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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

The storm had finally surrendered.

After weeks of savage blizzards that had buried the Alpine Academy under a white tomb, the sky cracked open for the first time. Pale sunlight filtered through the tall windows of the grand ballroom, weak but real. Outside, the mountain was still locked in snow, but the distant rumble of plows echoed up the pass like a warning. Freedom was coming. And with it, the end of their private paradise.

Inside, the air was thick with the scent of sex, candle wax, and woodsmoke. The ballroom had become their temple of lust — high vaulted ceilings, crystal chandeliers glowing low, massive stone fireplace roaring with fresh logs. Hundreds of pillar candles flickered across every surface, casting golden light over the thick Persian rugs dragged into the center of the room. Silk sheets and velvet cushions lay scattered like an invitation to sin.

Carter Michaels stood in the middle of it all, naked, his broad Midwest shoulders gleaming with a light sheen of sweat. At twenty-two he was built strong from years of farm work and mountain hiking — thick chest, powerful arms, and a heavy cock already half-hard just from the way six pairs of hungry eyes devoured him.

The women circled him slowly, naked and unashamed.

Elena Voss moved first — the 39-year-old headmistress, tall and athletic, her dark-blonde hair loose down her back. Her firm large breasts swayed with each step, toned abs flexing, long powerful legs carrying her with elegant command. Years of suppressed hunger burned in her green eyes as she stopped inches from him.

“Tonight we don’t hold back,” she said, voice low and husky. “No turns. No limits. We take everything you have to give… and then we beg for more.”

A shiver of raw anticipation ran through the room.

Bianca stepped forward — the voluptuous Italian goddess, olive skin glowing in the firelight. Her massive soft breasts heaved with every breath, thick thighs rubbing together, juicy round ass swaying. She pressed her plush body against Carter’s side, heavy tits squishing warmly against his arm.

Lila followed — the Swedish blonde bombshell, platinum waves cascading over her shoulders, wide hips rolling seductively. Her heavy swaying tits and soft belly pressed against his other side, plush curves molding to him like she never wanted to let go.

Katarina moved in from behind — thick Russian beauty with auburn curls and generous soft rolls. Her full heavy breasts brushed his back as she wrapped strong arms around his waist, greedy hands sliding down to stroke his thickening cock.

Amelie and Sophia completed the circle — the toned French firecracker and athletic German powerhouse. Amelie’s lean abs and perky tits pressed against his thigh while Sophia’s powerful glutes and high firm breasts brushed his other leg. Their sculpted bodies were taut with need, long legs and strong thighs flexing with barely contained hunger.

Carter’s heart pounded. He could feel the raw emotion in the air — not just lust, but something deeper. These women had claimed him completely during the long isolation. He had become their protector, their pleasure, their everything. And tonight, with the outside world creeping closer, the desperation made every touch feel electric.

Elena dropped to her knees first — elegant and commanding even on the floor. She looked up at him with dark, possessive eyes and took his thick cock into her mouth in one smooth motion. Her tongue swirled expertly around the head while her athletic thighs clenched together, already dripping.

The others followed like a wave.

Bianca and Lila pressed their massive soft tits against his chest, nipples dragging across his skin as they kissed him deeply, tongues tangling in wet, hungry chains. Their plush bellies and wide hips ground against him, soft and warm.

Katarina knelt behind him, thick curves pressing into his back as she kissed and licked down his spine, hands cupping his ass.

Amelie and Sophia dropped to their knees on either side — toned bodies flexing as they licked and sucked along his shaft whenever Elena pulled back, their tongues meeting in sloppy, filthy kisses around his cock.

The build-up was slow and torturous. Moans filled the ballroom. The fire crackled. Candles flickered. Carter’s hands roamed — gripping Bianca’s juicy ass, squeezing Lila’s heavy tits, threading fingers through Elena’s hair as she deep-throated him with practiced hunger.

