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1. The Cabin
It was one of the coldest weeks of the year, a late February burst of freezing air had gripped the entire west coast in its biting fangs. For most people, it was a burden. Icy roads, slippery driveways, and aching backs. But not for everyone.

High up on the slopes of Mount Triumph, a blizzard roared with the full fury of mother nature. At the end of a long and winding road stood a small cabin, nearly buried under three feet of snow. Heavy flakes threatened to overwhelm the yellow light shining through the windows.

Inside the cabin, a different storm roared. A hail of bullets rained down on the hero. Gunfire blasted out of the television's speakers. 

Sitting by the romantic glow of the electric fire, Andrew Gallagher and his fiancee Natalie Reed huddled together. They were having a pajama and movie evening after skiing on the freshly fallen snow the entire afternoon.

The evening was almost perfect. A warm blanket, hot cocoa, and an action flick. After a stressful holiday season for both of them, it was a great way to finally relax. Andrew hugged his fiancee close as the fight on the screen grew more intense. 

A loud bump from upstairs interrupted the whizz of helicopters. A reminder that it was only almost perfect. The cabin, built from local birch in the early seventies, was owned by Clarke Reed, Natalie's father.  

The two of them hadn't been the only ones who desired an impromptu vacation when the snow started pouring down. Natalie's stepsister, Fiona, also requested use of the cabin, so she could cavort around with her guy-friends. 

In the end, Clarke Reed decided that the only fair thing was to let both of them stay at the same time or neither of them. They agreed to share the cabin. It wouldn't really be an issue, save for the fact that Andrew and Fiona did not get along at all. His soon to be sister-in-law couldn't stand him.

Fortunately, the cabin was big enough that they didn't constantly trip over each other's feet. The front door led straight into the shared space, a tall room that served as both living room and kitchen. It had everything from an enormous shag rug, a storage closet, and even a dishwasher.

Stairs on the-left hand side led up to the second floor, where Fiona and her entourage stayed. They had their own bathroom up there, which was crucial. Andrew and Natalie's room was just past a small hallway beside the kitchen. 

Andrew wondered briefly what the hell was going on upstairs but not enough to actually find out and break the unspoken truce. He still couldn't believe she had invited two guys as her dates, like some sort of harlot. Natalie and Fiona couldn't be more different. 

Fiona was all fire and fury. The hot-headed daughter of Sofia Bianchi, who had married the financier Clarke Reed when the two girls were just five years old. She had the Mediterranean look of tanned perfection and jet black hair. 

Natalie, on the other hand, was the princess. She knew all the niceties and treated everyone with respect, even if they didn't deserve it. That was the woman Andrew had fallen in love with. The sandy-haired, cute softball with more curves than edges and a taste in movies just like his own.

A loud explosion threw the tenacious hero off of the five-story building, right into a conveniently located pool. Andrew slipped one of his hands under the elastic band of Natalie's plaid pajama bottoms and grazed her bare buttcheck. The movie was over soon and they both only had one thing in mind what they could do afterward. Once again, he silently cursed the presence of Fiona and her toys. If it weren't for them, they would already be making passionate love on the fuzzy shag rug. 

Another loud crack rocked the room, only this time it came from outside the cabin. The TV screen flickered and went dark. The electric fireplace extinguished. The rapidly dimming bulbs were the last to fade into darkness.

"No!" Natalie burst out in anger, just as the hero was supposed to squeeze the trigger of his gun.

"What happened?" asked Andrew, trying to look around. There was only darkness. 

"Sounded like something blew up."

"You reckon Fiona did something to—"

"She's upstairs, Andy," Natalie reprimanded him and lightly slapped him on the thigh. "I think it was outside."

"What do you think the chances are of the power coming back without us having to leave the couch?"

"Very, very slim," she sighed.

"It's freezing outside."

"You got a flashlight anywhere?"

Before she had a chance to respond, the door upstairs was flung open, followed by the loud stomping that heralded Fiona. Moments later, a blindingly bright LED light caused the couple on the couch to recoil.

"Ew, get that off of me!" Natalie yelped.

"Sorry, sis," Fiona called out and pointed her phone down towards the ground. Andrew's eyes nearly popped out of his head. The woman at the top of the landing wore nothing but sheer lingerie. Delicate black panties and an almost see-through black top. "What the hell did Andrew do?" she asked, shooting him a nasty look.

"We didn't do anything. Something outside. Andy was just going to check."

Behind Fiona appeared her two guy-friends. One of them was called Colt and the other Lucas. Andrew still couldn't tell which one was which, they were both so similar. Black, tall, well-built, and more muscles than brain matter. One of them had dark skin and a crew cut, the other was more brown and his hair was a voluminous arrangement of bleach-tipped curls. Both of them wore bathrobes and he shuddered to think what, if anything, they wore under that. 

"You need any help?" the crew cut asked in a surprisingly pleasant voice.

"Nah, I got it," Andrew said quickly and stood up. "Just gotta get my shoes and jacket."

"Nice jammies," chuckled the curly one, the one Andrew had disliked from the second they met.

Andrew ignored the barb. Along with the white tee, he wore his old batman pajamas. They weren't stylish but they were warm and exceptionally comfortable. In the glaring light of Fiona's phone, he made his way to the downstairs bedroom.

Through the darkness, he felt his way to the bed and retrieved his phone. To his great surprise, he discovered he still had a signal. While the others watched him with curiosity, he quickly threw over his thick coat and pulled on his winter boots. 

It turned out to be mostly unnecessary. He had only taken three steps through the knee-high snow when he spotted the source of their problems. A tall fir had cracked under the pressure of the fierce wind and toppled over. Directly onto the power line. The black cable connecting the cabin hung limply off of the pole. 

There wasn't anything he could do to fix that. He returned to the cabin, relaying the bad news to a round of groans. "What do we do now?"

"I'm gonna call the Mount Triumph tourist center. Dad made us program the number into our phones. Never thought it would actually be useful," Natalie said and hurried off to their bedroom. 

"I'm gonna find some candles," Fiona said and began rummaging around the kitchen cabinets. The two big meat hulks gravitated toward her like lost puppies.

Andrew undressed again, silently cursing the fact that his pajamas were now wet from the knees down. He followed Natalie into the bedroom, where she sat at the edge of their bed.

"—tomorrow?" she said and waved at Andrew, who used his phone to locate the suitcase.

"..."

"Ah, I see. Yes, for a few days. Gas."

The only other pajama bottom he brought was a boring navy blue one but it would suffice. He changed quickly.

"Okay, no, yes, that's doable. We'll call if we need anything. Thank you," Natalie concluded.

"Good or bad news?"

"Manageable," she sighed. "Let's go back to the others so I don't have to give bad news twice."

The room had transformed significantly. Somehow, somewhere Fiona had been able to find twelve large, white candles. She had placed them around the kitchen and living room, plunging the entire area into a romantic, flickering hue.

The two hulks had settled in on the couch, nearly taking up the entire thing by themselves. There seemed to be just enough room for a slim but fierce Italian chick to squeeze between them, though said person was still busy lighting a set of five candles right in front of the dark fireplace. With her kneeling on the ground, wearing the skimpy panties, Andrew was able to see far more of his sister in law's ass than he ever wanted to.

Natalie cleared her throat, grabbing everyone's attention. "The good news is I managed to reach them. They know we're here. They're gonna send someone out to fix the power. The bad news is it won't happen until the day after tomorrow."

"What!" Fiona blurted out. "What are those assholes doing, taking a day off?"

"No, they're rescuing other people who actually need help. We only lost our power but we still have heat, running warm water, and food. Other people got hit by the blizzard, too."

"Ugh, this is such a drag," whined Fiona. Andrew was unable to suppress his smirk. That was just like her, completely self-centered. "We wanted to go snowboarding tomorrow."

"Looks like all our plans are on ice for the moment," Andrew cut in, eliciting a giggle from his fiancee and a nasty glare from her stepsister.

"We'll need to fill the snow compartment in the fridge so it stays cold but otherwise I think we just have to wait."

"I'll get started on that," Andrew volunteered, retrieving the tin bucket from under the sink.

"Sure, me too," the crew-cut behemoth said to everyone's surprise. 

Andrew tossed him the bucket and grabbed one of the large water pitchers out of the cupboard. Together, they made quick work of stuffing fresh snow into the fridge's emergency compartment. It would be melted by the morning and someone would have to empty the collector and refill the snow but at least their food wouldn't spoil.

"Andy?" Natalie called out after they finished. "Come check out what I made."

He was glad for any excuse to not stay in the same room as Fiona, especially because it appeared that she and bleach-boy were getting rather comfortable on that couch.

Natalie had managed to find some candles of her own. The orange flickering light of two tall candles illuminated the small space just enough. "Very romantic," Andrew complimented and closed the door behind him. He pulled her in for a kiss.

"Yeeagh! Your hands are cold," Natalie squealed and escaped his grip.

"You have a nice warm butt, come here and let me warm them up," he growled and started advancing.

"Ew no, stay away," she laughed, retreating backward.

Of course, in the small cabin room, there was no place for her to run unless she decided to climb into the tall oak closet. She did not and instead backed into a corner. He managed to grab her and effortlessly hoisted her up.

Andrew deftly plunged her down on the bed and immediately started tickling her in her incredibly sensitive tickle spot, just underneath her left breast. She squirmed and laughed, writhing on the soft covers. 

Everything felt great. Her face was flushed red with laughter. They were alone. The candles were romantic. He went for it. He reached out and cupped one of her fabulous, large breasts.

"Noo," she groaned and gripped his wrist, pushing his hand off.

Just like that, the mood was gone again. Andrew sighed and collapsed on the bed next to her. "Still nothing?" he asked carefully.

"It's not that I don't feel it, it's just... Well, that and my sister is right outside. I don't want them to hear us."

Cockblocked by his future sister-in-law. He wanted to scream. He did not. Instead, he took a deep breath and counted to ten in his head. It didn't fix his problems but it tempered the anger. "That's ok. I understand. We can wait for the right time."

She turned to him, eyebrows furrowed. "Is sex really all you think about?" she snapped.

"Of course not! But I love you and I really love being with you," he countered.

Natalie sighed and seemed to be going through the same exercise he did. Her eyes closed and her nostrils flared. "I'm sorry," she said through clenched teeth. "I did not mean to snap at you."

The way she looked at him, with her beautiful blue eyes, Andrew forgave her in an instant. "You want to cuddle?"

"Yeah, of course I do," she replied diplomatically.

They scrambled to get under the warm covers and Natalie easily slipped into Andrew's warm embrace. He kissed her shoulder and hugged her close, though careful to keep his hands away from her butt and boobs.

