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Chapter 1

“Harry!” Beth hissed. “Come here.”

I sat my book on the small table and left my comfortable chair.

“I was reading,” I complained.

“This is better,” she rasped, voice low. “Look.”

She pointed at a spot on the log cabin wall.

“What? I see hand-cut logs.”

“Look closer, dingbat. “Look between the logs.”

I stepped to the wall and narrowed my gaze. I noticed movement beyond and focused on that. This cabin was from the gold rush era and had been built in a hurry. I’d noticed slipshod craftsmanship everywhere. Doors didn’t shut right, windows had gaps, and the floor creaks loudly depending on where you walk. They got the roof right but men building quickly out in the wild would make sure they got the roof right. For what we paid, we kind of got ripped off a little. Not that it mattered. We were skiing and hiking every day from sunrise to sunset. The powder was amazing and the views from the trails were spectacular. All six of us would get back to the cabin each night and drop dead into our beds.

Well. Most of us did. Martin and Millie were newlyweds, young and full of energy. Beth worked with Millie and had invited them to come, since their honeymoon had been cut short by lack of money. It was to Martin and Millie that Beth now called my attention. The gap in the wall looked in on the small bedroom the young couple shared. Millie was bent over an antler chair and Martin ate her pussy from behind. Millie did her best to stifle her moans, but Martin knew what he was doing. He sat on his heels and spread her tight butt cheeks and just feasted like that ass was made of sugar. I looked at Beth.

“Damn,” I murmured.

“I know, right?” she whispered.

She moved close to the wall and found another gap of her own. We watched Martin devour that sweet young cunt. Beth squirmed a little as she watched.

“I can almost feel that,” Beth muttered.

Millie ground her pussy at Martin’s face and then covered her mouth with both hands as she orgasmed. It helped, but not a lot. If we heard them in our room, Sara and Sam heard them in theirs. The big difference being that Sara and Sam would not appreciate such salacious displays as sex was meant to be quiet, in the dark, and for the sole purpose of making children. Sam was my friend from work, and I invited him and his wife because I feel sorry for them. Millie’s orgasm lasted a long time. Beth cast knowing glances at me as we watched, smirking, fully understanding in ways I could not. Martin drove Millie wild.

At last, the new bride drifted back to Earth. Martin stood and by straightening his legs, he exposed his cock to us. He was semi-hard, big around, long, and with a bulbous head that seemed to weigh the shaft down.

“Good Lord,” Beth muttered.

“You didn’t know?”

“No. Millie admitted they had sex all the time, but she never mentioned her new husband’s physical characteristics. She did complain about being sore down there.”

“I thought girls talked about such things.”

“We do. Millie and I just haven’t had the chance. I’ll be talking to her about it now, I can promise you that. Damn.”

“He looks twice my size.”

“Yeah,” Beth muttered, pressing her eye to the wall. “He does. Maybe a little more than that. He’s big. Thick.”

I gave her a blank stare.

“You were supposed to argue with me.”

Her gaze darted my way, realizing what she’d said. She chuckled.

“Sorry, Baby. Ha ha. Oops.”

“Hard for you to think straight?”

“Hell yes. Look how sexy they are.”

I turned my attention through the small crack in the wall. Martin had moved up behind Millie and she’d reached under, between her legs, to find his cock and guide him to her opening. They were young and hot, and Beth was right. They looked incredibly sexy. He lovingly placed his hands on her hips and pulled her backward. We knew the moment of penetration by Millie’s head suddenly rising, by her soft gasp, and the widening and then narrowing of her pretty eyes.

“All the way in,” she told her new husband. “Fill me with cock.”

Beth and I looked at each other, amazed.

“That was so hot,” my wife murmured.

“It was. These rooms have no privacy.”

Beth got a wicked look in her eyes.

“I guess we’ll need to be careful when we fuck,” my wife said. “We can go spy on Sara and Sam through their wall if you’d like.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Nothing ever goes on in their room.”

Martin held his big meat buried and watched Millie writhe on the end of it. We also watched Millie writhe on the end of it. After a minute, Martin grabbed his dick around the base and pulled all the way out, causing Millie to pout.

“Why’d you stop?” she asked.

“I like making you beg,” he said, resting his spear between her butt cheeks.

He slapped each cheek like his dick was a drumstick.

“Put it back in, fucker.”

He snickered.

“Naw. It’s fun watching you crave my dick.”

Millie spun around and stuffed his penis into her mouth. He let her suck on it for a few seconds, but then pushed her away.

“Goddamn it, Martin. Give me your dick.”

“Have you always been this horny?”

“No. You turned me into a bad girl. I got this horny because of your penis.”

“You say the sweetest things.”

They both laughed. Millie stood and they hugged tightly and kissed passionately.

“I want him to fuck her again,” Beth whispered. “Come on. Bang the bitch.”

I held back a laugh. Millie jumped up and wrapped her legs around Martin, clinging to his neck for support. He finally gave in and reached under her ass, steering his cock into her again. He braced his legs in a wide stance and Millie began fucking herself on his cock.

“Everything they do is sexy,” my wife muttered.

“They do move well together.”

We played the voyeurs for a while. Martin fucked his new bride standing up, then sat and let her ride him. Eventually he lifted her again and placed her on the floor on her back. His cock never left her body. They fucked smoothly and passionately, kissing and touching and gazing into each other’s eyes: the bliss of young love early in the relationship. Beth got hornier the longer we watched and freed my dick to stroke as she kept her eye glued to the hole. Millie orgasmed loud and Martin soon followed. Once the newlyweds were motionless, Beth turned from the wall and sucked my dick.


Chapter 2

We all spent the day skiing. Clouds moved in and the wind picked up, but we stayed out on the slopes anyway. Eventually the sun sank, and the clouds darkened. The winds started gusting. We were forced to return to the cabin. Someone brought out Cards Against Humanity, and we started to play. Beth made sure everyone had plenty to drink. We laughed hard and got ever more outrageous. Millie had a great round, scooping all the points, and cried out with glee.

“Oh, I suppose that was another orgasm?” Sara said derisively.

Millie was instantly embarrassed. Sam looked away, momentarily ashamed of his wife’s behavior.

“Sara!” I scolded. “Millie can’t help that the walls in this cabin are filled with holes. Sounds carry.”

“I’m sorry if I was too loud,” Millie told us.

“Don’t mention it,” Beth reassured her. “Harry and I think it’s a beautiful sound. You young lovers just enjoy this time in your lives.”

Awkward silence filled the cabin. The winds picked up, buffeting the old shack.

“Are we safe in here?” Sara asked.

Martin was returning with snacks from the kitchen.

“Maybe you should pray to God for protection,” he snapped, clearly upset with the way Sara had spoken to his wife.

“All right, everyone,” Beth said. “Let’s dial things down. This trip is supposed to be all about fun.”

“I’m sorry I’m loud,” Millie said again. “I get carried away. It just feels so good.”

“It doesn’t feel that good,” Sara said.

“How would you know that?” I asked.

“Sex does not feel as good as she makes it sound. She’s forcing it, exaggerating like a porn star or something.”

“I don’t force anything,” Millie said, getting angry.

“You’re faking,” Sara accused.

“I’m not!” Millie insisted. “Martin has a horse cock. Look what I have to deal with.”

Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was pride, but Millie turned to her stunned husband and tugged his shorts down in one smooth motion. Martin was carrying a large tray of veggies and dip, so he just stood there, shocked, big soft cock hanging in all our faces. I laughed. Beth laughed too but hurried to pull Martin’s shorts up. Sara gawked, jaw falling open, eyes huge. Sam gawked at that naked dick too, which surprised me. I thought he’d get angry.

“That was classless,” Sara said. “That was tacky and trashy.”

“You need to lighten up,” Millie shot back. “No way I can take that beast of a dick and stay quiet. Maybe you should go for a walk when you hear us fucking?”

“Must you be so crude?” Sara asked.

“Let’s get this horse cock back in the stable,” Beth said, struggling to get his shorts over his cock and balls.

There was no place for him to set the tray down to do it himself, so he just stood there, mortified, while my wife attempted to hide his genitalia. The elastic of his shorts came up under his scrotum and forced everything forward. His plump ball sack and girthy cock were impressive. I hurried to take the tray from him, and he tucked his shit inside and drew his trunks up.

“Thanks,” he told me. “I appreciate the help.”

He scolded Millie with a look.

“Well,” she complained. “You’re right. I’m sorry. But Sara needs to know what I’m dealing with.”

The cabin shook, buffeted by the winds. A dozen holes whistled from the rushing air. Sara got up to visit the kitchen and Sam headed for the bathroom. Millie and Martin spoke softly to each other and then kissed. Beth and I held back laughter. What a disaster. Tension was thick in the air. Sam came out of the bathroom and Sara returned from the kitchen. I opened my mouth to ask if anyone wanted a veggie stick with dip, but the low table began to shake. Carrots and broccoli and cucumber trembled. I looked at Beth questioningly.

“Earthquake?” she asked.

The shaking grew stronger. A low rumble welled up through the floorboards.

“What’s happening, Harry?” my wife asked.

I hurried to a window. It was black outside except for the red lights atop the distant towers down on the ski runs. I shook my head.

“I don’t know, Baby,” I started to answer. “It feels like—”

The low rumbling climbed to a loud roar. The whole cabin shook. A swirl of white enveloped the lift tower, swallowing the huge metal structure all the way up to the red light on top. A hurricane of snow surged down the mountain, covering everything in its wake. A massive tsunami of white blotted out everything. The lift towers vanished, engulfed in a shroud of dense snow.

“Avalanche!” I yelled, finally understanding.

I jumped away from the window and wrapped my arms around Beth. Martin instinctively did the same to Millie. Sara grabbed a pillow and covered her head and Sam ducked under the game table. The cabin shook like Jello. The lights went out. Items toppled from shelves. The walls creaked from the weight and the roof sagged. I heard huge trees splinter and snap from the sudden weight smashing against them.

“I’m scared!” Beth cried.

I held her tighter. I waited for the worst to pass but things only escalated. The rumble now was a deafening roar. The cabin seemed ready to fly apart and bury us alive in tons of ice and snow. The weight of the avalanche drove rocks and trees before it, adding to the carnage, toppling more rocks and trees. Snow piled against the main front window, higher, higher, higher until the glass was covered. More piled on top of that. The air inside the cabin took on a thick and pressurized feel as the weight increased above us. We were inside a drum, buried in who knows how many feet of snow and ice and debris.  We cowered, it’s true. All of us. I had my arms around Beth and Martin had his arms around Millie. We cowered and waited for it to end because there was not another fucking thing we could do about it.


