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Chapter One




The taxi followed the road out of town. Out of the window, I could see the ploughed snow piled in large mounds on either side. We started to trace the curved shore of a lake, frozen over and covered in snow, backed by low hills. Although it was just after noon, it was still dark, the flash of the sporadic oncoming cars blinding. This far North, in January, the sun never rose.

“See that glow in the sky?” said the taxi driver. His English was perfect, but the pitch drifted up and down in that melodic tone typical of Scandinavians. “We call it blue hour. Blåtimen in Norwegian. Beautiful, eh?”

“It’s wonderful,” I said, my hand squeezing Guy’s, in the back seat. “I love it already.”

Guy winked at me. “I knew you would, Beth,” he said.

He was a handsome man, a rugged outdoor type with a neatly trimmed beard. We both had a couple of kids with our previous partners, but they were far away now. This holiday was just for us, our first alone as a couple.

After my divorce, I went through what my friends called my “hoe phase,” although it was much tamer than it sounds. I threw myself into online dating, meeting a series of different men and sleeping with them just for fun. I experienced a lot of lust that I hadn’t had with my ex-husband, and for a while, I thought that I would never settle down again.

But then I met Guy. In the bedroom, he was something special, open and enthusiastic, focused on my pleasure. We began to explore things I had never thought to try before. Physically, he was perfect. In his early forties, he worked hard running his own tree surgery business. His body had a natural outdoor fitness you couldn’t get in the gym, with rough hands, scars, and tattoos I could trace with my fingers for hours. And as a friend, he was even better; down-to-earth and honest, he never played games with me. We fucked on the first date, and I deleted all my dating apps the day after.

And now this was our first holiday alone together. It was his idea, an ice hotel near Alta in Norway, just inside the Arctic Circle. The hotel was built anew every year, completely made of ice. I’d wanted to stay in one since I had seen it in a TV program, and it was right up Guy’s street. He’d organised everything; all the details were a complete surprise to me. I hadn’t even looked at the hotel on the Internet.

The taxi turned off the main road and started to bump up a narrow lane covered in snow that wound up through a thick forest.

“This road only goes one place,” the driver said cheerfully. “The resort is nice and secluded.”

“Oh?” Guy said, smirking. “Middle of nowhere? Not going to murder us and bury our bodies, I hope?”

The driver laughed. “Not today, I forgot my shovel.” His eyes met mine in the rear-view mirror, wrinkled at the corners with amusement. “You are together a long time?”

“Not that long,” I said. “First holiday alone.”

“Aha.” He nodded slowly. “Then you have chosen… an interesting place.”

Guy squeezed my knee. “Romantic though, right?”

“Extremely,” the driver said. “Many couples come back from this hotel… closer.”

“How lovely,” I said.

“And sometimes,” he added lightly, “with more friends than they arrived with.”

Guy blinked. “What, like, from the group excursions?”

“Yes,” the driver said. “Group… activities.”

We shared a look. Guy shrugged. “I mean, I did book a few day trips. There’s an excursion to the hot springs and a hike to see the first sunrise after winter. Maybe we’ll make some friends.”

“I’m sure you will,” said the driver with a smirk.

The taxi slowed as lights appeared ahead, glowing blue and white through the trees, like something out of a fairytale.

“Here we are,” the driver said. “The Haven Ice Hotel.”

The hotel looked like something dreamed up by a child with an overactive imagination. Low, sweeping arches of packed snow rose from the deep drifts, the entire structure curving in soft, organic shapes that seemed to have grown out of the winter landscape itself. Here and there, huge domes sprang up, like giant igloos, connected by snow-covered walkways.

Flanking the heavy wooden door were tall sculpted columns of ice, each one a masterpiece in its own right. They twisted in spirals that caught the glow of hidden coloured lights trapped within the frozen core. Cool blues, soft purples and icy greens pulsed like the beat of a heart, illuminating the ice.

A path had been cleared through the snow, winding up to the entrance like a ribbon of smooth glass. Along either side stood more carvings: delicate animals, and naked human shapes like Roman statues. The lights at their bases cast long, shifting shadows, giving the whole avenue an enchanted, otherworldly feel.

Above, strings of tiny lanterns were strung between icy outcrops, their warm light contrasting with the cool blues and whites of the sculptures. The air smelled of pure winter, crisp and sharp, and a delicate light snow was falling.

I felt a thrill run through me as we climbed out of the car. “It’s beautiful.”

The driver smiled to himself as he helped unload our bags. “Enjoy your stay,” he said. “And… keep an open mind.”

As we walked toward the entrance, Guy leaned down and murmured, “I think he was flirting with you.”

I laughed. “In that case, Norway is already exceeding expectations.”

On either side of the door, there were life-sized sculptures of naked women. They were carved entirely from clear ice, every curve rendered with loving precision: large breasts, full hips and unmistakably provocative poses. The one on the left had her bottom thrust out behind her, hands cupping her enormous breasts, as if being taken from behind by a lover. Her head was tipped back, her eyes closed, and her mouth a delicate O of ecstasy. The other stood with her legs slightly apart, one hand reaching between them, the other tracing the lines of her own body, her expression frozen in pleasure.

I slowed without meaning to.

“These are…” I searched for a neutral word and failed completely. “Very sexy.”

Guy let out a low whistle. “That’s not exactly the vibe I was expecting.”

“Neither was I,” I said, feeling a strange warmth crawl up my neck despite the cold. “I thought it would be, I don’t know. Vikings. Reindeer. Maybe a stern ice queen.”

“Instead we’ve got…” He gestured vaguely at the sculptures. “Ice nymphs who are clearly having a good time.”

Guy pushed open the heavy wooden door. Inside, the difference was immediate. The biting cold vanished, replaced by a gentler chill that felt almost cosy after the frozen forest outside. The entire lobby was sculpted from ice. The walls, pillars, and even the ceiling arched overhead in translucent curves that glowed softly from embedded lights.

Running the length of one wall was a huge reception desk carved from solid ice, sweeping and elegant, like a frozen wave. Behind it stood two women who looked as though they’d stepped out of a Scandinavian lifestyle catalogue: blonde, rosy-cheeked, smiling warmly from inside matching puffy resort coats and knitted beanies with little pom-poms on top.

In the centre of the room stood the pièce de résistance: a towering ice sculpture rising almost to the ceiling. Four naked figures were entwined together, two men and two women, their bodies curved and pressed close in a way that left very little to the imagination. Heads were thrown back, mouths open, limbs wrapped around one another in what could only be described as enthusiastic togetherness.

We stopped dead.

“Wow,” said Guy.

The light refracted through the sculpture, highlighting every exaggerated curve and angle. And then I noticed that the men were… impressively proportioned. The ice had been carved with such anatomical confidence that there was no mistaking their state of arousal.

I leaned in and whispered, “Guy.”

“Yes.”

“They have huge erections.”

He snorted before he could stop himself, then coughed and tried to look serious. “Artistic license?”

Behind the desk, one of the receptionists cleared her throat politely. “Welcome to The Haven Ice Hotel,” she said.

We approached the desk and gave her our names.

“Is this your first time staying with us?” she asked, giving us a big smile as she slid the room key and a welcome folder across the slippery ice-surface of the desk.

“Yes,” said Guy. “First time in Norway, actually.”

“Ah,” she said, “We’re so pleased that you’re here. Your welcome pack contains all the details of the activities. Costumes are optional in the swimming pool, but nudity is mandatory in the sauna.”

“Oh, right,” I gulped. “I guess that’s normal here.”

“There’s a mixer in the bar every evening so you can make connections,” the receptionist continued. “I hope you enjoy your stay. Your room is just through there.” She indicated an archway leading off the main area.

“Thank you,” I grinned at her. But as Guy and I headed for the exit, her words began to sink in. I turned to him. “Costumes are only optional in the pool?” I said.

He shrugged. “You know these Scandinavians, they’re much more relaxed than we are about this sort of thing. Are you going to go to the naked sauna?” he asked with a smirk.

“Maybe,” I replied. Actually, I was feeling quite adventurous. “I will if you will.”

We walked down what seemed like a long tunnel in the snow, dragging our wheeled suitcases over the bumpy snow and ice that formed the floor. There were doors set intermittently into the snow with numbers on them. In between, lights illuminated little alcoves with ice sculptures or artistic carvings in the snow walls.

Guy stopped to point one out. “Look at this one,” he said. “It’s like a Roman orgy scene.”

He was right. The carving showed a tableau of naked figures writhing together. The images were slightly crude, the women with large circles for breasts, and the men with massive, stylised erections.

“The art in this place is certainly unusual,” I observed.

Guy turned and checked the number on the key against the door behind us. “Oh, this is our room.” He unlocked the door. I stepped inside and stopped dead.

“Oh, my God,” I breathed.

The room was carved entirely from ice, but it didn’t feel cold in the way I expected. Low-mounted lights ran around the base of the walls, shining upward and setting the ice aglow in soft, sensual colours; deep blues melting into purples and warm pinks. The light climbed the ice columns that ringed the room, making them shimmer as if the walls were alive.

The whole space curved overhead in a smooth dome. And right in the centre of it all sat the bed. It was enormous. Solid wood, rough-hewn and sturdy, completely at odds with the delicate ice around it, and piled obscenely high with cushions, thick furs and layered animal skins in grey and dark brown. It looked less like a bed and more like a luxurious nest, the kind you could sink into and not emerge from for days. Despite the walls made of ice, it looked warm and cosy.