Tension coiled tighter with every passing minute. The women’s bodies grew slick with sweat and arousal. Whispers of “don’t stop,” “fill me,” and “we need you” mixed with desperate gasps. They were no longer just horny — they were addicted. The thought that this might be one of their last nights trapped together made every touch feel raw and emotional.

Elena finally stood, lips shiny, and pushed Carter down onto the pile of cushions.

“Tonight we take everything,” she whispered, voice trembling with need.

The mega-orgy exploded.

Bianca straddled his face first — plush thighs clamping his head as she lowered her dripping pussy onto his mouth. He plunged his tongue deep, tasting her sweetness mixed with the lingering cream from earlier. She ground down hard, massive breasts bouncing, moaning loudly in Italian.

Lila mounted his cock — voluptuous body sinking down, soft walls gripping him like velvet. She rode slow at first, heavy tits swaying, plush belly quivering with every roll of her hips. Then faster — slapping wetly against him as she chased her pleasure.

Katarina and Amelie took his hands — thick Russian and toned French guiding his fingers into their soaked pussies, riding his digits while they kissed each other hungrily over his body.

Sophia straddled his chest — powerful glutes flexing as she ground her tight pussy against his sternum, high firm breasts in his reach so he could squeeze and pinch her stiff nipples.

Elena watched for a moment like a conductor, then joined — straddling one of his thighs, rubbing her slick folds along hard muscle while fingering herself.

The room filled with the sounds of pure lust — wet slapping, desperate moans, filthy whispers. Bodies moved in a writhing, sweaty mass. Creampies from earlier leaked and mixed as they rode him. The contrast was intoxicating: soft plush curves smothering him from every angle while toned athletic bodies flexed and ground with powerful need.

Carter lost count of how many times he came — flooding Lila’s plush pussy, then Katarina’s greedy depths, then Amelie’s tight channel. Each load was immediately claimed — tongues lapping, fingers scooping, mouths sharing thick white seed in messy, emotional kisses.

Hours blurred. Sweat poured. The fire roared higher as they fed it logs between rounds. Emotions ran raw — tears of overwhelming pleasure mixed with desperate kisses. They weren’t just fucking. They were claiming each other before the mountain let them go.

Then Elena’s voice cut through the haze.

“The snowcat.”

She stood on shaky legs, cum still dripping down her toned thighs.

“In the garage. Old, but it runs. If we can clear even part of the access road tonight… we might see the valley. We might see freedom.”

A heavy silence fell.

The women looked at Carter — eyes shining with lust, love, and fear of losing this perfect isolation.

Carter’s chest tightened. He didn’t want to leave either.

But the mountain had other plans.

They dressed quickly — parkas thrown over naked skin, boots pulled on. Roped together again for safety. The garage was freezing. The ancient snowcat roared to life after several tries, diesel fumes mixing with the cold air.

They piled in — Elena driving, Carter beside her, the others crammed in the back, bodies still pressed close, hands roaming under parkas even as the machine lurched forward into the night.

The headlights cut feeble tunnels through the darkness. Wind howled. They teetered on cliff edges, treads spinning dangerously close to thousand-foot drops. Adrenaline surged. Fear mixed with the lingering high of the orgy.

After an hour of grueling work, they carved a narrow path — enough to glimpse the distant lights of the valley below.

The engine strained. Fuel was low.

Elena killed the motor.

Silence crashed in.

She turned to Carter, eyes dark with emotion.

“We could leave tomorrow,” she whispered. “Or… we could stay buried a little longer.”

The women in the back leaned forward — soft breasts and toned bodies pressing against him from behind.

Bianca’s voice was husky. “We choose you. Again.”

Lila kissed his neck. “Stay with us.”

Katarina growled. “One more night.”

Amelie and Sophia nodded, hands already sliding under his parka.

Elena’s lips curved into a predatory smile.

“Then back to the ballroom. The avalanche isn’t over yet.”