Chapter 3

Finally, at last, the muffled sound of debris surging over us abated. We stayed huddled, unsure what our next step should be. Beth grabbed her cell phone to check for alerts and turned the glowing face to me.

“Phone’s dead,” she said. “No bars.”

“Avalanche must have taken out the towers,” Martin said.

“The lifts, the power lines, the microwave towers. We have no power and no connectivity. We’re cut off.”

“We can dig our way out,” Sara said.

“We can’t,” Sam argued. “The digging must come from the top down, reinforcing as they go. If we dig, we risk collapsing everything on top of us. We’ll suffocate or die from exposure before they reach us. There are massive boulders sitting on us right now. I know about avalanches. My brother was caught in one.”

“You don’t know everything about—” Sara began.

Beth cut her off.

“That makes sense, Sam. We have food and water to last a while. We can bundle up and wait to be rescued.”

“I don’t want to wait,” Sara whined.

She got up and headed for a bedroom.

“What’s she going to do?” I asked Sam. “Pack her shit and leave?”

He shrugged, obviously helpless. Sara opened the door to the bedroom she shared with Sam and gasped. I hurried to her side. The window had given way, and the room was almost filled with snow and ice. She pulled the corner of a blanket, but it was too buried.

“All my clothes are buried,” she said. “What do I wear when these get dirty?”

I left her to check the other rooms, discovering that side of the cabin had suffered greatly. Most of our clothing and personal items were lost. Everything in the bathroom was fine, like toothbrushes and deodorant, and the toilet, but most everything else was lost to us. We had the food and water in the kitchen and the clothes on our backs. There were blankets covering the couch and loveseat. I returned to the main room and explained the situation. There were groans all around. Nobody was happy about it. We’d been using the light from our phones to navigate but I warned the others that once the phone batteries died, there was no way to recharge them.

“Use them sparingly,” I said. “Only important stuff. If we do get a signal back, we need to be able to call someone.”

Most everyone set their phones aside. Sara opened hers to read the news, looking for information about the avalanche. I shook my head. Idiot.

“It only just happened, Sara,” I said. “How could it already be in the news?”

“Doesn’t hurt to check,” she said.

“It does hurt. Your phone will be dead soon.”

“Doesn’t matter,” she mumbled. “I can’t open a news page anyway. Their site must be down.”

I rolled my eyes.

“No,” I said. “The towers that carry the phone signals are down.”

“Whatever.”

She walked away to sulk, or maybe to pray. I turned to the others.

We organized, collecting food, water, blankets, and first aid supplies. We filled every container we could with water, expecting the power outage would affect the pumps and we’d soon run out. There was clothing scattered around: sweatshirts hanging on doorknobs or sweatpants thrown over the couch. Single items here and there that got added to a community pool. We closed off the breached bedrooms and stuffed rags under the gap at the bottom of the doors. This one main room would be our home until help arrived. We created sleeping areas, positioning furniture between us for some privacy. There would be little. Martin brought a tub of snow into the bathroom for us to scrub down with, saving the water for drinking.

When we finished every measure we could think of, we retired to our sleeping areas, each anxious couple going their own way. One by one we extinguished our phones, leaving the room black.

“I think I’m going to try to sleep,” Beth said. “I’m physically exhausted from all the skiing we did, and emotionally exhausted by everything after.”

“Go ahead. I’m too wound up. I’ll stay awake in case anything happens.”

Beth kissed me sweetly.

“My protector,” she said. “My caveman sitting by the fire.”

“That’s me.”

I joined her joke, but it did feel good to watch over her. She covered up with a blanket and turned her back on the room. I heard low voices but those faded quickly, everyone joining Beth in sleep, everyone except me. I sat and listened to the sound of timbers creaking under pressure and antique planks groaning under the weight they held. I hoped help would arrive soon, but I knew nobody would even start a search until sunrise. We would have at least one night under this old and sagging roof.

The sound of a soft slurp brought my attention around. I leaned around the corner of the sofa. My eyes had adjusted to the dark, the only illumination from the red lights on the smoke and carbon monoxide detectors above. If I stared directly, I lost them but if I angled to the side, I saw. I saw Martin’s big dick pumping Millie’s vacuuming mouth with short strokes, trying hard to stay silent. He held her head where he needed it and fucked her mouth and she let him, a willing slave. Sara breathed deeply and Sam snored softly, and Martin sawed his thick cock in and out. They paused briefly so Millie could remove her T-shirt, freeing her heavy and pendulous breasts. She wrapped them around his cock and squeezed them together, tit-fucking him at the same time she sucked.

She paused a moment to collect herself and then did something I believed she was incapable of doing. She took a deep slow breath in through her nose and then began an elevator ride down his shaft. Inch by inch his thick cock vanished into her mouth. He had to be easing down her throat. There was no place else for his meat to slide. This young fresh bride could deep throat big cock like a porn star. My dick grew stiff in my pants. Details were impossible to see but I saw enough. In fact, the darkness added an element of mystery to the sight. Sweet young Millie was slipping a fat cock down her throat. Martin would blast his load directly into her stomach. Given our cramped conditions, my erection was extremely inconvenient. Millie took her time and worked her lips down to the root. Martin held very still. Millie held him in there, milking his cock with her throat, until she had him softly moaning.

“It’s coming,” I heard him barely whisper.

Millie glugged around the dick wedged in her throat, coaxing that big load up. She scratched his tight balls with her fingernails and that was the last straw. Martin sucked air and held his breath and jerked his hips up as the first blast fired. Millie massaged him with throat muscles and Martin lost his mind, squeezing her head with both hands and spewing hot semen. He gushed cum down her throat. She vacuumed his load out of his nuts until he could take no more.

What a marvel it was to see his snake slither from the depths of her neck. He fell back onto his sleeping pad, and she quickly snuggled under his arm, curling her fingers around his softening penis and gently stroking. They were soon asleep too, leaving me twisting in the breeze, throbbing in my pants. I thought about quietly jerking off but couldn’t risk it. What if I got caught? Too embarrassing. I eventually calmed enough to fall asleep like the others.


Chapter 4

The morning was tense. We ate sparingly, conserving our food, and tried to play games in the dark. A weird sunrise glow made it through the snow, ice, and rock piled on top of us, casting the main room in a faint white radiance. Those who had actual books, read. The rest of us languished. We knew when night arrived again by the dimming of the radiance. Stresses were high. Beth opted to hide from reality by sleeping as much as she could. Sara and Sam were miserable with Sara becoming almost intolerable. Martin and Millie stayed inside their newlywed love cocoon.

I admit I saw Millie in a whole new light. She already had the youthful prettiness working for her and her tits were delightful, but now I knew she possessed a sexual side beyond her years. Martin’s cock was a treasure to her. She was ravenous for the thing. His dick turned her into a sexual predator. Lucky bastard.

We were all lost in our own worlds when I vaguely heard Sam say: “What happens if we open the front door?”

He did not wait for responses. He grabbed the heavy wooden handle and pulled it and when the wedged aperture didn’t budge, he braced his leg against the wall and pulled harder. The door screeched, frozen wood against frozen wood, and then gave way, swinging inside. A cascade of snow and ice fell into the room, and we were greeted by the sight of a wall of white bearing the imprint of the front door.

“Goddamn it, Sam!” I yelled. “That door was helping to hold the roof up. Shut it.”

He looked properly abashed and tried to comply but wasn’t strong enough. He rammed his shoulder against the door and tried again but Martin stopped him.

“What is that?” Martin asked, pointing to something just outside.

I looked at a bright red ski boot. A bright red ski boot with a leg still in it. A leg that vanished under snow.

“A man is buried!” I yelled, diving at the leg.

Marin and Sam joined me. We chipped and dug with our bare hands, scrambling to free the man, whoever he was. He’d sought shelter when the avalanche hit, hiding under the eaves of our cabin, and then gotten pinned there. He wore protective thermal snow gear, which probably saved his life, but he wouldn’t last much longer. Unconscious, we freed him and dragged his limp body inside. Sam, Martin, and I succeeded in slamming the door closed again. Beth came running to help, ordering us to get him out of his frozen clothes.

“We need to wrap him in blankets and lay him near a fire. Millie, light that can of cooking Sterno.”

We all hurried to complete our tasks. He looked like a Viking under his helmet and goggles, with long blond hair and a bushy blond beard and mustache. I started with his boots while the others opened his stiff and frozen jacket. His clothing was like paper mâché, shaped to his body. His flesh was cold. He was fit, tall, and muscular in an athletic way but not a weight-lifting way. I opened his pants and had to tug them off over his feet. His boxers were like cardboard. I tugged those down too, revealing a cock to rival Martin’s. My eyes darted to Beth and then every woman in our group. They all stared. Sara looked away. Beth looked at me. Millie kept her eyes on that plump shaft and head.

“Great,” Sara muttered. “Another mouth to feed. Why didn’t you just leave him out there? He was doing fine.”

My wife moved in with the blanket and I helped turn the man, rolling him like a burrito. His cock flopped, hanging down before we rolled him over it and wrapped him up. Beth watched the fat sausage vanish and then smirked at me.

“He’s big,” she said sheepishly.

“I know, right?” said Millie, a little too enthusiastically.

Martin gave her a look.

“Sorry,” she said. “It was just such a surprise.”

“Let’s get him bundled and by the heat,” I said. “We can discuss his dick later.”

Martin and I maneuvered his body while Millie and Beth moved furniture and laid down blankets. Sam stood back, watching, as usual, good for nothing. We got the Viking situated and warm and then all backed into our corners again. She was a bitch about it, but Sara had a point: this was another mouth to feed. Rescue needed to come even sooner now. The radiance faded over time and the room went gradually dark. One by one everybody fell asleep. I was the last to go, again, but I went.

The sound of someone fumbling in the dark woke us. I lit my phone, deciding a little battery life was worth solving the mystery. The Viking was up and moving, stumbling around, utterly confused. The blanket had fallen away from his body and this naked and bewildered muscular athlete groped in the dark, disoriented.

“Hello, friend,” I said. “Welcome back.”

He turned towards my light. Others were awake now too. He searched our faces.

“Where am I? Can I have something to eat?”

That he was naked in front of strangers bothered him not at all.

“Put some clothes on,” Sara said.

“Relax, Sara. His clothes are soaked and cold. He’s tall so we’ll need to find him something that fits. In the meantime, give the guy a break. He’s been through a lot.”

“He’s naked,” she argued.

“So what?” Beth jumped in. “We’ve all seen naked men before. It’s not sexual. He’s helpless.”

“Yeah,” Millie added, taking Beth’s side, although the look on her face as she ran her eyes over the Viking told me for her, his nudity was most definitely sexual.