I took a few steps closer, my boots crunching softly on the ice floor, and tilted my head back. Above the bed, carved directly into the ice wall, was another sculpture. Two figures this time, entwined together, their bodies curved and pressed close. Their faces were turned toward one another, mouths open. The artist had even carved the man’s thick penis penetrating the woman, her labia stretched tight around it.

“Guy,” I said quietly, without looking away. “Our room has sex art.”

Behind me, he let out a soft laugh. “Classy sex art, though.”

“Very classy,” I said. “But definitely sex. And look, a bowl of condoms. Kind of weird, but I guess they want to promote safe sex.”

To one side of the room, I noticed a low opening carved into the ice wall, just high enough to duck through. A faint, warmer light glowed from beyond it.

“The bathroom,” I guessed.

I turned slowly, taking it all in again: the glowing ice, the decadent bed, the lovers frozen above where we were apparently meant to sleep. A strange thrill ran through my body and settled right between my legs. My thighs clenched automatically, a flush of heat, and then an instant wetness.

“Guy?” I whispered, reaching for his hand.

“Beth?”

“I think I need you to fuck me in this crazy bed. Right now.”


Chapter Two




We shrugged off our coats, kicked off our boots, and dived under the skins and blankets. Despite the cold air on our faces, it was surprisingly warm and cosy.

“I feel like a wildling princess under all these furs,” I giggled.

We wrapped our arms around each other, and our lips met in a wet, open-mouthed kiss. His knee moved between my thighs, and I desperately ground my pussy against him through our layers, moaning at the friction.

His hand tugged at the hem of my sweater. He found his way inside and up under my thermal layers. Under my clothing, he lifted my bra up, freeing my breasts without getting them out to the chilly air. My breasts were large, but slightly saggy. They’d basically gone up several sizes when I breastfed my kids, and hadn’t gone down much since, apart from the inevitable drop from gravity.

When I’d split from my ex, I’d been self-conscious about my boobs. But having sex with a string of horny men that couldn’t get enough of them had given me a strange confidence in my body, despite the extra pounds and stretch marks.

Guy’s fingers found my nipples, rubbing one with his thumb and then switching to the other. I moaned with pleasure into his mouth. That was the other thing. I never used to be bothered about having my nipples touched, but since having kids, they’d become plumper and much more sensitive. Now I couldn’t get enough nipple stimulation, especially from Guy. Unlike most of the men I had been with, he was often in no hurry to jump straight to penetration. He could lick and suck my nipples for ages, gradually driving me higher and higher, making me squirm across the bed until I was begging for his dick.

But right now, I was too desperate to mess about. My hand tugged at his belt under the covers, loosening it enough to be able to pop the button on his jeans and pull down the fly. My hand slipped into his underpants, finding his cock rock-hard and throbbing already. I wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft.

And that was the other thing about Guy. Out of all the other men, his cock was longer, straighter, and thicker than any of the others. I loved to hold it, to feel it throbbing against my palm, to stroke it. Yes, and to lick and suck it. He had the best dick I’d ever seen. But right now, there was only one place I wanted it.

“Fuck me,” I gasped into his mouth, as his hand groped my breast and I continued to rub myself shamelessly against his leg.

His hand slid down from my breast, over the curve of my stomach, and deep into the layers of my thermal leggings. He brushed over my trimmed bush. When I had been dating, I’d shaved completely bare, as that is what I’d been told men prefer. But Guy had encouraged me to do what felt natural to me, and he loved my neat hair when I let it grow.

His fingers found my slit, spreading my swollen folds and finding me sticky and soaking.

“Fuck, Beth,” he groaned. “You’re so wet.”

He massaged my clit with his strong fingers before sliding them deep inside me. He curled them up, pressing against my G-spot and making me gasp for breath as bolts of electricity surged through my body. My hand was still clamped tight around his big cock, probably too tight. I tried to relax, but the pleasure was too intense.

“Please,” I whispered. “Fuck me.”

He pulled his hand out of my knickers and held it up. His middle two fingers were wet to the knuckle, covered in my white arousal. He pushed them into my mouth.

“Taste yourself,” he growled.

Fuck, I almost came right then. I loved it when he was dirty like this. In control. It was making me even wetter. I reached under the covers, popping the button on my trousers, and dragging them off along with the leggings and my knickers, all in one go. I pulled the tight mess of clothing off one foot, then the other, trying to stay under the blankets. Although if anything, I was too hot now. A fiery heat was flooding my body, radiating out from my pussy.

Finally, I freed myself from my clothes and pushed them out of the bed. I spread my legs, feeling my arousal leaking out. I grabbed his cock again.

“Fuck me, you bastard,” I gasped.

He smirked and moved on top of me. His cock found my pussy, the fat head pressing against my tight opening, nudging it wider. Then he thrust inside. I opened up for him, his cock stretching my walls deliciously as he buried himself deep in my cunt.

“Oh, God… fuck,” I groaned, throwing my head back.

He began to pump into me, his rhythm steady and powerful. He felt so good inside me. So big, filling me completely. I felt myself starting to spiral, getting closer to a climax.

But the heat was becoming unbearable. Between the heavy skins and furs, our combined body heat, and my soaring pleasure, I felt like I was going to combust. My skin was slick with sweat, and the air under the blankets felt thick and stifling.

"Wait, wait," I panted, placing my hands on his broad chest.

He paused, his eyes dark with lust and confusion. "Too much?"

"No," I gasped, "too hot."

I surged upward, pushing him onto his back. With a sudden, violent motion, I gripped the heavy layers of furs and blankets and flung them back. The temperature of the ice bedroom was around freezing, and the air hit the overheated skin of my bare ass and legs like a physical shock, making me gasp as the cold pricked my flesh. It felt incredible.

In one fluid movement, I grabbed the hem of my sweater and thermals, hauling them up and over my head in a tangled mess and tossing them onto the floor. I shook my hair loose, my heavy, full breasts swinging freely in the blue-tinged light of the ice room. My nipples, already sensitive from his touch, reacted instantly to the freezing air, puckering and hardening into tight, dark points.

"Fuck, Beth," Guy breathed, staring up at me from the furs. "You look incredible. Like my very own ice nymph."

I straddled his hips, feeling the magnificent weight of his cock as I lined myself up. I lowered myself slowly, watching his face as I took every inch of him back inside me. I let out a long, shaky breath, my head falling back as I began to ride him.

The contrast was intoxicating. My lower half was fused to him, buried in his warmth and the soft furs, while my torso and breasts were exposed to the biting cold of the room. As I bounced on him, my breasts moved with a heavy, natural sway, the cool air rushing over them and making the pleasure feel twice as sharp.

I leaned forward, my long, dark hair brushing against his face, and planted my hands on the mattress on either side of him. I increased the pace, my cunt gripping him tightly with every downward stroke. I could feel the steam literally rising off our bodies in the frigid air.

As I leaned forward and rode him, my clit rubbed against his body. The combination of the icy room, the icy cold on my skin, and the blistering heat of his cock filling me was more than I could take. I started to move faster, my breath coming in ragged white plumes that mingled with his.

The world suddenly narrowed down to the point where our bodies met. My internal muscles began to pulse, contracting around him. I let out a high, long moan that rang through the silent, frozen room. My head fell back, my back arching as the first wave of an intense orgasm crashed through me.

I collapsed forward, my sweaty chest pressing against his as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. Guy’s big hands gripped my ass, and I realised he was on the edge, too. He thrust up inside of me, penetrating me even deeper as he spread me open with his hands. He groaned, and I felt the hot, rhythmic jets of his cum flooding my pussy.

We stayed locked together like that for a long time, until the cold sweat on our bodies began to feel uncomfortable. I rolled off, putting my hand between my legs to stop the cum leaking into the bed.

“Oh, God, that was…” I panted, at a loss for words.

“I know,” he agreed. “Once we got going, I didn’t even feel the cold.”

I pushed him playfully on the shoulder. “You’re not even naked, you asshole,” I laughed.

I jumped out of bed onto the thick rug and hastily wrapped one of the thick blankets around me. “I’m going to shower, and then we could try the naked sauna,” I giggled.

Guy snorted. “You’re feeling brave.”

I ducked through the archway to the bathroom. It was like a little wooden prefabricated pod, built into the ice. There was a shower, a toilet and a sink. Thick towels were piled on a shelf, and there were huge, fluffy white robes hanging on hooks.

“Ooh, come and look at this,” I called.


Chapter Three




We showered together, dried ourselves, and then wrapped up in the thick white robes. I slipped my bare feet back into my snow boots and returned to the bedroom. The robes were warm, but there was still a sharp breeze of cold up my legs and around my pussy and ass from the snow-covered floor.

“Are we really going to try the naked sauna?” I asked, rubbing my wet hair with a towel.

“What’s the worst that could happen?”

“People see me naked and are revolted?” I laughed.

Guy scoffed. “Shut up. You’re beautiful. Anyway, I bet no one even looks at us. It seems that naked saunas are just normal here.”

“Normal?” I repeated, sceptical. “You say that like we’re not about to walk naked into a room with total strangers.”

Guy grinned, already tugging his beanie down over his ears. “Think of it as a cultural experience.”