The impromptu vacation was supposed to have been a way to reconnect with each other. After Andrew had proposed to her on a moonlit evening, underneath the twinkling stars, everything had been fantastic. They couldn't get enough of each other, making passionate love three or four times a day.

Then Mr. Clarke's finance company started being audited. It was a routine process but as the firm's CFO, Natalie was under a lot of stress. On top of that, she wanted to plan the wedding herself. Had insisted on it. 

Things just hadn't been the same. But up here on Mount Triumph, it was a time to unwind. To do nothing. No obligations. No stress. 

Except for the fact that Fiona and the two black men.

A loud squeal of laughter pierced the silence. Natalie rolled over to face him with her warm and kind face. "What do you think they're doing out there?" she pondered.

"Doesn't seem to be too hard to guess. Your sister is acting like a massive slut."

"Hey! She's still my sister."

"Sorry but you know I'm right."

"And again with the sex. Is that really all you think about? Sex, sex, sex?"

"Well, what do you think they're doing?"

"Probably having sex," she admitted reluctantly.

"Just because the power's out doesn't mean we have to be stuck in the cabin. I propose we just do as we planned and go skiing. We just have to hike through the snow about a mile down the road but there's a shuttle from the hub."

"That sounds great. It'll be an adventure," she smiled.

Three sets of footsteps raced up the wooden stairs. A door was slammed shut above them. Andrew did his best to ignore it, as much as the thought was vile. While the two of them were engaged like responsible adults in their early thirties, Fiona was having threesome with black guys, all paid for by her father.

"Do you ever wish our life was a little bit more exciting?" Natalie asked.

"Is that what you want?"

"I don't know, Andy... I just don't know. You ever get the feeling when you think about how in a couple of months we might be married forever and ever and you realize that this is it. That's our life now."

"Of course, I do, honeybunch. That's exactly what I want. I love you and I want to be with you. Always. Won't it be great?"

"I guess," she sighed.

"It doesn't mean our life won't be exciting. You remember when my dad bought into that timeshare in Panama? We can vacation there, too." The suggestion didn't seem to particularly lighten up her mood. "Or perhaps further south. I've always wanted to see Rio de Janeiro and we do a lot of business there, importing soy."

"Just forget I said anything," she said, sighing again.

"Europe perhaps? A tour of the famous castles of the black forest? Paris, the city of love? Just say the word and we can go anywhere in the world."

Natalie didn't respond. She rolled back over to face away from him. It was the most frustrating experience in the world. They loved each other deeply, he knew that, but sometimes it certainly didn't seem like it.

At least she had voiced something he could work on. Excitement. She was worried that after they got married, her life wouldn't be exciting anymore. He vowed to prove her wrong.

Andrew laid awake, trying to brainstorm things that he and Natalie could do. The possibilities seemed endless. After a few minutes, he noticed that her breathing had gotten deep and steady. 

As quietly as he could manage, he slipped out of bed and blew out the candles. He crawled back in bed and kissed his fiancee on the shoulder.



2. Bathrooms
It was almost nine when Andrew woke up. He couldn't remember the last time he had slept for that long. No alarm clocks. No angry call from his boss. No buzzing of emails. Without electricity, there wasn't even the quiet hum of the fridge. He yawned and stretched his sleepy limbs.

The bed next to him was empty and he figured Natalie must already be up. It wasn't a surprise since he had stayed awake at least an hour after she fell asleep, trying to brainstorm. 

With gusto, Andrew swung his legs out of bed. He grabbed a set of fresh clothes out of the suitcase, hoping to start the day with a nice, hot shower, glad that the cabin's boiler didn't require electricity.

Just outside the room, he heard the sink run in the bathroom. It was probably Natalie who just finished showering. He grabbed the handle and swung open the door.

"Good morning, ho—" His breath abruptly caught in his throat. His heart skipped a beat. His cock shriveled back into his body.

It wasn't Natalie. It was one of Fiona's black boyfriends, illuminated by the morning sun shining through the window. The crew cut with dark skin. He stood in front of the sink without a stitch of clothing covering his chiseled body.

Andrew's eyes flickered all over the man's figure. From the steel cables running just under the skin of his biceps to the taut skin stretching over the rippling abs. Every square inch seemed to pack muscles.

Just underneath a dense, dark patch hung the man's cock. Despite the fact that it was quite plainly flaccid, it was still so big, hanging off of him like a snake. It had to be six inches, at least, thick as three of his fingers. 

"'sup Andrew?" the man spoke.

Andrew fled, face white as a sheet. He sprinted back into the bedroom and slammed the door shut behind him. His head was spinning and he steadied himself against the wall. He squeezed his eyes shut but he couldn't get the image out of his head.

It made the thing between his own legs feel like a sad joke. Sure, he was average, according to the statistics, but what did that really mean? It meant it was completely unimpressive. No woman had ever complained about it, and Natalie loved him the way he was, but no woman had been in awe when they saw it, either.

It was emasculating to know that someone with a cock easily triple the size of his was staying under the same roof. He remembered to breathe and felt the knot in his chest loosen a bit.

The door opened and Natalie's bright face poked in. "Good morning, sleepyhead! What are you still doing in here if you're up?"

"I was, uh... wanted to shower. Bathroom was full, one of the bl—the, uh, guys was in there. The, uh, what's his name," he stammered.

Natalie rolled her eyes. "Yeah, Lucas was using the upstairs one and Colt asked if he could use ours and I said yes. Colt. That's the one."

"Right. Colt."

"Anyway, bathroom's free now but I also made breakfast. Pancakes, fresh from the bottle."

"Ok, I'll join you after I have a quick shower."

Natalie disappeared again, leaving him feeling a lot better. He didn't need a big penis, he had a fiancee. They were in love. 

What was left of the morning felt like a trance. He showered, trying to wash the thoughts away as well as the sweat. The pancakes tasted like nothing at all. Colt sat across from him and he just couldn't seem to meet the man's gaze.

It felt like everyone in the house suddenly knew that his penis was only average. Nobody made any indication that it was the case but that didn't ease his mood. Someone had refilled the snow compartment in the morning but the collector hadn't been emptied. He did that, adamantly refusing Colt's offer of help.

When he and Natalie left at one in the afternoon, he was immensely relieved to be out of the cabin. They strapped on the skis and cross-country skied their way to the Mount Triumph tourist center. 

From there, they took the shuttle up to the ski resort. It had been a while since the last time either of them went skiing, so they started out with a nice and easy piste, working their way up to the blue squares. 

It was physically and mentally exhausting. Andrew's inner layer of clothes was soaked with sweat when the sun started to set. They ate dinner-lunch at the restaurant, sat around drinking cappuccinos, and overall had a very pleasant time. Enough to make him forget all about the cabin.

They were too tired to walk back to the cabin after they got back to the tourist center and rented two snowmobiles. Sleek little devils that roared and kicked up a plume of snow behind them.

The cabin was dark and quiet when they arrived. Andrew wondered how long their supply of candles would last as he lit a few of them. They showered, changed, refilled the snow compartment, emptied the collector tray, and made themselves comfortable on the couch.



3. Warming Up
They sat by the flickering candlelight, talking about Mrs. Gallagher's upcoming birthday. Andrew's mom was turning fifty-four and only wanted a low-key celebration. That still included almost two dozen guests, catering, and the works. 

The screams were audible long before the cause appeared. Andrew was halfway to his feet when something heavy slammed against the door. 

"Oh god, open up," the sharp bark of Lucas pierced through the wooden door.

A heartbeat later, the door flew open and the two men stumbled through. Both of them were almost completely naked, save for their boxers. Colt wasn't the only one who had abs. Snow clung to their legs.

"What the fuck?" muttered Natalie.

With their arms clung around themselves for warmth, they thundered up the stairs and disappeared into the bedroom. Ice cold wind blew out the candles. Andrew stood up to close the door when a giggling Fiona strode in, mummified in several layers of clothing, hats, and gloves, carrying a pile of clothing in her arms. 

"Why is it so dark in here?" she asked in lieu of a greeting.

"Because the wind blew the candles out," Andrew rebuked her, closing the door. Behind him, Natalie used her lighter to rekindle the sparse lighting.

"What in the world have you been doing?"

That elicited another round of giggles from Fiona, who was in the process of shedding her excess layers of warmth. Andrew flopped back down on the couch, wishing that the three of them disappeared again.

"Oh, nothing. Just having some fun," Fiona laughed, pulling a sweatshirt over her head.

"Hah, right. I know you too well, Fi. Are you dating them?"

"Two men at the same time? Oh no, I would never do that. That's far too much work." She stepped out of her snowboots, leaving her in just socks, warm leggings, and an undershirt. She promptly plopped down on the couch, right between Andrew and his fiancee.

"So what are you doing?"

"I'm making them fight," Fiona said with smug self-confidence.

"What, like dogs?" Andrew chuckled, enjoying the mental picture of that big oaf Colt down on all fours. All cock and no brain.

"No! Like Olympians. The absolute best that man has to offer, competing on a field of fierce battle, bravely displaying their strength, their wit, and their—"

"And what does the winner get?" Andrew interrupted.

"Why, me, of course?" Fiona beamed.

Natalie snorted. "Honestly, sometimes I can't even believe you're real. I don't know who else would actually have guys competing over."

"I already won that competition, honey," Andrew said.

"Ugh, yuck," Fiona said and mimicked retching noises. It was hard to believe she was actually thirty-two years old. She certainly didn't act her age. 

"Yes you did, Andy," Natalie replied from the other end of the couch.

The two guys returned, much calmer and much more clothed. Far more clothing than the warmly lit cabin necessitated. At last, Fiona jumped up.

"I think that counts as a tie," Colt said.

"I made it through the door first," Lucas bragged.

"That wasn't part of the rules," Colt huffed.

"He's right," Fiona decreed. She sashayed between them as if she wore a fancy gown rather than leggings, swinging her ass like a million dollar prize. "You only had to make it back to the cabin, but someone has to win. I'll mull it over under a hot shower."

The gazes of all the men in the room were glued to her as she danced up the stairs. Even Andrew's — until Natalie poked him in the ribs. "Stop scowling," she said under her breath.

Andrew forced himself to relax after that incredibly vulgar display. He couldn't even begin to imagine the kind of person who would make men compete over her. And even worse, after it was done, she'd sleep with one of them. Offering up her pussy to the highest bidder, so to speak. He shuddered at the image of the slim Italian woman writhing on top of that large cock and hoped that Lucas would win.

To make matters worse, the two men joined them, though fortunately not by trying to squeeze in between them. Lucas commandeered a chair from the dining table and Colt just laid down on the shag rug, stretching out his arms.

"This is nice and warm. Feels good to stop running," Colt ruminated.