Beth got up to find him something to eat. I gave him a sweatshirt to try on, but it didn’t reach his waist. The extra sweatpants didn’t fit him at all.

“What happened?” I asked.

“What’s your name?” Sara interjected.

“Noah,” he said. “I was making the last run with my buddies, trying to beat the storm, when the whole fucking mountain gave way. I’ve never seen anything like it. My friends went one way, but I got cut off. I used the trees for protection and zipped in and out. I saw your cabin and tried to get to the leeward side but got knocked off my skis. I crawled the last few feet before something hit my head and I blacked out. I would have frozen to death out there if you guys didn’t find me.”

“Dumb luck saved your life,” I said. “Sam opened the front door and we saw your buried boots.”

Beth handed Noah a protein bar and a cup of water. He ripped open the packaging and chomped into a big bite. He looked down, seeming to notice his nakedness for the first time.

“I could wrap a towel, like a kilt,” he said.

He sat on the couch but that aimed his crotch at Sara. She got up in a huff and sat across the room.

“Sorry,” he said.

I talked to him about his friends. He assured me they were experienced skiers and knew what to do when caught in an avalanche. He felt confident they were all right. I was doubtful.  Our conversation revealed to me that while he was a nice guy, he wasn’t necessarily a bright guy. He often spoke of doing dangerous young male things simply for the thrill. Beth and Millie seemed a little smitten by this rugged Viking, but Sam and Martin were none too excited. Regardless, he was one of us now, at least until we got out of this place.


Chapter 5

Of course, my anxiety kept me awake the longest. The room was filled with deep breathing and light snoring. I lay in the dark pondering our group’s future, wondering how long we’d last. The tell-tale sounds of gentle slurping drew me away from my reflections. I was sure the newlyweds were at each other again and I rolled over slightly to watch Millie slobber on Martin’s big knob.

Sara had Noah’s cock in her mouth!

How desperate was she? How long had she and Sam gone without sex? She’d seen Noah for the first time only hours ago, yet reckless impatience drove her to this outrageous act. She was betraying Sam more with each bob of her head. The lighting was almost nonexistent, but I saw what I saw. Pious Sara clumsily worked her mouth up and down that Viking cock. He was on his side facing towards her and she was on her side facing away from her husband. He still wore the towel like a kilt, but a flap had fallen open, exposing him, and Sara had taken advantage. Noah gently stroked her hair like he understood her need and lack of experience. He allowed the perpetually angry and frustrated housewife to gobble his cock as quietly as she could. She made almost no noise and hardly moved her body at all, but was ravenous with lust, devouring his meat like a fiend. Her furrowed brow and occasional soft gag told me of the intensity of this moment for her.

I was stunned. Sara stopped sucking to make gestures like sperm shooting out of the end of his dick and into her mouth, but the Viking shook his head sadly. Sara wanted him to cum, but he couldn’t, not under these conditions, or maybe because she lacked skill. She returned to orally worshiping as much of his head and shaft as she could take. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I couldn’t wait to tell Beth!

Eventually Sara felt like she’d risked too much and kissed the man’s balls and replaced the towel, covering his erection as best she could. She rolled onto her back and stared at the log beams of the ceiling, trying to sleep.

My heart raced. What an awesome secret I held.

After a while Noah got up to use the bathroom. Sara looked to have fallen asleep. Noah carefully stepped over all the bodies lying around. He did the same on his return trip but this time a dainty hand rose from the floor to touch his foot. He looked down and I moved slightly to get a good look too, expecting to find Sara begging for more. Nope. 

Millie!

Martin was snoring next to her, deep asleep. She slid her hand up Noah’s calf to his knee. He looked down on her with a question on his face. She pointed at her tongue and casually rolled onto her side, as if she were only moving in her sleep. Noah understood and found a spot close to kneel over her face, lowering his pendulous cock to her waiting mouth. I almost groaned. She was a newlywed! A bright, young, vivacious bride clearly in love with her new husband. Yet, she opened wide as Noah dipped his cock head to her mouth. She suckled him, working his length towards the back of her throat, holding her body still while her tongue did all the lifting.

Noah’s expression changed from surprise to big surprise as sweet little Millie engulfed more and more of the man’s thick meat. His balls inched closer to her face. She paused to make an adjustment to the angle of her neck and then she swallowed the last inches of him. Noah could not believe it, and neither could I. He gazed down at her pretty face and his vanished cock and shook his head slowly. She worked his length like she’d worked Martin yesterday, and Noah had to bite a knuckle to maintain his composure. I wondered if he could blast a hot load down her throat without waking anyone, but he must have doubted himself. He allowed Millie to milk his fat dick and then he withdrew the slimy beast and covered himself with the towel. Millie looked disappointed but Noah waved her off, too worried about discovery. Millie pouted.

He took his spot on the floor again.

I turned to face my wife, the only woman in the cabin to not suck Noah’s cock.

Jesus, who were these people?

I tossed and turned before falling asleep. Not Noah. Not Millie. Those two drifted right off. Unreal.

I awoke to the growing radiance of dawn. Everyone played it cool. I could spot no difference in the ways they acted. Hours later, when the appropriate moment arrived and Beth and I found ourselves in a corner eating, I shared what I’d seen. I told her I had shocking news and to act cool and nonchalant before I told her. She played her part perfectly, but I could tell her head was doing cartwheels. She asked for every detail. I left nothing out. She looked at me amazed.

“I’m a little hurt,” she muttered.

“Hurt? Why?”

“I’m the only wife who didn’t get to suck on it.”

I laughed.

“Is that what you want?”

“No,” she said, unconvincingly. “But Noah is hot. I am a little jealous of those girls. I’m shocked they did that, especially Sara, but I get it.”

I was skeptical.

“Noah’s just a guy,” I said.

My wife shook her head.

“No. You can’t see it because you’re male too. Noah is hot like the sun. Hot, hot, hot. His body, his face, those dreamy blue eyes. Even his stupid beard. He’s so masculine. Good God, he’s a honey. Top it all off with a gorgeous penis. The thing is thick like my wrist. Women love girth. He’s a ten out of ten.”

“Hm. I had no idea.”

“No, Sam and Martin are blind to it as well. Women can see when a woman is pretty, but men struggle to know if a man is handsome. Not that many of you can spot it. You certainly can’t.”

I kept my eyes on her. I wanted to look at Noah, to see what she saw, but I knew if I did, he’d know we were talking about him, and I wanted our secret to stay with us. I had another reason for not looking around. Beth was mostly joking, but when she mentioned her disappointment, I couldn’t help but picture her with Noah’s cock in her mouth. I’d expected to feel anger and disgust, but I hadn’t. All I’d imagined was Beth’s excitement in that moment, how thrilled she’d be to experience a new cock after so many years of being married to mine.

“What should we do?” I asked.

“About what?”

“About Sara and Millie cheating.”

My wife shook her head.

“Nothing,” she said. “It’s none of our business. Sara seems like a full-blown hypocrite, but we have no idea what her marriage to Sam is like. We only see it from the outside. What if she hates sucking cock and tells Sam he can pay other women to do it. Maybe she was only evening the score? Maybe Sam cheated on her and she’s been waiting for the chance to get him back? We have no idea what the truth of their marriage is. There’s no need for us to pass judgement and snitch on anyone. Let them figure it out.”

“I thought Millie was your friend?”

“She is, and a good one. All the more reason to not rat the girl out.”

“I’d want to know. If Sam or Martin saw you doing something, I’d want them to tell me. I expect they’ll get angry with us if it ever comes to light that we knew and said nothing.”

Beth shrugged.

“I’ll explain my reasons and deal with the repercussions. They can be mad at me if that’s what they want.”

“So, what you’re saying is you could already know things and you wouldn’t tell. Would you tell me like I’ve told you?”

“I would. You’re my husband. I keep no secrets from you.” She kissed me. “You’re the exception to my rule.”

The day passed with incredible boredom. We played games and told stories and described what we’d do if we were filthy rich. Night rolled around again.

“I have a good feeling about tomorrow,” I said. “I’m not even sure how many days have passed, but I feel like any rescuers must surely be getting close by now.”

“Maybe we should try tunneling out?” Sam said.

“No,” Noah said. “No way. I saw the avalanche. It hit me. I know how much is sitting on us. We do not want to bring that shit raining down.”

“Let’s just go to sleep,” Sara said. “Harry says he has a good feeling about tomorrow. Let’s just ride this out. It will be over soon.”

I couldn’t help but notice how ready Sara was for us all to sleep. Was she planning a repeat of last night? I adjusted my bedroll to get a slightly better view and Beth did the same, explaining the floor had a lump where she had been sleeping. She needn’t have bothered to explain. Nobody cared that she moved her bedroll.

“I’ll join you on watch tonight,” she whispered to me. “I want to see.”

It took longer for us to all settle down but eventually, we got there.

Noah barely waited for us to fall asleep. We pretended to be and convinced him, and he flipped his towel aside, offering Sara a good look. Her religion left her so conflicted that at first she shot Noah a dirty look, like how dare he, but then moved closer to get to his cock. He slowly stroked from head to root. She’d moved as close as she could without waking Sam. Noah teased her at the sight of it, sliding his hand up and down and growing hard. Sara looked exasperated with need.

Beth touched my hip softly. I was spooning her, and she gently wiggled her butt at my crotch. I got the message. I reached under our blanket and silently searched for her opening with my cock. I found it by the incredible heat she radiated and pushed the head and an inch into my wife’s body. She controlled her moan.

Noah rocked his hips closer, bringing the tip to Sara’s mouth. She reached with her tongue, desperate for contact, stretching her neck like a baby bird. Beth squeezed my wrist, enthralled by Sara debasing herself for penis. I wished Noah would roll the woman over and fuck her brains out, but that was extremely unlikely to happen. Sara managed to fasten her lips to the plump head. Beth and I watched Sara’s tongue slip out and circle the crown. Noah inched his hips closer, then back and forth, fucking Sara’s mouth with short thrusts.

Sam mumbled something in his sleep and rolled on his side. Noah and Sara quickly parted. Sara looked intensely frustrated. She moved closer to her husband who looped an arm around her, and Noah backed away, closer to us. He put his back to Sara, broadcasting that they were finished for the night. He raped his towel to cover himself.


Chapter 6

I rolled away from Beth as if asleep and took the blanket with me, leaving her exposed, playfully embarrassing her. Her tits had slipped out of her tank top and now her pussy was exposed too. What could she do? She was supposed to be deep asleep. She laid there without moving, letting Noah get a good long look. I expected she’d feel mortified. Then it occurred to me she might like it. I felt slight movements behind me, like she was moving to cover herself. I chuckled. She’d give me shit about my prank tomorrow, but for now I was pleased with myself.

