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Chapter 1


"It's not too far out of your way," Jennie says over the phone. "It's just a quick detour, and you only need to sign a few papers for me!"

I had just tossed my bags in the back of the rental car and was preparing myself to settle in for the long drive back to the city — over the mountains and across the plains, a day and a half of driving if I stop for the night somewhere in South Dakota — when she called. It's been a great week of skiing in the Wasatch Mountains with my old college friends (mostly on Tilly's dime — filthy rich and generous to a fault), but I'm looking forward to getting home and throwing myself into decorating for Christmas. As the nights get longer and the wind gets chillier, I've been picturing how cozy my apartment will look with a little tree tucked in the corner, lights around the windows, and some evergreen garlands draped above the door.

"There's nothing quick about detours out west, Jennie," I say, tapping my finger on my phone's map app and wrinkling my forehead as the crooked L of my route grows a bulging belly south into Colorado with Jennie's proposed change of plans. "That adds six ... no, eight! ... eight hours onto my trip. And sends me through Nebraska."

"How exciting!" Jennie says. "You've never been to Nebraska!"

"Nobody has been to Nebraska," I say, "because it doesn't exist — it's just a weird shape on the map to fill in a gap between Kansas and South Dakota."

"Please?" Jennie says, and even over the phone I can tell she's trying to make her voice extra sweet and pleading and desperate. I can picture her face — eyes widening, chin sticking out as she pouts her lips — and I let out a sigh. My sister has a way of begging for a favor that always gets me to go along, even if I know it's a really bad idea.

"Eight hours, Jennie!" I say. "Eight extra hours in a little rental car! That'll be like ... what, a hundred dollars of gas?"

"I'll cover the gas," Jennie says. "For the whole trip. And your motel stop."

"Hotel, not motel," I say. "A nice one. If there are any in fucking Nebraska ..."

I can almost hear the gears turning in Jennie's head as she does the math. If I can run up the bill for this little boondoggle of hers, make it more expensive than a last minute flight for her to go to Colorado herself, I can be on the road as planned and home with no detours.

"Fine," she says. "A nice hotel in ... Lincoln?"

"Omaha," I say, peering at the new route on my phone. "I think that might be a real city, and it's got almost all of Nebraska behind it."

#

The detour Jennie's got me taking is to some resort called "Temptations on the Slopes," where she's got a deal pending to sell her hats and scarves at the gift shop. It's a big step up from the craft fairs where she built her reputation, and she's spent the last year designing and crafting a whole new line of fancy woolen wear.

Including, of course, her infamous "willie warmers," which were a big hit at the craft fair after-party a couple of years ago ...

(Author's note: read all about that after-party in "Crammed at the Christmas Craft Fair," and about Jennie's own craft fair adventures in "Jennie's Christmas Train"!)

And that's why I'm willing to take this detour: sometimes Jennie's side quests are dumb and annoying, but sometimes they lead to a wild adventure that I could never have imagined. Could a jaunt to someplace called "Temptations on the Slopes" lead to something a lot more interesting than just signing some paperwork for a bunch of knitted hats?

I'm kind of hoping so ...

"Take the ramp to Utah State Route 158 South in a quarter mile," says the map app's voice through the car's speakers as I pull out of the resort's parking lot and point myself toward Colorado. If I drive straight through, I can be at Temptations on the Slopes before sunset.


Chapter 2


"Idon't know if your signature will be valid for this contract, ma'am," the man in the gift shop says; he gave his name as "Daniel" when I introduced myself and the purpose of my visit. His voice is deep and a little gruff, but to be honest, I'm not really listening to his words: I'm far too busy absorbing everything about him with my eyes.

He's tall — easily six and a half feet — with broad shoulders and forearms that look ready to burst the rolled sleeves of his red plaid shirt. He wears a neatly trimmed, light brown beard that accentuates the razor sharp lines of his jaw, and contrasts with the lipid pools of his shimmering blue eyes. When he speaks, little wrinkles form at his brow and I can see creases at the corners of his deep red lips, and I can't help but imagine my tongue smoothing those delicate wrinkles; I want to climb him like a mountaineer and yodel from the summit of his warm, soft mouth.

Get a grip on yourself, Vickie! I think, but immediately picture myself getting a grip on him, wondering if there are any particularly firm handholds I can cling to as I make my way up this sexy mountain of a man.

"I ... um ... my sister, she said I could ..."

He sighs and holds out the papers he's grasping in his thick but agile-looking fingers. He points at the signature line at the bottom of the last page, under which I see Jennie's name printed.

"Your sister," Daniel says, "needs to sign this contract. I don't see your name anywhere on it, Miss ..."

"Vickie," I say, batting my lashes at him and putting on my biggest smile. "I've represented my sister's business on numerous occasions back home, so I would assume —"

"Are you her lawyer?" the bearded Adonis asks, cocking his head to the side.

"Well, no, I'm —"

"An employee? Or a contractually bound consultant?"

"Well, not exactly, but —"

"I'm very sorry, then, Miss ... Vickie," he says, folding the papers and tucking them into the back pocket of his jeans. Jeans that hug his hips like a second skin, the denim clinging to legs that look as big and strong as a pair of sturdy pine trees ... "I'm going to at least need to see a power of attorney document before I allow you to conduct business on your sister's behalf. This is a legally binding contract between Knittastic Threads and Temptations on the Slopes LLC, and ..."

I'm just about to argue ... something ... when I'm interrupted by the jingling sound of the bell above the shop's door. I turn and see another man, equally tall and broad and bearded, stepping into the shop. He's wearing a black wool coat, dusted on the shoulders with fresh snowflakes, with a woolen watch cap pulled down to his ears. He plucks off the hat, letting a curly mop of thick black hair spring free, and I stifle a gasp at the sight of those luscious locks shining under the shop's warm golden lights.

"Is this caddish oaf bothering you, miss?" the new arrival says. His voice is silky smooth and as deep as a mountain valley, with the faintest hint of an accent that I can't quite place.

He takes three big steps to cross the shop floor and stops only a couple of inches from me; I feel Daniel pull himself to his full height behind me with an exasperated sigh and move closer, hovering above me. My pulse quickens, but it's not really fear I feel pressed between these two men ...

"It's good to see you, Adam," Daniel says, though there's an edge to his voice that makes me think that's not entirely the truth. "I didn't think you were coming for another week."

"The London deal went smoother than planned," the other man — Adam, apparently — says, "so I pushed my meetings in Paris out to next month so I can spend a little more time in the mountains."

"Lucky us," Daniel says with a sigh. I glance back and up to see his expression darken, and his bright blue eyes narrow. "Eschewing the bright lights of Gay Paree to grace us with your scintillating presence."

"The Champs-Élysées holds no wonders that can compare to the slopes at Christmastime."

Adam shrugs off his coat, revealing a pale blue silk shirt that shimmers across his broad chest; a few tufts of black, curly hair peek out at the open collar. He drapes the coat over a forearm equally thick as Daniel's, then winks at me. I manage not to melt into a puddle on the floor, but only just.

"I didn't expect to have to protect a fair damsel so soon from your ogreish proclivities, though," Adam says, looking Daniel square in the eye. "Usually it takes you a few days to transform into an overbearing troll."

"I am hardly being an ogre, Adam," says Daniel, his tone steady and his jaw set. "We are merely discussing a contract for wares and determining who has the authority to enter into a binding agreement."

"Hmm," Adam says, raising his free hand to his chin and running his thumb across the raven curls of his beard. "It seems a bit quick for you to get into the binding aspects. How well do you know this man, miss?"

"Damn it, Adam," Daniel starts. I can see the powerful cords of his neck pulsing.

"I'm representing my sister," I say, glancing back and forth between Adam and Daniel. I don't have any idea what Adam's role here is, though clearly there's some deep and possibly contentious history between them, but maybe I can pull him in as an ally in our little disagreement. "She's not able to come out in person to sign the contract to sell her hats and stuff here, but I'm traveling through the area and she asked me —"

"What sorts of hats?" Adam asks. He tilts his head toward me and smiles, his dark eyes sparkling beneath thick lashes. My knees feel a little wobbly, and I sway unsteadily.

"Um ... uh ... wool knit hats?"

"I would love to see these hats," Adam says, "and perhaps purchase a few. Maybe even from this fine establishment. Daniel, can you show me where these hats are shelved?"

"As soon as the contract is signed," Daniel says through gritted teeth, "by an authorized party ..."

"Fine," I say, reaching in jacket pocket for my phone. "Why don't you just call my sister and —"

"I want to see a power of attorney document," says Daniel. "I will not have a fraudulent contract —"

"Where am I going to get a power of attorney?" I say, giving my foot a stamp on the shop's wooden floor. It's all I can do to keep my voice from rising to a shrill screech. "It's Friday night! My sister isn't here! And I need to get on the road, it's late and —"

Adam rests a hand on my shoulder, heavy and firm, and almost immediately, I feel my heart rate slow. He moves closer to me, his hip grazing the small of my back, and I let myself droop under his steadying touch.

"I propose," Adam says with his rich, velvety voice, "that you allow me to place a few calls to my office, and I'm quite sure we can have the documents that Daniel requires delivered by morning. Meanwhile, I'll speak to the reception desk and I'm sure we can find adequate accomodations for this charming young lady for the night. Will that suffice?"

I glance up at Daniel, who has his arms folded across his chest and a scowl on his face, though I think I might see the hint of a smile at the edges of his lips.

"That will suffice, Adam," Daniel says.