"Is she really making you compete to date her?" Natalie blurted out.

The two men shared a look of amusement between them and Lucas chuckled. "Well, I don't know if I would quite put it like that but... yeah, sort of."

"And you actually go along with it?"

"Who wouldn't for a woman like that?" Colt said.

Natalie shot her fiance a look as if she wanted to say "why can't you do something like that for me." Andrew scowled. It felt like the two were showing off and he was the one paying for it. 

"What do you do for a living?" Andrew asked.

"I run a small gym downtown, FixFit, if you've heard of it," Lucas replied.

"Nope," Andrew admitted.

"Investment manager," Colt said.

"Really?" Andrew asked, surprised. Lucas' occupation made sense, considering his physique but he never would have pegged Colt to work in the same field he did. "Which firm?"

"Brooks Capital."

"Wow, I work with them all the time," he blurted out. Almost everyone in the industry did. To work for them at Colt's age was impressive. "I'm the treasurer at WorldShip, the shipping company."

After the initial excitement of potentially networking his way to a better position, a heavy pang of envy struck him. The man seemed to have everything. A fantastic job, an incredible body, and a huge cock. It was too much good fortune for one person.

Natalie showed no such compunction. She had her own dealings with Brooks Capital through her father's firm and eagerly questioned Colt about what exactly he did. Reluctantly, Andrew had to admit that Colt might not be such a bad guy. He was well spoken and had an easygoing, amicable nature that Andrew just couldn't hate.

The only one left out of the conversation was Lucas, who seemed content to just sit back and watch the candles. At least he was all brawn and no brain, Andrew was relieved to discover.

The peace was broken by the return of Fiona, wearing what amount to purple hot pants and bra. Her luxurious Mediterranean complexion shone in the candle's flicker. 

"Who's up for some drinks?" she called into the room. "You boys need to warm up on the inside, too."

"That sounds perfect," Lucas agreed immediately, eager to get back into the groove.

Fiona walked over the cabinet over the stove and pulled out several bottles and shot glasses. The cabin was well stocked with vodka, whiskey, gin, and other spirits. Bottles that easily cost triple digits a piece, Andrew noted. 

If it was anything less, he might have declined. The thought of drinking cheap lite beer or supermarket swill with that sort of company was beyond imagining but Clarke Reed's top-notch drops were too tempting to resist.

The whiskey burned in Andrew's throat more than he expected of the good stuff but at the same time, he enjoyed the sensation and wanted more of it. The more he thought about it, the less the hurt bothered him and the more he enjoyed the aftertaste. "So that's what the expensive stuff tastes like," he noted with the air of a critic.

"What, you don't drink this every day? I had you picked for a liquor snob," Fiona replied

"I'm doing well but not that well. Besides, I'd rather spend money on things I don't end up flushing down the toilet."

"Still collecting dolls, huh?"

"They're not dolls," Andrew defended himself. "They're collectible Star Wars figurines. And they're gonna be worth more every year. More than a good whiskey, anyway."

It didn't seem like Fiona agreed in the slightest but she didn't press the point. Instead, she flopped down on the rug next to Colt, handing him the last shot glass. 



4. Truth or Dare
"Welp, looks like this bottle's just about empty. Who wants to play truth or dare?" Fiona asked after the third round of shots. 

"Yes!" Natalie answered enthusiastically, raising her empty glass to the ceiling.

"Isn't that a bit childish?" Andrew scoffed.

"I'm up for it," Lucas said.

Natalie gently bumped her shoulder into Andrew. She looked up at him with those sad puppy dog eyes that he was helpless against. "Come on, it'll be fun. Not like we have anything better to do."

There were about a million things he could name that he wanted to do more but all of them involved sex. The one thing she didn't want at the moment. Instead of making love with his soon-to-be wife, he'd play a children's game instead. He let out a long, frustrated sigh, and agreed.

"Awesome," Fiona piped up. "Everyone get down here on nice this kickass rug. We'll need to form a circle."

Andrew would have just kept sitting on the couch but Natalie slinked off of the comfortable cushions and dragged him along with her. At least the shag was comfortable enough. 

Fiona poured the last shot out of the whiskey bottle and slammed it down. She plopped the tray down in the middle and everyone arranged into more or less two camps. Andrew sat next to his fiancee on one side, while Fiona was flanked by Colt on her left and Lucas on her right.

"No, no, a real circle. Come on, don't be shy," Fiona instructed.

Reluctantly, Andrew shifted a little bit away from Natalie and closer to Colt. He didn't like any part of this but he seemed to be the only one.

"Just in case, is anyone not familiar with the rules of Truth or Dare?" Fiona inquired.

"Are we doing changies?" Natalie asked.

"What are changies?" Lucas wanted to know.

"Changies are when you want to change your pick after you heard the demand," Fiona spoke as if she were reciting a textbook. "You only get one per game and if you use it, you have to get a cootie shot. Though I suppose in our case we'll just make it a nice, big shot of bourbon, since we're out of whiskey."

"Sure, sounds good," Lucas shrugged.

"Whatever," mumbled Andrew.

"Fine with me," Colt added.

"Alright. We'll have changies. As the official game master, I am hereby declaring this session of truth or dare officially opened," Fiona said and set the empty whiskey bottle down on the upturned tray. She set all five of her dainty fingers on the belly and, with a flick of her wrist, spun it into motion.

It wobbled a lot and for a moment it felt like it would keep going forever. Andrew held his breath as it began to slow down. He had that sinking feeling in his stomach that something bad was about to happen. 

Andrew already knew that it would point to him before it slowed down and came to a teetering halt, pointing at his knee.

Fiona grinned at him with a malevolent glimmer in her eyes. "Don't worry, Andy, no need to look that scared. We're just getting started. Truth or dare?"

Both options seemed like they could end up in disaster but there was only one option that gave him the potential out of lying. "Truth," he said.

The blow he had been expecting didn't come. "Alright. I want your advice. Tell me, which of my two friends here do you think I should date?"

That took him completely by surprise. He looked at Colt, the clean-cut money guy with a massive cock, and Lucas, the long-haired jock. Despite everything that had happened, or maybe because of it, he felt some sort of kinship with Colt. The guy was alright. That meant he definitely could do better than be used and abused by the likes of Fiona.

"Definitely Colt," he said out loud. If he knew anything about Fiona, it was that he could depend on her dislike of him to do the exact opposite of what he wanted. 

"Hmm, that's very interesting. I'll have to keep that in mind," Fiona mused, not letting anything slip. "Your turn."

Andrew spun the bottle. It landed on his fiancee. He turned to her with a smile. "Truth or dare?"

"Mmmm, dare," she replied, after pretending to think about it.

"I dare you to kiss me... on the cheek," he said and stuck out his tongue. Natalie leaned over and planted a quick peck on his cheek.

"That's not fair," Fiona scowled. "Give her a real dare."

"The rules say I can ask whatever I want. That's what I want," Andrew persisted, very self-satisfied.

"Fine," huffed Fiona. "Go spin, Nat."

As if by some cosmic twist of fate, the bottle landed on Fiona. "Well, well, well," Natalie grinned. "Surely you don't want me to go easy on you, right? So let's hear it, truth or dare."

After seriously considering it for a few moments, Fiona replied, "Truth. Bring it on."

"I always wondered why Jackson Ehrlich dumped me in college. I always assumed you had something to do with it. Did you have anything to do with it?"

A sour look crossed Fiona's face. "Yes," she mumbled. 

"What did you do?"

"I-might-have-told-him-that-you-had-herpes. Okay-now-it's-my-turn," Fiona said very quickly and spun the bottle.

"Hah, I knew it! You bitch," Natalie scoffed, though she didn't seem too upset. After all, that had been over a decade ago. She had long since moved on. Nobody in their right mind would complain about losing second place when they won the first with Andrew.

The bottle landed on Lucas. He leaned back, bracing himself with his hands on the carpet, looking confident. "Truth or dare, Lucas?"

"Truth... for now."

"Where's the weirdest place you've ever peed?"

"Really?"

"Answer or invoke changies."

"Okay, but it's really embarrassing. We were in Europe for a bodybuilding convention and toured a few castles in the black forest. Well, I really needed to go but it was a guided tour in German because the other guy was sick and I didn't speak any German, so I, uh, used the facilities of some Count who lived over six hundred years ago."

"Oh Jesus, how was it?"

"They didn't exactly have plumbing back then. It was just a hole dropping straight into the mountains."

"You just peed on a historical artifact? What were you thinking?" asked Andrew angrily.

"Hey, I had to go. It was that or my pants," Lucas grinned and shrugged. He reached for the bottle and spun. Andrew's dislike for the guy only deepened.

It landed on Colt. Lucas leered with joy. "Truth or dare?"

"Truth."

"Okay. What's the worst reason you've ever broken up with a chick for?"

"Oh come on, that's not fair," Colt complained.

"Everything's fair in love and war, my friend."

"Shit," Colt cursed and hung his head in shame. "I was still in high school, hooking up with Amy Shore, and she wanted to come over but Gears of War just came out so I dumped her and played videogames all weekend."

"Oh no!" Natalie squealed.

"Damn, brotha, that is ice cold. I think that counts as a point for me, don'tcha think, Fiona?"

"Please, we've all been dumb as kids. Anyway, seems like it landed once on everyone now. How about we celebrate the occasion and wash away the sins of the round by taking shots whenever all of us got a turn?"

Nobody had any complaints and so Fiona poured a round of bourbon. 

Andrew relaxed a little. It turned out not to be as bad as he had thought. It was actually a little fun. Whenever Natalie and he got each other, they'd put on sickeningly adorable displays for the others. Gentle kisses, hugs, and compliments.

The two guys seemed to be mostly concerned with taking each other down. After the first truth, Colt refused to pick "truth" again, which in turn meant that the two dared each other in ways they could show off for Fiona. Pushups, handstands, arm wrestling. More often than not, Lucas ended up winning them. 

Fiona was the real wildcard in the game. While everyone else stuck to mostly polite get-to-know-you questions, she seemed to up the ante, asking questions like when people lost their virginity, the last time they peed in bed, or otherwise embarrassing things.

It was directly after everyone downed their third bourbon shot when Fiona spun and landed on her stepsister. Andrew was mildly buzzed and everyone else seemed to be in various stages of inebriation.

"Truth!" Natalie shouted at once.

"Ooh, ooh, ooh," Fiona said with glee. "What's the largest dick you ever sucked, Nat?"

"What!" Natalie blurted out. Andrew groaned. It had been too good to hope for the night not to take a turn for the worse.

"Don't tell me you want changies already." 