Then, I heard a soft slurp.

A slurp made no sense. Sara was under Sam’s arm and Millie was facing the wrong way. A slurp could only mean one thing.

The blood in my veins rose a thousand degrees. I now recognized the gentle movements Beth made not as an effort to cover herself, but as an effort to engulf more and more of Noah’s cock. I turned on my side only moments ago. If I turned back now, I revealed I wasn’t actually asleep, and we’d have everything out in the open. The others would wake. Sara might say something. Millie might say something. Pandemonium would erupt. I kept my back to Noah and my wife and listened closely to my wife have her turn with the stud Viking. My blood boiled, but not with rage. I wasn’t even hurt. A broad smile spread across my lips, and I didn’t understand why. My heart was beating fast. Fast. My wife was sucking a big cock right behind me. My chest felt tight.

She’d wanted her turn with the man and when opportunity knocked, she’d taken it. This fucking guy had gotten his cock into the mouths of all our wives. Do I give him a trophy or try to kick his ass? Yeah, kicking his ass was out of the question. That would be a two-hit fight. Him hitting me, and me hitting the ground.

I calmed down slowly and as I did; I realized a big part of me was turned on. The moment was so outrageous. The scenario is so unlikely. Look at all the things that had to happen before Beth parted her lips to the guy. Ridiculous.  Maybe I should just bank this one towards a future expense. With Beth in my debt, I might get a blowjob from some young and pretty thing later.

Her body was rocking more now. She was less concerned about pretending to let me sleep. Her head bobbed rapidly and then Noah grunted, choking back a moan. I heard him exhale and Beth gag a little and then it hit me: my wife was swallowing his load! Holy fucking Christ! Noah stayed as silent as possible, and Beth sucked his sperm out as silent as possible and no one else woke up. My heart was a jackhammer! My body tingled. My balls felt hot and tight. Noah moved away moments later and Beth cleared her throat and turned to spoon me. I held back, saying nothing, until a long time passed. When I believed Noah was asleep too, I spoke.

“Did you just suck him off?”

“Yes,” her voice was as soft as a snowflake landing.

“You drank everything he shot? You swallowed him?”

“Let’s talk tomorrow.”

“You swallowed?”

Long pause, calculating, no doubt, her response if I got angry or hurt.

“Yes,” she whispered, and one-hundred thousand volts shot through me.

I’d known her answer before I’d asked, yet to hear the word fall from her lips electrified my body and my mind.

“He offered,” she murmured, “He offered his cock to my mouth, and I accepted.”

I believed I was supposed to lash out and say terrible things about how she cheated and how untrustworthy she was. I thought that’s what I was supposed to say, how I was supposed to react. But the words simply did not come, and they did not come because I wasn’t angry. I wasn’t hurt. Whatever slight jealousy I felt slowly morphed into a bizarre kind of pride.

Marriage changes over time and things that seemed catastrophic when we were first wed, today are only tiny blips. I realized I had such confidence in her, her love for me, and our marriage, that I simply could not be angry. Mostly I was intrigued. She’d boldly taken our marriage in a new and unexpected direction. What fruit would this bear? Additionally, the fact she’d just had another man’s penis in her mouth made her infinitely more sexual to me. Perhaps I was feeling a competition response or perhaps I liked knowing my woman could get so horny she’d suck off another man. Perhaps this feeling was a combination of many complex thoughts. One thing was true: my dick was growing behind my boxers.

“Are you angry with me?” she asked.

I considered several replies, but they all sounded weak. Instead, I took her hand and pulled it around in front, placing her palm over my hard dick.

“What the hell?” she murmured. Then, after a thoughtful pause. “That’s so hot.”

“You’re so hot,” I countered. “I’ve never felt so attracted to you. You’re like a bright and radiant star, filling my head with light.”

She muffled a laugh.

“Because I sucked his cock?”

“Yes,” I rasped.

“I might fill your head with light, but I’ve filled your cock with blood. Do you want to fuck me right now?”

My dick surged even harder.

“God yes.”

“Later. Not in front of everyone.”

“I understand, but I still want to.”

I could almost hear her mind racing. She was calculating. My response had surprised her. My reaction presented opportunities.

“Can I fuck him?” she whispered, going for broke. “You know, since the blowjob made you hard, I figure actually fucking him might make you cum.”

I wasn’t going to answer because it wasn’t a real question. It was a window for me to protest, and we both knew it. I raised no protest.

“Oh my God,” Beth softly moaned, true realization settling in. “Oh my God.”

I felt the temperature of her body climb. She became a furnace behind me. Our present situation prevented her acting on my acceptance, but we both understood if things were different, she’d be all over the man. What a rush. If I was wildly turned on, I could only imagine what she must be feeling. This was something like Beth telling me to enjoy sex with Margot Robbie, and then walking Margot Robbie into the room and handing her over. My wife squeezed my dick in her hand, hard, hard enough to almost hurt, except it felt fantastic. Her passion and lust were communicated through that squeeze. I felt the burning desire in her. No way would she fuck Noah in front of the other couples, but she wanted the man badly. Right now.

“Can girls get blue balls?” she quietly rasped. “I’m worried girls can get blue balls. I feel like I’m getting blue balls.”

“Go to sleep,” I said. “We’ll discuss this more in the morning.”

She squeezed my dick.

“Roll this way,” she said. “Face me.”

I quietly turned. I kissed her nose.

She shuffled lower, kissing a path down my body before pulling my erection through the hole in my boxers. I felt her warm lips surround me and then her hot mouth enveloped me. It felt extra slippery in there, like residue from Noah. He’d coated her tongue and lips and teeth. An erotic charge swept through me to know I was her second penis in the last few minutes. She was still my wife but now she was also a cock draining slut. She was still sweet Beth, but now she was also a sex-loving fiend, a woman who would suck off a stranger in the dark. These were ways I’d never looked at her. I realized how limited I’d allowed my view of her, as a person, as her own woman, to be.

“When you fuck him,” I whispered. “I want to watch.”

She groaned at that, aroused beyond measure.

“What’s happening?” Millie said, waking. “What’s that sound?”

Beth froze, as did I. Neither spoke. My dick throbbed in her mouth. I sent a rush of blood, expanding the head trapped between her cheeks, teasing my sexy wife. Millie listened intently to the dark but when nothing more happened, she rolled away and returned to sleep. I put a hand on Beth’s head and pressed, forcing my dick deep. I pumped my hips with small back and forth motions, eager now to gush down her throat like Noah just did. I surprised myself with my own aggression, but Beth welcomed it. I held her head in place and fucked her mouth and erupted into a cum fountain. My slutty wife gobbled it all.


Chapter 7

“We have to try,” Sam whined. “We’re running out of food.”

“Let him try,” Sara said, happy to risk her husband’s life.

The plan Sam proposed was tunneling out a bedroom window through the snow and ice to reach the surface. He reasoned the avalanche had settled by now and with the subzero nights we’d had, probably frozen in place. Everyone paid close attention to the debate. Everyone except me. I paid close attention to my wife. We were hungry for each other, inflamed by our recent secret escapades. I looked at Millie and Sara in a new light too. Noah stayed out of the conversation, feeling like it was our cabin and our plan, and he’d just go along with whatever we decided.

“What do you think, Noah?” Sam asked. “What are your thoughts on the matter? Should we risk it? You probably know more about avalanches than the rest of us. Should we go for it or wait for help?”

Noah looked at the pile of food we had set aside. Next, his eyes circled the group. I felt a tingle as he passed over each woman, knowing they felt the same tingle. I knew their secret. Each of them, including my wife, had held the man’s cock in their mouth. I was part of a clandestine club only they didn’t know it.

“I think we should try,” Noah said. “Sam is right about the packed snow. That will help us a lot. We can scrounge some digging tools from the kitchen and at least try to reach the surface. We won’t know how deep it’s piled on us until we start digging. Hopefully we hit the surface after ten feet. Twelve feet should be our maximum. After that the tunnel will get too unstable.”

“Who should climb?” I asked.

“I’ll go,” Noah said, looking around at us. “I’m strongest.”

“No!” all three wives said at once.

I hid my grin.

“I’ll go,” I said.

“No,” Sam interjected. “I’ll go. I’m the smallest male. I’ll need the smallest tunnel.”

“We’ll tie a rope of clothing to your ankle,” Noah said. “If the tunnel caves in, we’ll get you out.”

“Sounds great,” Sam said, not meaning it. “Let’s do this.”

“Everybody strip,” Noah said. “Except you, Sam. You should put on a couple extra layers. Let’s make that rope everybody.”

We hesitated.

“Seriously?” Sara asked. “We need to disrobe? Do we really need to do this? Won’t he be okay without it?”

We all gave Sara a hard look.

“A person can sleep naked under a blanket and be warm,” Noah explained. “But it’s much harder for a clothed person to sleep without a blanket and be warm. We need the blankets more than our clothing. Let’s go.”

“All right, all right,” she conceded. “I just hate the idea of us all being naked.”

“This is about us surviving,” Beth said. “Leave your prudish faux morals behind. Your religion says nakedness is shameful, but it isn’t. Someday we’ll look back at this ski trip and laugh.”

Sara scoffed. We all undressed. Noah collected the clothing and started fashioning a rope, twisting our garments and weaving them together. All the women stole glances at him, but I also caught Beth looking at Martin. Riskier, since he was married to her friend, but predictable. Martin has a nice body and a fat dick like Noah, and apparently Beth likes both more than I realized. Noah finished fashioning our clothes into a strong rope and tied one end to Sam’s ankle.  It felt strangely free to be naked in front of everyone, although I wished I had the size Martin and Noah possessed. I headed for the kitchen and found some metal utensils which Sam could use to dig.

“Go straight up,” Noah said. “Let the debris fall back to us. If you get disoriented, or if things collapse on you, clear an air pocket and spit, watch it fall, and then dig in the opposite direction.”

“Dig away from the spit. Got it.”

Noah stepped to the shattered window, clogged with ice and snow. He removed the glass and then began shoveling and chipping. Once he had a space cleared, Sam climbed on the dresser and began digging on his own, pushing what he dug at us.

“Keep the tunnel narrow,” Noah added.

