Did he fuck you good?”

I froze, caught off guard by Tim's blunt question. For a moment, I considered lying, brushing off the encounter with a casual remark about how unimpressed I'd been with Alex. But something in Tim's eyes - a hunger, a desperation - stopped me short. Instead, I met his gaze directly, a flicker of defiance dancing in my own. “He was...different,” I admitted, choosing my words carefully. “More aggressive than I expected. But also incredibly skilled.”

Tim leaned forward, his interest palpable. “Skilled, huh? What did he do that was so special?” I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. But the memory of Alex’s cock deep in my ass, thrusting further than anyone had ever gone before, was still fresh in my mind. “Let's just say he knew exactly how to make me scream,” I added, a hint of a blush coloring my cheeks despite myself. “I was calling him master.”

Tim's eyes gleamed with a mixture of excitement and jealousy. That sounds amazing, he breathed, reaching out to tug me closer. “Tell me more. Every detail.” I settled onto the bed beside him, deciding to give in to his request.

As I recounted the events of the evening, Tim listened intently, his touch growing bolder with each passing minute. By the time I finished speaking, he had me pinned beneath him, his mouth claiming mine in a fierce, possessive kiss.

“I want to eat out your ass and pussy,” he murmured against my lips, his hands roaming over my body with renewed enthusiasm. "I want to taste everything from this experience.”

A thrill of anticipation coursed through me at Tim's bold declaration. Despite the lingering memories of Alex's dominance, there was something undeniably appealing about submitting to my fiancé's desire, about letting him explore every intimate inch of me. “Then do it,” I urged, spreading my thighs in open invitation. “Make me yours again, show me who I belong to.”

Tim wasted no time, dropping kisses along my inner thighs before nudging them further apart. His warm breath ghosted over my slick folds, making me quiver with expectation.

“You smell incredible,” he murmured, his nose burying into my wet heat. “Like sex and sin and pure, unadulterated pleasure.” With that, he dove in, his tongue delving between my lips to lap at my sensitive flesh.

Tim's oral assault was relentless, his tongue probing and teasing every hidden spot until I was writhing beneath him, lost in a haze of ecstasy. He devoured me with a fervor that bordered on obsessive, as if trying to consume me whole. As my climax built, I tangled my fingers in his hair, holding him close as waves of pleasure crashed over me. 

“Yes, yes, right there!” I cried out, my voice hoarse with need. Just as I teetered on the edge, Tim pulled back, leaving me gasping and wanting. “Not yet,” he panted, his eyes blazing with determination. “I'm not done with you.” Before I could protest, he flipped me onto my stomach, pulling me up onto my knees. He stuck his tongue deep into my ass, licking up any residual cum that Alex had left behind.

I let out a startled yelp at the unexpected intrusion, my body tensing reflexively. But as Tim continued to lavish attention on my rear entrance, slowly circling his tongue around the rim, I began to relax into the sensation. It was dirty, degrading, and oh-so-turning-on. Having my most private place serviced by my fiancé's mouth felt strangely empowering, like I was giving him permission to delve into the deepest, darkest recesses of my being. When Tim finally withdrew, I felt complete. All thoughts of going back to Alex had evaporated, knowing he would likely never be this sexually adventurous.

Tim collapsed beside me, kissing me deeply. “I would fuck you too but I already came so many times tonight. I must have watched the videos you sent a thousand times,” he said.

I smiled, feeling a surge of affection for my devoted partner. “Well, maybe next time you should try to hold back a little longer,” I teased, snuggling into his side. “Save some for me.” Despite my words, I knew Tim wouldn't be able to resist me for long. He was far too aroused by the thought of fucking me, especially after witnessing Alex's dominating performance on video.

As we drifted off to sleep, I couldn't help but wonder what other kinky adventures awaited us. One thing was certain - with Tim's eagerness to please and my own insatiable curiosity, the sky was the limit on this Vail trip.

◆◆◆

Valerie’s adventures will continue in Valerie Does Vail: Volume 5
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CHAPTER 1

The crisp mountain air filled my lungs as I stepped out onto the balcony of our luxury chalet overlooking the picturesque ski Vail Village. Bundled up in a fluffy white robe, I gazed at the snow-capped peaks glistening under the morning sun while sipping my steaming coffee. Behind me, I could hear Tim shuffling around inside, no doubt reviewing the naughty video footage I had sent him last night of my tryst with Alex. A satisfied smirk played across my lips as I recalled every salacious detail.