Chapter 3


"Hey, um, thanks," I huff as I hurry after Adam. I have to take two steps for every one of his as he makes his way across the plaza between the gift shop and the reception office. The sky has turned the pewter gray of oncoming night, and fluffy flakes of snow spin and twinkle in the breeze.

"Not at all," he says, pausing to push the reception door open. He beckons me inside with a wave of his arm, and I hurry into the welcoming glow and warmth of the Temptations on the Slopes lodge.

I'm almost immediately overwhelmed by the sensuous atmosphere of the lodge. Scents of cedar and vanilla mingle in the air beneath a high vaulted ceiling. An obsidian stone fireplace crackles across a sitting area with leather chaises and velvet-covered chairs that seem to glow under the warm sconces on the walls and the chandelier that sparkles high above the floor. Drawings and paintings line the walls: delicate sketches of figures entwined in sensuous embraces, radiant nudes that gaze hungrily from their frames, studies in passion and desire and lust.

I must have let out an audible gasp, because I hear Adam chuckle beside me and then feel his hand gently grasp my shoulder to steady me.

"It's a bit ... over the top, isn't it?" he says.

"Golly," I whisper, blinking. This is without a doubt the most lushly appointed and unabashedly sensual space I've ever stood in, and it makes me both uncomfortable and more than a little excited.

"Why don't you have a seat," Adam says, his hand drifting from my shoulder to the small of my back, "while I go speak to the reception desk. Make yourself comfortable; Temptations on the Slopes is all about comfort."

I throw a glance behind me, but he's already turned away and is walking purposefully toward the large oak and brass desk across from the entry doors. I take a deep breath, inhaling a lungful of the rich scents that permeate the lobby, and walk toward the fireplace, my gaze drawn to a tall window that looks out on a snow-covered mountain lit by the glowing moon in a black velvet sky.

Maybe the name should have given it away — Temptations on the Slopes, indeed! — but this isn't at all what I expected. The gift shop, located across a small plaza from the lodge, seemed unremarkable: the usual tourist bric-à-brac, tables covered in sweatshirts bearing the resort logo, a few mannequins wearing ski parkas, hats, and scarves. Maybe that was just a clever ruse to keep the uninitiated from stumbling into this temple of hedonism?

I take a seat on one of the deep velvet chairs, practically sinking into the plush seat, and watch the people passing through the lobby, moving between the entry doors and the elevators beyond the fireplace. They all seem as elegant as the artwork on the walls — clean lines and muted colors, understated and graceful in their ski clothes and "casual" outfits that probably cost as much as the crappy car I left in the parking lot near the gift shop.

The Temptations guests also seem very ... affectionate. I witness the usual number of air kisses and cheek pecks, but also some quite enthusiastic snogs, passionate embraces, and unabashed gropings. Everyone seems to be in a couple, or throuple, wandering through the lobby with fingers entwined and hands on shoulders, hips, and asses. I watch a woman standing by the elevators, trading kisses back and forth between a pair of men in blue and green ski parkas, giggling as one of her paramours nuzzled her neck while the other nibbles at her ear, a hand pawing at her chest. She's still giggling when the elevator doors open and they pull her inside, pressing her between them as the doors slide shut, hiding them from my view.

I'm watching another couple — two women, one blonde, one brunette, tangling limbs and tongues on the chaise opposite me — when I feel someone hovering above me. Startled, I look up to see Adam standing over me, a smile playing across his handsome lip.

"Enjoying the free show?" he asks, arching an eyebrow and nodding toward the kissing women.

I feel my face flush, heat rising in my cheeks, and glance away as if I'm suddenly very interested in the dancing flames behind the fireplace's glass doors.

"I'm ... um ... this is a really nice place," I stammer. "It's ... a lot nicer than I would have expected for a place where my sister would be selling her stuff."

"Temptations on the Slopes is one of the premier resorts in the Rockies," says Adam, "but it's well known only in certain circles."

"Oh? What circles would those be?"

His grin widens as he says, "Join me at Hearth & Hollow for a little refreshment and I'll explain everything."

Then he presses a white plastic card into my hand.

"Alas," he says, "the main lodge is full this week, but I was able to get you a room in the staff building. It's not luxurious, I'm afraid, but it's much nicer than anything you'll find in town at this time of night, and close to all of the action."


Chapter 4


"Aswingers' resort?" I splutter, nearly spitting out the sip I've just taken from the elegant glass of amber liquid Adam slid across the table when I took my seat across from him.

"One of the finest in the world," he says with a wink. His dark eyes sparkle in the dim, warm glow of the candle burning between us. "Certainly the finest west of the Mississippi. And that includes Sinner's Cove in Monterrey."

"Well, shit," I mutter, dabbing at my lip with my thumb. Of course, I've never heard of "Sinner's Cove," either ... "That's ... um ... interesting."

Interesting, but maybe not entirely surprising, if I give it some thought. Jennie is, as I learned at the craft fair after-party a couple of years ago, a "certified freak." At least that's what Ben, who was selling the most delicious gingerbread cookies at the fair, called her after he, Cade, and Mitch initiated me into the filthy secrets of the Denekin Depot Christmas bazaar's naughty side. I knew that Jennie had been working to expand her business over the last few years, moving from knitting each piece herself to having a team of crafters turning out her designs, and breaking out of the craft fair circuit and into gift shops and boutiques; I suppose it would make sense that her freaky side would overlap with her business side, and her hats, scarves, and willie warmers would turn up at a swingers' resort.

And maybe, after that initiation, I'm a bit of a freak myself. It's certainly true that I enjoyed myself immensely that evening, passed from butcher to baker to candlestick maker in the kinkiest version of that nursery rhyme I could ever have imagined. I haven't had a chance to repeat the experience — Jennie was back at her usual table at the fair the next year, and I'm sure her return was cause for much celebration — but I've certainly never forgotten it. I think of that lucky gal by the lobby elevator, enjoying the focused attention of two handsome men, and a little shiver runs through me.

"I know what you're thinking," Adam continues, peering at me over the silver rim of a martini glass, "non-stop orgies and wild sex parties around every corner, ziplesss fucks and anonymous hook-ups, a non-stop bacchanal every night."

"Well, um ..." Honestly, yes, that's exactly what I'm thinking this place offers. And hoping, too ...

"I'm sorry to disillusion you," says Adam, "but Temptations on the Slopes is a very rules-forward resort. It's the rules that keep the fun safe and kinky."

I bite my lip and nod, then manage to take a sip of my cocktail without spitting it out in surprise. It's called "The Afterburn," a Heath & Hollow specialty: an Old Fashioned infused with cinnamon and brown sugar, made with a gently smoked rye and chili-kissed bitters. It goes down smooth, but leaves a tingling buzz on the back of my tongue.

"Every space at Temptations on the Slopes is carefully curated and clearly designated," Adam continues, "from cozy public spaces like this —" he turns his finger in a circle in the air to indicate the warm, rustic space of Hearth & Hollow, with its oak and leather and soft amber light — "to a truly decadent dungeon located deep under our feet."

"A ... dungeon?"

At the craft fair, I met Maria, a leather-clad painter who led her bound and gagged Muse around on a leash and who unleashed the most delightful black dildo on me to deliver a climactic coup de grâce. Maria would certainly thrive in a dungeon ...

"The Obsidian Club," Adam says. There's something in the way the words roll off his tongue that makes me tremble. "Entry by invitation only."

"I ... see ..."

By which I mean, "I would like to see"; yes, I think I would like that quite a bit.

"But that's putting the cart before the horse, I'm afraid," he says, sitting back from the table and taking a sip of his drink. "There's so much more to Temptations on the Slopes than the dungeon. Like these delicious cocktails."

"Yes," I say, setting my glass down because my hands are trembling too much to keep the rich amber liquid from sloshing out. "Yes, they're ... very tasty."

"And the spa is quite delightful, not to mention the skiing; and there's even more to do if you venture into town."

Yes, I think, all well and good, but about that dungeon ...

"You seem to be on familiar terms with the guy from the gift shop," I say, thinking that I should probably steer the conversation away from the resort's amenities before I start asking a lot of detailed questions about the Obsidian Club.

"Daniel," Adam says, his voice dropping an octave and his eyes narrowing. "Yes, Daniel and I go way back."

"He seems like a ... a rules guy."

"Very much. Probably too much for his own good. Daniel could be so much more than the general manager of a resort gift shop if he learned to cut a few corners."

"So, does that mean you're a corner cutter?" I ask, leaning forward as I run my finger around the rim of my glass.

Adam's eyes flit from my finger to my lips, his gaze softening. Whatever tension was raised by bringing up Daniel quickly disappears.

"Limits are meant to be tested," he says, then reaches out to trace my lip with his finger. "Corners are meant to be cut."

#

The corner Adam is currently cutting is draped in cozy dark shadows, and the limits he's testing are mine.

After we ordered our second round of drinks — another of those delicious smoked Old Fashioneds for me, and something cool and minty for him, from what I taste on his lips and tongue — Adam guided me from the high table by the bar to a low booth at the back of Hearth & Hollow. When I slid onto the bench, he slid in beside me, not across from me, his firm hip pressed into mine. I sucked in a gasping breath, feeling delightfully trapped between him and the dark oak paneling, and caught his warm, musky scent, which complemented the taste of my cocktail.

Maybe it's the smoky rye in my drink that's making me dizzy, but I don't think so — I barely had a sip of my second glass before his lips grazed my throat, and I would have spilled it across the table if not for his lightning fast reflexes.

"Careful there, Vickie," he whispers into my ear as he steadies my glass, then wraps his fingers around my wrist. "That's too tasty a drink to waste."