"Honey, you don't have to," Andrew assured her, suppressing the urge to call Fiona all kinds of names. It wouldn't be just Fiona who got embarrassed, he was on the line, too. He could already imagine the look of pity on Colt's face when they found out that he only had a slightly less than average sized member.

"No, no, it's okay," Natalie muttered, shortly before drawing in a lot of air. "Seven inches."

The only one in the group who didn't seem surprised was Natalie herself. The largest dose was felt by Andrew. Seven inches? Had she dated a guy with a seven inch penis before him? The gnawing tendrils of inadequacy gripped ahold of him and he hated it. 

Fiona let out a sharp whistle. "Wow, sis. I didn't expect to be surprised tonight."

"Oh shut it," Natalie barked in response and spun the bottle. It landed on Fiona. She shot a very pointed look at her stepsister, one eyebrow raised.

"Fine! Truth."

"How about you? A big fat mouth like yours could probably fit an elephant in there."

"Seven, too."

"Really?"

"I'm hoping to change that in the near future," she said with an unabashed grin. Andrew didn't fail to notice the shit-eating grins that appeared on Colt's and Lucas' face.

Fiona spun the bottle. Lucas. Truth.

"How about you? Ever gave a blowjob?"

"Nope," he replied and spun.

Andrew. Truth.

"Figure I might as well join the trend. You?"

"Hell no," Andrew snorted and spun.

Colt. Andrew never even got the chance to ask truth or dare when Colt blurted out, "Look, it was just one time. I was just experimenting. Five inches."

Once again, everyone in the circle got a jolt of surprise. They looked at each other with questioning eyebrows and smirks. It was Andrew who managed to find his voice first. "I wasn't actually going to ask you that, but now I think I want to know."

"It's 2018, people," Colt replied smoothly, having found his footing again. "If you look down on someone for sucking a brotha's dick, it's you who's wrong, not me."

Fiona barked a sharp laugh. "First time I ever heard that but... well, color me impressed. Did you like it?"

"Not your turn yet," Colt said and winked at her.

Andrew couldn't believe it, but he was actually starting to like the guy. He had something about him, an air of gregarious charm. Strength of character.

Natalie. Truth. The wildest place she ever had sex was in the office during a conference call with Chinese investors. Andrew had come to take her out for lunch on their three year anniversary only to find her stuck on the phone on a call that never seemed to end.

She had to mute her end of the line because she started moaning uncontrollably. Andrew still remembered the rush of excitement as he had her bent over the desk, listening to her colleagues.

Fiona. Truth. Yes, Fiona had definitely eaten ass before. Nobody was really surprised at that one. She didn't even have the decency to act ashamed. 

Back to Natalie. Truth.

"Oh, this is going to be a good one. Have you ever faked an orgasm with Andrew?"

"Changies!" Natalie blurted out before Fiona even finished the sentence.

It was like a sudden punch to the gut. The change was just as good as an admission of guilt. Everyone knew what it meant. She couldn't even look at him, choosing to glare daggers at her sibling. It hurt him, deep inside. He tried to figure out which orgasm had been faked. Or maybe it had been multiple?

Fiona was loving it. She poured a very generous shot of bourbon and Natalie slammed it down without hesitation. "Alright, then. Let's see. I think we have a banana in the fridge. I want to see if Princess Nat is capable of fitting such large objects in her dainty, perfect mouth."

"That's not fair!" Natalie protested.

"And yet, those are the rules of the game."

Natalie voiced her disgust but she stood up and trudged over to the fridge, retrieving a banana from the bunch. It wasn't a particularly big one, though Andrew couldn't oversee the fact that it was bigger than him.

She peeled it in front of the others and flung the peel at her sister, who ducked just in time. Then she opened her mouth just enough to fit the banana and pushed it in.

All the way. The entire thing. Easily six or seven inches of nutritious fruit. She closed her lips briefly, opened them again, and the head of the banana popped out. She grabbed it with two fingers and pulled it out intact.

Andrew stared at his fiancee with slack jaw. So did Fiona. "Holy shit," she muttered under her breath. Andrew couldn't even say that much.

"What the hell do I do with this thing now?" Natalie asked, holding up the wet banana. With her free hand, she grabbed the bottle and turned it to point at Andrew. "Please, babe, dare."

"Dare," Andrew said.

"I dare you to eat this banana," she said and put it back into her mouth so it stuck out halfway.

Andrew grinned and started eating. Bite by bite, he inched closer to her mouth. When their lips met, he felt that familiar spark of electricity crackle between them. They finished with a fully fledged, lips, tongue, and all kiss where she pushed the last chunk of fruit into his mouth.

Both Lucas and Colt applauded. "That was hot," Colt remarked.

It felt good, Andrew realized. Just like the old, wilder times, before they settled down. Even though he'd never admit to anyone, he started to think that maybe the game turned out not to be so bad. If that was what it took to rekindle the passion between them, he might have to send Fiona a "thank you" card.

"That's cheating. You moved the bottle by hand," Fiona pouted. 

"Pettiness doesn't suit you," Andrew chuckled. The "thank you" card could wait. He had a bottle to spin.

It landed on Fiona. "Dare," she said defiantly.

"Well, I think like deserves like. Why don't you show off your skills on a banana?"

Fiona rolled her eyes and got up. She came back with the entire bunch of bananas and plopped it down next to the tray. She pulled one off, peeled it, and smoothly shoved it in her mouth.

Except it was very obvious that she couldn't manage the entire thing. She tried but after getting it in about halfway, her entire head jerked and she pulled it out again. After the second time, a big chunk of it broke off. She spat it out and gasped for air. Thick strands of saliva clung to her chin.

Andrew laughed out loud but he was the only one. He immediately knew it was a mistake as everyone turned to look at him. Natalie immediately slapped him on the chest and shot a very reproachful look. "You don't have to torment her," she hissed quietly.

With the back of her hand, Fiona wiped the spit away. She looked like a cat doused in water. "The next person this thing lands on is definitely gonna suck a fucking banana," she growled menacingly and spun the bottle.

Once again, Andrew got that sinking feeling in his stomach. He wasn't looking forward to fellating anything. The wobbling bottle slowed down, turned past Fiona herself, almost stopped on Colt, and came to a rest in the empty space between himself and Colt.

Andrew edged closer to his fiancee. Just an inch or two would be enough and it would definitely not point at his knee anymore.

"He's moving!" Fiona immediately pounced. "That's cheating."

"I'm not cheating!" Andrew fired back.

"Hon, you're not allowed to move. Everyone knows that," Natalie said. 

"Not you, too," he scowled. "Fine! Truth."

"Why don't you tell everyone your dick size?" Fiona taunted him.

"Oh, fuck off," he barked.

"Andy! What the hell has gotten into you?" Natalie rebuked him.

"Did you hear what she said?" 

"You still have changies."

"Oh, right. Changies."

Fiona already had the shot prepared. It was filled to the brim but under the circumstances, Andrew was just glad she hadn't poisoned it. 

"I dare you to do the teapot dance, cheater."

Andrew sighed and stood up. Things weren't going well at all. He eyed the door to the bedroom, wondering if he could just tap out, but Natalie didn't make any indication that she wanted to leave. She was having fun, unlike him. There was no way he was going to leave her alone. Not in that company.

"I'm a little teapot, short and stout," he sang, pointing to himself. "Here is my handle, here is my spout." Everyone started laughing and clapping in tune. "When I get all steamed up, hear me shout. Tip me over, and pour me out."



5. Cheater
"How long is this gonna go on?" Andrew whispered to Natalie.

"Oh, come on, this is fun," she replied, grinning.

Andrew disagreed. The game had reached that point where all pretense of keeping it decent had faded. By some miracle, Fiona had never rolled on him since the teapot incident. Every time the bottle slowed down near him, his heart began to beat faster and he felt ill.

Fiona's latest shtick was to have people perform sex moves on pillows or the air. Natalie tried to "truth" her way out of it once and received a very intimate question about the largest object she had ever masturbated with it. Blushing, Natalie had mentioned a cucumber. After that, nobody tried to truth Fiona anymore.

The only one who seemed to be keeping his cool was Andrew himself. He remained polite, even when it was his turn to dare Fiona. He just wanted the game to be over.

They had to replace the candles with new ones and the bottle of bourbon was empty, serving as the new spinner. Nobody wanted to use the old one anymore after Fiona had shoved it down her pants and pretended it was a cock for Lucas to kiss.

Fiona spun the bottle and it landed on Colt. "I dare you to... compare cock sizes with Lucas."

Surely that would be the end of the game, Andrew hoped. Colt was gonna refuse, there'd be a fight, and he could play the bad guy and propose to just call it off entirely after Fiona crossed a line. He sighed a little breath of relief.

Except, Colt just looked at Lucas and shrugged. He stood up and unbuckled his pants.

"You can't be serious," Andrew complained. "This is crossing a line."

"Don't be such a prude, Andy," Natalie hissed.

He turned to look at her, bewildered. "Prude? I'm not being prude but this has gone far enough."

"Nobody's asking you to do anything. You don't even have to watch, just close your eyes."

Andrew detected the clear tone of annoyance in her voice. She was angry at him for some reason he couldn't figure out. The alcohol certainly didn't help.

Colt and Lucas stood opposite each other with their pants halfway down their legs. A wave of nausea rolled through Andrew as Colt pulled out that perfect onyx cock he had seen in the bathroom. If possible, it was even bigger than that morning. A wild beast.

Lucas, on the other hand, had a fairly normal one. It was brown and uncut, just a little bigger than Andrew's own. The relief was immense. He didn't have anything to worry about. Colt was just an anomaly. 

"Don't worry, I'm a grower, not a shower," Lucas chuckled, wrapped his fist around his cock, and started pumping.

The relief faded instantaneously as the thing between Lucas' fingers grew rapidly. True to the man's word, it elongated to six inches. Seven. Eight. Even more impressive than the length was the thickness. Lucas was barely able to fit his fingers around it.

As if he couldn't let that sit, Colt jerked himself hard, too.

Two perfect specimens of masculinity jutted into the cabin's twilight, each unique distinct. One brown, one dark as the night. One cut with a bright pink head poking out, one uncut. Yet as different as they were, they were the same in one regard.

They were much, much bigger than Andrew.

"Wow," Natalie whispered. Her gaze was fixed on the gorgeous display. Her lips were parted and an expression of longing flashed across her face.

Andrew grabbed her shoulder and shook her out of her reverie. She blinked, looked around, and straightened her clothes. "Now do you agree this has gone too far or are you actually enjoying this?"

"Just drop it, Andy. Why are you always so insecure?"

The only thing making her words worse was the fact that Fiona overheard it. The woman started giggling and only barely managed to suppress her laughter when Andrew glared at her hard enough to melt steel.

