
        
            
                
            
        

    
Harem Heat on the Frozen Peak
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Chapter One

The blizzard didn’t relent. It tightened its grip like a jealous lover, winds screaming through the eaves of the Alpine Academy, piling snow so high against the tall windows that daylight barely bled through. Three days had passed since Carter’s arrival—three days of power flickering, supplies rationed, and bodies pressed together in ways that had nothing to do with warmth.

Inside the grand lounge, the fire roared constant now, fed by logs hauled from the estate’s deep cellar. The air smelled of pine smoke, mulled wine, and sex—raw, lingering, unmistakable. Carter sat sprawled in a wide leather armchair, shirtless, sweatpants low on his hips, thick cock half-hard even at rest. Five women orbited him like moons around a planet they refused to let escape.

Madame Elena Voss stood by the tall window, arms crossed under her large firm breasts, toned body wrapped in a black cashmere sweater and leggings that clung to every sculpted curve. She watched the storm with cool detachment, but her nipples pressed hard against the wool, betraying the heat beneath.

Bianca lounged on the rug at Carter’s feet—curvy Italian goddess in nothing but an oversized silk robe that gaped open to show massive soft breasts and thick thighs parted just enough to tease the dark curls between. She traced lazy circles on his calf with one manicured nail.

Lila curled against his side—voluptuous Swedish blonde, heavy tits spilling over the edge of her low-cut thermal, plush belly pressed warm to his ribs. She nuzzled his neck, soft lips brushing skin.

Katarina knelt behind the chair—thick Russian curves on full display in a cropped tank and boy shorts, full heavy breasts straining the fabric as she massaged his shoulders with strong hands.

Amelie stretched on the opposite sofa—toned French firecracker in yoga shorts and a sports bra, long legs extended, abs flexing as she arched her back deliberately, perky tits high and nipples visible through thin fabric.

Sophia paced—athletic German strength in motion, wearing only tight compression shorts and a sports top, powerful thighs and glutes flexing with each step, high firm breasts bouncing faintly.

The generator lights dimmed again—once, twice—then went dark.

A collective groan rose.

Elena turned. “That’s it. Backup failed. We have maybe six hours before the main heat drops to unlivable.”

Carter stood. “Tunnels?”

She nodded. “Service passage under the east wing. Leads straight to the mechanical room. Generator’s there—needs a manual reset and fuel top-off. But the tunnels are narrow, old, unheated. Ice on the walls. One wrong step…”

“I’m going,” he said. “Who’s with me?”

All five volunteered at once.

Elena raised a hand. “Four. Rope line. I lead. Carter second. Sophia third for strength. Bianca fourth—extra weight helps anchor. Amelie last—flexible if we need to squeeze through tight spots.”

Lila and Katarina pouted but stayed behind to tend the fire and prepare the pool room—already whispering about “rewards.”

They geared light: headlamps, gloves, thin thermal layers under parkas, climbing rope knotted at waists. Carter felt the rope tug as Elena clipped in front—her toned ass flexing under snow pants as she pushed open the heavy oak door to the basement stairwell.

The air dropped twenty degrees the moment they descended. Stone walls glistened with frost. Their breath plumed white in the headlamp beams.

The tunnel entrance was a low arch—barely shoulder-width. Elena ducked first, long legs disappearing into shadow. Carter followed—broad shoulders brushing ice, cold biting through layers. Behind him Sophia’s powerful frame filled the space; Bianca’s plush curves squeezed through with a soft grunt, thick thighs rubbing the walls; Amelie slipped in last, flexible body twisting easily.

The passage sloped down—narrow, twisting, ceiling dripping melt that froze mid-fall into jagged icicles. Headlamps carved yellow tunnels through darkness. The rope stayed taut—constant reminder they were bound together.

Ten minutes in, the first squeeze.

The tunnel pinched—walls closing to chest-width. Elena called back, “Breathe out. Slow.”

She angled sideways, toned body sliding through, abs flexing against stone. Carter turned shoulder-first—felt ice scrape his back, cold burning skin. Behind him Sophia grunted, powerful glutes pressing hard as she forced through. Bianca whimpered softly—her massive breasts compressed painfully against the rock, thick ass dragging. Amelie laughed breathlessly, twisting like a cat.