After downing the rest of my coffee, I sauntered back inside, letting the robe slip off my shoulders to pool at my feet. "Morning babe," I purred, strutting over to the bed where Tim lay propped up against the headboard, his eyes glued to his phone screen.

His face was flushed, likely from both the excitement of watching me get fucked by another man and the cold mountain air seeping into the room through the open balcony doors. I climbed onto the bed, crawling towards him on all fours like a cat in heat. The cool hardwood floor felt good against my bare skin, invigorating me further.

As I reached him, I planted a kiss on his cheek before snatching the phone from his hands. "Looks like you enjoyed the show," I teased, scrolling through the video clips until we found the most scandalous one - Alex spilling his seed all over my face. I held it up so he could see it again.

"Was this your favorite one yet?” I whispered huskily, trailing my fingers down his chest. "God yes," Tim groaned, reaching out to grab my hips and pull me closer. "Seeing that stud shoot his load all over my gorgeous fiancée...it was so damn hot." He leaned in to capture my mouth in a deep kiss, his tongue delving past my lips to taste himself mingled with the lingering essence of Alex.

I moaned softly into the kiss, grinding my naked body against him. Even after multiple rounds with Alex last night, I was already aching for more cock. Tim's growing erection pressed insistently against my thigh, letting me know he was just as aroused by replaying the video. Breaking the kiss, I peered down at him through hooded eyes.

"Are you ready to reclaim me now?" Tim nodded eagerly, his hand sliding between my legs to stroke my slick folds. "Mmm," I sighed, leaning back slightly to give him better access. I reached down to guide his hand, showing him exactly how I liked to be touched.

His touch ignited a fire within me that only fueled my lust for more. I rolled onto my back, spreading my legs wide to allow his fingers deeper inside me. As he continued to tease me with his fingers, I trailed my hand down his body until it came to rest on his throbbing member. I gave it a few slow strokes, mimicking the rhythm of his fingers inside me.

"Fuck me," I whispered, looking up at him with half-lidded eyes full of desire. Tim wasted no time positioning himself between my thighs, the tip of his rigid cock nudging my entrance. With a swift thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside me, eliciting a sharp gasp from my lips. I wrapped my legs tightly around his waist, drawing him in even deeper.

He began to move, each powerful stroke sending ripples of pleasure coursing through my core. I arched my back, meeting his thrusts with equal fervor. Our bodies moved in perfect sync, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room along with our ragged breathing.

As Tim pounded into me, I couldn't help but think about all the other cocks I'd taken recently - the ski instructor's thick girth, the masseuse's skillful manipulation, Alex's aggressive dominance.

Each memory sparked a fresh wave of arousal, making my inner walls clench tighter around Tim's driving shaft. I dug my nails into his back, urging him on as he relentlessly claimed me.

"Harder, baby," I pleaded breathlessly, tilting my hips to meet his brutal pace. "Make me forget everyone else.” Tim obliged, slamming into me with renewed vigor. The force of his thrusts pushed me up the bed, pillows scattering everywhere. My breasts bounced with each impact, the sensitive nipples begging for attention.

Reaching up, I tugged at them roughly, pinching and pulling until they were stiff peaks. The added stimulation sent me hurtling towards the edge, my climax building rapidly beneath Tim's relentless assault.

Sensing my impending orgasm, Tim redoubled his efforts, pistoning into me with reckless abandon. His grunts of exertion mingled with my high-pitched moans, creating a primal symphony of lust and release.

The coil of tension inside me wound tighter and tighter until, with a keening cry, I shattered. My pussy clenched around Tim's cock, milking him for all he was worth as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Through the haze of my climax, I felt Tim's own release, his body going taut before he buried himself to the hilt and emptied himself deep within me.

We collapsed together, chests heaving, sweat-slicked bodies entwined in a tangle of limbs. In the aftermath of our passion, I smiled up at Tim, my voice husky with satisfaction. "That was incredible, baby."

Tim returned my smile, brushing a damp lock of hair away from my forehead. "You're insatiable," he murmured, still buried inside me. "But I wouldn't have you any other way." I giggled, giving him a playful squeeze. "What can I say? I'm a lucky girl. Not many women get to indulge their deepest fantasies with such a supportive partner."

Rolling onto my side, I draped myself over his chest, tracing idle patterns on his skin with my finger. "So, any thoughts on who I should seduce next?" Tim's brow furrowed thoughtfully. "Hmmm...what about that cute waiter from the lodge restaurant? Or maybe the guy who runs the ski rental shop - he's always eye-fucking you when you come in."