I rolled my eyes but followed him out into the icy corridor. At the end, there was a sign for the sauna, which led us through some thick wooden doors to the outside. The sky was pitch black, not a hint of twilight left, but there were more stars than I had ever seen before, the Milky Way clearly visible.

Our breath puffed white in front of us as we crossed the short path of packed snow toward the sauna building, a steep-roofed, wooden structure with soft amber light glowing through its small windows.

Inside, the air changed instantly. It smelled of warm wood and something faintly herbal. The changing area was simple, with wooden benches along the walls and hooks for robes. A few tendrils of steam seeped through the door from the sauna itself.

Two of the hooks had robes on. There were other people there, but not many. That was both terrifying and a slight relief. My heart thudded in my chest as I slipped off my robe and hung it up. Guy did the same, revealing his firm, suntanned muscles and hair-covered body. Standing there naked felt surreal, exposed and strangely powerful at the same time. I caught Guy watching me, his expression appreciative and reassuring.

“See?” he murmured. “Totally fine.”

I laughed under my breath. “You say that now.”

The sauna door loomed ahead of us, a simple wooden thing with a small frosted window glowing from within. Heat pulsed gently from the crack at the bottom, promising relief from the cold.

I hesitated, then reached for Guy’s hand.

“Okay,” I said. “If this gets weird…”

“We leave,” he finished. “Deal.”

We pushed the door open together. The heat wrapped around me instantly, thick and heavy. The room was dim, lit by low lamps and the glow from the stones. Steam curled lazily near the ceiling, and for a moment, my eyes watered as I adjusted.

There were only two other people inside. A man and a woman sat close together on the upper bench, her back resting against his chest, his arm draped loosely over her shoulder. They were naked, of course, their skin flushed, gleaming with sweat and condensation. They looked young, twenty, maybe. Half my age. Both of them were blond in that very Scandinavian way, pale hair and pale skin, completely at ease with their bodies and each other.

The woman’s breasts were tiny, little more than soft mounds, with small, pale nipples that were almost inverted. Between her legs, she had a tuft of blonde hair. The man was almost completely hairless apart from neat and trimmed pubic hair. As he shifted, I saw that his cock, although soft, looked wonderfully thick and heavy, similar to Guy’s.

Guy squeezed my hand as we sat down on the lower bench. The woman turned so she could see us better, still relaxed against the man behind her. One leg dropped down onto the lower bench, and her thighs opened. I caught a glimpse of her thick, pink labia framing her glistening slit, and quickly looked back at her face. I kept my legs tightly closed.

“Hi,” she said brightly. “You are new, yes?”

Her English was flawless. Not the hesitant, careful kind, but confident and fluid, barely a trace of an accent at all.

“Yes,” I said, a little surprised. “Very new.”

She laughed softly. “I thought so. First sauna here?”

“Is it that obvious?” Guy asked.

“A little,” she said kindly. “But you are doing fine.” She tilted her head toward the man behind her. “I’m Ingrid. This is Mikkel. He doesn’t speak English, sorry.”

Mikkel gave us a friendly nod and a small smile, squeezing her thigh affectionately.

“I’m Beth,” I said. “And this is Guy.”

“Ingrid,” Guy said. “Your English is… incredible.”

“Thank you,” she replied. “I studied in London for a few years.”

She settled back again, utterly comfortable, her legs falling open even more. My eyes flicked to her slit again, and I felt my own pussy throb with arousal. I tried very hard not to overthink the fact that we were having polite introductions while completely naked with this beautiful couple.

“You like the hotel?” Ingrid asked.

“Oh my God,” I exclaimed. “It’s so beautiful. The snow, the huge bed, the saucy ice sculptures.”

“Have you made any connections yet?”

I didn’t fully understand what she meant by that. “This is our first time out of the room,” I replied.

“You’re right to take it slow at first,” she nodded. I couldn’t help notice that while we were talking, Mikkel was slowly stroking her thigh with the palm of his hand, getting ever higher and closer to her inner thigh and pussy. Eventually, the side of his hand brushed against her bush, and she let out a little sexy breath, without a trace of embarrassment.

She looked over her shoulder at him, leaning up to press her lips to his. The kiss deepened quickly, tongues probing and twisting around each other, right in front of us. It was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. As we watched, one of his hands moved to cup her small breast. The other hand brushed over her mound, his fingers stroking at her clit. She moaned into his mouth, half closing her eyes.

The heat in the sauna was making sweat run down the valley between my breasts, but watching the other couple was driving another kind of heat in my pussy. I was aching with desire now, and I even let out a soft little moan myself.

Guy’s arm was around me, and he pulled me a bit closer against his naked body.

“You like watching them kiss, don’t you?” he whispered.

I nodded, biting my lip. His hand came up to my face, pulling me in for a deep kiss. I let out a breath I hadn’t realised I was holding, squeezing my thighs to try to alleviate the throbbing arousal between them.

The other couple broke apart, and Ingrid let out a low whistle.

“Sorry,” she smirked. “Mikkel drives me wild.”

I was feeling light-headed with horniness now. I turned back to her and saw that Ingrid had arched her back, her small chest thrust forward as Mikkel’s thumb rhythmically circled her pale nipple. His other hand was still gently teasing her between her legs, not quite touching her clit, but coming very close. But that wasn’t all, his cock was getting harder, long and heavy, starting to curve upwards and pressing against her leg.

I cleared my throat. “That’s okay, we don’t mind,” I managed to say. “Don’t stop on our account.”

Mikkel’s hand slid lower, his middle two fingers parting the golden tuft between her legs and pressing firmly against her clit. She opened her legs even wider, exposing the glistening, swollen pink of her labia and the darker pink opening inside.

She looked down at Guy, her mouth parted slightly in pleasure. "Your woman is very beautiful, Guy. I think she wants to be touched as much as I do."

Guy’s hand, which had been resting on my waist, began to wander. His palm slid over the curve of my hip, my skin slick with sweat, making the contact feel electric. He reached the fold of my inner thigh and paused.

“Beth?” he whispered.

I couldn't speak. I simply parted my legs, knowing that Mikkel and Ingrid would be able to see every detail of my pussy. I leaned back against Guy, the two of us watching them, as they watched us.

Guy’s fingers found my pussy, and I knew I was soaking wet. As he slipped a finger inside, I gasped, my head falling back against his shoulder. From the upper bench, I heard Ingrid let out a sympathetic moan.

"Yes," she encouraged, groaning softly.

Mikkel’s gaze was intense, fixed on the point where Guy’s hand disappeared between my thighs. He began to stroke Ingrid faster, his own thick, heavy cock twitching against her thigh. He was fully erect now, and I realised that Guy was, too. Knowing there were two big, hard cocks near me was driving me wild with arousal. I reached behind me, wrapping my fingers around Guy’s hard length.

“They both have really nice dicks, no?” grinned Ingrid, still watching me with lustful eyes. She grabbed hold of Mikkel’s cock, and the two of us stroked our boyfriends as they fingered us. Ingrid started breathing even more heavily. She brought her free hand up to her mouth and pushed two of her fingers into it, licking and sucking on them as she moaned. All the time, her eyes were locked with mine.

“Oh, God… yes…” she moaned, and then said something in Norwegian that made Mikkel’s eyes darken.

Guy's fingers worked me, plunging into my soaking cunt one moment, and then smearing my sticky arousal all over my clit the next. I felt my climax building rapidly. His other hand moved to my breast, feeling the weight and squeezing it. His fingers met my hard nipple, pulling on it and rolling it between them. He knew how much that drove me wild, and I started squirming on the hard bench.

Doing this in front of other people was turning me on so much that I started moaning even louder, wanting to put on a show for them. I opened my legs wider, knowing they could see my lips stretching around Guy’s fingers, wanting them to see everything.

I looked up at Ingrid, whose hand had now reached back to grip Mikkel’s hair, her hips beginning to buck rhythmically against his hand.

“Yes… I’m going to come…” she moaned. “Come with me, Beth.”

I was already right on the edge, Guy’s fingers massaging my clit and pulling on my nipple.

“Oh… fuck…” I gasped, and then my vision went black as I came hard.

“Yes!” cried Ingrid, and she climaxed at the same moment. Both of us bucked and squirmed as our men continued to touch us through our orgasms, prolonging the pleasure as long as possible.

Finally, the waves of pleasure ebbed away, leaving us both gasping and panting. I couldn’t help laughing.

“Fuck, that was crazy,” I gasped.

“Hot, though. Right?” she grinned. “But now I think our men deserve their reward.”

She moved down off the upper bench, kneeling on the lower one. She faced Mikkel, wrapping both hands around his long shaft and stroking him. She glanced over at me and winked, then bent low over him, taking his cock deep into her mouth.

I copied her, bending over Guy and swirling my tongue around the tip of his cock. My ass was up in the air, facing back to the other couple, and I knew they would be able to see my pussy and asshole. Mikkel was definitely watching me closely as Ingrid sucked his dick.

Guy leaned back slightly, relaxing and enjoying my touch. “Fuck, Beth. That feels so good.” I slipped his cock into my mouth, taking it as deep as I dared without gagging. Ingrid and I bobbed our heads in time, sucking and licking enthusiastically. I kept glancing over at the others. Ingrid could take it a lot deeper than I could; her lips were almost at the base of his shaft now.