They emerged into a wider stretch—still frigid, but breathable. Bodies pressed close now—rope slack only inches. Elena’s firm ass brushed Carter’s groin as she paused to check the map etched on her phone (battery dying fast). He felt her heat through layers.

Bianca pressed against his back—soft breasts flattening warmly, plush belly to his spine. “You’re so warm,” she murmured, hips rocking subtly.

Sophia’s strong hand gripped his shoulder from behind. “Keep moving or we freeze.”

Another rumble—distant, but unmistakable. The mountain shifting.

“Faster,” Elena snapped.

They pushed on—bodies rubbing constantly now. Heavy tits against back, firm abs brushing side, thick thighs sliding past. Carter’s cock thickened despite the cold—trapped against Elena’s toned ass with every step. She didn’t pull away. Once she even ground back deliberately, a soft moan lost in the wind howling through vents.

Twenty minutes later, the mechanical room door loomed—rusted steel, padlocked.

Sophia produced a heavy wrench from her pack—swung once, twice. Lock shattered. They spilled inside.

The generator squatted like a sleeping beast—diesel engine, fuel gauges low, reset panel frosted over. Elena wiped ice away, flipped switches. Nothing.

Carter took over—checked fuel lines, bled air, primed the pump. Sophia held the flashlight steady; Bianca and Amelie pressed close for warmth, soft curves and toned muscle sandwiching him.

The engine coughed—sputtered—roared to life.

Lights flickered on overhead—dim, but steady. Heat vents hissed faintly.

They exhaled as one.

Elena turned—eyes dark, lips parted. “Reward time.”

She shrugged off her parka—sweater clinging to large firm breasts, nipples diamond-hard. “Back through the tunnels is too long. There’s a service stair to the indoor pool. Heated. Private.”

No one argued.

They retraced—faster now, adrenaline and lust replacing caution. Bodies rubbed harder—deliberate. Elena ground back against Carter’s erection with every step. Bianca’s hands slipped under his layers, cupping his ass. Sophia’s powerful thighs brushed his with promise. Amelie whispered filthy French promises in his ear.

They burst into the pool room through a side door—steam rising off turquoise water, glass dome overhead showing swirling snow, mood lights low and golden.

Lila and Katarina waited—already naked, skin glistening from the heat.

Lila’s voluptuous body gleamed—heavy tits swaying, plush hips cocked. Katarina’s thick curves beckoned—soft rolls, greedy ass presented as she bent to test the water.

“About time,” Lila purred.

Clothes hit the tile fast.

Carter stripped—cock springing thick and heavy, veins pulsing. Elena pushed him toward the wide steps into the shallow end—warm water lapping at his thighs, then waist.

Lila and Sophia claimed him first—curvy Swedish blonde and athletic German power in perfect contrast.

Lila sank to her knees in the water—tits floating, heavy and buoyant. She gripped his shaft, stroked slow, then took him deep—soft lips stretching around thickness, throat opening. Wet suction echoed off tiles.

Sophia climbed behind him—strong arms wrapping his chest, high firm breasts pressing his back. She ground her toned pussy against his ass, whispering, “My turn to ride soon.”

Lila sucked harder—cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling the head. Sophia reached around, stroked his balls, rolling them gently.

Carter groaned—hands in Lila’s platinum hair.

Elena, Amelie, Bianca, and Katarina circled in the water—fingers trailing over each other, kissing lazily, waiting their turn.

Lila pulled off—gasping, saliva stringing. “Fuck me first.”

She backed to the pool edge—plush ass on the tile ledge, legs spread wide in the water. Carter stepped between thick thighs—plunged in one smooth thrust. Soft walls gripped him—so warm, so deep. He fucked her hard—water splashing with each drive, heavy tits bouncing wildly.

Sophia knelt in front—sucked Lila’s stiff nipples while Carter pounded.

He felt the pressure build—fast.

“Come inside her,” Sophia growled. “Then me.”

Carter slammed deep—erupted. Thick ropes flooded Lila’s plush pussy—hot, pulsing, overflowing into the warm water as she cried out, walls spasming.

He pulled free—creampie leaking from her swollen lips, drifting in milky clouds.

Sophia spun him—bent over the edge herself, toned ass presented, powerful glutes flexing. “Now me.”