I considered the options, feeling a familiar thrill of anticipation. "Ooh, the ski rental guy does have that hungry look," I mused, my mind already conjuring up scenarios involving the ruggedly handsome man with the chiseled jawline and piercing blue eyes. "But what about the new bartender at the apres-ski lounge? I caught him staring at me when I met up with Alex yesterday..."

Tim's eyes lit up at the mention of the bartender. "Now there's a tasty prospect! I could use a good cocktail too." I grinned mischievously, already envisioning the possibilities. "You're right. Let's make a plan to 'accidentally' bump into him tonight and see where things go."

Tim nodded enthusiastically, a wicked glint in his eye. "Perfect. We'll play it casual at first, let him do some of the heavy lifting. And if things really heat up, we can always bring him back here for a private tasting session..."

I laughed, the idea already taking root in my fertile imagination. "Mmm, I love how you think, baby. Okay, let's get cleaned up and start scheming in earnest. This evening promises to be very interesting indeed!"


CHAPTER 2

​The dimly lit apres-ski lounge buzzed with convivial chatter and clinking glasses as we settled onto stools at the polished mahogany bar. Tim ordered us each a rich, velvety martini while I discreetly scanned the room, searching for our target.

There, standing behind the counter, was the bartender - tall, broad-shouldered, with a mop of dark hair and an easy, charming smile. He looked up and caught my gaze, flashing those mesmerizing blue eyes before turning back to mix drinks with practiced ease.

I felt a shiver run down my spine as I watched him work, the way his muscles flexed beneath his fitted black shirt, the confident grace of his movements. Tim noticed my distraction and followed my line of sight, raising an eyebrow knowingly.

"He's quite the specimen, isn't he?" I tore my gaze away, meeting Tim's amused expression with a conspiratorial grin. "Oh yeah. Definitely someone I wouldn't mind getting to know better..."

Just then, the bartender appeared in front of us, setting our martinis down with a flourish. "Here you go folks, two dirty vodka martinis. Anything else I can get for you?"

I leaned forward slightly, giving him a generous view of cleavage as I took a sip of the icy cold cocktail. "Mmm, delicious. I don't believe we've been properly introduced though. I'm Valerie and this is my fiancé Tim."

The bartender flashed another megawatt smile. "Nice to meet you both. I'm Casey. Welcome to the Lodge Lounge - I hope your stay has been treating you well so far."

"It certainly has now that we've had the pleasure of meeting you," I purred, holding Casey's gaze meaningfully. "In fact, I think I might need something a bit stronger than a martini to really unwind after a long day on the slopes. What would you recommend?"

Casey's eyes sparkled with interest as he leaned closer, his voice lowering to a more intimate register. "Well, I've got just the thing. How about a shot of my signature house whiskey, neat? It's smooth as silk but packs a real punch.”

"I like the sound of that," Tim chimed in, signaling for another round of martinis. "And I think you should have a shot with us, too. We're celebrating, after all."

Casey's gaze flicked between us, a hint of intrigue playing across his handsome features. As Casey expertly poured three shots of amber liquid, I couldn't help but admire the way his biceps bulged with the effort. When he slid the glasses across the bar to us, I raised mine in a toast.

"To a fantastic vacation and even better company," I declared, clinking my glass against Tim's and then Casey's. We tossed back the potent whiskey, savoring the smoky warmth spreading through our chests. I felt a pleasant buzz starting to take hold, emboldening me to lean further across the bar.

"So Casey, tell me a little about yourself," I coaxed, batting my lashes innocently. "Any exciting plans for the winter season ahead?"

Casey chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a pleasant shiver down my spine. "Well, I'm hoping to stick around here and keep the good people of the Lodge Lounge well-lubricated all winter long," he quipped with a wink. "Besides, with the holiday rush coming up, I'll be keeping busy behind the bar."

He paused, studying me intently over the rim of his empty shot glass. "Though, I have to admit, it's not every day I get to serve such lovely company. Especially not a beautiful couple like yourselves."

My cheeks flushed at the compliment, and I felt Tim's hand rest possessively on my thigh under the bar. But I didn't pull away, instead letting Casey's words wash over me like a warm caress.

"Flattery will get you everywhere with us," I teased, signaling for another round.