With his goods stowed away again, Colt spun the bottle. It landed on Fiona. "I dare you to suck on my toes."

"Eww!" Fiona said and pulled a face but she knew better than to refuse. Colt pulled off his socks and presented his foot.

Fiona licked up the man's sole and wrapped her lips around the big toe. Her head bobbed up and down it for a few seconds. Then she pulled away, poured herself a shot of scotch, and downed it in one go. "Never doing that again," she muttered and spun.

It landed on Andrew. It was the final straw. "No way, I'm out. I'm not doing this anymore," he said and stood up.

"You can't just quit when it lands on you," Fiona said angrily.

"There are rules to this game," Lucas chimed in.

"Come on, hon. It's just starting to be fun. Don't be a spoilsport." Even Natalie wasn't on his side anymore. He wondered just how much she had drunk.

Fiona shot to her feet and darted over to the supply closet. That surprised Andrew enough for him not to immediately storm off. After rummaging around for a second, she held up a coiled length of rope triumphantly.

"Lucas, Colt, get him!" she commanded.

Turned sluggish by the alcohol, Andrew didn't react in time. The two men were at his side, grabbing his biceps before he knew what was happening. When he did, it was too late. "Let me go," he snarled.

As Fiona stalked over to the three, she grabbed the chair and brought it along. She set it down behind him and the two guys pushed him down on it. Andrew cursed all the days that he thought he should go to the gym but decided not to. The muscle packed behemoths resisted all of his efforts to escape.

"Let me go!" he yelled.

Working swiftly, Fiona lashed the thick mountaineering rope around him and the chair. At least ten loops across his chest, five across his abdomen, and six that bound his thighs to the seat cushion. He felt like a caterpillar wrapped in a cocoon.

"Natalie! Do something," he snarled. His fiancee just sat there, staring with surprised, wide eyes.

"Fi, this really isn't necessary," Natalie pleaded.

"Oh yes, it is. Maybe now he'll finally stop breaking all the rules. Andrew, I dare you to watch the rest of this game from your throne."

"I didn't even pick," Andrew complained, trying to wriggle out of the bindings. Fiona tied the entire thing behind his back. 

The fact that he was pissed didn't help him at all. His arms were pinned in place. His legs were immobile. He could maybe, maybe, tip over the chair but all that would accomplish was that he'd be trapped on his side.

"Natalie. Untie me," he demanded.

"Well..." she hesitated. "It is kinda your own fault, isn't it? You did break the rules, hon. Maybe we can untie him after the round is over?" she proposed, looking at Fiona.

"We'll see. If he behaves, I'll consider it. Now, since there won't be anymore cheating, let's see if we can't turn up the heat."

"What do you have in mind?" asked Lucas.

Fiona spun the bottle in lieu of an answer. It landed on Natalie. "Truth!"

"Boo, you chicken."

"Hey, it's my choice. You can't guilt me into doing a dare."

"Okay, smartypants, then why don't you tell us all what you've told me last month when we went out drinking."

"No, that's off limits."

"There's no off limits in truth or dare."

"Fine. Changies."

"You already used your changies, remember?"

"You can just untie me and we can stop this childish nonsense," Andrew cut in.

"You might want to hear this, Andrew. It was about you," Fiona said.

"You told her something about me?" Andrew asked his fiancee.

"I just wanted to vent a little bit about how there hasn't been any heat in our relationship for a while," Natalie snapped at him.

"Why?" he demanded.

Natalie didn't respond. She grabbed the bottle and spun. It landed on Lucas. "Truth."

"What age did you lose your virginity?"

"Oof. Twenty-five," he replied.

"Seriously?"

"Uh huh. I was shy for a long time."

"What changed?"

"I looked in the mirror one day and realized how good looking I was," he chuckled.

"Fair point," Natalie smiled. Andrew stewed silently. It certainly looked like she was flirting with the guy but he bit back his commentary. Natalie always hated it when he was jealous. He needed her on his team right now more than ever.

Lucas spun the bottle and it landed on Andrew. "What now?" he asked, looking at Fiona.

"Well, since our little cheater cheated his way out of the game, I propose that every time it lands on him, my sister will have to take his place."

"That's not fair, that's really stacking the odds," Andrew countered.

"Too bad. Any complaints?"

"Fine with me," Natalie said. "And... dare."

"Well, since apparently the heat is gone, why don't we try to ignite it again? I think your boyfriend deserves a nice lapdance."

"On it!" Natalie exclaimed excitedly.

Andrew couldn't believe the eagerness with which she jumped up. By all indications, she should have been just as pissed at Fiona as he was, yet she wasn't. She stood in front of him and grinned.

"See? It's not all bad," she grinned and started gyrating her hips.

"I'd rather do this in private."

Fiona snorted loudly. "Are you telling me he doesn't know?"

Natalie straddled his bound hips and leaned in close to kiss his neck. He shivered. "Don't know what?" She turned around and dragged her butt over his thigh.

"That she's a little exhibitionist, of course," Fiona scoffed. 

"No she's not," Andrew insisted as his fiancee pulled her sweater over her head. She wore a yellow tee underneath but it still undermined his assertion. She leaned back into him, her entire body writhing to the inaudible tune.

"Please. I think I know my sister a little bit better than you. She used to flash people all the time when we were out."

Natalie faltered in her dancing a little. "Hey! I told you never to talk about that," she yelled.

"Is what she says true?" Andrew asked.

"I was young and immature back then—"

"Yeah, and you didn't have enough allowance," giggled Fiona.

"But I haven't done any of that in a long time. Not since I met you. I know how jealous you get."

"I'm not jealous!"

"Yeah right, you're the most jealous, insecure guy I know," Fiona responded. "Enough dancing, let's get back to the game! Are you satisfied with the dare, Lucas?"

"Oh, for sure. The girl knows how to move her butt."

"Don't talk about my fiancee like that," Andrew threatened but it fell on deaf ears.

Natalie spun. It landed on Colt. "I dare you to kiss Fiona," Natalie grinned.

"Hey!" Fiona yelped as Colt practically bounced on her. She held him off with arms and legs and he planted a big, wet kiss on her knee.

That was enough for Natalie. Colt spun and it landed on Fiona. Dare.

"You know what, we've been prancing around for you for a while now, I think it's about time you do something for us. I dare you to take off your top. I've been dying to get a sight of those beautiful tits."

Andrew expected at least a little hesitation, if not outright refusal. It didn't happen. Fiona didn't even blink before grabbing the flimsy top and yanking it off. Her breasts were perky C-cups, tanned just like the rest of her body. The pointed, dark nipples were pierced with thin, chrome studs.

"Whoa, when did you get them pierced?" Natalie gasped.

"A couple months ago."

"God damn, those are some nice fucking tits," Colt nodded appreciatively.

"Hell yeah," Lucas agreed.

Andrew felt sick. Seeing his soon-to-be sister-in-law naked wasn't something he had ever thought was in the realm of possibilities. Nevertheless, he couldn't deny that she was beautiful. On the outside, at least. On the inside, she was a rotten she-devil.

"God, I'm so wet right now," she said and spun the bottle.

It landed on Colt. Dare. "Well, fair's fair. Show me those sexy, sexy abs."

Colt pulled off his sweatshirt and tee with a flourish.

It didn't take long until Lucas sat there half naked as well, but the bottle spared Natalie. Colt ended up cupping Fiona's breasts and Lucas even got to suck a nipple. 

The line had been crossed, redrawn, crossed again, and shattered into a million pieces. Andrew tried once again to escape his bonds but all he accomplished was rocking the chair. He felt so utterly helpless, watching the horrible debauchery happening right in front of his eyes.

And then Fiona spun the bottle and it landed on Natalie. Dare. "I think it's time the boys get to see your milky-white funbags, sis. You're wearing way too many clothes."

"NO!" Andrew shouted. "You can't do this."

"Why not?" Natalie cocked her head and asked.

"I forbid it," he replied sternly.

"You what?"

"I forbid you from just taking off your top in front of these... animals."

The moments the angry words escape his lips, he knew he had screwed up. Natalie's eyes glowed with fierce defiance. She jumped to her feet and pulled her sweater over her heard. Nearly tore the tee trying to get it off. Reached behind her back and snapped open the bra.

Natalie's wonderful breasts plopped free. They were big D-cups that rippled with every step. Adorned by large, rosy areola and normally puffy nipples that were now hard as diamonds. 

As quickly as they had appeared, they disappeared again. Natalie spun around and presented her goods to the rest of the group to an appreciate howl from Fiona.

It didn't end there. Natalie hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pants and pushed them down. Including her panties. Andrew gasped.

He didn't need to see it to know what it looked. He had seen her naked countless of times. Those perfectly smooth, shaved lips, like a juicy peach. The soft skin of her thick thighs. 

It was supposed to be his and only his.

Natalie stepped out of the pile of clothes on the ground and walked a tour around the tray on the ground, swaying her hips like a model on a catwalk. She looked so damn graceful, Andrew thought. 

"Feast your eyes all you want," Natalie said in a husky voice.

"Why are you doing this?" Andrew asked.

She turned to him and anger flashed across her face. "You can't tell me what to do."

"I'm sorry. You can do whatever you want. But please, don't do this!" he begged.

Natalie ignored him. She sat back down, folding her legs to the side, sitting there as if it were the most natural thing to pose naked for her stepsister and her boyfriends. She spun the bottle. It landed on Lucas. Dare.

"I don't want to be the only naked one. I think we better get another look at that beautiful dick of yours. It's overdue that I can feast my eyes on a nice, big one."

"As you wish, my lady," Lucas grinned. He rolled on his back and stripped off his pants. His flaccid cock lazily draped over his thigh, like a fat slug.

"Mm, that is nice," Natalie commented. Each word was like a dagger in Andrew's side.

Next in line was Fiona. She stripped off her hot pants before Lucas even finished the sentence. "Finally!" she yelled triumphantly as she stood there with her genitals bared and her hips on her side.

She had a bush, though not a large one. Barely more than a neat triangle of short-cropped hairs. Completely without grace, she sat back down and spread her legs wide, bracing herself with her hands behind her back. Her pussy opened up, revealing the pink interior hidden between the dark, meaty labia.

"Your fiance is staring at my pussy, sis," Fiona laughed.

Andrew's head snapped up and he felt himself blush. Everyone laughed, including Natalie. "It's okay, honey. I give you permission to ogle the shit out of my sister," she said sardonically.

Fiona grabbed the bottle and put it aside. "I don't think we need this anymore," she declared and turned to Colt. "Come on, get naked."

"What are you doing?" Andrew called out

"I think both Lucas and Colt have demonstrated that they're willing to do whatever it takes to get the girl. Unlike somebody," she added, indicating him. "Now it's a showdown between me and Natalie."