The rhythmic sounds of wet, sloppy suction filled the small wooden room, punctuated only by the occasional hiss of water on the sauna stones. Ingrid pulled off Mikkel momentarily with a loud, wet pop. Her lips were swollen and glistening. She looked at me.

"Mikkel loves how you look from back there, Beth. He can’t take his eyes off you. You have such a beautiful pussy."

I felt a flush that had nothing to do with the sauna’s temperature. Knowing Mikkel was watching my exposed ass while I sucked off Guy made my head spin. I reached between my legs with one hand, spreading my pussy slightly, offering him a better view of my glistening, post-orgasmic heat. I heard Mikkel let out a deep groan, his hands gripping the upper bench so hard his knuckles turned white. I never knew I could get so turned on from being watched like this.

Ingrid started sucking and stroking Mikkel harder and faster. He groaned again, his hips bucking upwards. I took Guy’s cock out of my mouth for a second to watch. Just then, Ingrid pulled back, still stroking him. She thrust her chest out. His cock throbbed, and he let out a loud groan that echoed around the room as a huge load of thick cum spurted out and splashed across her tiny breasts.

She continued to wank him, as load after load exploded all over her, painting her chest and running down her stomach. I turned back to Guy and redoubled my efforts. I sucked and wanked him faster and faster. I cupped his balls, feeling them tighten as he approached his own climax. With a deep groan, he leaned back and came in my mouth.

The thick, salty taste of Guy’s cum filled my mouth. I didn't pull away. I swallowed greedily, my eyes locked on his as he tensed one last time. He slumped back against the wood panelling, his chest heaving. I licked the last stray drops from his tip, feeling a weird sense of pride at having finished him off right in front of our new friends.

Across from us, Ingrid was laughing softly, using her fingers to smear Mikkel’s cum across her skin. “That,” Ingrid panted, wiping her brow with the back of her hand, “was fucking hot.”

I sat back on my heels, my knees stinging slightly from the wood, and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. My body felt heavy, melted by the combination of the sauna’s heat and the sheer intensity of what we’d just done. I looked at Guy.

“You okay?” he whispered, reaching out to tuck a damp lock of hair behind my ear.

“I’ve never felt better,” I admitted, and I meant it. What we’d done was mind-blowing, but I had no regrets.

Ingrid stood up, her small, cum-streaked body glowing. She didn’t reach for a towel; she just stood there. “We are going to the ice plunge now,” she announced, nodding toward the door. “It is the tradition. Heat, then ice. It makes the skin tingle for hours. Will you join us?”


Chapter Four




The transition from the sweltering sauna to the Arctic night was like a physical blow. The moment the outer door creaked open, the moisture on my skin turned to a million tiny needles of ice. I gasped, the frigid air burning my throat, but Ingrid didn’t even flinch. She marched across the packed snow, her bare feet crunching rhythmically, her naked, cum-streaked body glowing like marble under the starlight.

"Quickly!" she called back, her breath a thick plume of white. "Before your blood slows down!"

We followed her down a narrow, lit path toward a dark pier that jutted out over the frozen pool. In the centre of the ice, a perfect square had been cut away.

Guy gripped my hand, his fingers trembling from the cold. "On three?" he asked, his teeth beginning to chatter.

"No," Ingrid laughed, standing at the edge of the hole. "No counting. Just do it."

With that, she and Mikkel stepped off the edge together. They hit the water with a muted splash, disappearing for a heartbeat before their heads bobbed up. Ingrid let out a piercing, exhilarated scream that echoed off the frozen pines. "Now! Beth! Now!"

I didn't let myself think. If I had, I’d have run back to the sauna. I squeezed Guy’s hand, stepped to the edge, and plummeted. The shock was total. It wasn't just cold; it was like a violent, sensory reset. My heart felt like it stopped for a fraction of a second as the black water swallowed me whole. I surged back to the surface, my chest so tight that I could hardly breathe. Guy was right beside me, his face covered in pure, shocked delight.

"Oh my God!" I screamed.

I looked over at Ingrid and Mikkel. They were already climbing up the ladder out of the water. Ingrid’s small breasts were tight, her nipples pale and hard as pebbles. I hurried to follow them, desperate to get out of the icy water.

"Feel that?" Ingrid practically shouted, her eyes wide and bright. "That is the life! Now, we run back to the warmth."

As we sprinted back toward the amber glow of the sauna, every inch of me was alive, my nipples were painfully erect, and the friction of my thighs rubbing together as I ran naked sent frantic, shivering pulses of arousal straight to my core.

Back in the changing area, the air felt warm and luxurious. As I pulled the heavy white robe over my shoulders, the sensation was incredible; the soft cloth felt amazing on my goose-bump-covered skin. My body was humming from the exhibitionism, the orgasm, and the icy plunge.

Guy tied the belt of his robe as he watched me pull my damp hair out from under my collar. We were both breathless, our faces flushed a deep pink. Ingrid was already wrapped in her robe, looking effortlessly chic even with her wet hair plastered to her neck.

"You are naturals," she whispered, her eyes dancing. "The ice has made your blood wake up, yes? I can see it in your eyes."

She glanced back at Mikkel, who was leaning against the wooden wall, watching us with a quiet, appreciative smirk. Ingrid turned back to us, lowering her voice just enough to make it intimate.

"We will be in the bar later," she said, biting her lower lip. "They serve a very good cloudberry gin cocktail. We’d love to get to know you both a lot more.”

She let the implication hang in the air. I felt my stomach flip. Was she suggesting that we… do more than we’d already done together?

"We'll be there," Guy promised. Had he picked up on her tone?

Ingrid stepped toward me. I thought she was going to shake my hand; instead, she leaned up and pressed a warm, lingering kiss against my lips, then did the same to Guy. With a final, knowing grin, she and Mikkel headed back toward the main building.

After a quick change in our room, we headed to the restaurant, bundled up against the cold. I wore a dark-green knee-length dress and thick, grey wool leggings that hugged my legs. Over that, I threw on my heavy coat and pulled a cream-colored cashmere beanie low over my ears. Guy looked ruggedly handsome in his wool coat and a dark beanie.

The restaurant was a masterpiece of frozen architecture. Huge blocks of translucent ice formed the walls, illuminated from within by hidden LEDs that shifted colours slowly. In the corner, a pianist in a tuxedo and fingerless gloves played; every time he exhaled, a delicate plume of white breath drifted over the keys.

Usually, the menu would have blown my mind. It was pure Michelin-star indulgence; I chose reindeer carpaccio with fermented berries and smoked arctic char. But my mind was miles away from the food.

"So," I said, leaning over my glass of sparkling water that the bottle said was defrosted from a glacier and was over 100,000 years old. "The sauna."

Guy laughed, picking up his fork. "The sauna. I told you it would be a cultural experience. They certainly do things differently here."

"Guy, be real," I whispered, glancing around the opulent room. "You think it’s just 'normal' for total strangers to start masturbating and having oral sex three feet away from people they just met?"

"I mean, it's Scandinavia," he said. "Maybe they're just... very liberated? It felt natural at the time, and there’s not a lot to do when it’s dark all the time. It was fun."

"It felt incredible," I agreed, feeling a familiar throb return between my legs. "But I don't think it was just a cultural thing. I think something weird is going on in this hotel. Did you hear what Ingrid said? About 'making connections' and getting to know us better?"

I paused, watching the piano player's breath swirl. "She was hinting at a swap, wasn't she? She wants to fuck you, and me to fuck Mikkel."

Guy set his fork down, frowning. “Do you really think so? I thought she was just being polite.”

I sighed. “Guy, you’re a lovely man, but you’re hopeless at picking up emotional cues.”

Guy grinned as he realised I was serious. “Well, I’ve never been propositioned like that before.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck. “Did you see how they were looking at us in the sauna? I think they would have gone further.”

I took a bite of the reindeer carpaccio; it was exquisite, melting on my tongue. “She mentioned the bar. She mentioned 'connections', and didn’t the receptionist say something similar? And the taxi driver, now that I think of it. In this kind of high-end, isolated place, I bet this is exactly what people come here for. It’s like a secret sex club disguised as a luxury retreat.”

“Hmm,” said Guy, taking a bite of his food. “I’m not saying you’re wrong, but it’s a bit of a stretch.”

I had a sudden thought. “Guy,” I said. “Where did you find out about this place?”

He shrugged. “Oh, it was just an advert online.”

“An advert where?”

“You know that ethical porn site we subscribed to? I think it was a banner ad there.”

As I mentioned before, Guy and I had been exploring sexually, more so than I ever had with other men. One of the things we had introduced was watching porn together from one of the ethical film companies. This one was owned by a woman, and the performers could set their boundaries and use condoms if they wanted. A lot of the couples featured were real-life couples, filming their sex lives. It was something that I had never expected to enjoy, and yet I had discovered that it drove me wild with lust. After watching it, Guy and I would fuck like never before. And now I’d watched a couple do things in real life, and enjoyed it, I was beginning to wonder what kind of voyeur I was.

“Guy!” I said, putting down my fork. “You booked a hotel advertised on a porn site. This is exactly what I’m talking about. It’s probably some kind of swinger resort!”

Guy frowned again, as if the penny was finally beginning to drop. “That would make sense… now that you mention it.”

I started observing the other tables with fresh eyes. To our left, a group of four was huddled close, their laughter low and conspiratorial. One man was casually resting his hand on the thigh of the woman sitting next to him, but as I watched, the woman opposite slipped her foot out of her shoe and rubbed her stockinged foot up his leg.