They turned the snowcat around — heading back up the mountain, hearts pounding with relief and fresh hunger.

The master suite waited.

And so did the rest of the night.


Chapter Two

The snowcat’s engine had barely cooled when they stumbled back into the grand ballroom, still buzzing, still dripping.

Carter’s legs felt like rubber. His cock hung heavy and slick between his thighs, coated in a shiny mix of six different women. The air smelled of sex, sweat, and woodsmoke. The massive fireplace still roared, flames dancing over the scattered cushions and silk sheets that bore the evidence of their earlier mega-orgy — wet spots, creamy trails, the faint scent of raw creampies.

No one spoke at first.

They simply gravitated toward him.

Bianca was the first to reach him — the voluptuous Italian goddess, her thick thighs still trembling. She pressed her plush, soft body against his front, massive breasts squishing warmly into his chest, her round belly molding to his abs. “Don’t say it yet,” she whispered, voice thick. “Just… hold us.”

Lila followed on his left — Swedish blonde curves wrapping around him, heavy swaying tits pillowing against his arm, wide hips grinding softly. Katarina came from behind — thick Russian beauty pressing her full, soft rolls and heavy breasts into his back, strong arms circling his waist.

Amelie and Sophia flanked him — toned French firecracker and athletic German powerhouse, their lean, sculpted bodies flexing as they pressed in tight. Amelie’s long flexible legs tangled with his, Sophia’s powerful thighs and high firm breasts grounding him.

Elena was last. The sophisticated headmistress stepped in front, tall and athletic, her firm large breasts brushing his chest as she cupped his face with both hands. Her green eyes were glassy.

“The plows are coming,” she said, voice cracking for the first time since the avalanche trapped them. “By morning the pass will be open. Phones will work. The world… will want us back.”

A heavy silence fell. Carter felt it in his chest — the weight of weeks of pure, raw connection. These six women had become his entire universe. Curvy softness and toned strength, desperate moans and quiet laughter in the dark. He had filled them, claimed them, been claimed by them in every possible way. The thought of stepping back into normal life made something inside him ache.

Bianca’s thick fingers traced his jaw. “You became everything to us, Carter.”

Lila kissed his neck, soft lips trembling. “I don’t want to go back to being just another rich girl in a cold apartment.”

Katarina’s greedy hands slid down to cup his cock, stroking him slowly back to hardness. “Stay inside us a little longer.”

Slow, desperate touching began. Hands roamed — fingers dipping between still-swollen folds, scooping thick leftover creampies and feeding them to waiting mouths. Kisses turned deep and emotional. Bianca and Lila pressed their massive soft tits together around his arm while they kissed him. Amelie and Sophia dropped to their knees, licking his shaft clean with tender, worshipful tongues. Elena watched for a moment, then joined — her athletic body sliding against his as she whispered against his lips, “We fell in love with our stud.”

The touching grew hotter, more urgent. Carter’s cock stiffened fully in Katarina’s hand. He pulled Elena into a deep kiss while Bianca and Lila sucked on his neck. Fingers plunged into dripping pussies — curvy and toned alike — drawing soft, needy moans.

But they didn’t fuck again. Not yet.

Elena finally pulled back, eyes shining. “One more run. We try to break through to the valley tonight. If we make it… we celebrate properly down below. If we don’t…” She smiled, sad and hungry at the same time. “Then we come back here and never leave.”

They geared up in silence — parkas thrown over naked skin for quick access, boots laced, ropes knotted. No underwear. No bras. Just raw bodies underneath layers, ready for whatever came.

The garage was freezing. The ancient snowcat coughed, then roared to life with a guttural growl. Elena took the wheel. Carter sat shotgun. The four others crammed into the back cab — bodies pressed tight, hands already wandering under parkas.

They plunged into the night.

The journey was pure chaos.