"Yes," I gasp. "I mean, no ... I ... don't want to waste ..."

He silences my stuttering words with his lips against mine. I part my lips and invite his tongue to explore, to taste, to tease. My fingers graze his silky beard, then tangle in his long, curly hair as he leans into me, engulfing me. His hand glides over my waist, along my thigh, and finds the hem of my skirt just above my knee. I should move a cautioning hand down to slow his fingers, walking slowly up my bare skin, but the tantalizing tingles are simply too delightful to slow.

To think that he could catch my glass so quickly before it tipped, but his hands are now moving so slowly that I feel like I'm going to shiver right out of my skin ... this man is a marvel, and I am determined to make him show me all the dangerous tricks I'm sure he has stashed away. I shift on the leather bench, encouraging his fingers to drift higher up my thigh, while I pull his face closer, grazing his lips with my teeth, delighting in the gentle scrape of his beard on my cheek ...

"Ahem."

I think at first that he's making some little sound of delight deep in his throat. I answer with a groan of my own, sliding myself closer to him, feeling his heat between my knees.

"Ahem ... Mr. Benoit?"

It's not Adam making the noise. I let out an exasperated sigh and fall back against the wall as Adam pushes himself away from me and turns to the person hovering beside the corner booth. It's a young man wearing a gray vest over a white shirt, his blonde hair swept back behind his ears, a brass nameplate on his chest glimmering in the candlelight. He looks nervous, as well he should, judging by the rumbling growl with which Adam replies.

"What is it?" Adam practically barks, his voice rough as gravel in his throat.

"Um ... Mr. Benoit, sir, it's ... an important message, sir."

The young man holds a folded scrap of paper out to Adam, who snatches it away and then leans close to the candle on the table, his eyes flitting over what looks like a handwritten scrawl on the page. I watch as his scowl softens, and his dark frown slowly stretches into a grin, his dark eyes gleaming.

"I'm so sorry, Vickie," Adam says when he looks up from the paper. "I have an urgent matter that requires my immediate attention. We will, I hope, resume where we've left off in the very near future, though I'm sure you must be exhausted after your long drive and could benefit from a good night's sleep."

I open my mouth, but no words come out; his kisses left me breathless, but this sudden interruption has rendered me mute. Mute and on the verge of fuming. He folds the paper in half, then in half again, and then slips it into the breast pocket of his shirt.

"Toby," Adam says to the young man, "would you show my guest to the staff cabins? I believe she's staying in unit four. And see that her bags get to her room if you'd be so kind."

Adam slides out of the booth, unfolding himself gracefully, then reaches into his pocket and presses some folded bills into Toby's hand. Toby blinks and stammers his thanks, but Adam is gone without a backward glance for him or for me, melting silently into the shadows.


Chapter 5


"What the fuck?" I fume at Toby as we leave the lodge by a service door around the corner from the elevators, stepping suddenly into a cold wind that cuts right through my too-thin coat. "What the actual fuck just happened?"

Toby can't be much more than twenty, and seems a little uncertain about this situation. I suppose this isn't part of his normal duties at the resort, though I can't even begin to imagine what "normal" duties are at a swingers' resort.

"Mr. Benoit is a ... um ... he's a busy man, ma'am," Toby says. "He gets a lot of urgent messages."

"So you're constantly interrupting him when he's making out with someone?" I demand. "Does that happen a lot? That seems rude ..."

"I ... um, I can't really say, ma'am," Toby says. His cheeks are glowing bright red, and it's not just from the wind. "I'm not at liberty to disclose our guests' regular habits."

I follow him along a path that leads downhill, away from the lodge. In the glow cast by a row of low lights planted along the edge of the path, I can see a cluster of little cabins. Most are dark, but there's a warm glow coming from a couple of windows. Toby slows as we near the cabins, apparently counting quietly to himself, then stops at the fourth cabin in the row.

"Here you are, ma'am — cabin number four. I can go collect your bags while you settle in."

I sigh, fish in my pocket for the plastic card Adam handed me in the lodge's lobby, and climb the steps to the door.

#

It's a cozy little cabin, consisting of a sitting room and kitchenette, a utilitarian but tidy bathroom with a shower, a small bedroom in the back with a queen sized bed. Once I've flopped myself down on the couch facing a glowing electric heater, I realize that I really am exhausted from my drive. I yawn into my hand and stretch.

When Toby comes back with my bags, I have half a mind to drag him into the cabin so he can finish what Adam started. But he looks so nervous standing on the porch among my luggage, and the exhaustion has made my bones ache so much, that I decide it's hardly worth the effort — I can take care of this itch myself without having to kick poor Toby out of bed when I'm ready for sleep's embrace.

After Toby's gone, I lug my bags into the bedroom and dig in the bottom of my suitcase until I find it: the big black vibrator I found at Lucky Fierce Vibes, the sex toy emporeum in the city, that reminds me of the strap-on dong Maria wore at that magical craft fair after-party a couple of years ago. It's heavy in my hands, with a solid and almost intimidating heft, and purrs when I press the switch at its base, a noise that is both a threat and a promise.

I don't know how far things were going to progress with Adam, but I have a feeling he planned to go the distance. Maybe not right there in Hearth & Hollow, in the glow of the candlelight and surrounded by other guests, though I feel a spark of naughty arousal at the thought of being the main entertainment for the night in a swingers' resort bar.

I find the thermostat in the short hall between the bedroom and bathroom, nudging the heat up a few degrees — if I'm not paying for it, I might as well enjoy it! — and then strip and flop onto the bed, my vibrator humming softly on the pillow beside me. Yes, if Adam had wanted to put me on display — use those strong, talented fingers to slide my skirt up past waist and then tug my panties down past my knees, open my shirt and nuzzle the delicate skin between my small breasts, his silky beard teasing my nipples into stiff peaks, drag his teeth over my skin and taste my arousal with his agile tongue — yes, if that's what he wanted, then that's what I would give him. I would writhe and moan, letting everyone see my arousal, feeling every eye on my nakedness.

Or maybe he would take me to the dungeon — to the Obsidian Club — so he could bend me to his will, break every barrier of my resistance. Maria's Muse, crawling behind her at the end of a leather leash, pressing her lips to Maria's high leather boots, certainly seemed broken in the most beautiful way; Adam could break me like that, strapped to a table or chained to a pole, helpless and writhing under his touch, alternating between gentle caresses and wicked slaps. I drag the buzzing vibrator in a lazy circle around my breasts, picturing Adam naked except for leather straps with silver buckles stretched across his broad chest and around his hips, framing a rampant, raging erection that glistens with dripping pre-cum in the glow of torches on the dungeon's walls.

Obviously there must be an audience at the dungeon, too. Maybe the crowd from Hearth & Hollow followed us down to the Obsidian Club when Adam hoisted me onto his shoulder, naked from the waist down, my ass bare and already red from a spanking. Maybe there's a whole throng of Temptations guests trailing us like Adam is the Pied Piper, leading a train of people into the darkness to witness my humiliation and delight.

I tease my belly with the tip of the vibrator, stifling a laugh, and let my legs fall open on the bed. I imagine Adam strapping my limbs down on a wooden table like something from a medieval torture room, his eyes dark and burning with mischief, his hands warm and rough on my skin. He circles the table, pacing like a lion, reaching out from time to time to tweak a nipple, to slap a hip, bending to drag his tongue along the sole of my foot and taking a toe into his hot, wet mouth. I curl my toes and writhe on the bed, the vibrator gently buzzing on my mound, sending tremors in undulating waves to my core.

Adam hovers beside me, his erection pointing toward his chin, and strokes my cheek. I want to reach out and grab his cock, stroke it firmly between my fingers, feel its velvety head and hard shaft, but my hands are bound and all I can do is arch my back and strain in frustration. He smiles down at me — a wicked, wicked smile — and traces a line across my lips with his thumb. I can taste the salt on his skin, and I feel his flesh yield to my teeth when I bite down. The vibrator slides lower, teasing past my pouting lips, my petals opening softly, wetly, between my legs, and buzzes menacingly against my thigh.

Suddenly I feel another pair of hands on my skin, kneading my calves, rising toward my thighs. I look down and see — is that Daniel? Has Daniel joined Adam in the Obsidian Club of my imagination, his condescending smirk from the gift shop replaced by a hungry leer? When he bends down to press a kiss to my knee, then brushes his palm gently over my pulsing mound, I surrender to his intrusion into my fantasy.

Why the fuck not? I think, circling my stiff, aching clit with a finger while I tease my unfurling petals with the vibrator's tip. The more the merrier ...

Adam brushes my lips again, but not with his thumb. No, it's his cock — the glistening tip the color of a fresh bruise, the shaft throbbing in his fist — that presses against my mouth. I part my lips and let my head fall back, welcoming him into my mouth, tasting his musky, salty flavors as his cock slides across my tongue.

Daniel's mouth — warm, urgent, hungry — slides up from my knee to my thigh, his teeth against my skin. His tongue parts my lips, probing my entrance, circling my clit, and I strain against the leather cuffs that bind my wrists and ankles. I want to wrap my legs around his neck, press my thighs into his cheeks, drawn him into me so he can devour me, feast on my flowing nectar. My vibrator grazes the tip of my clit, and I let out a moan, not caring if the sound carries beyond the cabin's little bedroom.