Across the room, another couple were dining, but they weren't focused on their plates. The woman was feeding her partner a piece of char, her eyes locked on a man at the adjacent table who was watching them with unmistakable hunger.

"Look at them, Guy," I whispered, nodding subtly toward the group of four. "The touching, the eye contact... it’s everywhere. This isn't just a hotel. It’s a playground."

Guy followed my gaze, his eyes widening. "Jesus, you're right. It all starts to make sense now."

I leaned in, my heart racing. "So, let's get back to what Ingrid said. About the bar. About getting to know each other. If she asks... if they suggest we swap... what are we going to do?" My heart was racing, and I realised that my pussy was soaking wet in my underwear.

Guy took a slow sip of his wine, his gaze dropping to the swell of my breasts beneath my green dress before meeting my eyes. "Honestly? I’ve spent the last hour thinking about how they were watching you in the sauna. And instead of being jealous… I enjoyed it. And well, there’s no denying how hot Ingrid is, although I doubt she’d be interested in someone as old as me.”

"I don’t know about that," I breathed, my own thighs pressing together. "I saw the way she looked at you. Oh God… imagine if I had a hot young man like Mikkel take me while you're right there watching." I was feeling light-headed again.

“Are you saying we should do it? If the opportunity comes up?”

I closed my eyes for a second and then looked at him. “I think I am.”


Chapter Five




After we finished our meal, we headed next door to the large hotel bar. The space was packed, a low roar of conversation and laughter bouncing off the magnificent arched ice ceiling. The bar itself was a long, glowing slab of translucent ice blocks. Behind it, half a dozen bartenders in thick wool vests shook cocktail shakers and poured brightly coloured spirits into glasses that looked like they were made of ice.

"Do you see Ingrid and Mikkel?" Guy asked, leaning close to my ear to be heard over the thumping bass of a deep house track.

"Not yet," I said, scanning the crowd as my eyes adjusted to the dim, blue-tinted light.

Guy paused. “Fuck… Beth… look over there.”

At the far end of the ice bar, a man in a sharp charcoal suit, his heavy overcoat draped over his shoulders, pinned a woman against a wooden stool. They were kissing deeply, but his right hand was buried deep inside the front of her trousers. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her head tilted back, a small, rhythmic movement to her hips as he worked his fingers. Nobody nearby seemed to mind; a couple right next to them was casually ordering martinis as if nothing was happening.

"My God," I whispered, my heart hammering.

But Guy was already looking toward the edge of the room opposite the bar. The perimeter wasn't a solid wall; it was curved and carved with deep, arched alcoves. Each one was lined with thick, plush reindeer furs and a mountain of cushions.

In one alcove, a woman was draped across a man’s lap, her skirt pushed up to her waist. Her leggings and knickers had been tugged down enough that her bare ass was on display, red with cold as he groped and spanked it.

In another alcove were two couples. The men were relaxing back on the cushions, chatting with each other as if it were a normal conversation between friends, while the women crouched over their laps. I caught a flash of cock in her hand as one of them looked up, before she moved back down to take it in her mouth once more.

“I think I need a drink,” I whispered.

We made our way to the bar, navigating around a couple of women kissing each other passionately. We squeezed into a gap at the bar. One of the bartenders, a handsome man with a Viking-style beard, took our order and made us a cloudberry gin cocktail. I took a sip, it was tart, sweet and delicious.

"Look," Guy said suddenly, nodding toward a corner alcove tucked away near the back.

Ingrid and Mikkel were there, lounging on a pile of furs. Ingrid looked amazing, dressed for a chic Arctic night, wearing skin-tight black trousers tucked into oversized, chunky white snow boots. Over a thin, ribbed polo-neck top, she wore a massive, fluffy fur cardigan that looked incredibly soft to the touch. Mikkel looked rugged and dangerous in a worn black leather jacket and dark jeans.

As soon as she spotted us, Ingrid’s face transformed into a mask of pure delight. She waved excitedly, beckoning us over with a frantic, welcoming energy.

“You came!” she called out as we approached the alcove.

The booth was deep, carved into the very ice of the wall and overflowing with layers of reindeer pelt and plush cushions. As we reached the edge, Ingrid shifted, sliding toward the middle to create a gap. She reached out, her fingers brushing Guy’s wrist as she guided him down next to her.

“Sit, sit! There is plenty of room for friends,” she purred, taking our drinks from our hands and placing them on an ice shelf at the back of the alcove. Guy was soon tucked into the corner with Ingrid pressing her fluffy cardigan against his arm. On the other side, I found myself next to Mikkel. I was so close to him that I could smell his aftershave and feel the heat of his body. It sent another rush of heat between my legs.

“Heisann!” Mikkel greeted us in Norwegian, and I copied the unfamiliar word back to him.

“Hello, Beth,” Ingrid said, her eyes twinkling. “You look beautiful in green. It matches the Northern Lights we hope to see later.”

“You look stunning, too, Ingrid,” Guy said smoothly.

“Thank you! The gin is good, yes?” she replied, her hand resting casually on his thigh. I watched her fingers dig slightly into the fabric of his trousers. “It prepares the heart for a long night.”

Guy took a steadying gulp of his drink, his eyes meeting mine over the top of the glass. He looked half-terrified and half-electrified.

"Ingrid," I said, trying to keep my voice steady over the low thrum of the music. "I have to ask. Guy and I... we didn't exactly know what this place was all about. We saw the advert on a certain website, but we didn't realise that it might... have a specific vibe."

Ingrid laughed, a bright, melodic sound. She leaned back into the furs, her hand never leaving Guy’s thigh. "Specific vibe? Oh, Beth, that is a very English way of putting it. It’s so funny that you would come here without knowing. Yes, this is a swinger resort. Everyone is here to fuck."

When she said the word fuck, she looked right at me, her upper teeth biting her lower lip as she emphasised the word. It made my pussy throb.

Mikkel said something to her, and she replied in Norwegian.

“Mikkel is very amused,” she said. “But he wonders how you feel about it now. He says you weren’t very shy in the sauna.”

I felt my face flush. "I... I think I'm still processing it," I admitted, my voice a little breathless. "But after the sauna, I can't exactly pretend I wasn't into it. We both were."

Guy cleared his throat. "It’s definitely a bit of a shock to find out we’re at a swinger resort by accident, but honestly? We talked about it, and we could be interested in exploring more.”

Ingrid’s eyes sparkled. She looked at Mikkel and translated, and he grinned. His arm slipped around my shoulder, pulling me in closer. I was so turned on I could hardly breathe.

She looked at me. "Would you like to kiss my man, Beth? While I kiss yours?"

My heart was thudding so hard I thought they must all be able to hear it over the music. I looked at Mikkel. Up close, his eyes were a piercing, icy blue, framed by thick lashes. He was beautiful, and so much younger than me.

I nodded slowly. "Yes. I would."

Ingrid turned to Guy, her hand sliding up from his thigh to the back of his neck, pulling him in. I watched as their lips met. Guy was hesitant at first, then opened up as Ingrid’s tongue pushed forcefully into his mouth.

Beside me, Mikkel moved. He reached out with his hand, his fingers grazing my jaw before cupping my cheek. He leaned in, and when his lips touched mine, they were firm and surprisingly soft. I let out a soft moan, my eyes fluttering shut as I leaned into him. In the small space, the tension was incredible. As we kissed, I felt Mikkel’s hand slide over my wool leggings, brushing my inner thigh. Then it slid up my side, before cupping and squeezing my breast inside my coat.

On the other side of the alcove, Ingrid and Guy’s mouths were working together. I broke the kiss for a second, gasping for air, and saw Ingrid pulling back from Guy. She was flushed, her blonde hair below her beanie framing her face.

“Mmm, he’s a great kisser,” she purred. “But I want to know if his woman is just as talented.”

She didn't give me time to process the thought. She shifted her weight, moving away from the corner of the alcove to meet me in the middle. I leaned forward, my heart hammering. When our lips met, it was nothing like the kiss with Mikkel. Ingrid was soft, but very insistent, her tongue flicking against mine playfully, in a way that made my toes curl inside my boots.

Behind me, Mikkel had followed, his large frame pressing against my back. I felt his lips on the back of my neck as he planted a row of kisses. I let out a muffled whimper into Ingrid’s mouth as his massive hands came around to the front, cupping my breasts over the fabric of my dress. His thumbs found my nipples through the wool and rubbed them into hard, aching peaks. The pleasure from my nipples seemed to be directly connected to my pussy, and I could feel how wet I was.

Guy was right next to us. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that Ingrid’s hand was on his bulge, rubbing him gently. I looked back over my shoulder at Mikkel, and his mouth captured mine. We spent the next five minutes swapping kisses, everyone taking a turn with everyone else. Even Guy and Mikkel kissed each other, which turned me on even more than it surprised me. Hands were everywhere, but so far only on top of our clothes.

The touches and the tension were driving me crazy, my pussy throbbing like I was close to climaxing already. The men were both rock-hard in their trousers, and I took great pleasure in rubbing Mikkel’s bulge as it strained to escape.

“You see, Beth?” Ingrid murmured against my lips. “Everything is better when it is shared. Your man is so hard for me, and Mikkel... I think he wants to tear this dress off you.”

I looked out into the bar. There was more kissing out there, now. Hands were roaming, and the music was punctuated by soft moans from the other alcoves.