CHAPTER 3

As the night wore on, the whiskey had clearly loosened tongues and inhibitions alike. Tim and I were laughing and joking with Casey like old friends, the sexual tension palpable yet still subtly veiled behind layers of flirtation and camaraderie.

Casey regaled us with tales of his bartending adventures, from rowdy bachelor parties to scandalous encounters with gorgeous regulars. With each story, his confidence grew, and he found himself increasingly at ease in our company.

“What time do you get off, Casey?” Tim asked. Casey glanced at the clock, a slow grin spreading across his face. "Looks like I'm done here in about twenty minutes. Why do you ask?"

I leaned in close, my lips nearly brushing his ear as I whispered huskily, "Because we were thinking of having a private after-party back at our chalet. Care to join us for a nightcap?"

Casey's breath hitched, his eyes darkening with desire as they locked onto mine. "I'd love nothing more," he rumbled. Tim cleared his throat pointedly, drawing our attention. "Don't forget, I'm part of this invitation too," he reminded us with a wry smirk. "No funny business without me!"

I laughed, squeezing Tim's thigh reassuringly.


CHAPTER 4

Casey arrived at our luxurious chalet, looking every inch the dashing leading man straight out of a romantic comedy. His dark hair was mussed from running his fingers through it, and the scent of his expensive cologne mingled enticingly with the heady aroma of sex that permeated the air.

After pouring us each a snifter of fine brandy, Casey claimed the armchair nearest the fireplace, his muscular thighs spread wide as he crossed one ankle over the other. The pose was deliberately provocative, and I felt my pulse quicken in response.

"So, what's the agenda for this private tasting session?" Casey asked, his deep voice tinged with anticipation. "Or should I say, who's the main course?" Tim chuckled, settling onto the couch beside me. “That would be Val, of course. I’m just here to watch.”

I stood up from the sofa, slowly unbuttoning my shirt to reveal the lacy black bra I wore underneath. My skin was flushed, and my nipples were already hard points against the delicate fabric.

Casey's eyes widened as I revealed my bra-clad breasts, his gaze hungrily drinking in the sight. A low growl rumbled in his chest, and he rose to his feet, closing the distance between us in a few long strides.

"You're absolutely stunning, Valerie," he breathed, reaching out to trace a finger along the curve of my breast. "I can't wait to see what else you're hiding under those clothes."

Without waiting for an answer, Casey captured my mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue delving past my lips to tangle with mine. I moaned into the embrace, my arms wrapping around his neck as I pressed my body flush against his.

Meanwhile, Tim watched the scene unfold with a satisfied smirk, his own arousal evident in the prominent bulge straining against his pants. "Go ahead, Casey," he urged, his voice thick with lust. "Show her what you're made of. I'll just...observe for now."

Casey broke the kiss to trail his lips down the side of my neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive flesh. I gasped, arching into his touch as he worked his way lower, his hands deftly unbuttoning my blouse to expose more of my skin.

"My God, you're incredible," he murmured against my collarbone, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine. "So soft, so responsive..." His hands roamed over my torso, cupping and kneading my breasts through the thin lace of my bra. I whimpered, my hips rocking involuntarily against his growing erection.

"Casey, please..." I begged, my voice barely above a whisper. "I need more." Casey's hands slid around to my back, deftly unhooking my bra with practiced ease. The lacy garment fell away, revealing my full, heavy breasts to his hungry gaze. He groaned appreciatively, his calloused palms skimming over my sensitive peaks, teasing them to aching stiffness.

"Fuck, Valerie," he rasped, ducking his head to draw one rosy nipple into his hot mouth. "You taste even sweeter than I imagined."

I cried out, fisting my hands in his hair as jolts of electric pleasure raced through my veins. Casey lavished attention on my breasts, alternating between firm sucks and gentle nibbles until I was writhing against him, desperate for more friction.

Casey released my nipple with a wet pop, gazing up at me with burning intensity. "I want to make you come undone, Valerie," he promised, his voice rough with desire. "Right here, right now."

With that, he dropped to his knees before me, pushing my skirt up around my waist. His strong hands slid up my thighs, parting them invitingly as he leaned in to press open-mouthed kisses along the inner curves.

"Mmm, you smell divine," he purred, his breath hot against my slick folds. "And you're so wet already...I knew you'd be delicious."