"And me? What are you gonna do with me?"

"You get to watch."



6. Dare Me Please
"Alright, my dear sister, are you ready?" Fiona asked, sitting there spread-eagled, flanked by two black guys with their cocks on display.

"Yes," answered the equally naked Natalie.

"Okay, then I dare you to get on all fours and show your beautiful pussy to one of them."

"NO!" Andrew bellowed.

"Shut it, cheater, or I'm gonna have to gag you," Fiona threatened.

"Which one do I pick?" asked Natalie.

"Well, if you remember, my first question to Andrew was which one of these guys I should date and he picked Colt. I think he really approves of Colt, so you should pick him."

Andrew groaned. The game had been a colossal mistake and he should have seen it from the first question. If only he could travel back in time and slap himself for being so damn stupid.

Natalie crawled on all fours past Andrew. He watched her buttcheek bounce with every rise and fall of her legs but he didn't enjoy it at all. She reached her destination, turned around, arched her back so low that her cheeks were resting on the shag rug and wiggled her ass right in Colt's face.

"Damn, that's a nice pussy," Colt said and licked his lips.

"Oh my god, I can feel his breath," Natalie laughed with exhilaration.

More than anything else in the world, Andrew wanted to die. It was so fucking humiliating. He blinked away a tear, determined not let them see how much he was hurting.

Mirroring her stepsister, Fiona crawled over to Lucas and presented her rear to the man. They were almost face to face, grinning at each other.

"What's it feel like letting loose?" Fiona asked and returned to a sitting kneeling position.

"Wonderful!" Natalie said and did the same.

"Okay, now it's your turn."

"Okay. I dare you to lie on your back and get kissed on the inside of your thigh... without laughing."

"Wow, someone is really horny."

"You have no idea."

They turned to face their respective partners and laid down on their backs, raising their knees. Cold and Lucas bent down. A wet smack of lips kissing the inside of Natalie's thigh was the worst sound Andrew had ever heard. It was followed by another one, slightly higher up. Closer to her pussy. 

Natalie had to bite her lip to keep from moaning. Her fingers were dug into the carpet. Fiona wasn't faring much better. Lucas was practically touching her sex with his cheek, kissing first one, then the other leg.

"Oh... no," Fiona squirmed and started to giggle.

Natalie scooted back and sat up, shouting triumphantly. "Hah! Beat you."

Andrew felt a little bit of relief. She wasn't really interested in the black guy at all. She just wanted to compete with her sister, that was it. Just a friendly competition between siblings. It didn't have anything to do with him.

"Ugh, you know I'm really ticklish!"

"Of course, I do, Fi."

"Okay, my turn. I challenge you to give him an erection — without touching him at all!"

"Ooh," squealed Natalie. "That's a good one."

"Ready? Set. Go."

Fiona's approach was very simple. She opened her legs, slipped a finger inside of her wet hole, and let out a soft pornstar moan. "Ooh, mmm, this is nice," she cooed but ruined the effect by glancing over her shoulder.

Natalie, on the other hand, didn't do anything useful. If anything, she was being counter-productive by repositioning behind Colt. She leaned forward, her breasts a fraction of an inch away from touching his shoulder blades and whispered something into his ear.

Three seconds later, she shouted victoriously. "Hah! Beat you again." Sure enough, Colt's massive cock rose between his legs until it stood at a forty-five-degree angle. Like one of those fertility statues.

"How did you do that!" Fiona complained. "What did you tell him?"

"That's my little dirty secret," Natalie beamed.

"Colt!"

"I... don't think there's any way I can repeat what she said," Colt laughed and shrugged apologetically.

"How filthy was it?"

"Off the charts."

Natalie poked Colt in the back with a sharp index finger. "You be quiet now. Okay, I challenge you to touch his cock."

"And do what with it?" Fiona asked.

"Nothing. I just want an excuse to hold it."

Andrew opened his mouth but one glare from Fiona stilled his tongue. 

Natalie pressed herself up against Colt's back and reached around his waist. She wrapped her delicate fingers around the meaty shaft. They looked so small in comparison, like a porcelain doll grabbing a polish sausage.

"Wow," she sighed, resting her chin on Colt's shoulder so she could look over it. She gripped it with both of her hands and very slowly slid them up his shaft. "It's so big!"

On the other side, Fiona had Lucas' glans wrapped in her fist, using her thumb to gently massage it. It had the desired effect. Lucas was concentrating very hard on something with his eyes closed.

Natalie's hand glid back down until they reached the base. Very gingerly, she cupped Colt's balls, gently massaging them. "They're so heavy," she mused.

"That's because they're full of cum," Colt laughed.

They stayed embraced like that for a minute. Natalie was content to just run her fingers over the large, black prick, fascinated by the sight of it. Fiona stopped toying with Lucas much quicker and kept glancing between her stepsister and Andrew.

It felt like the entire world was dropping out underneath Andrew. His fiancee, the love of his life, held another man's penis, pressing her breasts against his back. Not even Stephen King could have put the pain in his heart into words.

"Are you done, yet?" Fiona asked impatiently.

"Sure," Natalie replied without letting go of her prized possession.

"Okay, then let's see. Hmm. Something I'm better at than you. Oh, I got it! I dare you to have Colt put a finger in... your BUTT," she yelled and cackled malevolently.

"Ew! Do you even have lube?"

"We don't need it. Suck his finger."

"Do I have to let go of his penis?"

"Yes, you slut."

"Okaaay, fine," Natalie sighed. She slunk around to the other side and took ahold of Colt's hand. She raised it and inspected each finger individually, bending it forward and back. She settled on his middle finger, folded the other ones down, and wrapped her lips around it.

As she slid the finger in and out of her mouth, she looked up at Andrew. For the first time, she really looked at him. The coy, playful look in her eyes scared him. It was in that moment that he realized she knew exactly the effect she was having on him and she didn't care. She enjoyed it.

She really worked on it, slobbering thick threads of saliva all over it. The guy's dark finger was just about the size of Andrew's cock. When she was satisfied, she let go of Colt's hand and turned around, presenting her rear to Andrew.

Colt knelt at her side. His cock prodded Natalie in the ribs. A large hand squeezed her buttcheek, really digging into the supple flesh. He placed the well-lubricated fingertip on Natalie's brown bud and drew little circles.

"Ohh," Natalie moaned. She gasped as Colt slipped it inside to the first knuckle. He pulled it out again and pushed back, this time to the second knuckle.

Fiona was busy herself, with Lucas using two fingers on her chocolate starfish. Though she didn't seem to be affected by it as much as her stepsister.

Andrew felt lightheaded, watching the dark appendage slide inside of his fiancee's hole. The sphincter seemed to eagerly gobble it up. Colt pushed his middle finger in all the way and started slipping it in and out.

"Alright, I think that's en—" Fiona started.

"No! No! I dare you to keep going," Natalie interrupted her. "Oh yes!" she roared and pounded the carpet with her fist.

A strand of her juices started to drip. Andrew watched it getting thicker and thicker, barely clinging to her soaked labia. It was suspended in the air, trembling with every movement. He had never seen her that wet.

"When was the last time you had great anal sex?" Fiona asked. 

"Never!" Natalie blurted out between moans.

"You've never had anal?"

"I've had anal with Andy but it was never great."

Andrew remembered trying it. It was on her birthday and she was feeling experimental. So they spent a few hours getting ready. Properly lubricating, testing it with a finger, before doing the real thing. He remembered how she had moaned and writhed. How she had a powerful orgasm faster than he thought was possible.

It had all been a lie. She had never wanted to do it again. She had faked her orgasm.

"Fi, I'm dying. I can't take it anymore."

"Okay. Colt, Lucas, you heard the lady."

"Wow... okay, I dare you to f—"

"Uh, uh, uh, you used your turn."

"What? Did I?"

"Yeah, you dared him to keep going."

"Oh shoot. Please dare me. You want it, too."

"Hmm," Fiona said in mock contemplation. "I was thinking of maybe having them tease you with a feather. You have to lie there for ten minutes while they slowly tickle every inch of your body with goose down."

"No! I need to get fucked," Natalie rounded on her sister.

"Oh my word, Nat. I can't believe the words coming out of your mouth. So vulgar! Can you believe how dreadfully vulgar she's being, Andrew?"

Andrew's lips were pressed tightly together. It was all he could do to stop himself from lunging at the hated woman. He balled his fists and felt the ropes dig into his flex biceps, reminding him that it wasn't up to him whether or not he lunged. He was still trapped.

"Please, Fi! Please. I need this cock in me so bad."

"Is what I'm hearing right? You want to take a COLD SHOWER?"

"Nooo!" Natalie shrieked. Her desperation was getting more emphatic. "Please dare me to fuck him, please, please, please, please! I've been waiting for this for years."

"Oh alright. Natalie, my beloved sister and best friend in the—"

"PLEASE!" Natalie boomed.

"I want you, even though you are betrothed to this pathetic excuse of a man"—she gestured at Andrew—"to lie down on the rug"—Natalie immediately flopped down on her back with her head pointed at Andrew—"spread your naughty legs"—Natalie's legs snapped wide open—"and let Colt use your adulterous cunt for pleasure while your husband watches."

"Yessssssssss!" Natalie whooped.

"Go ahead, Colt."

The tall, black man positioned himself between her legs. He hooked his forearms under her knees and yanked her butt up on his thighs. His massive cock floated atop her entrance.

"Please, free me from my misery," Natalie pleaded, kneading her own breasts and biting her lip.

Andrew's heart broke and shattered into a billion pieces at her betrayal.

Colt grinned and gripped his eight-inch cock. He guided the tip to her hole and pushed it between her puffy lips. They were forced apart, enveloping the thick head. Then he pushed in. A smooth plunge.

"Hooooooly shiiiiiiiiiiiit," Natalie yelled.

Andrew closed his eyes. Blessed darkness prevented him from seeing but it wasn't enough. He still had the memory of that thick shaft disappearing inch by inch inside of his girlfriend's vagina. He still heard the wet shlicking of his pumping. He still smelled the mixture of sweat and juices in the air. 

Defeated and broken, he opened his eyes again. Colt was really going at it. 

Natalie's eyes were squeezed shut. Her face was pure rapture. Her sandy hair laid spread out on the carpet, like a halo. "Ooohh," she moaned.

Fiona laid down next to her, shoulder to shoulder. Lucas crouched over her, bracing himself with his hands beside her stomach.

The two sisters' hands found each other. Natalie intertwined her fingers with Fiona's and gripped it tightly.

It seemed to last hours. Andrew couldn't even seem to blink anymore. Fiona, getting pounded by Lucas. Colt with Fiona's legs wrapped around his waist, powerful hip thrusts shoving his cock deep inside of her.