“Shall we go back to our room?” Ingrid suggested. “A little privacy for your first time might be better.”

I nodded, slightly relieved that we weren’t going to go any further in the bar. I looked at Guy questioningly.

“Let’s do it,” he grinned.


Chapter Six




The bed in Mikkel and Ingrid’s room was even bigger than ours. As soon as we entered, everyone began to strip off. The second my bra and knickers hit the floor, I dived under the furs onto the soft mattress to escape the cold air. Ingrid joined me seconds later, her arms wrapping around me and clinging to me like a limpet, her warm, naked body pressed tight against me.

I could feel the sharp points of her nipples as she rubbed her small breasts against my big, soft ones. The men climbed into bed next to us, and they cuddled up, too. The sight of Mikkel and Guy kissing and holding each other was making me even more turned on than touching Ingrid.

But we all knew why we were really here. Soon, Mikkel and Guy broke apart and moved to us. Mikkel put his thigh between my legs and pulled me tight against him for a kiss. I could feel his big erection pressed against my thigh, and I moved my hips, working some friction onto my clit against his leg.

Next to us, Guy’s hand slipped between Ingrid’s legs, and she cried out and opened them wide as he pushed his fingers inside. He started to finger her, and I could hear how wet she was in the quiet bedroom. I was the same, and it was an immense relief when Mikkel’s fingers finally found my clit and started to circle it firmly.

I couldn’t help moaning loudly, letting myself go now that I was finally being touched where I had been desperate to be touched all evening. He increased his pace, driving me wild and making me squirm against him. My hand found his cock, big and hard. He was probably almost as big as Guy, but on his thinner frame, it seemed disproportionately larger.

The wet noises from Ingrid’s pussy had increased a lot as Guy finger-fucked her fast. Suddenly, her hand found mine, and she gripped it tightly as she came with a loud howl of pleasure. There was a lot of wet squelching sounds as Guy fingered her through it.

“Fuck, I’ve squirted in the bed,” she groaned when she could breathe again.

I was right on the edge, too, as Mikkel’s fingers worked overtime on me. He bent lower, capturing one of my big nipples in his mouth and sucking hard. Ingrid leaned over and took the other one into her mouth. With both of them sucking on my tits and Mikkel’s fingers on my clit, I went over the edge.

My hips bucked, my back arched, and my thighs shook uncontrollably as the orgasm completely consumed me. I squeezed Ingrid’s hand so tight that it must have hurt her. Suddenly, the heat under the covers was unbearable, and I threw them back, letting the cold air wash over our hot, sweaty bodies.

“Now we fuck,” purred Ingrid, biting her lip again as she said the word.

Mikkel knelt up so he could reach the condoms in the bowl. His big dick was standing up straight right near my face, and I couldn’t resist leaning in to lick it up the length, and suck on the head.

“Make sure you both find the extra-large ones,” giggled Ingrid, as Guy reached for a condom, too. “You don’t want to restrict the blood flow.”

I let Mikkel’s cock pop out of my mouth with a wet sound, and watched as he quickly rolled the condom down his whole, long length. Even that act was turning me on, and my fingers found the soaked and swollen nub of my clit, stroking it to relieve some of the pressure.

When both men were fully sheathed, they moved between our legs. The covers were pushed aside, and we were naked to the cool air. Ingrid and I spread our legs wide, overlapping them. I reached down to part my folds, opening up my pussy for Mikkel’s big dick. God, I was soaking; sticky white arousal leaking from my cunt. Mikkel guided his cock to my open, and slid it deep inside me.

My back arched, and I gasped with pleasure as I felt every inch of him stretch me wide open. Deeper and deeper he thrust, until his balls were pressed against my ass. He was so deep that it took my breath away, but I still lifted my legs to take him even deeper. My arms wrapped around him, and I placed my hands on his small, firm ass, holding him there and enjoying the fullness. He felt different from Guy, and I revelled in the sensations and pleasure.

Next to me, Guy was working his way into Ingrid with ever-increasing thrusts. Each movement made her moan and twist under him, until finally he was fucking her all the way in. She slid her hand over her stomach and through her blonde tuft of hair to rub her clit while he fucked her. The sight of my boyfriend fucking someone else nearly made me come right then.

Finally, Mikkel started to move, too. He pulled nearly all the way out before slamming deep back in again. Every hard thrust nearly made my brain explode. Soon, the room was filled with the slap of skin on skin and the moans and cries from Ingrid and me. Both men had great physical stamina, and they fucked us hard, their thrusts synchronising.

Ingrid came first, frantically rubbing her clit as Guy fucked her through it. I didn’t even need to touch myself to get off. My orgasm crashed over me easily, seeming to last forever. But when it was finally over, I knew the next one was already building. I don’t know how long they pounded us like that, but I came three times before they finally needed a break.

As the men relaxed on their backs, Ingrid and I took over. I threw my leg over Mikkel and guided his cock back between my folds. It felt so good to sink back over him, letting him fill me once again. Soon, Ingrid and I were riding each other’s partners at a steady pace, enjoying their thick cocks and smirking at each other. While my big breasts bounced around uncontrollably, I admired Ingrid’s small, neat mounds that hardly moved. Her whole body was so petite and elegant. We tried to move in for a kiss, but that interrupted our rhythm too much.

When I leaned back, I could see Ingrid’s tight, pink lips stretched around Guy’s thick cock. It didn’t take long before I was climaxing again. This time, I did put my fingers on my clit, mirroring Ingrid as we both rubbed ourselves through another intense climax. Mikkel’s hands were on my ass cheeks, holding them apart, his fingertips millimetres from my tight ring of muscles. I could feel my ass stretching open, and I knew what I wanted.

Guy and I had been experimenting with anal play. We hadn’t gone all the way yet; I was too scared of his massive girth, but we had discussed it, and it was something I wanted to work towards. He often used his finger on my ass while we were having sex, and I was suddenly desperate for that now.

“Put your finger in my ass,” I begged Mikkel, as I bounced on his cock.

Of course, he couldn’t understand me, but Ingrid breathlessly translated as she continued to fuck herself on Guy’s cock. Mikkel grinned and moved his hands slightly, touching my most sensitive area. As I fucked him, he used my motion to push past the resistance, and then he had a finger from each hand in my tight rear entrance.

The sensation was incredible, and I came again, feeling myself clench around both his cock and fingers. It was so intense that I went light-headed, rolling off of him and shaking uncontrollably with my eyes tightly shut.

When I finally recovered enough to open my eyes, Mikkel guided me up onto my knees and moved behind me. Ingrid knelt next to me, and the two men entered us from behind. They set a steady pace, fucking us both hard. Mikkel spread me open with his hands, watching his cock disappear into me, his thumb playing with my asshole. Despite the cold air, we were all covered in sweat now; I could feel it running down my back and between my breasts.

From Mikkel’s grunts and groans, I could tell he was getting close. He said something to Ingrid, his tone quick and desperate.

“He says… he wants to come… on your big, beautiful… tits,” she gasped, in between being pounded by Guy. “Oh… God…” she moaned as he thrust particularly deep inside her.

I spun around, kneeling in front of Mikkel as he stood up on the bed and pulled the condom off with a rubber pinging sound. I offered up my sweat-covered breasts, practically steaming in the cold air, and squeezed them together for him. He gave his cock a few frantic strokes, and then he exploded all over my chest. Lines of thick, white cum pulsed over my tits, running down between them and over the nipples. I rubbed it into my nipples, still hard and sensitive.

He muttered something that sounded like a compliment, and knelt back down to kiss me and play with my tits. Meanwhile, Guy and Ingrid were reaching their own climax. Ingrid came hard again, and Guy pulled out, desperately trying not to fill the condom right then.

“Come on my face,” she gasped, rolling back onto the bed.

Even after everything, that filthy request shocked me. It’s not something I had ever done. Guy whipped off the condom and moved closer. He only needed one stroke of his cock, and he ejaculated right over her nose and cheek in one long line of cum. The next load landed in her open mouth, dripping down her lips and chin. Again and again he came, painting her face in white lines. She looked so beautiful, covered in my boyfriend’s cum.

“Oh my God,” she giggled, licking some off her lips. “Come and help me clean it up, Beth.”

I licked some of it off her face, and then she sucked Mikkel’s cum off my nipples. It was a filthy mess, and I fucking loved it.


Chapter Seven




The next morning, when I woke, I was still buzzing from what had happened the night before. It was weird not having any sunlight, but the ice hotel lights changed with the time. Last night, the colours in our room had been deep blues and purples, but this morning, they were glowing orange and yellow. It almost felt like there was a sunrise inside the ice.

Guy stirred beside me, one arm heavy across my stomach. “Morning,” he murmured.

“Morning,” I said. “How did you sleep?”

“Mmm. Like I was in a very expensive freezer.”

I laughed and rolled toward him. His cock was hard, like it usually was when he woke up. He started to rub it against my leg.

“None of that,” I grinned, giving him a peck on the lips. “I need breakfast first. Anyway, you might need it later, who knows what’s going to happen today.”

We found a small table and loaded up plates with smoked fish, dark bread, and things I couldn’t even identify. It was quite busy, and we’d just sat down when a man approached our table.

“Excuse me,” he said. “May I join you?”