Casey's tongue darted out, tracing the length of my slit before circling my clit with deliberate slowness. I bucked against his face, a high keening noise escaping my lips as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

"Oh god, yes!" Casey's skilled mouth worked wonders on my aching pussy, his tongue probing and stroking every sensitive spot with masterful precision. I gripped his shoulders for support, my nails digging into his skin as I rode the edge of climax.

"Please, don't stop," I pleaded, my voice ragged with need. "I'm so close..." Emboldened by my desperation, Casey redoubled his efforts, sucking my clit between his lips while thrusting two long fingers deep inside me. The dual sensations pushed me over the brink, and I came with a shattered cry, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around his invading digits.

As the aftershocks subsided, I collapsed back against the couch, panting heavily. Casey slowly rose to his feet, his lips glistening with my essence, and pulled me into a fierce kiss.

I could taste myself on his tongue, musky and sweet, and it only fueled the fire raging within me. Breaking the kiss, I reached for the zipper of Casey's jeans, tugging it down impatiently. "I want you inside me," I demanded, palming the thick ridge tenting his boxers. "Now."

Casey groaned, his hips jerking into my touch. In a flash, he shed his remaining clothing, revealing a sculpted physique honed by years of manual labor. His cock sprang free, long and hard and impossibly thick, the flared head already leaking precum.

"Fuck, Val," he grunted, kicking off his jeans and underwear. "I’ve never wanted a pussy more." He grabbed my hips, lifting me easily and pinning me against the wall.

Meanwhile, Tim lounged on the plush sofa, one arm draped casually across the backrest as he took in the erotic display before him. His emerald eyes glittered with barely restrained hunger, his pupils blown wide with desire. He had loosened his tie and unbuttoned the top two buttons of his shirt, exposing a tantalizing glimpse of his tanned throat.

A faint sheen of sweat dampened his brow, and his breathing had quickened, matching the rapid rise and fall of my own chest. One hand rested on his thigh, dangerously close to the prominent bulge straining against his tailored slacks. It was clear that despite his outward composure, Tim was just as affected by the charged atmosphere as we were.

He met my gaze, his expression a mix of heat and dark promise. Tim's intense stare sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt a thrill of excitement mixed with trepidation. There was something about the way he looked at me - with such raw, unbridled lust - that both terrified and thrilled me.

I turned back to Casey, who was still holding me pinned to the wall, his rigid cock pressing insistently against my entrance. Our eyes locked, and I saw the same primal hunger reflected back at me. Without breaking eye contact, I wrapped my legs around his waist, guiding him to notch the head of his shaft against my dripping folds.

"Take me," I whispered, my voice trembling with anticipation. "Claim me, right here, right now, in front of my fiancé." With a guttural groan, Casey surged forward, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust.

I let out a sharp gasp as Casey filled me completely, his thick length stretching me deliciously. My inner muscles fluttered and clenched around him, drawing him even deeper. "Fuck, you feel incredible," he panted, his forehead resting against mine. "So tight, so perfect..."

Slowly, almost torturously, he began to move, withdrawing until just the tip remained inside before plunging back in. I matched his rhythm, rolling my hips to meet each deep stroke. Pleasure built steadily within me, coiling tighter and tighter with each passing second.

Tim shifted on the couch, drawing my attention once more. He had moved closer to the edge of his seat, his hand now openly rubbing the prominent bulge in his pants.

The sight of Tim pleasuring himself while watching us sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing over me. I felt bolder, more uninhibited, knowing that my fiancé was not only witnessing but also participating in our forbidden tryst.

"Look at him," I breathed, my voice husky with desire. "He wishes his cock could fill me up so fully." Casey's pace quickened at my words, his hips snapping against mine with renewed vigor.

His grip on my hips tightened as he drove into me with reckless abandon, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoing through the room. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust, the sensation sending sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine.

"Damn right he does," Casey growled, his eyes flashing with possessive jealousy. "No one can satisfy you like my cock can."

Tim moaned softly, his hand moving faster over his clothed erection. I caught his gaze again, and this time, there was a pleading look in those emerald depths. It seemed he was begging for permission, silently asking if he could join in on the debauchery.

Without breaking eye contact with Tim, I nodded almost imperceptibly, a secret signal only he would understand. As soon as I gave Tim the subtle nod, he sprang into action. With a swift motion, he unfastened his belt and yanked down his zipper, freeing his impressive manhood from its confines. It stood tall and proud, the engorged head a deep purple hue, leaking copious amounts of pre-cum.