Headlights cut narrow tunnels through darkness and swirling snow. The machine lurched and bucked over drifts. Wind screamed like a living thing. Twice they nearly slid off the narrow shelf road — treads spinning inches from thousand-foot drops. Fresh mini-avalanches roared past, white walls hissing by the windows.

Inside the cab, fear and lust collided.

Bianca climbed into Carter’s lap first — parka open, massive soft breasts spilling out as she sank down onto his cock. The snowcat jolted hard and she moaned loudly, plush pussy gripping him tight. “Don’t leave us,” she gasped between thrusts, thick thighs trembling.

Lila pressed in from the side — heavy tits in his face as she kissed him desperately. “I need you forever.”

Katarina reached between them — thick fingers rubbing Bianca’s clit while Carter pumped up into her. The curvy Italian came hard, walls spasming, milking a thick creampie from him mid-bump. Warm seed overflowed, dripping down his balls as the snowcat fishtailed.

Amelie took the next turn — toned legs straddling him reverse, flexible body bouncing hard despite the rough ride. Her tight athletic pussy clenched around him like a fist. Sophia stroked his balls from the side, whispering, “Fill her deep. Mark us before the world takes you back.”

He did — erupting inside Amelie with a groan, hot ropes flooding her as the machine teetered on another cliff edge.

Elena drove one-handed the whole time — her other hand occasionally reaching over to stroke Carter’s thigh or squeeze his balls when he wasn’t inside someone. Her voice stayed steady even as her cheeks flushed. “Hold on, my loves. Just a little farther.”

Adrenaline made every thrust feel life-or-death. Whispered confessions poured out between moans — “You saved me from loneliness,” “I’ve never felt this wanted,” “You’re ours, Carter. Even if we have to share you with the world.”

The final stretch was brutal.

A massive snow wall blocked the last narrow pass. The snowcat rammed it again and again, metal groaning, treads screaming. On the third try it broke through — bursting onto the cleared lower road just as the first pink light of dawn touched the eastern peaks.

The engine sputtered. Fuel gone. The snowcat rolled to a stop beside a remote mountain lodge, half-buried in snow.

They spilled out into the open air — laughing, crying, bodies tangling in the fresh powder.

Carter pulled them close — six women, curvy and toned, parkas open, naked skin glowing in the rising sun. He took them one by one against the warm hood of the snowcat.

Bianca first — thick thighs wrapped around his waist as he pumped deep, filling her plush pussy with a fresh, thick creampie while the sun crested the ridge.

Lila and Katarina next — side by side, bent over, soft asses presented. He moved between them, flooding both greedy holes with hot loads that dripped down thick thighs onto the snow.

Amelie and Sophia — toned bodies lifted against the machine, long legs and powerful thighs locked around him as he fucked them hard and deep, leaving their athletic pussies overflowing.

Elena was last — athletic legs wrapped tight around his waist, firm breasts pressed to his chest. She kissed him slow and deep as he thrust up into her, filling her one final time on the mountain. Thick ropes pulsed deep inside her toned core, leaking down her strong thighs as she shuddered through her climax.

They dressed properly for the first time in weeks — real clothes, zippers pulled all the way up. Phones buzzed to life. Messages flooded in.

The outside world had returned.

But first, they drove the remaining miles down to the nearest luxury resort town in a rented SUV from the lodge. Elena booked the penthouse suite under the Academy’s name — no questions asked.

As they pulled up to the opulent glass-and-stone hotel, the women leaned in for one last lingering kiss in the car — soft lips, desperate tongues, hands sliding under clothes.

Elena cupped Carter’s face, eyes shining.

“One final night,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “A proper send-off in the penthouse. Then… we face tomorrow.”

The glowing lights of the penthouse suite waited high above them.

Hearts heavy, bodies still humming, they stepped out into the crisp mountain air and walked toward the entrance together.

The avalanche was finally over.

But their story wasn’t.