He gripped her hips—drove in. Tight athletic channel squeezed like a vice. She pushed back—meeting every thrust, abs tight, high tits swinging. Water slapped rhythmically.

Lila slid beneath—tongued Sophia’s clit while Carter fucked her.

Sophia came hard—walls milking, gushing around him. Carter followed—another thick load pumping deep, overflowing down toned thighs into the pool.

They collapsed against the edge—panting, dripping.

The others closed in—hungry eyes, wet bodies, steam rising.

Elena smiled—slow, predatory. “That was just the appetizer.”

The storm still raged outside.

But inside the frozen peak, the harem heat was only beginning to burn.


Chapter Two

Steam still curled off the pool’s surface as the group emerged from the water—skin flushed pink, bodies glistening, creampies leaking in slow milky trails down toned thighs and soft inner curves. The indoor pool room glowed under low golden lights, snow swirling against the glass dome overhead like a living cage. Carter’s cock hung heavy between his legs, slick and semi-hard, already twitching at the sight of six naked women toweling off with deliberate slowness.

Elena Voss stepped forward first—tall, athletic MILF perfection still dripping. Water beaded on her large firm breasts, ran in rivulets down her defined abs, pooled at the neat triangle above her swollen, well-fucked pussy. She clapped once—sharp, commanding.

“Enough cooling off,” she said, voice husky. “The lounge. Now. We’re going to warm each other properly.”

No one needed convincing.

They padded barefoot through the estate’s heated corridors—leaving wet footprints, hips swaying, breasts bouncing, asses jiggling or flexing with every step. Carter walked in the middle, flanked by soft plush bodies on one side, hard sculpted muscle on the other. Hands roamed freely: Bianca’s thick fingers trailing down his spine, Amelie’s toned thigh brushing his cock with every stride, Sophia’s strong palm cupping his ass possessively.

The grand lounge welcomed them like a temple of sin.

Fire roared high in the massive stone hearth, casting flickering orange across thick Persian rugs, deep leather sofas, and low ottomans arranged in a loose circle. Candles burned on every surface—hundreds of them—turning the room into a warm, pulsing glow. Mulled wine steamed in crystal decanters; plush blankets and pillows lay scattered like invitations.

The women moved with purpose.

Lila and Katarina—voluptuous Swedish blonde and thick Russian beauty—claimed the center rug first. They dropped to their knees facing each other, plush bodies pressing close. Heavy tits mashed together; soft bellies touched. Lila cupped Katarina’s full face, kissed her slow and deep—tongues sliding visibly, wet and hungry.

Katarina moaned into the kiss, hands roaming down to grip Lila’s wide hips. She pulled—guiding their pussies together in a perfect scissor. Slick folds met slick folds—clits grinding, creampies from earlier mixing in a filthy slide.

“Fuck—yes,” Lila gasped, rolling her hips in slow circles. “Grind it into me.”

Katarina’s thick thighs flexed—pushing back harder. Their soft bodies slapped wetly—breasts bouncing, bellies quivering. Cream leaked from both holes, smearing shiny trails across plump skin.

The others circled—watching, touching themselves.

Bianca knelt beside them—curvy Italian goddess sliding a hand between her own thick thighs, fingers plunging into her dripping pussy while she watched. “Beautiful sluts,” she murmured in Italian-accented English. “Make each other come.”

Amelie and Sophia—toned French firecracker and athletic German powerhouse—dropped to the rug opposite. Amelie lay back, long flexible legs spread wide. Sophia straddled one thigh—ground her tight pussy down while leaning forward to suck Amelie’s perky tits. Nipples popped free wet and red; Amelie arched, abs rippling.

Elena stood over Carter—long athletic legs straddling his hips as he sat on the edge of a low ottoman. She gripped his thickening cock, stroked slow from base to tip.

“Look at them,” she whispered against his ear. “They’re just getting started. And you’re going to fill every single one again.”

She pushed him flat on his back—climbed over him reverse, toned ass presented. She sank down—taking him balls-deep in one smooth glide. Her pussy gripped like velvet steel—still slick with pool water and earlier loads. She rode hard—long powerful thighs flexing, ass slapping down rhythmically.

Carter groaned—hands gripping firm glutes, spreading them to watch his thick shaft disappear into her.

The scissoring intensified.