While Adam's cock probes my mouth, the bulbous tip pressing the back of my throat, Daniel's tongue explores my every fold. Adam moans and grunts, pushing himself deeper, and Daniel hums while he devours me. His hands join his tongue, fingers pushing into my channel, stroking, probing, seeking my deepest secrets. Seeking, and finding ... my vibrator teases the bundle of nerves just inside my channel, the spot that sends white hot messages of ecstasy that obliterate all other thoughts.

I back off, reluctantly, letting my vibrator teasingly hum against my mound again. I lay on the bed panting, straining against myself, balanced on the edge of release — I want to drag out my fantasy just a little longer, let my mind explore this scenario further, imagine the delightful tortures that Adam and Daniel could offer in the Obsidian Club while everyone at Temptations crowds around to watch.

Yes, they're all watching now, yes, their eyes can't be drawn away, because Adam and Daniel are taking me now, taking me hard, using my body for their pleasure. Adam's cock pulses between my lips, wet and slick from my spit, while Daniel snaps open the cuff on one ankle so he can hook a leg behind his hip and tease my sopping entrance with his erection.

Daniel pushes into me, hard, and then withdraws, leaving me empty and aching. I hear Adam grunt something — an instruction? a warning? encouragement? — and Daniel plunges into me again, making me shake and tremble, my cries muffled by the throbbing cock in my mouth. My vibrator fills my channel, the humming shaft sending tremors through my body, and I have to bite down on the side of my hand to keep from crying out.

They fuck me, oh how they fuck me, hard and fast and merciless. Adam and Daniel circle me, taking turns at my mouth and cunt, their cocks straining and hard, leaking their pearly essence onto my tongue. I can taste myself on them, my nectar sweet and tangy, clinging to their shafts. Adam tangles his fingers in my hair as he pushes his cock into my throat while Daniel probes my womb.

Good girl, Adam gasps, good girl, take it all, every inch, take it deep ...

I can't hold back, no matter how I struggle. My hips buck and my back arches and I let out a cry as I come, the vibrator pulsing against my clit. Everyone in the Obsidian Club cheers, delighted at my show, ecstatic at my release, crowding close so they can see Adam empty himself into my mouth, hot seed gushing down my throat, bubbling up to coat my lips and dribble down my chin. Daniel lets loose with a guttural howl, fingers grasping my hips as he explodes into my depths, his heat filling my womb with pulse after pulse of burning cum.

I roll onto my side, panting, exhausted, tucking my knees up to my chest. The vibrator rolls toward the edge of the bed, and I reach blindly for it to thumb the button off, then cradle it against my breasts. The shaft is slick with my juices, warm from my body. I fumble for the blankets and curl into a sated, shivering ball.

In the Obsidian Club of my dreams, Adam and Daniel cradle me in their strong arms, enfolding me in their heat, and I surrender to the gentle tug of sleep.


Chapter 6


"I'm sorry we got off on the wrong foot yesterday," Daniel says when I meet him at the gift shop the next morning. He's leaning over the counter beside the register, looking at a document printed on thin paper that curls at the edges, probably from a fax machine. It bears a "Benoit Holdings LLC" letterhead at the top, but it looks like Jennie's signature at the bottom.

"Oh, that's fine," I say, resting my elbows on the counter and scanning the page. I see a lot of "therefores" and "shall bes" and "to wits", with a few blocks of text crossed out with black marker — it must be the power of attorney Jennie was texting me about this morning.

"Weirdest thing," her text that woke me up read, "got a call from some lawyer in New York City last night about the hats for the place in Colorado — thought it was a scam but after I called the guy at the gift shop it sounds like it checks out"

Was that the "important message" Toby was delivering last night that pulled Adam's lips away from mine? If so, it could definitely have waited until we wrapped up whatever was in the works; I would have much preferred the real thing to my little plastic fantastic friend.

"So, we're all square?" I ask. "I can sign the papers and be on my way?"

"Oh, sure," says Daniel, looking across the counter at me, "I mean, if you're in a rush to leave. But ... well ... I was thinking, since you're here, and you've got a place to stay for a couple nights, maybe you'd like to hit the slopes?"

"Excuse me?"

"You ski, don't you? I saw the lift ticket on your jacket when you came in here last night."

"Of course I ski," I say. "What do you think I was doing in Utah before I got here?"

"Then ski with me," Daniel says, flashing me a playful grin. "My treat."

#

I thought the skiing in Utah was pretty good — lots of powder, some tricky black diamond slopes mixed with long, lazy blue trails where I could just chill out in the mountain air, enjoying the way my skis slid over the snow and the wind blew through my hair. Back home, where our highest "mountain" would be barely a bump in the road out here, the hardest trail would lull an experienced skier into a coma, so it's always a rush to spend some time in real terrain.

These slopes, though, are amazing. My heart is pounding after the first black diamond run — so many tight turns, sharp drops, and narrow chutes! — and when Daniel suggests a double black diamond for the next run, I almost chicken out.

Almost, because the adrenaline is doing the thinking now, and I'm chasing the high.

I'm also chasing Daniel. When I met him yesterday, I thought he was a no-fun, stick-in-the-mud mope; and Adam's assessment that he was a rules follower who needed to learn to cut some corners just solidified that first impression. It turns out, though, that Daniel is anything but boring on the slopes. He's fast and nimble, handling the trickiest terrain like he's on a bunny hill, bombing down sheer drops that send my heart leaping into my throat.

"Damn, you're good," I pant when the chair lift swings us over the slopes for our fifth or tenth or hundredth run — I've completely lost count.

"You're not too bad yourself, Vickie," he says, tugging his red scarf under his chin so I can see his broad smile. "For a flatlander, that is."

I make a face at him, trying to shoot daggers with my eyes, but I can't possibly be annoyed at that wide grin and those sparkling blue eyes; Daniel has come to life on the slopes in a way that sends the blood racing through my veins, and not just from the skiing. Little bits of ice glitter like stars in his rich brown beard, and I want to feel them melt on my tongue ...

"So you've known Adam a long time?" I ask, turning my gaze to the tips of my skis. I'm probably still buzzed on my interrupted encounter with Adam, and last night's session with my artificial boyfriend, and I don't need to start thinking about what Daniel tastes like.

"Forever," Daniel says. Even though I'm looking at my skis, I know that his smile has faded a little. "We grew up together — practically brothers. He was always stealing my stuff, but I let him get away with it, probably because he's so charming."

I feel a catch in my breath. Charming definitely describes Adam; dangerously charming.

"Obviously, he found ways to turn that charm to his advantage," Daniel continues. "Adam has a talent for knowing what he wants and taking it, consequences be damned. I've always been more cautious."

"You're hardly cautious when it comes to the slopes," I say, looking up from my ski tips to see the sparkle return to his eyes.

"I know my limits on the slopes," Daniel says, "they just happen to be pretty wide limits. I'm better at weighing the risks in some areas of my life than in others."

"Really?" I ask. "What are your other ... wide limit activities?"

His smile returns now, too, with a wicked curl at the ends of his lips. The pink tip of his tongue darts quickly across his lips while his eyes fix on mine, and I feel a little shiver run up from my boots to the cap pulled down over my ears.

"Take the double black on the right when we got off the chair," he says, shifting his weight as our lift approaches the top of the hill, "and meet me at the gondola. I'll show you some other places I can push the limits."

Before I can respond, Daniel pushes himself forward, still a few feet from the little hill at the end of the lift. He's already turning toward the trail before his skis have even touched the snow, and he disappears around the corner in a cloud of powder while I'm still sliding off the chair.


Chapter 7


I'm out of breath and frazzled by the time I reach the gondola terminal at the bottom of the double black diamond trail. The turns were tight, and the trees clustered so close to the trail that I only caught an occasional glimpse of Daniel's red scarf and yellow jacket through the branches. I had to pay attention to every bump and twist, and there were drops that sent my pounding heart flying into my throat and made my stomach clench.

Daniel is leaning against the terminal's half-timbered wall, skis against his shoulder, talking to who I presume is the gondola's operator, an older man in a long red parka with a navy blue watch cap pulled over his ears. When he sees me slide the last few feet of the trail, poles akimbo and panting like I've just run a marathon, Daniel flashes a grin and makes a two-fingered salute off his brow.

"Good to see you, Vickie!" Daniel calls as I execute a sloppy hockey stop beside him, throwing slush against his legs. "I was starting to worry I'd have to call out a search party."

"Bastard," I mutter under my breath, which only makes his smile wider and his eyes sparkle brighter. Beautiful bastard, I think, in spite of myself.

Unlike at the chairlift and gondola terminals further down the mountain, there's no line here: the clearing around the chalet-style building is empty except for the lift operator, Daniel, and me. The only sounds are the breeze in the tree branches and the quiet hum of the motor tucked away inside the terminal building.

"We're on the back side of the mountain," Daniel explains, "and hardly anyone comes down that trail — I can't imagine why."

I can, I think — I'm probably going to have nightmares about that trail for weeks — but I just arch an eyebrow in mock surprise.

"But Buck here keeps this old line ready for the adventurous few," Daniel continues, nodding toward the operator, "ready to whisk them up the slope to the summit lodge and some of the prettiest views in the Rockies."

"I don't know as 'whisk' is the word I'd use," Buck says with a shake of his head. "This old gal's sturdy, but she ain't too spry."

"Which isn't a problem at all for us," Daniel says, winking at Buck. "We're happy to take our time on this ride."

#

According to the brochure I found in my cabin, the cabs of the main gondola at the ski resort next to Temptations on the Slopes have heated seats, panoramic views, and spacious benches, served by modern glass and steel terminal buildings. This is clearly not the main gondola. The gondola at the end of Daniel's deadly double black diamond trail looks like it was strung up some time in the 1970s, with little metal cabs that resemble ripe apples hanging from a tree branch and tiny porthole windows. Buck puts our skis and poles into a metal sheath on the outside of the cab, and then Daniel helps me step into the little red box.