I grew anxious. If that passage collapsed, Sam would be tightly packed in ice. Oxygen would run out fast. I glanced at the others, expecting them to be nervously watching Sam like me. Nope. Martin was, but Millie, Sara, and Beth all had eyes on naked Noah. They ran their gaze over his lean body and thick, hanging inches. Maybe this was simply their way of distracting themselves from the worry of Sam’s endeavor, and how our fate hung in the balance. Yeah. Maybe. Maybe for Beth and Millie. But Sara showed little concern for her husband, ogling Noah with open lust. She suddenly realized what she was doing and checked to see who noticed. She found me looking right at her. She quickly looked away, only to land on Noah again. He was no longer watching Sam dig. He was watching Sara look at him. Tension filled the air. Noah smiled at Sara and looked her naked body up and down. His penis rolled to the side like a thing alive and began to rise.

“Lord help me,” Beth muttered.

“Leave him out of it,” Sara said.

The women and Noah had a stand-off to the backdrop of chok, chok, chok, as Sam chiseled away. Martin finally noticed and turned to me.

“What did I miss?” he asked.

“I think the ladies love Noah.”

“I don’t love him,” Beth said. “I just want to fuck him.”

Noah laughed.

“So do I,” Sara blurted.

Martin turned to Millie, his new bride, confident she would stand apart from the other women. His face fell when he saw the way Millie stared at Noah.

“You too?” he asked.

Her expression turned guilty.

“Sorry, Honey, but look at him. He’s hot. I’m not saying I would, I’m just saying he definitely makes the cut. I know you feel the same way about that one actress you like so much. What if she were standing here naked right in front of you? You’d look, and don’t tell me you wouldn’t. I know you. You’d look and you’d want to fuck her. You’d think about fucking her. You wouldn’t, but you’d think about it. Well, I’m just thinking about it. I’m not going to do it.”

“I am,” Beth admitted. “Harry says I can.”

Millie’s jaw dropped. All eyes swung to me. Thanks a lot, Beth.

“Um,” I managed.

Noah turned his attention to Beth. Now that he knew, he gave her a hard stare. She did not shrink from it. His cock rose to point at her.

“Fuck you, Beth,” Sara said, angry, jealous. “Fuck all of you.”

She stormed from the room. Beth and I looked at each other.

“I’ll go after her,” Beth said, taking one last lingering look at Noah’s lean body and half-hard cock.

The Viking turned to me.

“Women,” he said. “Amiright?”

I waved it away, focusing on Sam wedged in his tunnel. He’d brace a knee and chop the ice overhead and then move up a little and do it again. His progress was slow, but it was progress. Millie suddenly felt conspicuous being the only female around three naked men, especially with one of them growing a hard on, so she excused herself to go after Beth and Sara. We watched her leave.

“Is it true?” Noah asked me once the women were gone. “Can I fuck Beth?”

“Yeah,” Martin added. “Did you really do that? Can he fuck Beth?”

I shuffled my feet, on the spot and feeling embarrassed.

“Well,” I began, then realized there was no way to ease into this. “Yeah. Beth and I talked about it. We’re honest with each other. We keep nothing hidden. She mentioned Noah was hot and so we had a talk about that.”

“What do you get out of it?” Noah asked.

I looked at the ground.

“I think it would be hot to watch Beth fuck,” I said. “Also, having a get out of jail free card banked would be nice. I’m bound to do something stupid sooner or later. What husband doesn’t? It would be nice to have that on reserve. Besides, what if the situation reverses? I might want to bang some hottie.”

Martin looked dubious but Noah gave an accepting nod.

“Cool,” he said, absentmindedly pulling on his cock a few times.

Sam grunted and we all looked up at the chimney he had carved from the snow and ice. He was higher, working hard, covered in white chips and flakes.

“Someone hand me the meat cleaver,” he called down. “I hit an air pocket. I have room to swing it.”

I plucked the big knife from the dresser and stood up inside the tunnel with him. He took the cleaver, and I backed out, watching him chop at the ice. It was many long minutes before I realized Noah was not with Martin and I anymore.

“Where’d he go?” I asked.

Martin looked around, only now aware of Noah’s departure.

“He’s with the women,” Martin said.

We both looked up at Sam. We could not abandon our fellow prisoner. If something happened, like the tunnel collapsing, Sam would need both of us to pull him out. Martin and I gave each other knowing looks.

“Bastard,” Martin mumbled. “He left us responsible for Sam so he could go be with our women.”

“You worried?” I asked, keeping my voice low so as to not alarm Sam.

“Hell yes. Aren’t you?”

I shook my head.

“Beth can do as Beth wishes,” I said. Then, because pride demanded I add something, I said: “There’s this hot little number at work I’d love to sample. If Beth owes me one, I may get to have that hot little number.”

He bought it. I only said it to cover my male ego, but the truth was I’d love to see Noah’s big cock stuffing all of Beth’s holes. She’d go wild for it. I wanted to see that. It was hard to admit, but it was true. I wanted to see her turned on over another man’s cock. I couldn’t tell Martin that, obviously.

“He’s probably fucking Beth right now,” Martin said.

“We can’t leave Sam.”

“One of us needs to check. Noah is with all our women. Either you go or I go, and it should be you. I might throw a punch.”

I chewed a fingernail.

“All right,” I said. “We should both stay with Sam but if you insist, I’ll go check on our girls. Stay here. You cannot leave Sam up there all alone. Promise me.”

“I promise. I’m not a monster. Besides, Sam is our best chance of getting out of this cabin and away from Noah. Go. Hurry. I’ll stay.”

I rushed out the bedroom door but then slowed, entering the main room cautiously, rounding the corner to see what the dim light revealed.

Noah was on his back on the floor. His cock stood up like a pillar of veiny flesh, worshipped on every side by all three women. Beth bobbed slowly on the head while Sara and Millie licked and nibbled along the sides, like eating an ear of corn slathered in butter. Noah was locked in, scarcely believing his good luck, but the women were laughing playfully, friends again and having fun. Millie dipped under to coat his fat balls with saliva before sucking on each and returning to the column of meat. Beth fixed her pursed lips to the tip and sucked hard, really hard, hard enough to leave a hickey, hard enough to pull sperm up from those big balls.

Sara suddenly pushed the other women away and climbed over Noah.

“Sara!” Beth hissed. “That’s too far. Remember your vows. Remember your faith.”

“No,” she groaned, perched atop the large head.

She was there for an instant, then his cock head parted her labia, and her cunt devoured him. Sara slid down the length of his dick, burying that spear in her guts, and then fell forward on him, moaning at the massive intrusion. Her face was an expression of agony, or pleasure so strong it almost hurt. She slowly circled her hips around his penetration.

“I’ve never—” she began but left the thought unfinished. “Oh, fuuuuuck. Hngh I’ve never—!”

An orgasm seized her! Her face contorted with pleasure and with confusion. Her body shook and her eyes flew wide. She sank her nails into his chest and clenched every muscle she had.

“God!” she cried, afraid and bewildered and overwhelmed, but determined to chase this tsunami of pleasure.

Beth and Millie shared a look. Was this Sara’s first orgasm? Given her pious nature, did she even masturbate? Was this her first orgasm ever? I saw what they were thinking as broad grins spread across their faces. Millie kissed Noah on the mouth and my wife ducked under to suck on his balls. Sara may have orgasmed, but Noah hadn’t, and he began to move that big stiff dick in and out of Sara’s body. She almost panicked.

“Wait,” she mumbled, lost in a euphoric haze. “Unngh, God. Wait.”

But Noah did not wait. Noah drove his cock in again and again, stabbing Sara deeply. The religious woman melted under his onslaught, draped over his body and taking his inches. She orgasmed again, bursting into tears.

“Waaaaait,” she wailed, not meaning it at all.

Her hips began to rise and fall in time with his thrusts. He was fucking her, but she was fucking him back. Her nipples stiffened to points, dragging repeatedly across his chest. We all saw Sara lose herself to hot sex. She pushed her upper half vertical, which drove his big cock deeper on every thrust, and she shuddered from nearly overwhelming pleasure. She discovered she could grind her hips against him on the down thrust and spike the pleasure racing through her clit. Her crying retreated to mere weeping as erotic sensations flooded her. We all marveled at the sight. Sara was seizing for herself something she’d wanted and needed for a long, long time. She grew more intense with each heartbeat, now leaning over Noah and stuffing a breast in his mouth. She had decades of repressed need to work off.

“It’s happening again,” she muttered, voice raw, hips pounding. “Help me, Lord.”

Her body slowly clenched. Her face slowly contorted. Her spine twisted and her mouth opened and then everything clamped down and her jaw dropped. Sara was in the grip of a powerful orgasm, so strong it rendered her silent. She didn’t draw a breath. She didn’t even blink. She sat atop Noah’s fat and thrusting cock and silently screamed her climax to Heaven. I’m sure God was pleased.

“I’ll have what she’s having,” Millie joked.

Sara fell forward again, breathing hard, sobbing. She was a mess, but she had no intention of leaving her perch. Noah fucked her from below, gobbling her swaying tits and savoring her tight pussy wrapped around him. We all watched, awestruck, until Beth grew tired of waiting. I needed to get back to Martin or risk him coming out to see for himself what the fuck was going on, but I hated to leave just as Beth was about to do what I believed she was about to do.

My wife pulled Sara by her arm, dragging the woman off Noah, yanking her off the man’s dick. Beth quickly took Sara’s place, straddling the prone man and reaching for his erection, finding him, curling her fingers around his fat shaft, rubbing the head in search of her opening and then sitting, forcing his plump cock head through her labia and into her body.

Holy Mother of God!

It was happening. Right in front of me. I was stunned. I braced a hand against the wall to keep from falling over. Beth shifted her weight backward and his inches pushed up into her body. My wife moaned at this penetration, feeling every thick inch of him. I’m not small, but I’m not Noah, and I knew by her face and the sounds she was making she felt a big difference between him and me. It took forever, it seemed to me, to ease that big cock into her body, but that’s exactly what she did. I couldn’t breathe.

Noah reached up for her tits and kneaded them as she paused her pussy wrapped so tightly around the base of his cock, and then pulled her cunt up his length again. She began to fuck herself on him, a smooth and easy pace of up and down. Her face turned soft with unspoken emotions. Her eyebrows twisted each time she took his length deep. He rolled her nipples and soon she bent over to kiss his mouth, an act of intimacy that snatched my breath, what little I had, away.

Millie was conflicted. She wanted her turn upon the man but worried about breaking that final vow. She’d sucked his cock but like so many women I’ve known, considered blowjobs a minor offense. She hadn’t fucked him despite desperately wanting to.

“Damn it!” she whined, rising to her feet and striding from the room, heading for Martin. She passed me with a sour look. I was relieved. Her departure and return to Martin meant I could stay and watch.