Lila and Katarina ground faster—clits mashed, pussies sliding in filthy rhythm. Lila reached down—rubbed furious circles over both swollen buds at once. Katarina’s head fell back—thick auburn waves cascading, full heavy breasts heaving.

“Come with me,” Lila begged. “Flood me.”

They shattered together—backs arching, cries echoing off high beams. Fresh gushes mixed with leftover creampies—dripping in thick strings between their grinding pussies, pooling on the rug.

Bianca crawled between them—plush body lowering. She buried her face in the mess—tongue lapping greedily at the combined cream leaking from both holes. Lila and Katarina moaned louder—fingers tangling in her dark curls, holding her there while she ate them clean.

Amelie flipped Sophia onto her back—toned legs wrapping around powerful German hips. She scissored down hard—lean abs flexing, perky tits bouncing as she ground clit to clit. Sophia gripped Amelie’s tight ass—pulling her closer, thrusting up to meet every roll.

“Harder—fuck—give it to me,” Sophia growled.

Amelie obeyed—hips snapping, wet slaps filling the room. They came in quick succession—Amelie first, gushing over Sophia’s mound; Sophia following with a deep, guttural cry, walls pulsing against slick pressure.

Carter watched it all while Elena rode him senseless—her athletic body slamming down, large firm breasts bouncing, abs tight as steel cables. She leaned back—hands braced on his thighs—giving him the perfect view of his cock stretching her, cream frothing at the base.

“Come inside me again,” she demanded. “Mark me while they watch.”

He thrust up hard—deep, punishing strokes that made her cry out in elegant French. Her pussy clenched—milking him ruthlessly. He erupted—thick hot ropes flooding her core, overflowing around his shaft, dripping down his balls in messy white trails.

Elena shuddered through her orgasm—walls spasming, milking every drop—then lifted off slowly. Cum poured from her swollen pussy—thick globs sliding down toned thighs.

She scooped a finger through it—brought it to her lips, sucked clean with a moan. “Who’s next?”

The lounge dissolved into pure chaos.

All six women converged on Carter—bodies pressing, hands everywhere.

Bianca straddled his face—plush Italian ass smothering him, dripping pussy grinding down. He tongued deep—lapping at her soft folds, tasting the mix of her and the others.

Amelie took his cock—toned French legs flexing as she rode reverse, tight channel gripping like a fist. She bounced hard—ass slapping, perky tits jiggling.

Sophia knelt beside—high firm breasts in his hand. He squeezed, thumbed stiff nipples while she stroked his balls.

Lila and Katarina flanked—voluptuous blonde and thick Russian kissing over him, heavy tits mashing, soft bellies pressing his sides. They reached down—fingered each other while watching Amelie ride.

Elena directed—standing tall, fingers circling her clit, scooping stray creampies from thighs.

“Line up,” she commanded. “Asses up. He’s going to fill you one by one.”

They obeyed—five beauties on all fours in a row on the thick rug: Bianca’s juicy round ass first, then Lila’s plush wide hips, Katarina’s thick greedy curves, Amelie’s toned flexible backside, Sophia’s powerful sculpted glutes. Elena knelt at the end—long athletic legs spread, presenting last.

Carter moved down the line—cock throbbing, slick with Elena’s cream.

First Bianca—plunged deep into plush heat. Soft walls sucked him in; thick thighs quivered. He fucked hard—hands gripping juicy ass, slapping rhythmically. She came fast—moaning into the rug—pussy spasming. He followed—thick load pumping deep, overflowing down her thighs in white rivers.

Next Lila—voluptuous blonde pushing back eagerly. Soft belly quivered with each thrust; heavy tits swung. He flooded her—hot spurts filling her to overflowing.

Katarina—greedy Russian pussy gripping like it never wanted to let go. Thick rolls jiggled; she begged in broken English. Another creampie—thick and messy, leaking onto soft skin.

Amelie—toned firecracker arching back, flexible legs spreading wider. Tight athletic channel milked him ruthlessly. He pounded through her orgasm—erupted deep, cream dripping down long legs.

Sophia—powerful glutes clenching around him, thrusting back with force. High firm tits bounced; abs flexed. He slammed home—filled her with another hot load, thick seed spilling out as she shuddered.

Elena last—athletic MILF body arched like a bow. Long powerful legs wrapped back around him as he drove in. She met every thrust—hips snapping, pussy clenching like velvet steel. They came together—her cry sharp and elegant, his groan raw. Thick ropes flooded her core—overflowing, dripping down toned thighs in glistening trails.