Their moaning was harmonious but Natalie's was louder. More frequent. 

"Oh, oh, oh," she rasped, deep and guttural. There had been only a few times when Andrew had heard those noises before. The days where they had spent all day in bed, making love. Hours of foreplay and days of sex.

Had every other orgasm been faked? He couldn't believe it. There had been far too many. Surely not all of them had been fake. He didn't know what was real anymore.

Except for Natalie's impending orgasm. That was very definitely real.

Her entire body trembled. Her toes curled up. "OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH," she screamed at the top of her lungs, writhing in perfect bliss.

The scream lasted impossibly long, echoing through the caverns of Andrew's skull. Even when Natalie slumped down and grew quiet, he heard the ringing howl of her pleasure.

"You alright?" Colt asked.

"Better than alright," Natalie sighed breathlessly. "Just keep going until you finish. I dare you to come inside of me."

"You little slut," Fiona laughed. "You hear that, Lucas? You get to fill the finest pussy in the west coast."

Colt repositioned her legs, hoisting her feet over his shoulders. All the muscles in his onyx body seemed to flex with his powerful thrusts. His head rolled back and he let out a long breath.

"Oh my god, I can feel him pumping," Natalie gasped.

Colt pulled out and carefully set her legs down. Andrew saw a white glob hanging off the tip of his dick. The rest of it was completely slick with wetness. The man had just ejaculated inside of Natalie.

His girlfriend. His fiancee. His future wife. Defiled by another man. A black man with a cock exponentially larger than his own, no less.

Summoning all the strength he had left, Andrew tried to snap the rope tying him down. He flung himself to the side. 

The chair teetered and tottered and toppled over. A swooping sensation jumbled his organs. Unable to brace his fall, he crashed hard against the ground, barely softened by the fuzzy carpet.

The others look up at the sudden noise, remembering he was there. He just wanted the ordeal to be over. 



7. Defiled
"Colt, Lucas, help me get him up," Fiona said. The three of them swung him upright with ease. It didn't improve his situation at all. It might have made it worse. Within arms' reach, there were now two naked men.

On the left was Lucas' cock. Coated in his future sister-in-law's juices. On the right was Colt's. The impossibly long and thick dark appendage that had just been buried all the way inside of his love's pussy. 

"I think he's feeling a little left out," Fiona mused, pushing between the two guys. 

"I just want to leave," he said quietly.

"Nonsense, we're just getting started. Are you boys up for more?"

"Well... I think I'll need a little encouragement," Colt said. 

"That can be arranged. Nat?"

Natalie appeared next to her stepsister. Andrew's heart pumped once, just as a reminder that he was still alive. That he was still in love. Even though she was intent on torturing him, standing there, naked, with her perfect body. A trickle of cum slithered down her inner thigh.

The women sank down to their knees, their backs to each other, butts touching. Lucas stood in front of Fiona on the left, Colt on the right. 

With gusto, they started using their mouths on the half-flaccid cocks. Natalie had to open wide just to get her lips around the bulbous head. But as she had demonstrated earlier that night, she was capable of taking it. Her lips dragged leisurely along the shaft, until she had three-fourths of it inside of her. Her throat distended.

"God damn this woman can take it deep," Colt marveled.

Fiona employed speed rather than depth, bobbing her head back and forth like a woodpecker, concentrating mostly on Lucas' glans. Colt slowly pulled his cock out again and all the cum and juices were scraped off, leaving behind a dark, shiny, and relatively clean member. One that was significantly harder than before.

Like a squirrel hopping over a branch, Natalie worked her way along the underside of Colt's shaft, kissing and licking her way to the end. With a darting tongue, she played with his clean-shaven nuts. She burrowed her head between his legs, licking the taint.

The only time Andrew had ever seen anyone attack a cock with that much enthusiasm was in porn. He had only stumbled across those clips occasionally, of women being "blacked." He always felt sorry for them, having to put up with. The only reason they did it was because someone paid them a lot of money.

Except, Natalie wasn't getting paid and there she was, gobbling down Colt's black cock like her life depended on it.

"I think I'm good to go," Colt chuckled. "But I'm loving this, too. I wouldn't mind—"

"No, I need you inside me again. I forgot how good sex can be," she cut him off.

Quick as a rabbit, she scrambled to her feet and jumped on Andrew's lap, startling him. By far the biggest reason they even went to the cabin was to finally reconnect and there she was, naked and horny, sitting on his lap, but he couldn't even touch her. Even then, he wished that he could feel her skin on his.

Colt approached and stood between her legs. She hooked them around his butt and pulled him in closer. Andrew's stomach lurched. He was able to see down the front of Natalie's body as if it were his own. 

Just between her breasts, he saw Colt's big cock, positioned at her entrance. It disappeared inside her. Natalie's head rolled back onto his shoulder and she let out a satisfied breath. Her hair tickled his neck.

Every time Colt pushed in, her entire body was pressed against Andrew. He felt the energy. The momentum. He saw it up close, too. Natalie pinched her nipples as the large cock pushed in and out and in and out of her tight hole.

"Mmmmm," she moaned, accompanying the wet slurping.

Suddenly Fiona's warm breath blew on his other ear. She stood behind him, leaning forward. "Wow, that is hot," she marvelled. "You don't know how good it feels to ride one of these."

"Shut up," Andrew replied feebly.

Fiona giggled. Natalie moaned. "I'm so glad everything turned out this well. I wasn't sure if she'd go for it. But she was so horny and frustrated for so long, I figured that the sight of a real man would drive her crazy. And now she's happy. Do you get it, yet, Andrew? You lost her. After tonight, there's no way she'll ever be able to make love to you anymore."

A shudder ran through Andrew's body. Fiona wasn't done taunting yet. "I've had to listen to her complain for years now and I kept telling her to just cheat on you but she never wanted to. You know what a goody-two-shoes she is, that's why I had to show her. I've been sending her clips and pictures for a few months now. At first, she just said it was gross but the more I sent, the more interested she got in black cock. But even I had no idea just how eager she really was."

"Please stop," Andrew whined.

"No, don't stop," mumbled Natalie. "Oh god, it feels so good. Never stop, please, never stop."

"Don't... worry..." Colt panted. 

"You know what? You should kiss her," Natalie suggested.

"Nooo," Andrew cried.

Colt leaned in and Natalie lifted her head to meet his. Their lips joined in unison, close enough for Andrew to smell the musky scent of Colt. His lips enveloped hers, toying with them, teasing them. His pink tongue slithered inside of her mouth, all the while he ground his hips, plunging into her like a madman.

It seemed to last an eternity until they broke their kiss and Natalie returned to moan in his left ear. Fiona moaned in his right ear, getting pounded by Lucas.

The hot breath on his neck became shallower and before long, he felt Natalie's body bristle and writhe on top of him. Lost in the throes of an orgasm, she kissed and nuzzled the side of his neck. Wherever her lips touched, it burned with intensity. The same lips that had just minutes ago eagerly sucked another man's cock.

Colt suddenly pulled out of her. His entire shaft was coated with a mix of cum and juices, thick white globs of his own seed from earlier. He grabbed it and started pumping. 

A burst of white goo shot out the tip, splashing across Natalie's bare stomach. Followed by another jet of cum, splatter on her tits. And another. And another.

The beautiful body, defiled.


Natalie went slack, slumping against him. "Wow, just wow," she sighed. "Coming here was the best decision we ever made, Andy."

Tears started rolling down Andrew's cheeks. He couldn't hold them back any longer. 

"Well this is rather pathetic," Fiona scoffed. "You're kinda ruining the mood here, Andrew."

"I don't know... I think it's turning me on," Natalie countered.

"Well I'm going to need a little break," said Colt.

"That's okay. I think maybe I should clean up a little, too. What do you say we take a shower and then head to bed? Snuggling under the warm blanket sounds just about perfect right now... and maybe by then you'll be hard again."

Colt snorted. "You really are insatiable. Let's go."

"I don't think my legs are working too well right now. Can you help?"

"Of course. Anything for a lady as beautiful as you," he said with charm and elegance. He scooped her up effortlessly, cradling her nude body against his chest, and carried her off towards the downstairs bathroom.

"Well, looks like this party's over," Fiona said.

"Are you going to kill me?" Andrew blurted out.

"What? No, no, oh no," she laughed. "That's funny, Andrew. No, there's no need for that. You're not really a threat to anyone. I know all about you from Natalie. You're a weakling. A coward. The worst mistake my sister ever made. I'm gonna cut you loose and then you're on your own, free to do whatever you want."

Fiona fumbled at his restraints and he felt them slacken. She grabbed Lucas' hand and led him upstairs, taking a candle with her.



8. Free
Andrew sat there for a minute, dumbfounded. The rush of running water was audible both downstairs and upstairs. He just didn't have the energy to do anything. Everything had been taken from him.

When he felt like he had gathered enough strength, he tried moving his arms. The rope that had bound him for so long fell away limply, like a metaphor for his own life. He grabbed it and tugged it, struggling to unwind it from his legs. Nothing he did was good enough.

After he finally extricated himself, he tried to stand up. His legs were surprisingly steady. They itched with the return of unrestricted circulation and with that came a burst of energy.

All he could think about was escaping from his nightmare. Fiona had been right. He was a coward. A real man would go in there and confront his fiancee. That wasn't him.

He rushed towards the door and yanked away the coats, looking for his own. He pulled on his shoes, threw on the ski overpants, grabbed a pair thick gloves, his hat, and a scarf. He pulled open the door so hard the hinges creaked.

Ice cold air rushed into the warm cabin. The candles were snuffed out. He took a deep breath, smelling the woods and the biting temperatures. It smelled of freedom.

The key to the snowmobile was still in his coat pocket. The engine roared to life and the headlight cut a bright beam into the darkness. He pushed the throttle and the sleek machine pulled forward.

It didn't matter that he was leaving behind his phone, his wallet, all of his clothes, his car, and most importantly, Natalie. He was finally free.



9. Morning After
Everything was quiet in the little cabin on Mount Triumph. The sun rose, lettings its bright rays shine on the snow-covered world. Far away, at the end of the winding road leading up the slope, a crew of workers started up the big, orange snowplow. 

Natalie woke up a little past nine. It felt like all the muscles in her body were sore. She yawned and stretched her arms. Blinked. Opened her eyes. 

For just a moment, she expected Andrew to lie next to her, the way he always had for years. Except he wasn't there. By the warm morning light, she saw Colt's kind face, smiling even as he slept.

The memories of the night before rushed back. So did a splitting headache. She hadn't eaten or drank anything except for a lot of alcohol and cum. She wasn't in college anymore. "Hrnngh," she grunted and stretched again with her hands behind her head.