“Of course,” Guy said. The man was slightly older than us, with a dark beard that was going grey at the sides. He introduced himself as Lars, a Dane on holiday with his wife.

“She had quite an exciting night,” he explained. “One too many cocks, you might say, and she’s feeling quite sore and tired this morning. I left her in bed.”

The rest of breakfast passed in an oddly easy blur. Lars was charming and funny. He asked about our trip, chatted about the ice architecture in the hotel, and made me laugh more than once with his dry humour. I also noticed the way his eyes lingered a fraction too long when I spoke. The warmth of his smile. The quiet confidence of someone who had been with a lot of women and knew how to treat them. It didn’t hurt that he was incredibly attractive.

When he stood to get more coffee, I leaned across the table toward Guy, my voice low.

“Okay,” I said. “Tell me if I’ve completely lost my mind.”

Guy smirked. “I’m listening.”

“I’m really attracted to him,” I admitted. “And I keep thinking about what he said about his wife. And what people are here for in this place. And…” I hesitated. “Maybe we should make the most of it while we are here.”

Guy studied my face for a moment, then smiled.

“Do you want to invite him back to our room?” he asked quietly.

My pulse jumped. “You’re… okay with that?”

He nodded. “After last night, I think that might be exactly what I want.”

“You don’t think it’s… too much to do it again so soon after swapping with Ingrid and Mikkel?” I asked, suddenly worried that I was out of control or being too slutty.

He put his hand on mine. “Of course not. Let’s explore while we have this unique opportunity.”

Lars returned with his coffee just then, smiling as he sat back down.

I was suddenly nervous as a virgin about to have sex for the first time. How did one broach the subject?

“Er… Lars?” I said.

“Yes?”

“After this, would you like to… um… come back to our room?” I felt myself blushing, and that wasn’t the only place that was getting warmer.

He nodded, like it was a perfectly normal request. “I’d love to, but I find the bedrooms quite cold. How about we all go to one of the warm pods?”

“Warm pods?” I said. I hadn’t seen those.

“Oh, you’ll love it,” he grinned.

When we’d finished eating, Lars led us down another wing of the hotel, quieter than the main area. The ice walls here were carved more smoothly, the lighting warmer, almost honey-coloured. Set into the ice at regular intervals were wooden pods, their rounded frames half-buried like cosy burrows.

They looked inviting. Intimate. Each one held a double bed, almost filling the cosy room, and was lit from within by soft lamps that made the wood glow. An electric heater glowed on the ceiling of each one. One entire wall of each pod was glass, providing anyone in the icy vault a perfect view of what was happening on the bed.

Three of the pods were empty, but in the fourth… I gasped. A naked man lay on the bed. On top of him were two women, one riding his cock and the other riding his face. They were both large, with enormous breasts and big asses that bounced and jiggled as they fucked themselves on him.

A few people lingered nearby, chatting quietly, occasionally pausing to watch. Others walked past, briefly glancing in at the explicit show as if it were no more remarkable than a piece of art. My heart thudded, not from shock so much as fascination. There was something mesmerising about it.

“Well,” I murmured. “That’s different from the usual fish tank in the other hotels I’ve stayed in.”

Lars smiled. “They’re nice and warm, so they’re usually very popular, but it’s still early. Perfect for a quick bit of morning fun.” He looked at me, eyebrow lifting just a fraction. “If you don’t mind people watching?”

I swallowed, heat pulsing between my legs.

Guy leaned in, his voice close to my ear. “Are you feeling brave?”

I watched the figures inside the pod shift again, completely unconcerned with their audience. The woman riding the man’s face threw her head back, letting out a loud, orgasmic cry that was muted by the glass.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

We chose an empty pod, and Lars held the door open for me. Inside, I realised that although people could see in, we couldn’t see out. The glass wall was completely mirrored on the inside. Lars was already pulling his jumper off over his head. Guy copied him, and the two men undressed until they were just in their underwear. I was still standing there, slightly stunned.

“Let me help you,” said Lars, smoothly, climbing onto the bed and offering me his hand. I joined him and Guy, and between them, they began to undress me. They slipped my coat off my shoulders, removed my beanie, and then unzipped my fleece. As Guy helped me out of it, Lars unbuttoned my trousers and tugged them down. The sensation of being stripped naked by two men was turning me on like nothing else.

By the time I was in just my underwear, my knickers were soaked through. Even the fact that people could be watching, and yet I could only see my own reflection, was driving me wild. I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked flushed, my eyes wide and horny. Guy flicked the catch on my bra, and my heavy breasts fell out. Then Lars reached for my knickers. I thought my heart might leap out of my chest as I lifted my ass to let him slip them off.

"You are even more stunning than I imagined across the breakfast table," Lars said, his voice deep.

I was completely naked. I could see Lars looking at my pussy hungrily, so I opened my legs to give him a better view. I was also facing the mirrored glass, so I could see my own swollen and soaked cunt, already leaking with arousal. Guy moved closer, putting an arm around my back and one hand on my leg, guiding me to open up even more. I could see he was already hard, his cock straining at his briefs.

“There’s nothing more beautiful than watching how a woman pleasures herself,” Lars said, putting one hand on my thigh. “Would you like to show us?”


Chapter Eight




My stomach flipped at Lars’s request, and heat flooded my body. But I did as he asked. I slid my hand down over my pubic hair and between my folds. I watched my own hand in the mirror, my fingers pale against the flushed pink of my pussy. As I touched myself, thick, white arousal leaked from my opening, glistening in the warm honey light of the pod and running down over the darker skin of my asshole. I felt incredibly exposed, not just to Guy and Lars, but to the invisible audience outside.

I pushed two fingers into my cunt, making a wet sound. When I pulled them out, they were soaked and covered in a creamy coating. I used the arousal to start circling my clit, pressing firmly and feeling the electric pulses flow out through my whole body. I felt my nipples pucker up, despite the warmth of the heater above us. I moaned with pleasure, relaxing as I performed for the others.

Lars moved in, his tongue flicking at one of my nipples and making me gasp. Guy captured the other one in his mouth, and soon both men were sucking hard on them, sending rushes of pleasure through me that merged with the intense pleasure from my pussy. Their hands were on my inner thigh, holding me open, close to my pussy, but not touching it. I increased the pace, my climax building rapidly.

It didn’t take long before I went right over the edge and came hard, my ass bucking up off the bed as I shook all over. The men held me through it, stroking my thigh and sucking on my tits as I squirmed in their hands. I pushed my fingers back inside myself. I’d never been so wet before.

Lars looked up at me. “That was beautiful,” he murmured.

“You’re so fucking sexy, Beth,” agreed Guy.

Lars kissed me on the lips.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I whispered.

Lars knelt up and tugged down his briefs. His cock sprang free. It was very hard, nice and straight, and a little above average, although nowhere near as big as Guy’s. He reached for one of the condoms on the shelf, ripped it open with his teeth, and then rolled it down his shaft. My pussy was absolutely aching for him, and I rolled onto my knees, sticking my ass out for him impatiently.

When he was ready, he knelt behind me, spreading me open with his palms. I was so wet and gaping that he slid easily inside me, all the way to the base. He felt so good, not stretching me so extremely as Guy, but creating the perfect friction against every sensitive spot inside me. He started to fuck me, hard and rhythmically, his fingers spreading my cunt so he could watch his cock disappear into me. I could see everything in the mirror, and I hoped there were others outside watching.

Meanwhile, Guy was removing his own underwear. He knelt in front of me, offering me his big cock. I grabbed it with one hand, drawing it into my mouth and sucking as I looked up at him. He rocked his hips, fucking my mouth. It felt amazing to be fucked like this between two hot men, a dick in my cunt and one in my mouth. I’d never experienced anything like it.

It didn’t take long before I was shuddering with another climax, one that felt even better as Lars fucked me hard right through it. When I started to come down, I felt his fingers, coated with my arousal, start to massage the tight ring of muscle around my asshole, sending even more pleasurable sensations through my body.

He paused his thrusting, his dick throbbing deep in my cunt. “You have a pretty ass,” he murmured. “Do you like to be fucked there?”

I took Guy’s cock out of my mouth. “I… I’ve never tried,” I said, looking back at him over my shoulder. “But I want to. We just haven’t yet because I’m scared of the size of Guy’s cock,” I admitted.

“Do you want to try? I will take it slow,” he said, his fingers still exploring around my rear entrance.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I want to try.” I looked up at Guy; his eyes were shining, and he grinned at me.

Lars pulled his cock out of my pussy with a wet sound. He got some lube from the shelf and coated his cock with it. I felt him rub the head around my asshole, smearing it with lube. Then his fingers opened me up from the sides. I groaned with pleasure.

“It is okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, pushing my ass up a little more. “Put it in.”

I felt the pressure of his cock against the opening, and then suddenly I gave way. He was inside me, my opening burning for a second before waves of pleasure rushed through me. It felt… different… but really good. He pulled out again and then thrust back in, deeper this time.

“Oh… God…” I cried. “That’s so good…”

He started fucking me in the ass, gradually increasing his pace and depth. I was still clinging to Guy’s cock with one hand, and I managed a few more sucks before the sensations became overwhelming. Suddenly, I was coming hard. It felt different to normal, starting deeper inside me and rushing through my whole body. I cried out, my whole body shaking. My ass muscles clenched around his cock, and suddenly it popped out, expelled from my body by my climax.