The women turned—licking, kissing, eating creampies from each other’s pussies. Bianca tongued Lila clean while Katarina buried her face between Amelie’s thighs. Sophia and Elena kissed deeply—sharing the taste of him on tongues.

They collapsed in a sweaty, cum-slick pile—bodies tangled, firelight dancing over heaving breasts, flexing abs, soft bellies, dripping holes.

Carter lay in the center—cock spent but still twitching—surrounded by six insatiable beauties.

Elena stroked his chest, voice low. “The storm’s locked us in tighter. And we’re just getting warmed up.”

Outside, wind howled against the frozen peak.

Inside, the harem heat burned hotter than ever.


Chapter Three

The storm had grown teeth by nightfall. Wind screamed like a wounded animal, rattling every shutter, driving horizontal snow so hard it sounded like gravel against the glass. Inside the grand lounge the fire still blazed, but the temperature had dropped another five degrees since the pool room. The women huddled closer—naked skin pressed to naked skin, soft curves melting into hard muscle, hands roaming lazily over cum-slick thighs and heaving breasts.

Carter lay in the center of the rug, chest rising and falling, cock resting thick and heavy against his thigh—still glistening from the lounge line-up. Elena Voss knelt beside him, long athletic fingers tracing idle patterns through the drying mess on his abs.

She lifted her head suddenly—green eyes narrowing toward the tall windows.

“Listen.”

The wind carried something new: a distant, mechanical thump-thump-thump. Faint, but unmistakable.

Helicopter.

Hope surged through the room like electricity.

Sophia was on her feet first—powerful German body uncoiling, high firm tits bouncing as she strode to the window. “Rescue chopper. They’re searching the ridge.”

Elena stood—tall, commanding, large breasts swaying. “The signal tower on the roof. If we can boost the emergency beacon, they’ll see us. But the roof’s exposed. One gust and we’re gone.”

Carter rose—muscles aching from hours of fucking, but adrenaline already burning fresh. “I’m going up.”

All six women stared at him—then at each other.

“We all go,” Elena said. “Roped. Together. No one stays behind.”

They moved fast.

Heavy parkas over bare skin—zippers half-closed, leaving breasts and hips exposed to the cold for quick stripping later. Climbing harnesses cinched tight around waists and thighs. Thick nylon rope knotted at intervals: Elena lead, Carter second, Sophia third for raw power, Amelie fourth for flexibility, Bianca and Lila last—plush bodies providing counterweight.

They climbed the narrow service stair behind the east wing—stone steps slick with melt, air growing colder with every flight. At the top, a steel hatch. Elena shoved it open.

Wind blasted in like a slap—freezing, deafening. Snow stung faces through balaclavas. The roof was a white hellscape—flat expanse of slate buried under two feet of fresh powder, low parapet barely visible, antenna tower jutting thirty feet up like a skeletal finger.

They crawled out—single file, rope taut. Knees sank into drifts. Wind tried to shove them sideways. Carter kept one gloved hand on the rope, the other shielding his eyes.

Halfway to the tower, the mountain groaned again.

A slab of snow higher on the ridge cracked—slid—gathered speed. An avalanche, smaller than the one that trapped him, but close enough to kill.

“Down!” Elena shouted.

They flattened—bodies pressed into powder. The slide roared past twenty yards away—white wall hissing, wind from it slamming them sideways. Snow sprayed over them like surf. The rope jerked hard—Bianca yelped as her thick thighs dragged. Carter clamped both hands, heels digging, muscles burning until the roar faded.

They rose—shaking, soaked under layers, hearts hammering.

The tower loomed.

Sophia climbed first—powerful glutes flexing under snow pants as she scaled the icy rungs. She reached the beacon box, wiped frost away, flipped the manual override. A red light pulsed—weak, but alive.

The chopper sound grew louder—closer—searchlight sweeping the ridge below.

Then wind gusted—hard. The beam swung away. The thump-thump faded.

Gone.

Sophia slid back down—face raw, eyes furious. “Lost the signal. Fuck.”

They retreated—crawling, sliding, rope burning palms through gloves. Back through the hatch, down the stairs, into blessed heat.