Tim stroked his thick, veiny shaft with long, purposeful strokes, his thumb swirling around the swollen crown to collect the pearly beads of moisture gathered at the tip. His breathing grew heavier, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he lost himself in the sensation.

Casey, sensing my distraction, captured my chin with his free hand, forcing me to focus solely on him. "Eyes on me, baby," he commanded, punctuating his words with a particularly forceful thrust. "I want to watch you fall apart on my cock."

His demand sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core, and I obeyed without hesitation, locking my gaze with his smoldering amber eyes. We moved together in a frenzy of passion, our bodies slick with sweat as we chased our impending release.

I couldn't tear my eyes away from Casey's, even as I watched Tim continue to stroke his impressive length. The sight of my fiancé pleasuring himself while I was being thoroughly fucked by another man was utterly decadent, pushing me closer to the edge with each passing moment.

Casey's thrusts became erratic, his hips slamming against mine with a desperate urgency. "Cum with me, Valerie," he urged, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his own climax. "Let go, baby. I want to feel you squeeze me tight as you cum."

The combination of Casey's commanding words and the erotic spectacle unfolding before me proved too much to resist. A tidal wave of ecstasy crashed over me, my body convulsing in pure, unadulterated bliss.

"Yes, yes, YES!" I cried out, my voice echoing through the room as I clung to Casey, my nails digging into his shoulders. Waves of intense pleasure rippled through me, my pussy clenching rhythmically around his pistoning cock.

Casey let out a guttural roar, his own orgasm overtaking him as he buried himself to the hilt one final time. He pulsed and throbbed inside me, filling me with his hot seed as our combined releases triggered a series of mind-numbing contractions.

Through the haze of my own intense climax, I managed to glance over at Tim, eager to see how he had fared during our passionate display. To my surprise, he was no longer touching himself, his hands instead gripping the arms of the chair tightly as he struggled to maintain control.

Our eyes met, and I saw the raw, primal need burning in their depths. In that moment, I knew exactly what he wanted, what he craved. With a wicked grin, I beckoned him closer, crooking a finger in his direction.

Tim didn't hesitate for a second. He was off the couch and striding towards us in an instant, his erect cock bobbing with each step. He stood beside where Casey and I were still joined, his hungry gaze raking over my naked form.

"You're absolutely stunning when another man makes you cum," he murmured reverently, reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair from my face. "I've never seen anything so beautiful in all my life."

His tender touch sent a shiver through me, and I leaned into his caress, savoring the intimacy of the moment. Even though we were all still riding the afterglow of our respective orgasms, I could feel the sexual tension building once again, crackling between the three of us like static electricity. It was clear that our night was far from over.

Embracing the charged atmosphere, I turned my attention back to Casey, who was still buried deep within me. His softening member twitched slightly at my movement, and I reveled in the knowledge that he was still connected to me, still a part of this forbidden trio.

"I think it's time we give Tim a taste of what he's been missing," I purred, my voice low and sultry. "Don't you agree, Casey?"

Before he could respond, I reached down and grasped Tim's hand, guiding it to where Casey's spent cock was still nestled snugly within my folds. Tim's fingers brushed against my sensitive clit, and I bit back a moan, my body already responding eagerly to the new stimulation.

Tim's eyes widened as he felt my wet heat envelop his fingers, and he looked at Casey questioningly. Casey, however, simply nodded, a hint of a smirk playing on his lips.

Tim began to gently circle my clit with his thumb, the pressure light but deliberate. I arched my back, pressing my breast against Casey's chest as I savored the dual sensations - Tim's teasing touch and the lingering warmth of Casey's softening cock inside me.

The combination was intoxicating, and I found myself rocking my hips subtly, seeking more friction. Tim obliged, gradually increasing the speed and pressure of his ministrations. I could feel my arousal building once again, my pussy growing increasingly slick around Casey's still-hard shaft.

Casey, seeming to sense my return to the brink, slowly withdrew from me, his cock slipping free with a wet pop. “Wait,” I exclaimed, “I want you both inside my pussy at once.”

Tim and Casey exchanged a glance, their faces alight with excitement and anticipation. Without a word, they positioned themselves on either side of me, their erections poised at my entrance.

Tim entered first, his girth stretching me open as he pushed deeper. I gasped at the sudden fullness, my inner walls clenching reflexively around him.

Then Casey pushed in alongside Tim, his hard cock sliding past the initial resistance and sinking into my soaked channel. I threw my head back and cried out, overwhelmed by the exquisite sensation of being doubly penetrated.