After her orgasms Sara’s guilt had returned so she crawled a short distance away and covered her nakedness with a blanket. There was a lot on that woman’s mind. Not true of Beth. My wife had one thing on her mind, and that thing was many inches deep inside her. Beth would fuck herself on him several times in a row and then press her pussy all the way down, grinding her hips against his. She was going to make herself cum. I saw it on her face and heard it in the sounds she made. I was unprepared for my wife to orgasm on another man’s cock, but my dick began to rise in anticipation anyway. As Beth drew closer and closer, I got harder and harder.

Finally, she zeroed in on what felt best and rocked her hips back and forth rapidly. She held her cunt all the way down on him and rubbed her clit against his body. Her breathing turned sporadic and then an orgasm hit. Beth stuffed a nipple in his mouth and braced her hands near his head, her body shaking as she came. I was oozing precum at the sight, a long silvery strand trailing to the floor. My beloved wife was stuffed with another man’s penis, and I’ve never felt so aroused. I watched every move she made, heard every gasp and moan she made, studied every expression that crossed her face. The rest of the world peeled away and vanished. There was only Beth and that fat hard cock inside her and the heartbreaking and delicious sounds of her cumming.

Noah let her have her fun, and then carried her as he rose to his feet. He turned and planted her on her back on the floor and drove his cock all the way in, holding himself deep. Beth squirmed under him, writhing, pinned like an iridescent butterfly in a display case. His hips rose and fell as he pumped his dick in and out and they kissed, hot passionate kisses filled with lust. He scooped a hand under her butt to hold her in place while he hammered her cunt, and then slipped a finger up her ass. Beth moaned loudly, wrapping her legs around him. My wife orgasmed again, impaled on his meaty spear. His hips thrust rapidly now, and I realized he pursued an orgasm of his own.

He was going to cum in her!

My mind crumbled into bits and pieces. Beth had her arms and legs encircling the man, well aware what was about to happen and craving it, craving every drop of semen he could blast into her. He started a low moan that built slowly and then he was driving his hips against hers and holding them there, his cock fully embedded, his big balls clenching again and again as his pulsating cock pumped out buckets of sperm into her womb. Beth clawed his back, so desperate for everything he could give. This time I did stagger, stumbling against the log wall. His back slowly arched as he held his cock all the way in and spewed hot seed. My wife hugged him tightly, her snug pussy sealed around his swollen girth. He gushed semen, spurting over and over as his balls drained in her. Eventually he ran out and held himself trembling over her. Finally, he tried to get off, but she quickly gripped him with her arms and legs.

“No,” she murmured. “Just a little longer. Let me feel you in there a little longer. Men have no idea how good it feels to have someone inside.”

He relaxed, resting most of his weight on her again. My wife smiled, pinned down and stuffed full.


Chapter 8

Eventually, Beth sent her eyes around the room and found me watching. Her gaze dropped to my pulsating erection and any hint of guilt fled.

“Get off her,” Sara mumbled.

“Shut up, Sara,” Beth said. “Noah doesn’t belong to you. You’re just as married as me. It’s not my problem if Harry lets me have a one-time fling. Get over it.”

Sara turned sullen. I honestly believed what bothered her most was Beth capturing that big load. Sara had wanted it for herself. Noah lifted his body off my wife and all eyes went to his implanted snake. We watched that python slowly slither free, followed by seeping sperm. Beth instinctively pinched her labia closed and I gasped at the implications, deeply thrilled. His cock was a gleaming beast, shiny with her excitement. Veins still stood out along the length of him. I burned this erotic moment into my brain. Christ Almighty, what a fucking rush of adrenaline.

He stood over her, heavy cock swaying, and my wife reached up to give it a kiss. He held it like he was about to pee and aimed it at her mouth, which she opened for him. He slipped it in, and she sealed her lips around his circumference, sucking as she pulled her mouth down. He shivered with pleasure and pulled it out with a pop. He left her there, heading back to join Millie and Martin and Sam. Sara went with him, leaving Beth and I alone.

I moved to stand over her like he had, but my cock was still hard.

“That’s lovely,” she said, jerking her chin at my dick. “Unexpected and lovely.”

She moved to sit on her heels, her face level with my dick.

“How do you feel?” she asked. “Other than turned on.”

“I don’t know. I’m a tornado on the inside.”

She chuckled.

“I’m an incubator on the inside,” she teased.

I gasped at her comment.

“Well, maybe not,” she added, worried she may have gone too far.

The head of my cock flared with excitement. She noticed and stared at my erection for a long time. It felt good to have her eyes on me. I grew even harder.

“You love all this,” she said. “You love what I did. You love that he fucked me. Do you want to fuck me now too or just leave his sperm in there alone to rule the place?”

I groaned. She was an expert at pushing buttons I didn’t know I had.

“Fucking hell, Beth.”

She laughed.

“I am having way more fun with this than I thought I would,” she said. “We opened a door on a magical sexual kingdom, complete with its own rules and laws of nature. That avalanche was the best thing to happen to us, to our sex life.”

“Provided we survive it.”

She kissed under the tip of my pulsating dick.

“You never answered me,” she said, scooting backward and spreading her legs at my face. My eyes went instantly to her closed labia, swollen and pink.

“Do you want to fuck my pussy too?” she asked. “Before the others return. Or leave me marinating in Noah only?”

I swear her cunt sang to me. It was a Siren’s song, filling me with yearning. I’d just seen her give that pussy to another man. I’d seen him bring her to orgasm. I was conflicted in my many needs, but one thing stood out. One need was clear. The sight of that wayward pussy made my mouth water.

I pounced on that cunt and dragged my tongue over her raw clit. Beth yelped in surprise and then groaned and fell back on her elbows, spreading her knees and holding her legs in the air. I buried my tongue up her tunnel and sucked on her clit. She was sensitive, almost sore, but I gave her no respite. I attacked that unfaithful pussy, licking, nibbling, sucking, until I heard the first moan that I recognized as an approaching climax. I was driving her towards yet another orgasm and that’s what I needed from her more than anything else. I needed to make my wife cum. I licked and tortured and teased until she finally exploded, covering her mouth with both hands and squealing behind her fingers.

I kept going until she begged me to stop and only then did I heft her legs onto my shoulders and bury my throbbing penis, fucking my willful wife with desperate need. I knew I’d last no time at all, and I was right. My sperm boiled up almost immediately. I tried to stall but she clawed at my ass to pull me deep and moaned along with me. I couldn’t handle it. I groaned and ejaculated deep inside her. I poured my soul into that woman, shocked at the intensity and ferocity of my climax. Some deeply buried part of my mind had awakened and now fueled an orgasmic intensity I’d never felt before. Before this moment every orgasm in my life had been with my body. This was an orgasm of the mind, a hundred times more powerful and involving every nerve I had. Sperm shot out of me with force, thumping against her inner walls, mixing with Noah’s seed to join the hunt for her egg. It was like liquid fire blasted from my cock.

I crumpled at the end, struggling to breathe, arms weak, legs trembling. I knew I was addicted in that instant, just like a junkie taking his first hit of heroin and seeing his future dependent life stretching out before him. I would want this high again, and soon, and I knew Beth would too. 

It took me a moment to realize she was speaking.

“—good, Baby?” she asked. “Was it? It sounded really good. Was it good, Baby?”

My whole body tingled.

“It was amazing,” I mumbled. “Unreal. Unreal.”

We both helped the other to stand. I was rocked, dazed, and bewildered. When the others burst into our room and Sara cried out that Sam ran away and left us buried, I barely understood what was happening.


Chapter 9

Sara was babbling. I plucked enough words out of the cloud she threw at me to deduce the tunnel had collapsed and sealed itself but had only momentarily trapped Sam’s leg. Millie saw him yank it free, dragging the long rope of clothing with him. Snow and ice had rushed in and the whole passageway had buckled, blocking our exit.

“Is Sam Okay?” Beth asked.

“Abandoned!” Sara wailed. “Forsaken!”

“But is Sam okay?” Beth asked again.

Sara was annoyed by the question.

“Yes,” she sneered. “Sam is okay. Sam got away. Sam got out of this hellhole and left us to our fate. Do I need to point out he took all our clothes with him? What are we supposed to do? Walk around naked?”

“Wrap a blanket around yourself if being nude bothers you that much,” Beth said. “You have a nice body, Sara. Get over it. How do you know Sam hasn’t gone to get help? Maybe he saw rescuers on the mountainside and ran to get help?”

We all turned to Sara.

“He hates me,” she said. “We can’t stand each other. We fight over everything. This is the perfect opportunity for him to get out of this marriage. Leave me down here to die and then say he did all he could to save me.”

“You need to calm down,” Millie told her. “Maybe you guys are having some marital trouble, but I don’t believe Sam would do that to all of us. Even if he doesn’t like you, he wouldn’t sacrifice all of us too.”

“You don’t know him like I do.”

Millie lost interest in Sara’s outburst. We all did. Martin looked directly at Noah’s soft cock and then at his lovely bride. He took Millie’s elbow and led her away from the group. They spoke in low voices. Beth took my hand and led me away too, finding a corner where we had a little privacy.

“You’ve had some time,” she said. “How are you feeling now?”

I shrugged.

“Why do you ask?” I said. “Is it guilt over what you have done or is it fear over how little guilt you actually feel right now?  Your nipples look like diamonds, your pussy is drooling cum, and your expression says you just discovered the taste of chocolate and can’t wait for another piece.”

She was unaware she mindlessly played with a nipple. She was supposedly worried about my feelings, but were my hurt feelings now a part of her kink and enjoyment?  How far down this new road were we already? She laughed, catching herself.

“If I’m honest,” she said. “I ask because I’m still horny and craving more. I’ll keep those feelings to myself if what I did has hurt you, but I’d rather talk about what we’ve discovered.”

“What we’ve discovered?”

“Yes,” she said. “Tell me how you’re feeling. What have you learned about yourself. I know I’ve learned a lot about myself in the last hour.”

I cleared my throat. She was boldly forging ahead. I admired her. She’d found something she loved and wanted more of, and she was pursuing boldly it. Why not? We’ve always been honest with each other. Why should this new thing be treated any different? She was right. Bravely forging ahead was the correct path.

“I like to watch,” I admitted. “I never knew that about myself.”

“That’s wonderful to hear. Can I fuck him again?”

“Already?”

She lifted one shoulder and dropped it, acting coy.

“Why not?” she asked.

“You just called it a one-time thing.”

“I may have spoken too soon.”

I had to laugh. Fuck she’s charming.

“I doubt he’s recovered,” I said, trying to back away from the subject.

“But when he is, can I? I’ll make sure to include you.”

Heat rose in me. It was the most amazing thing. My wife was asking if she could fuck another man and my body and mind screamed yes. She saw me wavering.