The lounge waited—candles still burning, fire roaring higher now. Wet parkas hit the floor. Naked bodies emerged—skin goose-pimpled, nipples diamond-hard from cold, pussies already glistening again from adrenaline and proximity.

Elena turned to Carter—voice low, commanding. “We almost died. Again. Now we celebrate we didn’t.”

The candlelit gangbang began without preamble.

They dragged thick ottomans and rugs into a wide circle around the hearth—pillows piled high, blankets spread like altars. Carter was pushed down onto the center pile—flat on his back, arms spread, cock already thickening at the sight of six hungry women circling him like predators.

Elena straddled his chest first—long athletic thighs clamping his ribs, large firm breasts swaying above his face. She lowered slowly—dripping pussy hovering just above his mouth.

“Taste the storm on me,” she murmured.

He plunged his tongue deep—lapping at her swollen folds, tasting salt and heat and leftover cream. She ground down—smothering him in wet velvet, rocking rhythmically while her hands braced on his shoulders.

Bianca and Lila claimed his cock together—curvy Italian and voluptuous Swedish beauties kneeling side by side. Bianca gripped the base—thick fingers wrapping tight—while Lila took the head into her soft mouth. They traded—sucking, licking, tongues meeting around his shaft in sloppy kisses. Heavy tits brushed his thighs; plush bellies pressed warm against his hips.

Amelie and Sophia took his hands—guided them between toned legs. Amelie’s flexible pussy slid over his fingers—long legs spreading wider as he curled two inside her, thumb circling her clit. Sophia ground her powerful mound against his palm—abs flexing, high firm breasts heaving as she rode his hand like a cock.

Katarina knelt behind Elena—thick Russian curves pressing against the MILF’s back. She reached around—cupped Elena’s large breasts, pinched stiff nipples, rolled them hard while whispering filthy Russian praise in her ear.

Elena came first—hips bucking, flooding Carter’s mouth with fresh gush. He drank her down—tongue plunging deeper—until she lifted off, thighs trembling.

“Fuck them all,” she ordered. “One after another. No pulling out.”

They rearranged—asses presented in a tight semi-circle around him.

Bianca first—juicy round ass high, thick thighs spread. Carter knelt behind—plunged deep into plush heat. Soft walls sucked him in; she pushed back eagerly, moaning into the pillows. He fucked hard—hands gripping wide hips, slapping rhythmically. When he came—thick hot ropes flooded her core, overflowing down her thighs in white rivers. She shuddered—pussy spasming—then collapsed forward, creampie leaking.

Lila next—plush wide hips presented, soft belly quivering. He drove in—deep strokes making heavy tits swing wildly. Another load—hot spurts filling her to the brim, dripping onto the rug as she cried out.

Katarina—greedy thick pussy gripping like it owned him. Rolls jiggled with each thrust; she begged louder. He pumped deep—another messy creampie spilling out around his shaft.

Amelie—toned flexible ass arched high, long legs spread wide. Tight athletic channel milked him ruthlessly—flexing around every inch. He pounded through her orgasm—erupted inside her, thick seed dripping down sculpted thighs.

Sophia—powerful glutes clenching, thrusting back with equal force. High firm tits bounced; abs tight as steel. He slammed home—filled her completely, overflow running in shiny trails.

Elena last—athletic body arched like a drawn bow. Long legs hooked around his waist as he drove in from above—deep, claiming strokes. She met every thrust—hips snapping, pussy clenching like velvet fist. They came together—her elegant cry sharp, his groan raw. Thick ropes flooded her core—leaking down toned thighs as she shuddered beneath him.

The women swarmed—licking, sucking, eating creampies straight from each other’s pussies. Bianca tongued Elena clean while Katarina buried her face in Amelie’s dripping folds. Lila and Sophia kissed deeply—sharing the taste of him. Fingers scooped thick globs—fed to hungry mouths.

They collapsed around him—sweaty, cum-slick, tangled limbs. Soft breasts pressed to his chest, toned abs against his side, plush bellies warm on his thighs.

Elena stroked his jaw—voice hoarse. “The mountain keeps us. And we keep you.”

Outside, wind howled against the frozen peak.

Inside, candle flames danced over glistening skin, heaving curves, flexing muscle—and the promise of more.

The harem heat burned on—deeper, hungrier, unstoppable.
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