This was not unlike when I had Tim in my pussy and Jake in my ass but also very, very different. As Casey and Tim sank into me, I could feel every vein, ridge, and contour of their cocks. They filled me perfectly, their lengths rubbing against each other as they nestled deep within my folds.

I was stretched impossibly wide, the sensation so overwhelming that tears pricked at my eyes. My pussy clenched around them instinctively, milking their hard shafts as waves of pleasure coursed through me.

Their mutual groans of satisfaction echoed in my ears, adding to the symphony of sounds that filled the room. We were a tangle of limbs and bodies, a hedonistic tableau of lust and desire.

Tim began to move, withdrawing almost completely before plunging back into me with a forceful thrust. Casey mirrored his movements, creating a relentless piston-like effect as they fucked me in tandem.

Each stroke rubbed against my sensitive G-spot, sending shockwaves of ecstasy through my entire being. I was lost in a sea of pleasure, my mind clouded by the sheer intensity of the dual penetration.

My breasts bounced with each powerful thrust, my nipples hard and aching for attention. I reached up, cupping my own tits and pinching the stiff peaks, crying out at the added stimulation.

"Harder!" I begged, my voice ragged with need. "Fuck me harder, both of you! I want to feel you pounding into me until I can't take anymore!"

Hearing my plea, Casey and Tim redoubled their efforts, their bodies moving in perfect sync. Their thick cocks slid in and out of me in unison, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling the room.

They were merciless now, their thrusts becoming more brutal with each passing second. I was nothing more than a plaything for them, a receptacle for their lust and desire. I could feel their balls slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust, adding to the debauched spectacle.

My pussy was being stretched to its limits, my inner walls quivering around their hard shafts. Each stroke sent jolts of pleasure coursing through me, my body writhing beneath theirs.

"This is fucking insane," Tim groaned, his breath hitching with each thrust. "But it feels so good." I couldn't agree more, my mind reeling from the overwhelming sensations. The dual penetration was pushing me to the edge, my orgasm building rapidly.

As if sensing my impending climax, Casey and Tim intensified their pace, their cocks slamming into me with reckless abandon, rubbing against each other as they went in and out. The room was filled with the lewd sounds of our coupling, punctuated by my desperate cries of pleasure.

Suddenly, the coil inside me snapped, and I came undone. My pussy spasmed wildly around their throbbing members, milking them for all they were worth. Wave after wave of intense ecstasy washed over me, leaving me trembling and gasping for air.

Casey and Tim didn't slow down, continuing to pound into me as I rode out the aftershocks of my climax. If anything, their strokes became even more frenzied, driven by their own approaching releases.

Their heavy breathing filled my ears, interspersed with grunts and curses as they chased their own pleasure. I could feel their cocks swelling even larger inside me, the veins pulsating against my sensitive walls.

With a final, mighty thrust, Tim buried himself to the hilt, his hot seed spurting deep within me. At the same moment, Casey let out a guttural roar, his own cock erupting in a torrent of cum that mingled with Tim's.

Together, they pumped jet after jet of semen into my convulsing pussy, marking me as theirs in the most primal way possible.

I lay there, limp and sated, feeling the warm rush of their combined releases flooding my depths. It was an incredible sensation, their thick cum coating my insides, sealing us together in a messy, intimate bond.

As the aftershocks faded, I opened my eyes to find Casey and Tim collapsed beside me, their chests heaving with exertion. A sense of contentment washed over me, knowing that I had brought them such pleasure.

Slowly, carefully, they disentangled themselves from my spent body, pulling out with a wet squelch. I watched, mesmerized, as rivulets of cum dripped from my gaping pussy, pooling on the sheets below.

"Wow," I breathed, my voice husky from exertion. "That was... something else entirely." Casey grinned, wiping a strand of sweat from his forehead.

"It certainly was," he agreed, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "I don't think I've ever experienced anything quite like that before."

Tim nodded in agreement, his hand resting possessively on my thigh. "Who knew you had such an imagination, Val," he said, a playful lilt to his voice. I laughed softly, trailing my fingers along Tim's muscular arm. "Well, I guess you just bring out the best in me," I purred, winking suggestively.

Tim chuckled, leaning in to capture my lips in a deep, sensual kiss. His tongue danced with mine, tasting the remnants of our passion. When we finally broke apart, he smiled down at me, his eyes dark with renewed desire.