“I will make sure you’re included,” she said. “I promise. It will be more like we’re doing it and not just I’m doing it.”

“Wait. I just realized you’re thinking beyond this cabin. You mean when we return to our usual lives.”

“Yes. How badly do you want me right now? I can see your lust for me in your eyes. I feel the same way about you. I want to get fucked by him again but that also makes me want more and hotter sex with you. This is the shot in the arm our marriage needed. We never would have discovered this with the routines we lived. That mountain collapsed and changed everything. You like to watch. You like to watch me take dick. Watch him fuck me again, Baby. I want it, and I will find it more exciting because you’re watching me. I’ll be fucking him for myself, but I’ll also be fucking him for you. How hot is that? Every time he touches me it will be something we share.”

I hesitated but the truth is I wanted to see it again already. Beth looked beyond sexy when she fucked. I’d never seen her like that because I was always the one doing the fucking. Our entrapment had provided me the opportunity to see Beth in action, and holy shit my wife was hot. That’s just the simple truth.

“Let’s do it,” I hissed.

Her face lit up. She knew I meant it.


Chapter 10

But fatigue won. She was ready for more and so was I, but the group stayed tight, worried about Sam, discussing our next plan. We ate some food and panicked a little when we saw how our piles had dwindled. We debated who would be the next to try to dig out and how we could fashion blankets around them for protection. The specter of our very real danger hovered over us.

Eventually, we all fell asleep, naked, under our blankets. Food rationing had all our stomachs growling and if Sam did not come through for us, we’d need to take some really big risks.

Sara was still upset about Beth stealing Noah’s load, so she moved her sleeping pad away from us. Beth and I, plus Martin, Millie, and Noah, all moved closer to each other, sharing blankets. Our combined body heat kept us toasty against the encroaching cold. Sharing blankets had other benefits too. I felt naked Beth against my body, but I also sometimes felt naked Millie. I understood that meant Beth was feeling naked Martin and naked Noah, but my new outlook pulled the teeth from that threat. Now I hoped they did try touching her. I imagined the thrill Beth experienced each time Martin or Noah brushed against her body. I got excited under there. I grew hard. I was sure the other men did too.

I decided to spike my arousal by leaving them alone while I made a trip to the bathroom. By the time I returned, Noah had scooted closer to Beth, filling my space. I found a spot closer to the edge but decided to wrap myself in a shawl and sit with my back against the log wall.

I quickly realized that while everyone pretended to be asleep, nobody actually was. The tension in the room was thick. Noah and Martin had Beth and Millie all to themselves, and the women knew it. I waited and watched, practically holding my breath for what I knew was surely coming. Beth quickly forgot that I’d left to use the restroom and scooted closer to Noah. To my surprise, Martin followed her from behind, inching forward with her.

Beth, startled by something in the dark, softly gasped. I wondered what caused it. She followed the gasp with a soft moan and my curiosity got the better of me. I moved close enough to lift the edge of their blanket. I felt like something was happening again already. This was a horny group.

All three of them lay on their side, Beth in the middle facing Noah, Martin behind her. Martin had covered her mouth with his hand. My wife had her legs closed, but Noah was close enough to push his stiff cock through her gap. At least, that’s what he’d done at first. Beth had reached down to pull him into position. The next time he eased his hips forward, his cock had pushed into her slick pussy despite her closed legs. He now fucked my wife with short, slow strokes.

Behind her, Martin had drawn close too. I didn’t realize how close until he pushed his hips forward and her body moved. Mother of God! She had both men in her at the same time! I couldn’t tell if Martin was entering her ass and Noah claimed her pussy, or if she’d guided both men into her cunt together, which would have been amazing given how thick they are, but possible, considering how wet she must be. They all fought to stay silent, but small gasps and groans escaped anyway.

I lifted the blanket higher, making Noah aware of my return. He paused a moment, awaiting my reaction, and then continued when I did nothing but stare. I pulled the blanket aside and leaned close, bringing my face near Beth’s pussy. Her stretched hole held both men together, sopping wet and gliding back and forth. Both men in her cunt! The dim light revealed few details, but I could see their thick and veiny shafts sliding against each other and her slick walls.

“Is she taking both men?” Millie whispered, creeping up on me and making me jump when she spoke.

“Yes.”

Beth’s head snapped in my direction at the sound of my voice. Now she knew I was watching her. She groaned with lust. Millie got down on the floor with me, her face next to mine, like two kids at a slumber party. We stared at the stiff poles gliding in and out, the large balls rolling in their sacks.

“This is worth some light,” she said, pushing a button on her phone and providing a dim illumination.

Beth’s hole overflowed with cock.

“Are you okay with this?” I asked Millie.

She touched my hand.

“Yes, thank you for asking. I gave Beth to Martin in exchange for me and Noah.”

I had questions for her but now was not the time. Millie and I crouched there on the floor, watching our spouses take a new lover. She held my hand. The twin veiny pillars pumped slowly, harmonizing their probes into my wife, reaching into Beth and causing her to writhe. Millie stretched her neck and sucked one of Noah’s testicles, feeling the man move as he fucked. I couldn’t pull my gaze away from Beth’s elongated cunt. Martin’s hand prevented me from hearing my wife’s moans and groans, but I was sure there were plenty. Millie returned to my side.

“Do you wish that was you?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Martin says he won’t be able to handle it. When I fuck Noah, he won’t be there. He says he doesn’t even want to know about it. Nothing.”

I turned to watch those big cocks fuck my woman.

“I love knowing about it,” I mumbled.

The men picked up speed and we soon heard a smothered orgasm from Beth. Her hips could not stay still. The guys fucked her a while longer and she came again and then Martin withdrew his stiff cock from her pussy and planted the fat head over her butthole. Millie shot me a look.

“She does anal?” Millie whispered.

“Not really.”

“Martin loves it. Beth will learn to, just like I did.”

I pictured Millie taking cock up her ass. My dick stiffened.

“You can remove your hand, Martin,” I said. “We’re all awake.”

Martin pressed forward and Beth groaned loudly as that thick cock began to crawl up her ass. Good God, I was floored. Her tight sphincter expanded around his girth and swallowed his penis. Her pussy was a tight seal around Noah’s erection. The guys were out of sync briefly but soon figured out what worked. Now the men pumped at their own speed, chasing their own pleasure, and Beth was rocked back and forth between them. Martin pushed his dick deep and Noah realized his intent and pushed his too, feeding more and more penis into Beth’s body. My wife moaned as the men slid deeper until she broke and wailed, overcome by how much fat and hard cock she suddenly found stuffed inside her.

“Jesus Christ!” she cried

“Leave him out of it!” Sara growled from behind the couch.

Beth’s howl was a cry of surrender to those men, and they turned merciless, each desiring to fuck Beth into oblivion. Noah pumped his cock fast and then slow while Martin held a strong and steady pace, plunging deep up her ass before withdrawing, holding a heartbeat and then plunging again. Noah feasted on the tits in his face and Martin covered Beth’s nape and shoulders with hot kisses and little bites and nibbles. Millie squirmed next to me, imagining, as only a woman could in that situation, what Beth was feeling. My wife lifted her head just enough to see over Noah’s shoulder. Our eyes met and held, and a bolt of pure erotic charge fired between us.

She was fucking them for herself.

She was fucking them for me.

We truly saw each other in that moment. I’ve never felt so connected to her.

Noah’s cock hit an angle that must have dragged his stiff dick across her clit because Beth’s eyes flared wide open and then rolled back into her head. She groaned loudly and melted right before me. The men had their hands roaming her body and my wife just gave herself up to all of it, all the touching and thrusting and powerful sensations.

“She’s going to cum,” Sara whispered, reverently, way too close to my ear.

Millie and I jumped out of our skins. Sara had crept up unnoticed, watching events over my shoulder.

“You’re right, Sara,” Millie said. “She’s going to cum.”

“I like cumming,” Sara added. “I like it a lot. I didn’t know that.”

“We all like cumming,” Millie said. “Did you not have orgasms before?”

“No.”

“Aaaaagggh!” Beth cried out. “Fuuuuuuuck meeeeee!”

It was too much for Martin. He lost control. He held my wife around the waist and fucked her little asshole hard and then trumpeted like an elephant as his ejaculate spurt from his cock inside her rectum. He roared again and then again, jet after jet of steaming semen blasting up her firm ass. My dick grew hard as steel watching him empty his balls in her. She went limp, ragdoll, happy to be used however these men wished. Noah lifted her leg to point at the ceiling and drove his cock as deep as he could get it, over and over. He buried his face between her tits and soon gushed a gallon of jizz into her, flooding her insides, spurting directly into her womb.

Sara grabbed my dick, finding me stiff.

“I knew it!” she laughed. “You love whoring out Beth.”

“Don’t make me slap you, Sara,” Millie snapped. “It’s not whoring.”

Martin withdrew his dick and Millie hurried to his side. They kissed and she quickly led him away. Noah rolled Beth onto her back and held his dick all the way in, final spurts splashing against her cervix. Beth clawed at him, begging for everything. Her eyes darted sideways at me, and a weak smile spread.

Sara needed to be involved and crawled forward, lapping at Noah’s big balls like a puppy. Noah grunted with every lick she planted. He lifted a leg to grant her better access and Sara burrowed deeper into the space where Noah and Beth’s bodies merged. I was happy to see Sara go after what she wanted.

But then the front door burst open.

Wind howled and snow flew inside. White flashlight search beams shot all around the dark room. Beth clutched Noah. Noah inadvertently pinned Sara with his leg.

“Sara!” Sam yelled, flanked by men in bright red and yellow clothing.

His eyes landed on his wife, naked and on the floor, nestled between Beth and Noah, with Noah’s big nut sack in her mouth. Sam’s expression changed from desperation to a mix of hurt and anger.

“You suck his dick, but you won’t suck mine?” he yelled, angry.

The rescue team rushed into the room trailing guide ropes. They opened sealed packs containing blankets and pulled us apart, wrapping the blankets around each of us. If they felt any judgements finding survivors locked in a carnal orgy, they didn’t show it. They said reassuring things and bundled us up, leading us out the door and to the waiting medical people.


Chapter 11

The rescue teams had set up a base camp close to our cabin. Everyone pulled from the avalanche was taken to it. There were plenty of injuries, but, thankfully, no lives were lost. Noah reconnected with his ski buddies. Some of them were even part of the rescue operation. They’d seen where Noah got trapped and had directed the rescuers close. They were thrilled to find each other. Noah introduced us all around and I saw Beth give one of them a flirtatious look. Oh boy. So, this is how it was going to be.