Chapter Three

The penthouse suite was pure decadence.

Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped around two full walls, offering a breathtaking view of the snow-capped Alps glowing pink in the early morning light. A sprawling king-sized bed dominated the center of the main room, draped in crisp white Egyptian cotton. A sunken jacuzzi tub steamed gently in the corner, champagne chilled in a silver bucket beside it, and a private terrace overlooked the valley below. Everything smelled of fresh linen, expensive candles, and the faint trace of mountain air.

Carter stepped inside last, heart still hammering from the snowcat escape and the raw sunrise creampie celebration against the machine. The six women moved around him like they owned the space — and in that moment, they did.

Elena led the way, tall and athletic, her dark-blonde hair still tousled from the wind. She set her bag down and turned to the group, green eyes soft but burning with the same hunger that had kept them going all winter.

“Shower first,” she said quietly. “Then we eat. Then… we say goodbye the only way we know how.”

They moved to the enormous marble bathroom together.

The shower was massive — multiple rainfall heads, benches, and glass walls fogging instantly from the heat. Carter sat on the wide marble bench, stroking his cock slowly as he watched them.

The women stepped under the hot spray, bodies glistening. Soapy hands roamed freely. Bianca and Lila pressed their massive soft tits together, laughing through tears as they kissed deeply, heavy breasts sliding slick against each other. Katarina dropped to her knees between them, thick curves jiggling as she licked and sucked at both pussies, tasting the mix of earlier creampies and fresh arousal.

Amelie and Sophia tangled in the corner — toned French and athletic German bodies flexing as they scissored slowly under the water, lean abs and powerful thighs grinding, perky tits and high firm breasts brushing. Elena stood in the center like a queen, directing with soft commands while long fingers played between her own thighs.

Carter’s hand moved faster on his shaft, eyes drinking in every curve and muscle. The emotional undercurrent was thick — soft laughter mixed with quiet sniffles, whispered “I can’t believe it’s over” and “I don’t want to let you go.” Tears mixed with shower water on their cheeks.

When they finally stepped out, skin flushed and clean, they slipped into the hotel’s silky white robes — loose, easy access, belts barely tied. They carried the champagne and strawberries out to the private terrace for a candlelit dinner as the sun climbed higher.

The meal was slow and sensual.

They fed each other — plump strawberries dipped in chocolate, bites of tender steak, sips of chilled champagne passed mouth-to-mouth. Hands disappeared under the table. Bianca’s thick fingers stroked Carter’s cock while Lila’s plush thigh pressed against his. Elena’s elegant hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently. Amelie and Sophia took turns kissing him deeply while Katarina’s greedy palm worked his shaft under the silk.

Tension built like a slow-burning fuse. They all knew this was the end of the isolation, but not the end of them. Every touch carried weight — every moan, every whispered “I need you inside me one more time” felt like both goodbye and promise.

When the plates were finally cleared, Elena stood.

“Bed,” she said simply. “Now.”

The send-off exploded the moment they reached the massive king bed.

Carter was pushed down onto his back, robe ripped open. The women shed their silk in seconds.

Bianca climbed on first — voluptuous Italian goddess straddling his face, thick thighs clamping his head as she lowered her dripping pussy onto his mouth. He plunged his tongue deep, tasting her sweetness. At the same time, Lila mounted his cock — plush body sinking down, soft walls gripping him like warm velvet. She rode slow and deep, heavy tits bouncing, wide hips rolling in sensual circles.

Katarina and Amelie took his hands — thick Russian and toned French guiding his fingers into their soaked pussies, riding his digits while they kissed hungrily over his body.

Sophia straddled his chest — powerful glutes flexing as she ground her tight pussy against his sternum, high firm breasts within reach so he could squeeze and pinch her stiff nipples.

Elena watched for a moment like the conductor she was, then joined — straddling one of his thighs, rubbing her slick folds along hard muscle while she fingered herself and directed the others.