"I think we should do that again," he murmured, his hand drifting lower to tease at the tender flesh between my thighs.

Casey, not to be left out, pressed close behind me, his large hands gripping my waist. "Indeed," he rumbled, nuzzling into my neck. "That was so fucking hot."

A shiver ran down my spine at their words, my body already responding to their touch. I turned to face Casey, my hands reaching up to tangle in his hair as I pulled him into a searing kiss.

As our tongues twined, Tim's fingers found my clit, circling the sensitive bud with deliberate intent. I moaned into Casey's mouth, my hips bucking slightly to meet his teasing touch.

When we broke for air, I looked up at them with hooded eyes, a sultry smile playing on my lips. "Take me," I whispered, my voice dripping with promise.

With that, the three of us descended into a frenzy of sensuality, our bodies entwining as we explored new heights of pleasure. Hands roamed freely, caressing every inch of exposed skin. Lips trailed kisses across shoulders, chests, and bellies, leaving trails of heat in their wake.

Tim's fingers worked magic on my clit, driving me closer to the brink with each skilled stroke. Meanwhile, Casey's mouth found my breast, his tongue swirling around the hardened peak before he took it into his mouth, suckling gently.

The combination of their attentions soon had me writhing in ecstasy once more, my orgasm building swiftly. I clung to them desperately, my nails digging into their backs as I teetered on the edge of release.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, Casey and Tim shifted positions, positioning themselves above me. They aligned their hardening cocks, the tips pressing against my slick entrance. With a shared glance, they pushed forward in unison, sheathing themselves fully inside me in one smooth motion.

A low moan escaped my throat as I felt them stretch me to the limit, their thick lengths filling me to bursting. I wrapped my legs around their waists, urging them deeper as they began to move.

Their rhythm was perfect, each thrust meeting the other halfway, creating a delicious friction that had me seeing stars. I reveled in the feeling of being so thoroughly claimed, my body a playground for their desires.

As we picked up speed, the bed creaked beneath us, the headboard thumping against the wall with each powerful stroke. Our moans and gasps filled the room, a symphony of pleasure that only grew louder and more intense with each passing moment.

Lost in the haze of lust, we surrendered ourselves to the primal dance of sex, our bodies moving in perfect harmony. With each thrust, we drove deeper, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoing through the room.

Casey reached down to grip my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounded into me with unrestrained ferocity. Tim, not to be outdone, leaned forward to claim my mouth in a bruising kiss, his tongue tangling with mine as he devoured me whole.

The world narrowed to the point where our bodies met, the heat and pressure coalescing into an exquisite blend of pleasure and pain. I was consumed by the sensation of being filled to capacity, my pussy clenching greedily around the twin invaders.

As our climax approached, the tension mounted, our movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. With a final, brutal thrust, both men buried themselves to the hilt, their cocks twitching as they unleashed torrents of hot cum deep inside me. I screamed into Tim's mouth, my orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave, my pussy rippling.

Wave after wave of intense pleasure pulsed through me, leaving me breathless and quivering in their embrace. As the aftershocks slowly subsided, I felt their softening lengths slip free, followed by a flood of their combined releases gushing out of me in a sticky stream. Collapsing back onto the bed, I lay there panting, my body covered in a sheen of sweat and their essence. Casey and Tim curled around me, their arms wrapped protectively around my waist as we basked in the aftermath of our passionate encounter once again.

In the quiet moments after, we savored the closeness, the intimacy of our experience. Their warmth enveloped me, a comforting blanket against the lingering tremors of pleasure.

Gradually, our breathing slowed, our hearts rate returning to normal. I felt drowsy, sated, my mind pleasantly fuzzy from the intensity of our lovemaking.

"Mmm, that was incredible," I murmured, nuzzling into the crook of Casey's neck. My eyelids drooped, the weight of exhaustion settling in as the adrenaline drained away.

Tim, sensing my relaxation, stroked my hair soothingly, his touch gentle now compared to the fierce passion of moments ago. "Sleep, beautiful," he whispered, planting a soft kiss on my temple. "We'll be here when you wake up."

With those reassuring words, I drifted off, lulled by the steady rise and fall of their chests against mine, secure in the knowledge that I was exactly where I belonged - surrounded by these two amazing men, one my loving fiancé, another I had just met that night, lost in the blissful haze of our forbidden love affair.

◆◆◆




Valerie’s adventures will continue in Valerie Does Vail: Volume 6
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