Colt's brown eyes flickered open. He drank in the sight of her breasts being pushed forward, like a work of art on display. "Good morning, Natalie."

"Good morning, stud," she beamed at him.

He pounced and landed on top of her, pushing her down and pressing his mouth to hers. Natalie raked his back with her fingers, eagerly answering the kiss. His cock hardened and started to poke her in the abdomen.

"Ooh, as much as I want it, I think I need some coffee first. Maybe some water. Something to hydrate," she said, pulling away.

"I could use a coffee, too."

Natalie slid out from underneath him and traipsed out into the living room. She was greeted by her stepsister's unabashed moaning. Fiona sat on the kitchen counter, buck naked, with Lucas' bushy curls between her legs.

"Morning," Natalie greeted her.

"Goohhhd mooohhhhhrning," she replied, digging her hands into Lucas' hair to push him deeper. "I made... him breakfast... me!"

Colt joined them and chuckled. "You guys make coffee?"

"We... boiled water... but it's cold again," Fiona panted.

"I'll get it," Natalie said and turned on the gas stove where the pot with lukewarm water still stood. She opened the fridge and realized that nobody had refilled the snow compartment. Andrew was always the one who took care of that sort of stuff. She pulled the eggs, which should still be fresh, and got a pan.

As she stood in front of the stove, Colt moved behind her. He placed one hand on her waist and reached around with the other to squeeze her breast. His cock pressed into her back. She still couldn't believe how big it was. How good it felt. How it filled her so completely.

"Time to fuck you again, little one," he whispered and kissed her shoulder, shortly before his tip wedged between her folds and pushed in.

It didn't take long until she joined her sister in the sexual frenzy, only barely paying attention to the cooking. She nearly dropped the eggs as he slammed into her ferociously. Fiona came to a rousing orgasm while the water bubbled and boiled.

Natalie poured the water into the coffee machine and the black drops started to trickle into the pitcher. She loaded scrambled eggs on her plate, pushed Colt away temporarily, and hopped up on the counter next to her breathless sister.

They made love very slowly. Her at the edge of the counter, him standing in front of her, with his cock inside. The plate of eggs was between them and she alternatingly fed him and then herself, all the while his rock hard penis lit up every nerve ending in her body.

"Eggs have never tasted this good," she said reverently.

Fiona laughed. "Anything tastes good while you're getting creamed."

"True, true."

"How do you feel being a free woman?"

"Oh, it's so wonderful!"

"Go on. Tell me."

"Fine. You were right."

"I know," Fiona said and grinned. "Coffee?"

"Yes, please. I'll take mine black!" she squealed and the group burst into laughter. "But also I want sugar."

"I can give you sugar," Colt chuckled.

"Mmmhm."

"By the way, I still want to know what you told him last night to make him get hard that fast," Fiona asked.

"Oh no, I can't," giggled Natalie. "It's way too dirty."

"Pleeease!"

"She told me that I had the most beautiful brown eyes and the biggest cock she had ever seen and that if everything goes right, she would bareback my cock and if it didn't happen in the dare game, she would wait for me after midnight in the living room, naked and blindfolded, with me free to use her any way I wanted."

"Wow!" Fiona gasped while Natalie blushed.

"Why did you do it?" a voice asked.

All four of them jumped in surprise. They whirled around to the origin of the voice, the couch in the living room. Andrew's head popped up, peeking over the couch's back.

"You're still here?" Natalie said in surprise. "I thought I heard you leave."

"I did leave. I jetted down to the station but it was closed of course. I drove around for hours but I didn't have my phone or wallet or anything. So I came back," he said matter of factly as if he didn't have any emotions left inside of him. "Why did you do it?"

"Because I don't want to live the rest of my life with a small dicked husband," she fired back. "All you think about sex, sex, sex, but you never think about me. You just want to pump and get off but I'm left unsatisfied. Do you see this?" she moved next to Colt and pointed at his perfect cock. "In the last twelve hours, I've felt more alive than I have in the last eight years. Honestly, you're a great guy in many ways but I can't live the rest of my life always knowing that there are guys out there who can make me cum so hard I forget my own name."

"You know, if we had more time, we could turn him into an obedient little cuckold. The two of you can still get married and he'll be the perfect, loving husband while you get plowed by your boyfriends," Fiona suggested.

"Really?"

"It's possible with enough time. Hell, if you're good enough, you can make them think that it was their idea in the first place."

"That sounds like bullshit."

"No, she's right," Lucas said. "I've seen it."

"You people are sick," Andrew spat.

"See? I think we broke him. It's okay. We can find someone else if you want."

"You're saying I should start dating someone just so I can sleep with someone else?"

"Uh huh, that's the gist of it."

"That sounds incredible, when can we—"

"I'm gonna pack my stuff," Andrew announced loudly, got up, and stomped toward the back. The entire bedroom was permeated with the thick stench of sex. He tried his best not to breathe, simply stuffing everything he could find into his suitcase.

The sound of a large diesel motor reverberated through the cabin, heralding the approach of the work crew. It was about time.

When he came out of the room again, Natalie was on the ground, fucked doggy style by Colt. The sight of it made him want to throw up. Fiona and Lucas were copulating on the rug, missionary style. None of them paid any attention to him.

He got dressed, trying his best to listen to the moaning and screaming behind him. Once he was all prepared for the cold, he went to the utility closet and retrieved one of the big plastic snow shovels.

The enormous orange truck spewing snow into the woods plowed slowly but steadily. He opened the trunk of the car and stowed his suitcase. As the plow approached, he cleared a small section of snow in front of the vehicle.

He threw the shovel aside carelessly and got into the car.

At least it was finally over. He didn't feel anything except misery and longing but at least it was finished.

He had lost everything. His fiance. His pride. His manhood.



Epilogue.
All the lights in the house were off, save for the unnatural glow of the television screen. Andrew sat on the couch, bathed in the neon hue. He couldn't remember what day it was. Friday? Saturday? It didn't matter.

He raised the beer can to his lips and tried to take a sip. It didn't work. He looked at it in confusion. It was empty. It had been full just a minute ago, he remembered. Carelessly, he tossed it aside on the growing pile next to the couch.

The TV screen changed and a couple appeared. A younger version of Andrew and Natalie, hugging and smiling in front of Lake Tahoe. They had gone there in 2013 on a particularly beautiful late Summer weekend. She looked so beautiful, then.

"Bitch," Andrew muttered and cracked open another can. The screen flicked to the next picture in the vacation album.

Every time he closed his eyes, he only saw the new Natalie. The adultress. The one that had broken his heart. He tried his best not to close his eyes and instead tortured himself with memories of their past. 

He hadn't left the house since he got back from the cabin. Very soon he'd run out of alcohol and food and he would have to. But that was a bridge he'd cross when he got to it. 

For all he knew, Natalie was still at the cabin. It had been either three or four or five days since he got back but he hadn't received so much as a text message. She was probably too busy spreading her legs for Colt.

But then a key was inserted in the front door. Andrew sat up in confusion.

The door swung open and Natalie walked in. She didn't look at all like the one he had left at the cabin. This Natalie was dressed up to perfection. She wore a form-fitting cream dress that accentuated her curves in all the right places. Flawlessly red lipstick and a ribbon keeping her tied back.

It was a great surprise to Andrew that his heart still had the ability to beat. When his eyes fell on his fiancee, the thumping in his chest felt strange and out of place.

Natalie closed the door behind her and strode towards him. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor. "Oh, my poor baby," she cooed.

"What are you doing here?" Andrew asked, shying away from her. He was the wretched creature who hadn't showered or bathed in days. An empty, ugly shell of a human being.

"I missed you," she said in her sing-song voice.

For a moment, Andrew wondered if he finally snapped. If he had gone insane and this was just an apparition. A phantasm of his misery.

She stood in front of him, looking down at him sad and pitiful eyes. She lowered herself gracefully in his lap sideways and leaned into him. She threaded her arms around him and hugged him.

"Natalie?" Andrew asked in confusion.

"Yes?" she murmured, laying her head against his chest.

"Are you real?"

"Of course I'm real. I'm back, Andy."

"Back? Back? What do you mean back?"

"Why, back at home with you, of course. What do you think?"

"This isn't your home anymore."

She raised her head and looked at him as if he were an idiot. "Of course it is, Andy. You asked me to marry you. We're betrothed. Don't you remember?"

"You broke all that when you fucked that... animal."

"Nonsense."

"Are you saying nothing happened at the cabin?"

"Of course not. Sex with Colt was spectacular but he's not my boyfriend, you are."

"No, I'm not!" he insisted. His head was starting to spin. What was she trying to do?

Natalie leaned forward and press her lips to his. He was confused but the familiar and comfortable sensation of her lips was almost irresistible. She didn't let up until he gave in and opened his mouth to her tongue.

It felt so wonderful to be able to kiss her again, he forgot about the cabin for just a few seconds. But then the memory of those same lips wrapped around a black cock flooded back and he pulled away.

"No!" he insisted. "We can't just pretend the cabin never happened."

"Who's saying we should?" she replied, unperturbed. Her hand gently stroked his cheek, raising goosebumps all over his body.

"Then what? You want me to forgive you and just take you back after what you did?"

"Won't it be nice? Just like it used to be. Just the two of us. Maybe we can take that trip to Europe after all, I hear Paris is really nice the summer. How about it?"

"No! You're insane! How do you expect me to believe you won't just cheat on me at the next opportunity?"

"I don't. I'm going to keep sleeping with whomever I please. Colt and I are meeting up tomorrow. But he's not my fiance. You are and I love you," she said and tried to move in for another kiss.

"Forget it, Natalie! You're not gonna turn me into one of those cuckolds. You're not. I won't let you."

"Shhh, Andy, it's okay," she soothed him. "You don't have to do anything you don't want."

Natalie laid her head on this chest again and hugged him close. He couldn't believe it. After everything that happened, she came back to torture him even more.

Yet he couldn't bring himself to push her away. She was so warm and so soft. Just smelling her made him remember all the good times they had together. The long days and warm nights of their relationship.

He knew that he should just get up and push her to the curb, but he was weak. She rubbed his side with her comforting hands and a serene smile pulled up the corners of her mouth. 

The TV flickered again, drawing his attention. It was a picture of the two of them, sitting in front of a campfire. It was at her twenty-eight birthday party. Someone had taken a picture just as the two of them kissed.

A tear rolled down Andrew's cheek. Natalie was the love of his life. He couldn't remember ever loving another human being that much.

It was too much to lose. He wrapped his arms around the soft, fragile body sitting on his lap and drew her closer.

It felt so, so good to hold her in his arms again.
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