There are two benches inside, facing each other; I take the one looking up the hill, and Daniel sits opposite me. The space is so tight that our knees press together, and Daniel leans forward as he settles into his seat, our foreheads nearly touching.

"This is a little piece of Colorado history, right here," Daniel says. "Most people think the first gondola in the state opened at Vail in 1962, but this line was actually a prototype that was set up a year before. Though the cabs all had to be replaced after the big crash in '68; the old timers here don't like to talk about that."

"Lovely," I mutter, then let out a little shriek when the cab starts to move with a sudden lurch. I can hear the metal grinding overhead as the gears engage, and then the groan of the cable as our cab swings from side to side, lifting out of the terminal and into the air above the mountain.

Daniel laughs and leans forward, his hands resting on my thighs.

"I trust this gondola," he says, his voice low and deep, "because I trust the crew that operates and maintains it. They know its limits, and they know how to stay inside them. Anything can be a risk, but a calculated risk is the best kind."

The cab sways again, and I stifle a gasp. I don't want Daniel to think I'm a chicken, but this definitely feels like a calculated risk for which I'm missing some important parts of the equation. Like, how thick is that cable over our heads? And did Buck latch the door tightly enough after we got in?

"Adam takes risks," Daniel says, his hands sliding up my thighs to my hips as he leans closer, his voice low, his breath warm, "without assessing the dangers. But when I take a risk, I know exactly what's at stake."

He suddenly pulls me forward, parting my knees around his, and I let out a little cry as I slide off my seat and into his lap while the gondola sways. His chuckle is lost when the space between our lips dissolves into nothing. Daniel's hands slide down to my ass, pulling me against him, and I find a rhythm between the sway of our cab and the rocking of his hips beneath me that is even more exhilarating than the double black diamond trail.

#

Daniel comes up behind me while I'm standing at a huge window in the summit lodge, looking down over the slopes below us. The sun is just starting to set, casting a golden glow that sets the powdery snow ablaze, and I'm still glowing myself from the gondola ride.

Our snow clothes stayed on for the whole ride, and the only bare skin that touched was our lips and hands, but Daniel had me on the brink of climax from the moment he dragged me into his lap. I don't know if it was the adrenaline rush of the last ski run, the terror I felt when I thought about dangling from a narrow cable in a metal box more than half a century old, or the lingering effects of Adam's warm-up caresses from last night that had me so aroused; I'm sure it was some combination of the three that Daniel, the mathematician of risk and passion, could have perfectly described.

And I'm still tingling under my jacket and ski pants, my thighs quivering from being wrapped around Daniel's waist while he ground himself against me. Even through all the layers between us, I could feel his passion and taste the hunger on his lips. When the gondola finally came to shuddering a stop at the summit, I was flushed and panting as if I had climbed the mountain on foot.

When we stepped out of the gondola cab, Daniel put a hand on my back and guided me past the busy lounge area, with its stone fireplace and leather chairs, and up a narrow wooden staircase to a platform above the din, our ski boots clacking like firecrackers on the steps. It appeared to be an older part of the lodge, a little dusty and disused, but with the most magnificent view through a window that sloped out from the floor. While I marveled at the long golden rays cast by the late afternoon sun, Daniel disappeared back down the steps to the lodge's bar. And now he's back, his boots clicking behind me.

"Don't turn around," Daniel whispers in my ear as he reaches around to hand me a chilled glass. A rich mix of aromas — anise and rosemary, lemon and honey — rises from the rose-tinted liquid, and when I take a sip, I taste charred orange and sweet lavender. The flavors make me almost as dizzy as Daniel's lips, which are now grazing my throat.

His fingers find the pull on the front of my jacket, and he gives it a firm tug before gliding it gently down. I give my shoulders a shrug to help him slide it down my back, shifting my drink from hand to hand so he can slip the sleeves off my arms.

"Are you sure this is the right place for this?" I whisper, thinking of the bar downstairs teeming with people. I can hear the clink of glasses and the sparkling titter of laughter coming up through the floor.

"Anyplace is the right place if you're there," Daniel says, his mouth close to my ear. I can feel the soft bristles of his beard brushing my skin as he leans against me then reaches up for the zipper on my ski pants' bib.

"But ... what if someone comes up here?"

"No one ever comes up here." His fingers give the zipper a sharp tug, opening the bib to my waist, and then pulls the straps over my shoulders. "And if they do, we'll hear them on the stairs."

"I take it you've brought guests up here before, then," I say, letting myself fall back against his bulk. Daniel slips the straps down my arms, making me shift my glass again, and soon my ski pants are hanging loose on my hips.

"Only the special ones," he whispers. "The good ones ..."

His fingers pull at the hem of my t-shirt, which sticks to my skin with the sweat of our day on the slopes, and dance across my bare belly. I take in a sharp breath, feeling the tingles course through my skin.

"But this seems ... bad," I say. I try to turn around to face him, but he blocks me with his chest against my shoulder and his fingers firm on my hip. "Adam said you were a rule follower ..."

"Oh, is that what Adam says?"

Daniel's voice is a little sharper, the gravel in his throat a little rougher, and I'm afraid I've said the wrong thing. Adam said he and Daniel had a history; is it a bad history? I thought the glances that passed between them were playful and friendly, but maybe I've misread things ...

"He ... he said you ..."

When his hand suddenly rises up under my shirt, cupping a breast over my sports bra, I let out a sharp, surprised gasp. He leans down and grazes my neck with his teeth, just on the edge of a bite.

"He says I stay within my limits," Daniel says into my shoulder, his breath hot. "He says I should take more risks, that I should push the boundaries, that I should be daring like he is."

"What I meant was ..."

The hand on my breast squeezes hard, and I let out another gasp. Then I feel a hand pressing down over my belly and beneath my ski pants, fingers tugging at the waist of my thin leggings.

"He thinks I'm not capable of taking what I want," Daniel says. "But he's wrong — when I decide I want something, nothing will stop me."

His hand plunges into my leggings, gliding over my mound and suddenly cupping my sex. I can't stifle the moan that pushes its way past my lips; my knees buckle, and it's only his strong hand pressing against my core that keeps me on my feet.

"No panties," he whispers into my ear, his voice suddenly playful again. He strokes the soft hair on my mound with his thumb and tugs at the curls with his fingers. "You are a naughty girl, Vickie."

"I ... I didn't want to chafe," I croak, squeezing my eyes shut and struggling to keep my balance. His fingers are doing delicious, delicate things now, unfolding and unfurling me inside my leggings, dextrously exploring my tender, aching flower.

"Naughty and smart," he whispers.

He pushes my ski pants down over my hips and then nudges my feet apart. My drink trembles in my fingers, spilling the rose-colored liquid on the scuffed wooden floor. The setting sun bathes us in a warm, glowing light as Daniel's fingers dance between my legs. When a finger coaxes me open and slips into my channel, I shudder and drop my glass to the floor; the only intoxicant I need now is Daniel's commanding touch.


Chapter 8


"Iwas hoping you'd be interested in a little après-ski at the Obsidian Club, but you look a bit winded."

I'm stumbling through the lobby of the main lodge of Temptations on the Slopes, making my way across the lounge and past the fireplace toward the door out to the employee cabins where I'm staying, when I walk right into Adam. He puts a hand on my shoulder to steady me, and I barely resist the urge to collapse into his arms.

Up on the summit, under Daniel's expert touch, I climbed mountains of arousal I had never dreamed possible. How can he do this with just his hands? I marveled as one thundering climax after another shook my body. Before he stopped, I had fallen to my knees, cradled between Daniel's strong thighs, my ski pants at my ankles and my leggings thoroughly drenched. Half dazed, my brain buzzing, I tried to pull Daniel down to me, eager to return the favor, when we heard the clatter of feet on the wooden stairs and a voice calling up to us, "Hey, is everything okay up here?", putting an abrupt end to things.

"Oh, um, fine, I'm fine," I say. Adam's hand is firm on my arm, and I'm suddenly feeling a little dizzier than I was before I stumbled into him. "Just ... um ... yeah, it was a good day on the slopes ..."

And a good day above the slopes, too ...

"That's good," Adam says, a smile curling his lips. "I was afraid Daniel would bore you to death with talk about inventory systems or loss leaders in the gift shop or some such nonsense."

There had actually been a little inventory nonsense in our last minutes together. We rode down the mountain in one of the fancy gondola cabs with heated seats, surrounded by other skiers returning to the lodge at the foot of the mountain; I had been hoping that Daniel would offer the opportunity to continue what we started at the summit — I was still eager to give as good as I got — but when we climbed out at the terminal, he kissed the top of my head, mumbled an excuse about needing to check on the boxes that were received at the gift shop while we were skiing, and promised that we'd meet again, leaving me in a strange state somewhere between satisfaction and frustration.

"Oh, no, not at all," I say, stifling a yawn against the back of my hand, "Daniel was a ... um ... a really great host. He showed me some interesting parts of the slopes."

"Did he take you to the old attic in the lodge?" Adam asks, cocking an eyebrow.

"Um ... the view is really nice up there," I say, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. Does Adam know that Daniel treats the old attic as his secret love nest?

"Isn't it?" says Adam. "I still remember the first time Daniel showed me that space — it's a shame they don't make more use of it."

"Yes ... yes, a shame ..."