“Deeper,” she commanded softly. “Give him everything.”

The orgy became a beautiful, filthy symphony.

Carter lost track of how many times he came. He filled Lila’s plush pussy first — thick ropes pulsing deep as she ground down, overflowing down his shaft. Bianca took the next load while riding his face, her soft walls milking him while she shuddered through her climax. Katarina rode him reverse — greedy thick ass bouncing, rolls jiggling — until he pumped another hot load into her depths.

The creampie chain began in earnest.

As soon as he pulled out of one, another woman was there — tongue lapping greedily, scooping thick white seed from overflowing pussies and feeding it to the others in messy, open-mouthed kisses. Curvy girls smothered him with soft tits and plush asses while toned beauties rode him hard — flexing abs and powerful thighs working in perfect rhythm.

Toys appeared from the hotel’s discreet romance kit — sleek vibrators and a thick strap-on. DP play started with Bianca — Carter deep in her pussy while Amelie worked the strap-on into her tight ass. The voluptuous Italian moaned like she was breaking apart, thick thighs shaking as she took both.

Elena directed every moment — making Lila and Katarina scissor on the bed while Carter fucked them from behind in turn, thick loads overflowing onto grinding pussies. Slow, emotional moments wove through the filth: long eye contact with Sophia as he filled her athletic channel, whispered “I love how you feel inside me” from Amelie while tears of pleasure and sadness slipped down her cheeks.

They rotated for hours.

Carter fucked them in every combination — curvy bodies smothering him, toned bodies riding him with athletic endurance, all six women at once in a writhing pile of soft curves and hard muscle. He lost count of how many thick creampies he pumped — every pussy overflowing, every thigh glistening, every belly and breast marked with the evidence of their final night.

By the time the sky outside turned soft gold with dawn, they were exhausted, glowing, and soaked.

They collapsed together in one sweaty, creampie-soaked pile on the massive bed — bodies tangled, chests heaving, fingers still lazily stroking skin and scooping stray seed to share in soft kisses.

Carter held them all close, one arm around Elena’s athletic waist, another stroking Bianca’s thick thigh, his face buried in Lila’s platinum hair. The emotion finally broke through.

Bianca spoke first, voice thick. “This winter… you made me feel beautiful. Desired. Alive.”

Lila nuzzled his neck. “I was so lonely before you crashed into our lives. Now I know what it feels like to be wanted every single day.”

Katarina’s greedy hand rested over his heart. “You gave me more pleasure than I thought my body could handle. And more love than I thought I deserved.”

Amelie kissed his jaw, toned body pressed tight. “You taught me how good it feels to completely let go.”

Sophia’s powerful arm squeezed his waist. “You matched my strength and still made me feel safe. I’ll never forget that.”

Elena was last. The headmistress lifted her head, green eyes shining with unshed tears. She stroked his cheek with elegant fingers.

“You saved us from boredom… and you stole our hearts, Carter Michaels. Every single one of us.”

They exchanged numbers, promising summer reunions — first at the Academy, then maybe a private chalet somewhere even more remote. Carter swore he would visit. They made plans for weekends, holidays, stolen weeks whenever life allowed.

Soft, loving kisses followed — slow and deep. Final gentle creampies as a goodbye: Carter sliding into each of them one last time, slow and tender, pumping warm loads deep while they whispered promises against his lips.

When the sun was fully up, he finally dressed.

The six women walked him to the door in their silky robes, hair tousled, bodies still marked with love bites and the faint shine of dried cum on their thighs.

At the elevator, Elena pulled him into one last kiss — long, slow, full of everything they couldn’t say.

As the doors began to close, she smiled through her tears.

“The mountain will always bring you back to us.”

Carter grinned, heart full, as the elevator doors slid shut.

He was leaving the penthouse.

But he wasn’t leaving them.

Not really.

The avalanche was over.

Their story had only just begun.
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