Noah wanted our phone numbers because he said the trauma left him feeling connected to us. Right. I think a cabin full of hot and horny women connected him to us, but perhaps I’m being a cynic. Beth got his number, but so did Sara. I even spied Millie secretly obtaining the man’s digits. I wondered which woman would fuck him first.

My money was on Beth.

Sara and Sam had a screaming match as soon as we stepped into the recovery tent. They aired it out, both telling the other exactly what they felt. It was probably their first honest exchange in decades. I doubt their marriage will survive.

Martin and Millie left our group right away, standing by a far wall, talking fast and gesturing frequently. I wondered if Martin was trying to back out of his arrangement with Millie, now that he’d gotten to fuck Beth’s ass. Seems unfair. I was sure Millie would insist on claiming her prize. If not Noah, then some other hot stud. They might be newlyweds, but Millie wants what Millie wants. Beth and I have no such conflict. She took me aside by the first aid station and showed me Noah’s number after she got it. She gave me a sly look. I told her I wanted to be there when it happened.

“You sure?” she teased. “I got his friend’s number too. Colt. Noah told me they’ve spit roasted a few women in their day. I had to ask him what spit roasted meant. It means—”

“I know what it means,” I interrupted. “Why would I want to miss that?”

“Noah says it gets pretty intense.”

“I like intense.”

“That’s what I’ve come to know about you, Harry. Noah asked if you were into sucking cock. Colt made one husband suck his cock until he was hard, then used that hard dick to fuck the guy’s wife. I told him I doubted you’d be interested in any of that.”

“Yup. You guessed correctly.”

“Are you sure? I think it would be hot to see you make hard the dick that’ll be used to fuck me.”

“No thanks. How did Colt make a husband do that?”

“Noah fucked the wife first, getting her all worked up and close to orgasm. Then he stopped and Colt told the wife to tell her husband to suck or neither of them would fuck her. Total mind games. Total power trip. The wife begged her husband to do it and he did. Bastards. They just wanted to see if they could make him.”

“And used his wife against him? Harsh. That’s too much humiliation for me.”

“As you wish. I’m only now beginning to understand how diverse and complex a sex life can be. We’ve lived a narrow sex life up to now. I’m excited for our future.”

She was. I saw it behind her sparkling eyes.


Chapter 12

The hiss of carbon fiber against fresh powder is a sound I can never get enough of. Beth dug her skis at the last moment, showering Sara and Millie with snow.

“Bitch!” Sara laughed, sheltering the cup in her hand. “I’m drinking really good hot chocolate here!”

We all chuckled. Colt, Noah, and me on one side with Beth, Sara, and Millie on the other. Sam was back at the new cabin, making us lunch. After our ordeal we all agreed the best thing to do was get back up on the horse, so to speak, and book another ski trip. When Martin found out Colt and Noah would meet us on the mountain, he declined to come. I worried about his feelings. Millie reassured me, saying fair is fair. Like Beth said: their marriage is not my business.

“Lunch?” Beth asked the group.

I smiled. She said lunch, but we all knew what she meant. We’d been skiing all morning, flirting, touching, even kissing. Beth was horny and ready to head for the cabin to fuck. Colt had arrived late last night and the tension between him and my wife had grown steadily. So had the tension between Noah, Sara, and Millie. Sara had shed her religious doctrine in the days after the avalanche. Martin had tried to talk his wife out of her follow-through with Noah, but Millie would not be denied. Martin had his way with Beth. Now it was Millie’s turn to get what she wanted. Martin hated the idea but what could he do?

“Lunch,” I agreed, knowing in truth I was giving a green light to my wife.

She popped her skis off and collected them under an arm. She came to stand by my side. I put my arm around her shoulders. Colt ran his eyes from her feet to her face and then grinned. He knew she was his for the taking. I got an adrenaline rush, knowing what awaited us back in the cabin.

Noah took Sara and Millie’s hands and started walking. Colt boldly came and took Beth’s hand, leading her away. My wife glanced at me to see if I would fight the blatant theft, but I didn’t. I swallowed hard and allowed the man to steal her. Our group headed for our shiny new cottage, my sexual tension increasing with every crunch of my snow boots.

Sam was in the kitchen, preparing our meal. He and Sara had some terrific fights after our rescue. I thought their marriage was over. But the more truths they shouted at each other, the closer they became. In the end Sam acknowledged he wanted Sara to lead the marriage and himself to follow. She hasn’t made him suck a dick yet, but I suspect she will. Sam will love it. He’s a true submissive who has been trying to lead a life he thought he was supposed to lead. I should have known something was up when I saw the way he looked at naked Martin and naked Noah. Sam was as drawn to their cocks as the women were.

“You guys ready to eat?” he called out, happy to see us.

“I am,” Sara said. “But not food. Not yet.”

She turned on Noah and sank to her knees right in front of her husband. Sam froze. Sara drew down Noah’s zipper and fished around inside for the man’s penis, easing the thick tube of meat out the opening. Millie grinned.

“You’re going to share,” she said. “I hope you know that.”

Both women giggled. Millie joined Sara on her knees and together they fastened their mouths to the shaft, sucking and licking along his length. Beth watched for a heartbeat or two and then turned to me. She was breathing through parted lips, already aroused. She leaned in, kissing me while still holding Colt’s hand. My heart was thumping. This was all so deliberate, all so planned.

The calculated nature of what we were about to do carried an extra charge. All the sex while we were trapped had an air of spontaneity to it. It was all just wild and reckless fun. What we did now was designed and premeditated, and that gave everything a heavy electric rush. My wife wanted to fuck this hung stud and I was going to let her. Jesus. My head spun just from the thought.

Sam returned to the kitchen for last minute touches on the lunch he’d prepared. Sara and Millie rose and led Noah to one of the bedrooms. They closed the door. Beth looked me in the eyes and kissed me again, eyes open this time, and slipped her hand away from Colt’s to caress the front of his ski pants. He’s no dummy. He unzipped and pulled his fat cock out, placing it gently on her palm. With eyes still locked to mine, she began to gently tug his long shank.

“Don’t ask me to suck it,” I joked.

“I won’t,” she purred. “But I will need you to guide it inside me, when we all agree the time is right.”

I swear my skin caught fire. How was she so good at this game? She’s a natural, toying with me while openly and honestly pursuing what she wants. I pulled my gaze away from his cock in her hand and met her eyes again. I thought we’d head for our bedroom but no, no time for that. She wanted us out in the open where any of our friends could walk by.

Colt is cast from the same mold as Noah, a hot stud with a great body, but Colt has black hair and blue eyes, and Beth has no defenses against either. The dude whipped off his jacket and shirt and unsnapped his pants. In less than a minute, he was nude. Beth finally looked away from me and sent her gaze roaming his body, thrilled by her good fortune.

“Undress me, Harry,” she said.

It was a request that I present my naked wife to this man. I started with her boots. In minutes she was bare like him.

“Now yourself,” she said.

I began to strip. I was not looking forward to the obvious comparison with him. Our penises would be side by side. The contrast would be observable. As my boxers hit the floor and I stepped out of them, my traitorous penis began to rise, apparently enjoying all the ways I did not measure up to him. I still haven’t discovered everything about this kink that turns me on. I can now add losing the size battle to that list. Beth had me stand next to the man just like I knew she would. She brought both cocks to her mouth, sucking first on his for a while, before shifting to mine and then back to him. We both rose to fully erect quickly, but he was so much bigger.

“What a gorgeous sight,” Beth said, giddy. “Husband and lover, ready.”

My dick throbbed. I stared at his more than my own. That beast was going to open Beth up and spread her wide before ejaculating a gallon of hot sperm from those big testicles. My wife backed away and left our two dicks just pulsating in the open air. Her eyes darted from his to mine to his. She chuckled.

“I had big plans to drag this out and make it last,” she said. “But I am way too horny for that shit.”

She left us standing there and moved to the pool table, lying on her back and opening her legs at us. She fully reclined and hung her head off the table and opened her mouth.

“I want Colt inside me,” she said. “And my husband in my mouth.”

Colt and I looked at each other. He smiled with those sparkling blue eyes. We both hurried to Beth. He lifted her legs onto his shoulders, and I crouched at his feet, planting a kiss on my wife’s steaming pussy. I used my tongue to part her labia and then tasted her soaked insides. God, she was so ready for him. He flexed his hips and his cock head got dangerously close to my face, so I licked and sucked her pussy a little more and then, just like she’d asked me to, I grabbed his cock around the root and pulled him forward, guiding him like a lance between her pussy lips and half an inch in. Beth gasped and then moaned, and I tugged on his cock, sinking more inches and making my wife swoon.

He took over and held her hips in place and eased the rest of his thick cock into her guts. I left my place at his feet and hurried around the corner of the table to feed my pretty wife my dick. Her mouth was hot and wet, but not as hot and wet as her pussy. I knew that after one look at Colt’s face. He watched his dick disappearing inside my wife, amazed that a woman could feel so good. I held her head and stuffed my cock, trying to reach her throat. My balls dragged across her face.

Colt and I hit a rhythm, in and out at roughly the same time. Beth moaned beneath us, servicing two men together. I grabbed handfuls of breasts to help hold her in place and began fucking her mouth like it was a cunt. My eyes were glued to his thick dick pushing her pussy wide as he plunged in and out. Beth’s small sounds built louder until she was moaning and groaning.

I pinched both nipples at the same time and that set her off. My wife orgasmed all over that fat cock in her pussy, screeching around a mouth filled with dick. I watched her climax and marveled at the intensity and realized in a flash that while I loved the pleasure of her mouth, I’d love watching and slowly stroking even more. I withdrew my penis and pulled over a chair, taking a seat close to witness his fat and veiny cock gliding in and out.

I don’t know what the future holds for us, but nobody does. What I do know is I love watching her get fucked, and she loves having my eyes on her. We owed that avalanche a lot.

I settled into my comfy chair and took my dick in hand. Beth was confused for a moment and then realized she had Colt all to herself. Her husband wanted to watch more than he wanted to participate. She loved the idea, reaching up for the man and pulling him down for a hot and sultry kiss. I might have been worried about her connection to him, but I sensed he was merely one in a long line of men to come. He palmed her full tit and pushed his tongue into her mouth at the same time he sank his stiff inches into her cunt and my wife groaned with pleasure, delighted to be taken, thrilled to have my eyes locked on her.

She fucked him for herself, but she also fucked him for me.

She’d probably fuck Noah the same way tomorrow. After Noah, who knows? I don’t know their names, but I know they are out there, waiting, moving through their lives unaware that an avalanche named Beth is racing down the mountainside to sweep them away. I can’t wait, and neither can she.

End.
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