"Well, you're clearly exhausted," says Adam, releasing my shoulder but letting his fingers drag across my back. "Maybe another time, if you're going to stay here another day or two."

Adam starts to turn away from me, and I reach out to grab his hand. If Daniel wants to go count boxes at the gift shop, why shouldn't I take advantage of Adam's hospitality?

"Wait," I say, trying to keep my voice steady. "If you give me a couple of minutes to change, I'd love an après-ski."

Adam stops, and his dark eyes sparkle with sudden heat.

"Meet me by the lobby elevators in thirty minutes," he says. "Wear something smart. And slight."

#

Smart ... and slight ...

Those words jostle in my mind as I rifle through my suitcase, scattering clothes across the bed. I'm not sure I own anything, even in my closet back home, that matches that description, and when I left for a long weekend ski trip with Tilly and friends, I certainly wasn't planning on an evening après-ski at a swingers' resort dungeon club.

I know what Maria, the wicked artist from the Denekin Depot Christmas fair, would wear to a dungeon: lots of leather and fishnets, accessorized with a spiked collar and riding crop. And Maria's Muse, I suppose, would wear the woolen body suit that my sister Jennie knitted for her a couple of years ago, so she could delight in the feel of the scratchy fabric on her bare skin. (Author's note: you can read more about Maria, the Muse, and the wooly suit in "Jennie's Christmas Train"!) But I certainly didn't think to pack anything like that!

I finally find, lurking at the bottom of my bag, a black nylon skirt that's a little wrinkled but not too dirty. And balled up in the corner is a black t-shirt with a white hand holding the heavy metal "devil horns" symbol, first finger and pinky extended from a fist, that I got at a concert a few years ago. It passes the smell test, just barely, when I hold it up to my nose. It's not smart, but it is slight, the hem a little short so it rides up over my belly, and it matches the skirt.

After a little more digging, I turn up a pair of white and red striped stockings that come up past my knees. They've got a Christmas flavor, which is probably why I packed them, but I don't know that they exactly project "Obsidian Club" vibes. But they are clean, and against the black skirt and t-shirt they give off a sassy punk rock vibe. And since the best I can do as far as shoes is the pair of scuffed sneakers I wear when I'm driving, they'll have to do: my version of "smart" is going to have to be subversive, I guess.

I hang the skirt and t-shirt on the hook in the bathroom and crank the hot water in the shower, hoping to knock a few wrinkles loose while I slough off the sweat from the day on the slopes and the evening in Daniel's secret attic space. After the workout Daniel gave me, first leading me down those terrifying black diamond trails and then taking my body on a wild and sensual ride, I should be exhausted; but the hot water on my skin and the tangy scent of soap in my nose brings me back to life, and I feel energized when I step out of the shower.

#

Energized and, I have to admit, horny. Daniel delivered three or four delicious orgasms with his talented fingers — it was hard to keep count — but I had been hoping they were just an appetizer. Now that I'm cleaned up, I feel hungry for a main course, and I wonder what the Obsidian Club has on the menu.

I sit naked on the edge of the bed and pull on the red and white striped stockings, pleased with how they cling to my calves. Then I roll and pin the black skirt, making it a little shorter than its full length; when I wiggle into it, there's a little gap of skin visible between the top of my stockings and the hem of the skirt. The t-shirt hugs my breasts and shows a little skin between my belly button and the waist of the skirt. When I look myself over in the hazy mirror inside the closet door, my short hair still a little damp from the shower, I decide that I may not have pulled off smart on short notice, so leaning into slight will have to do.

Smart and naughty, that was Daniel's assessment when he discovered, to his delight, that I wore no panties under my leggings. I don't know if skipping panties is the smart move for a swingers' club dungeon lounge, but it's certainly the naughty move; I give my reflection a wicked smirk, and the gal in the mirror dressed like some sort of bondage Christmas punk waif smirks back, clearly ready for action.

#

I'm a good twenty minutes later than Adam asked me to meet him, but I've decided I'm not going to make a big rush. He did, after all, leave me in the lurch last night, with no apologies, and even though I'm curious about the Obsidian Club, I don't want him to think I'm too eager. Instead, I saunter into the lodge reception area, shivering a little because my thin t-shirt is no match for the chilly wind that's starting to blow down from the mountain, and act as though I'm far more interested in the tantalizing artwork on the walls than in the tall, bearded man slouched in a chair by the fireplace.

Slouched and, I notice with a little spark of indignation, bent over his phone, smiling at something on the screen. His face is illuminated by the glow of the phone — his dark eyes dazzle, his trimmed black beard glistens, his lips are curled into a playful smirk — and I find myself equal parts attracted and annoyed. Here I am, twenty minutes late and doing my best to appear unharried, and he's scrolling through his phone like he's waiting for a cab? He should at least be glowering crossly at me, maybe gesturing at his watch — probably an understated and very expensive bespoke Swiss model I've never heard of — and arching an annoyed eyebrow at me.

When Adam finally notices me, standing just a few feet from him and gazing at a sketch that gives me a tingling feeling of eroticism even though I can't quite make out its subject, he simply smiles and slips his phone inside his jacket pocket.

"That's an interesting take on 'smart,'" Adam says, unfolding himself from the chair as his eyes roam up and down my body, lingering on the skin visible between the hem of my shirt and the waist of skirt. I spin around so he can take in the full effect of my going-out outfit, from my scuffed sneakers to my heavy metal t-shirt. "The stockings, at least, are charming."

"I did my best on short notice," I say, stepping toward him. "Daniel thought I was dressed smartly this afternoon."

"Oh?" He hooks an arm around my waist and draws me to him, my hip pressing against his thigh. "And why is that?"

I stand on the tips of my sneaker-clad toes, bringing my lips as close to his ear as I can, and whisper loudly enough that anyone within twenty feet can surely hear, "No panties."


Chapter 9


"Can ... can they see us? Like we can see them?" I ask, trying to keep my voice level, trying to pretend that this is a perfectly normal situation.

This is not a perfectly normal situation.

After we met in the lobby, and Adam apparently decided that my get-up was going to be good enough, he led me to the elevator bank and removed a matte black plastic card with gold edging from his pocket. When we entered the elevator — all brushed brass and gleaming glass and dark wood paneling — he tapped the card against the panel of buttons by the door. A series of buttons at the bottom of the panel suddenly lit up, pulsing blue and amber, and he pressed his finger against one of the lowest buttons.

The elevator began to glide, nearly soundless and as smooth as silk, but I felt my stomach suddenly tighten as if it had lurched violently into motion like that rickety old gondola on the back side of the mountain. I had a feeling that I was going someplace forbidden, someplace dangerous, and the smile Adam gave me when I looked up at him was not reassuring at all.

It was quite a carnivorous grin.

When the doors opened, I followed Adam into a circular foyer lined with dark stone, the blue and amber lighting low and matching the buttons in the elevator. He paused for a moment, then took my trembling hand in his and led me toward a darkened corridor. My eyes adjusted slowly as I tripped along behind him, noting the faint glow of light through red glass doors lining the hallway. I thought I could hear muffled cries, the muted crack of whips, groans turned to mere mumbles by the thick walls of this dark dungeon, but surely that was just my imagination.

Surely ...

Adam paused at a door made of opaque red glass through which a filtered light shone and tapped his card again on a silver panel beside it. After a pause that felt heavy and foreboding, I heard the metallic click of a lock disengaging, and Adam pushed the door open. The hinges made the barest whispering sound.

Inside was a low table, a high-backed bench covered in wine-colored silk, and a large window looking into a shadowy chamber. Adam tugged gently at my hand, and I followed him to the bench, smoothing my skirt beneath my thighs as I took a seat, hands folded in my lap.

We sat in the darkness for what was probably only a few seconds but felt like hours, and then a light glowed in the room behind the window, illuminating a scene that made me gasp in a mixture of surprise, horror, and excitement.

"They can't see us," Adam says, reaching for my clenched hands and prying them gently but firmly apart. He uncurls my fingers and traces his thumb across my palm. "At least, not clearly — it's a one-way mirror, but sometimes, if the angle is just right, you can make out shapes on the other side."

"You've — you've been in that room?" I croak, my voice raspy.

"That room, or others like it," Adam says. "There are several rooms like this at the Obsidian Club, both for watching and ... performing."

Performing ... is that what the people on the other side of the glass are doing? Do they know we're here — do they desire our attention — even if they can't see us? A shiver runs up my spine.

There are three people on the other side of the glass, one woman and two men. The woman, wearing nothing but a black mask across her eyes and a red rose-shaped gag in her mouth, is strapped to an x-shaped support, her wrists and ankles bound by leather straps. One of the men is wearing a white ruffled shirt and tight black trousers, like some sort of Regency duke from a bodice-ripper paperback, a black mask across his eyes, too, with glistening black curls of hair falling down his back. The other man is naked except for a pair of tight black shorts and a black leather mask that covers his entire face, with openings for his eyes and mouth, a silver zipper running from the top of his head and down the back to the nape of his neck.

The duke holds a black riding crop in his hand, which he flicks casually against his thigh; every time the square end of the crop strikes his leg, the man in the leather mask flinches, squatting low beside the bound woman's feet, and the woman's head moves from side to side. The glass mutes the sound, but I flinch, too, at the sight of the crop smacking the duke's trousers.

"What ... what are they doing?" I ask, my mouth dry and my eyes wide.

"I told you," Adam says, glancing away from the window to grin down at me. "Performing. They're giving us a show, and probably also working out some of their own ... kinks? Anxieties? Pleasures and fears? It's hard to tell, sometimes, until the scene begins to unfold."

I nod, as if I understand, but I don't understand. Not at all.

"Do ... do they know each other?" I ask.

Adam shrugs, turning back to the developing scene beyond the glass. The duke is tapping his crop against the woman now — slapping her thighs, her knees, her feet — and after every blow, the masked man rushes to nuzzle his leather-clad face against her. I think I can see his tongue snaking out from the narrow slit in the mask covering his mouth, the tip grazing the woman's skin where the crop made contact.

"If they didn't before," Adam says, "they certainly will after this, don't you think? I can't think of any more intimate experience than staging a visceral expression of your deepest longings before an audience of strangers."

"So you don't know them? They're ... strangers to you, too?"

Adam leans back and sighs; he sounds exasperated, but he's still gently stroking my hands, warming my skin with his touch.

"Think of it as ... theater, Vickie," Adam says. "What you're watching is a highly stylized production, fraught with symbolism and laden with deeply emotional tropes, telling a story that resonates on a level beyond the purely physical."

In the dim room beyond the glass, the duke's riding crop comes down between the shoulder blades of the masked man, whose leather-covered face is buried between the woman's thighs. The masked man writhes, his fingers digging into the woman's bare hips, while the woman's head lolls, her face flushed and nipples stiff.

"That looks ... pretty physical," I whisper, my jaw falling open in dismay.

"Yes ... quite," Adam agrees, his voice muted and breathy. "But also ... fraught ..."

#

I'm biting my lip, trying to not to cry out for fear of interrupting the scene in the other room, even though Adam has assured me that our little observation space is perfectly soundproof. I'm straddling Adam's thighs, my back against his chest so I can watch through the one-way mirror, with my skirt hitched up nearly to my waist. Adam's lips nuzzle my shoulder, his beard rough against my skin, while his fingers roam over my thighs, my mound, my quivering petals.

On the other side of the glass, the scene has progressed in ways that I can scarcely describe and cannot even begin to understand. The duke is naked now except for the black mask over his eyes, his erect cock standing so stiff from a tangle of hair as black and curly as the locks falling down his back that it looks almost painful. The masked man is naked, too, his thick erection pulsing beneath a smooth-shaved belly while he cowers at the duke's feet, quivering each time the duke's crop falls against his flanks. And the woman — the woman is nearly upside down now, her rose-shaped gag now loose and dangling beside her ear. The x-shaped support that holds her is apparently mounted on a swivel, and she cranes her head toward the duke, who rewards her efforts from time to time by taking his erection in his hand and brushing it across her pouting lips.

"Oh fuck," I gasp when Adam's fingers find the pulsing bud above my channel. "Oh fuck, if this is theater, what ... what does it mean?"

"It's about power," Adam pants, his voice ragged. "Power and desire and ..."

"Oh fuck," I say again, letting the words fly out of my mouth with vigor. When the people on the other side of the glass don't react, I decide that Adam must be telling the truth about the soundproofing, and I lean back into his chest and let out a full throated, "Oh holy fuck!" as a climax rushes over me.

Adam's touch is so different from Daniel's, and it gives my climaxes a different quality. Where Daniel's touches were was urgent, firm, forceful, Adam's are light and teasing. My first climax under Adam's hands snuck up on me, creeping up from my toes and seizing me before I knew what was happening. Once I've reached the summit, Adam knows how to hold me there, balanced on the verge without quite tipping over the edge. His fingers dance nimbly and quickly; when I close my eyes, I imagine butterfly wings that barely graze my most sensitive nerve endings.

Adam's breath hitches suddenly, and my eyes fly open. On the other side of the glass, something has changed: a dramatic reversal, with the duke on his knees, back to the bound woman, while the masked man strokes the duke's cock with fast, firm movements. It's clear from the expression on the duke's face — wide-eyed, beseeching, almost fearful — that the man I had taken for the submissive partner has abruptly taken charge. Whether it was a surprise to the duke or part of the plan all along, I can't know.

But I like it.

"I need to touch you," I croak, looking over my shoulder at Adam. His expression mirrors the duke's. "Please ... please ... let me touch you ..."

I reach a hand between my thighs, reaching for Adam's lap. I can feel his erection straining against his slacks, threatening to burst the smooth fabric open with the force of his desire. My fingers find the button at the waistband, and I fumble to pull it open.

"No," Adam gasps, suddenly pushing me off his lap and sliding away from me on the bench. "No, not here, not now ... that's not the plan."

I let out a frustrated groan and scramble after him, knees on the bench. I reach for him again, fingers trembling, but Adam pushes my hand away.

"Not now, Vickie," Adam growls. He gives his head a shake as if to compose himself, his eyes going narrow and dark. "There will be a time for that, but that time is not now."

I sit back with an exasperated moan, staring daggers at Adam. What better place than a sex dungeon? I think, furrowing my brow and sticking out my bottom lip in a pout. On the other side of the mirror, the duke's chest is rising and falling rapidly as he leans back on his elbows, the masked man's hand a blur around the thick shaft of his cock.


Chapter 10


"What is wrong with you?" I shout, slapping my palm against Daniel's chest. "With both of you? What is this damned game you're playing?"

I'm still fuming from last night, when Adam led me silently out of the Obsidian Club and back to my cabin. And from yesterday evening, when Daniel unceremoniously left me after our encounter on the summit. And the night before, when Adam was called away when we were kissing in the shadowed booth at Hearth & Hollow. It's as if my detour to a swingers' resort has somehow left me more frustrated than ever, despite the attentions of these two bearded men.

Tossing and turning in my bed last night, unrelieved even by my trusty plastic fantastic friend, it finally occurred to me that Daniel and Adam are somehow in cahoots. They're playing a game of some sort, passing me back and forth between them, seeing how far they can push me. Or maybe how far they can push each other? That must be it — I'm just a pawn for them, a plaything in some masculine grudge match that probably dates back to some playground brawl when they were children.

And now I'm in the gift shop, having barged my way in before it's even open, and I've got Daniel cornered by the stockroom door. I didn't bother to shower, I didn't grab any breakfast or coffee, I just pulled on my coat over my pajamas and jammed a hat over my head and marched through the lobby and to the gift shop, a woman on a mission. Daniel is smiling down at me, blue eyes shimmering, and he puts a hand on my shoulder to move me backward a step so I can't smack his chest again.

"I've got no idea what you're talking about, Vickie," Daniel says with a shake of his head. "Aren't you having a good time here at Temptations? I'm having a good time ..."

I stomp my foot and try to move toward him again, but his stiff arm refuses to yield.

"Something's up," I snarl, "some sort ... some sort of game that you and Adam are playing! And I'm pissed off!"

I'm about to lunge at Daniel again, rage in my eyes, when I hear the tinkle of the bell over the gift shop door.

"Is this woman bothering you, Daniel?" I hear a familiar voice — Adam's voice — call, and I freeze.

#

"You bastards," I hiss, my fingers shaking as I hold the slip of paper. "Both of you — absolute bastards!"

Adam had pulled the paper from inside his jacket when he came through the door and handed it to me while Daniel smirked, his arms crossed over his chest. I recognized it almost immediately as the note Toby had brought to Adam while we were making out in the shadows of Hearth & Hollow, a looping scrawl across a pale blue sheet of Temptations on the Slopes stationery:

"She's the one - D"

"What do you mean, she's the one?" I fume. "Is she me? And I the one? The one for what?"

Daniel laughs, and I turn to see him smiling past me at Adam. I spin on my heel as Adam takes a step forward, and I'm between them again like I was the day I arrived in the shop, trapped between their tall frames. He's smiling, too, his dark eyes lighting.

"I'm right, aren't I?" Daniel says to Adam.

"Oh, absolutely," says Adam. He gazes down at me, but he's clearly speaking to Daniel. "She's the one — I was certain of it the moment I saw her in here. It's in the way she was snarling at you."

I take in a gasping breath.

"I — I don't snarl!" I say, balling my hands into fists at my sides.

"You snarl," says Daniel. He reaches out a hand to pluck off my stocking hat, then runs his fingers through my tangled hair. "I'm pretty sure you bite, too."

"I do not —"

"She was certainly thinking of eating me alive last night," Adam says. His hand rests on my shoulder, and I flinch back from him, but then relax when his fingers give a firm, gentle squeeze. "I almost let her."

"If we hadn't been interrupted at the summit lodge," Daniel says while his hand slides down the back of my neck, tilting my head back so I'm looking up into his dazzling blue eyes, "I probably would have let her eat me alive. God knows I wanted to eat her alive."

I open my mouth, not sure what I'm going to say, but before any words can come out, Daniel's lips press to mine and all I can do is sigh. When he lets me come up for air, Adam turns my face with a finger on my chin and takes a long, slow drink from my lips. I'm dizzy, wobbly on my feet, and not just because they've robbed me of oxygen.

"Now?" Daniel asks when Adam ends his kiss.

"Yes," says Adam, his voice deepening as he drags his thumb across my cheek and tucks a loose strand of hair behind my ear. "Right now."

#

The two of them work together like a carefully engineered machine — so efficiently that I begin to wonder how many times they've done this sort of thing before. But those questions go quickly out of my mind; Adam and Daniel give me hardly a moment to think.

While Adam steps to the gift shop door to pull the shade and make sure the closed sign is visible, Daniel unlocks the storage room and pulls me inside. It takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the dim space; it's packed tightly with boxes and crates, high shelves against the walls, with a green computer terminal glowing in the back corner. Daniel is bent over an open box on the floor, rifling through the contents, and emerges with an armful of blue and white "Temptations on the Slopes" blankets. He's spreading them out in a space between the shelves when I hear the door close, and turn to see that Adam has joined us.

"It looks a little cramped," Adam says, raising a skeptical eyebrow.

"We're just going to have to get cozy, then," Daniel says. "Because I'm not going anyplace right now."

Adam begins to shrug off his jacket, saying, "Cozy it is, then," while Daniel hooks an arm around my waist and pulls me to his chest.

His mouth is hot and firm on my lips, my throat, my chest, as he tugs at the zipper on the front of my jacket. I feel Adam's hands on my shoulders, and soon he's sliding my jacket down my arms while Daniel busies himself with buttons on the front of my pyjama shirt.

"Just look at these exquisite little tits," Daniel whispers, a smile spreading over his lips, and I can't help but giggle. And then I moan when he bends to take a firm nipple between his lips and suck.

"And this exquisite little ass," Adam says behind me, and I look over my shoulder to see that he's squatting with his hands grasping my ass through my pyjama pants. I giggle again and give my hips a shake while he hooks his thumbs under the waistband and pulls down.

"No panties," Daniel hisses, sliding a hand over my naked mound, tangling his fingers in my curls and then cupping my sex, his grip almost rough. I let out another moan. "Do you even own panties, Vickie?"

"I ... I haven't had a chance to do laundry," I gasp.

"A likely excuse," Adam says from below, and I writhe when his warm, firm tongue drags across the globes of my ass, followed by a playful nip with his teeth. He gives my ass a playful slap with both hands, the sound echoing in the dim storeroom.

Daniel drops to his knees in front of me and works on the laces of my sneakers while Adam stands and slips my open pyjama top off. I'm naked now, fully exposed between these two men whose eyes glow with hunger. My heart races and my stomach clenches.

"I've wanted this since you came into the shop," Daniel says as he stands, pressing my back into Adam's chest as his hands grasp my breasts.

"And so have I," Adam growls behind me. His hands join Daniel's, their fingers laced together against my achingly stiff nipples. "Daniel was right — you're the one that we need to share."

#

When I reach for the buttons on Daniel's shirt, Adam pushes my hands away and begins to work them with his own fingers. Daniel laughs and reaches around me to begin undoing Adam's clothing, squeezing me between them. I give Daniel a puzzled look, but he laughs, then shrugs his shoulders so Adam can slide his shirt down his back.

Soon they're both bare chested, pressing into me skin to skin. Daniel leans over my shoulder and I feel Adam lean toward him, and in the corner of my eye I see their lips meet, their tongues tangling. My knees quiver, and I can feel the passion of their kiss as they crush me between their bodies.

They shuffle together, guiding me toward the little nest of blankets Daniel made between the boxes, and then they guide me slowly to the floor, their hands and mouths caressing my skin as I sink. Adam sinks with me, cradling me in his thick arms, covering my throat and breasts with kisses, while Daniel stands above us, his hands going to his belt.

"I don't know how resisted taking her in the Obsidian Club," Daniel says as he unbuttons his jeans and begins to push them over his hips, revealing red plaid boxers that are already tented by his swelling erection. "I would have bent her over the bench and pounded that sweet little ass all night."

Adam laughs, his beard rubbing against my belly. "I thought you were the rule follower, Dan," he says. "You're the one who sent me the text reminding me of the agreement while I was waiting for Vickie to show up."

"The ... agreement?" I ask, my voice catching in my throat when Adam places a kiss just below my belly button.

"It's a long story, Vickie," Daniel says as he hooks his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers and gives a sharp tug, freeing his thick, firm, gorgeous cock to spring up toward his belly. "But Adam and I have an agreement when he comes to Temptations. We agree to share — it's better that way."

"Better?" I ask, my eyes fixed on the shaft rising between Daniel's thighs and the heavy globes hanging tight beneath it.

"Rather than explaining it," Adam says, his fingers gently nudging my thighs apart, "let us demonstrate why sharing is always the best approach ..."


Chapter 11


Istart to cry out when Daniel pushes his erection into me, kneeling between my thighs with Adam's hand guiding his shaft home, but Adam stifles me with his firm lips against mine. I arch my back, rising off the pile of blankets, and Adam reaches down to support my ass with his strong hands, holding me up so Daniel can push deep into me.

"Oh god, Vickie," Daniel gasps, "this is even better than I imagined ... so tight, so warm ..."

My vision goes blurry as the blood rushes to my head, and I'm dizzy with delight. It's better than I imagined, too, Daniel filling me completely while Adam urges him on with encouraging grunts of his own.

Adam's mouth traces warm lines over my skin, his beard scratching my sensitive breasts and belly as he covers me with kisses. All of my nerves are singing, tingling with the stimulation; I feel his hands squeeze my ass, tweak my nipples, tug at the curls on my mound, all while Daniel thrusts against me.

"Oh god, Adam, I ... I can't," Daniel rasps suddenly. "She's too perfect, I'm not going to last ..."

His voice is rough, his thrusts becoming erratic, and I can feel his shaft swelling inside me. I bear down hard, trying to hold him inside me — just a little longer, I'm so close ... — but he topples back on his heels. In the dim light I can see the weeping purple head of his cock, his shaft slick and shining. I groan, wanting — needing — to have him back inside me.

"You take a rest," Adam says, scrambling over to Daniel. I see that he must have slipped out of his slacks at some point while Daniel was fucking me; his ass is muscular, firm, and I clench my hands into fists, imagining what those firm globes would feel like in my hands.

Adam kneels beside Daniel and kisses him again, roughly, their beards — one dark, one light — tangling together. He reaches between Daniel's thighs and gives his pulsing shaft a reassuring squeeze. My stomach flutters; the tenderness between them arouses me with its unexpected gentleness and warmth.

And then Adam is beside me again, flipping me onto my side and nestling against my back, and with a sudden, powerful lunge, he takes Daniel's place deep in my channel. My eyes and mouth fly open in surprise when he lifts one of my legs, his strong hand gripping my thigh, and begins to fuck me with long, steady strokes. Daniel lies beside me, too, holding my face and kissing my lips while Adam nuzzles my neck, and when my climax takes me a shudder and shake between them, cradled in their strong arms.

#

I must have dozed off at some point after my third or fourth orgasm, because when I come to, the quality of the light coming through the high windows in the storage room has changed. It must be well past noon — have I really been tangled in these blankets for hours, nestled between my lovers, while Adam and Daniel had their delightful way with me? The ache in my back and the delicious tingles still shivering up and down my core tell me that I've been thoroughly fucked, but somehow I still want more.

Adam and Daniel doze beside me, their arms and legs a tangle; Adam's head rests against Daniel's shoulder, and Daniel's fingers are twined in Adam's thick, black hair. I prop myself up on my elbow and crane my head past Adam's hip to see their half-hard cocks, slick and shining, lying side by side in repose. I reach a hand over Adam's flank so I can feel them both, dragging a finger from tip to base, base to tip, giggling when both start to stiffen again under my touch.

Daniel stirs awake, too, and when he glances down to see my hand sliding over their cocks, he smiles and reaches a hand down to join me. He takes Adam's cock between his fingers, holding it gently, while I hold Daniel's, squeezing the thick, spongy head between my fingers, rewarded with a pearly trickle that dribbles over my thumb.

Adam shifts and yawns, lets out a sigh, and lifts a groggy gaze first to Daniel and then, turning his head, to me. A wicked smile plays over his lips as his erection hardens under Daniel's steady strokes.

"You're a naughty girl, Vickie, for waking me from such lovely dreams," Adam says. He shifts, rolling onto his back, and Daniel slides closer to him, still holding fast to his cock.

"And you're a naughty boy," I say, "for teasing me so much. Both of you are — naughty, naughty, naughty ..."

Daniel leans across Adam and kisses my lips, pulling me until I have to clamber onto Adam's chest and nestle myself between them. We're a tangle of lips and hands and legs, teasing, tasting, and I do believe I'm going to be fucked again before too long ...

"Stay a few more days, Vickie," Adam says, dragging his fingernails down my back and cupping my ass with his hands.

I'm straddling him now, trapping his cock against my belly as I stretch on top of him. Daniel kisses his way down my flank and then moves behind me, nudging me open with his fingers. I sigh and groan.

"We haven't even visited the hot springs yet," says Daniel. "The massage rooms ... the private dungeons ..."

I purr on top of Adam, recalling my fantasy of being taken by the two of them in the Obsidian Club dungeon while the whole resort watched. I'm still not sure I understand what I witnessed in the club with Adam, but I think I'd like to explore those possibilities ...

"Or my bed," says Adam. His fingers squeeze my ass just as Daniel sinks into me from behind.

"Yes," I moan, pushing back to meet Daniel's slow, steady thrusts. "Yes ... yes ... a few more days ... yes ..."
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What is the best sandwich?

The husband. The ski instructor. And the wife in the middle.
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Except, it won’t be just the two of them all week. Turns out she’s captured the attention of their private ski instructor and he wants to do more than just teach them the ropes.
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Crammed at the Christmas Craft Fair


[image: ]

Crammed at the Christmas Craft Fair: A MMMFF Holiday Celebration

Jennie is double booked on the craft fair circuit, and convinces her sister Vickie to take over her table at the Denekin Depot artists' studios.

"It'll be easy!" Jennie promises. "It'll be fun! And you can keep half the take!"

But Jennie fails to disclose that there are going to be some people at the fair - namely, Ben, Mitch, Cade, and Maria - who are expecting a completely different kind of festival …
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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