I rolled onto the mattress, shaking and quivering in ecstasy.

“Oh my God,” I groaned. “That was amazing.”

“Now, do you think you can take us both at the same time?” Lars asked.

My stomach flipped again.

“I want to try,” I said.

Guy lay on the bed, and I mounted him, guiding his cock to my soaking pussy. He slipped in easily, and I pushed myself down on top of him, feeling the familiar intense stretch as his massive girth opened me up inch by inch. When I was seated completely on top of him, he was so deep that I could hardly breathe. But there was more to come. Lars moved behind me, applying more lube before pushing his cock against my asshole.

It went in easier this time, but I felt impossibly full with Guy’s cock already inside me. I was stretched to my limits, but the pleasure was amazing. The filthy thought about what I was doing only made it better: I was being fucked by two dicks at the same time. I had never thought I would get to experience this.

Lars started to move, thrusting slowly in and out of my ass. Guy gripped my hips, thrusting up into me. As Lars pulled out a little, Guy pushed deep, and vice versa. It felt so good that I thought I might pass out with pleasure. They held me between them, my breasts swaying, my head thrown back and screaming with ecstasy. They fucked me harder, and somehow even deeper.

“Oh… fuck!” I suddenly screamed as I went right over the edge, coming so hard I’m sure I did pass out for a second. I felt my body release, and I squirted uncontrollably all over Guy’s body. Waves of pleasure rushed through me as my cunt and ass clenched and contracted around their cocks. The orgasm went on and on as they fucked me through it. I watched myself in the mirror, skin flushed, body shaking as I climaxed.

“I’m coming,” Lars grunted. I felt his cock throb as he filled the condom inside me.

Guy increased his pace, fucking up into me as I rode him, Lars’s dick still deep in my ass. Only seconds after my previous orgasm, I came again, my holes milking their cocks. Guy groaned with relief, and I felt the wet sensation of his thick cum pumping out deep into my cunt.

We collapsed together on the bed, sweaty from the exertion and the heater from above. I was glowing, my whole body tingling with the aftershocks of the orgasms. The two men wrapped their arms around me, kissing me on the neck and breasts, both of them telling me what a good girl I was, and how well I’d taken them.

I couldn’t stop thinking about who might have been watching. I’d never know, but it felt… strangely empowering. It seemed I was discovering I was an exhibitionist, as well as a voyeur.


Chapter Nine




After lunch, we decided to relax with one of the treatments that the resort offered. The one we chose was kind of cryptic; it was called something like Couples Oral Massage with Tantric Coaching. We didn’t really know what that was, but it sounded intriguing.

The massage room was around the back of the sauna building. We pushed the wooden door open and entered, knocking the snow off our boots on the mat. There was a lady behind a wooden desk. She looked just like all the employees, fresh-faced, with her blonde hair in a ponytail. It was warm in here, though, and instead of a beanie and resort coat, she was just wearing a thin robe that showed off her curves.

"Welcome," she said, her voice soft. "You must be Guy and Beth. My name is Elin. I will be your guide into the deeper connections of the body."

She turned and gestured for us to follow her through a heavy set of velvet curtains into a larger, dimly lit chamber. The air here was heavy with the scent of sandalwood and coconut oil. In the centre of the room sat a massive, raised double bed, draped in soft charcoal linens and surrounded by dozens of flickering candles that cast long, dancing shadows against the timber walls.

Elin stepped to the foot of the bed and turned back to us. Without a word of ceremony, she reached for the silk tie at her waist. With a single tug, the robe fell away, pooling around her ankles. She was completely naked.

I heard Guy catch his breath, and I couldn't blame him. Elin was spectacular. She had an athletic build, but with large, high breasts, topped with wide, puffy nipples. Between her legs, I could see that she was perfectly smooth and shaved.

She gestured toward the bed. "Please. Remove everything and lie face down on the bed.”

Guy and I stripped off our clothes. I felt a thrill of nerves as I climbed onto the high bed, the soft sheets cool against my naked stomach. Guy settled in beside me, his shoulder brushing mine. We lay there, eyes closed, listening to the soft sound of Elin’s bare feet on the wooden floor as she walked around us.

Elin climbed onto the bed and straddled my back. I could feel the heat of her pussy against my skin as she began to rub hot oil into my shoulders. She worked her way down to the top of my ass, her naked body practically grinding on me as she sensually massaged me. She leaned forward, her large breasts and nipples rubbing the oil into my skin as she used her whole body to massage me.

"Relax, Beth," she murmured. “Feel the tension from your muscles release into the room and dissipate.”

It was intensely erotic. I let out a low moan, my face buried in the soft pillow, as she shifted lower, her slick, shaved pussy sliding rhythmically against my buttocks. Then, I felt her climb off me to straddle Guy’s lower back. From the corner of my eye, I saw her lean forward, her large breasts swinging as she began to knead his shoulders.

"And you, Guy," she purred. "Your body is like iron. Let it melt."

She rubbed her naked body against Guy’s back, and then moved back to me. She began to stroke my ass and down to my inner thighs, her fingers drifting dangerously close to my soaking folds. When she had released the tension from my legs, she switched to Guy and did the same for him.

“Now roll onto your backs,” she purred.

I rolled over, but I saw Guy hesitate. “Er…” he said.

“It’s fine, Guy,” she said, guessing the source of his embarrassment. “We’ll need it hard for the next stage.”

Guy rolled onto his back. His big cock was fully stiff, standing up firmly against his stomach.

Elin’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my,” she said. “That… that is quite a big one.”

I couldn’t help but grin. I was beginning to really enjoy other people’s reactions to my man’s lovely big cock.

“Anyway,” she continued, “now we move onto the oral portion of the treatment. Beth, would you like to help?”

Elin climbed over Guy and straddled his head, placing her pussy right in his face and squashing her breasts against his stomach. Then she wrapped her hand around the base of his cock. I switched around, too, so that I was lying the same way as her. Together, we started to run our tongues up and down his long shaft, making it sloppy with spit. Guy groaned, muffled by Elin’s thighs. Up and down we licked, swirling our tongues around him.

“Now, Beth,” she said. “You concentrate on his balls and anus, while I bring him to climax.”

Elin moved higher over him, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper and deeper until, to my amazement, she took his entire cock deep into her throat. Her lips pressed against the base, swallowing the entire thing easily, without any apparent discomfort.

Lifting her head up and down, she started to fuck her own throat with his enormous cock. I was too stunned to do anything for a moment, but when I recovered, I remembered my task. I reached out and cupped his balls with one hand. I slid the other one under his ass and pressed two fingers firmly against his tight asshole.

Guy was making noises now, like I’d never heard him make before. Faster and faster, Elin worked his cock with her mouth, lifting up slightly now to suck the top half while she wanked the lower half with her hand. His dick was soaked in saliva, and it ran down his balls to his ass. Using it as lube, I pushed my two fingers inside him. It was turning me on so much seeing him squirming and moaning. I could tell he was about to lose control.

Together we worked him higher and higher.

“Fuck…” he groaned, his hips bucking up as Elin took him deep again.

Suddenly, he let out a long growl. I felt his balls tighten in my hand and his ass clench around my fingers. His cock throbbed… and he came hard in Elin’s mouth. She lifted off, letting the first load of cum dribble out of her mouth and down his shaft. Then she took the whole thing back into her mouth, swallowing it down as more and more pulsed out.

“Oh… God…” Guy moaned, throwing his head back, his whole body shaking.

Elin continued to suck him until every last drop was in her mouth. She lifted off, leaving his dick to soften slightly. She licked her lips and looked at me.

“Now it’s your turn, Beth.”

They positioned me on my side, the opposite way up to the two of them. Guy was behind me, and Elin was in front. She threw her leg over me, positioning her pussy right in my face. It was wonderfully smooth, with large, dark, butterfly-shaped labia. I couldn’t take my eyes off her opening, glistening with wetness, and her tight little asshole above it.

Elin’s mouth found my pussy, using her tongue to explore my folds and tease my clit. She was an absolute expert at eating pussy, the best I’d ever experienced. I hoped Guy was taking notes. He was certainly close enough. As Elin licked me out, I felt Guy’s tongue on my asshole. He began to lick it firmly, making the tight ring relax and pulse with pleasure.

The sensation was absolute sensory overload. With Elin’s expert tongue swirling around my clit and Guy’s rhythmic, insistent lapping at my rear, I felt like I was being pulled apart by pleasure. I reached up, my fingers spreading Elin’s pussy so I could see deep inside. Her labia were so swollen and inviting that I couldn't resist; I opened my mouth and drew one of those dark, velvet folds inside, sucking on it while she continued to devastate me below.

"Yes, Beth... taste me while we make you come," Elin murmured against my skin, her voice vibrating through pussy.

She increased the pressure, her tongue flicking faster and faster. Behind me, Guy was becoming more adventurous. I felt his fingers join his tongue, gently prying at my puckered entrance, stretching me just enough to send bolts of electricity through me. Elin’s mouth became a frantic blur of suction and heat.

I began to thrash against the silk sheets, my hips jerking involuntarily.

"Oh… I'm going to come,” I gasped. “It feels so good... oh God!"

I exploded. The orgasm was intense, washing over me and making my vision go black. As the waves of pleasure poured through me, Elin didn't pull away; she stayed clamped onto me, drinking in my release, while Guy’s tongue continued to soothe the pulsing ring of my rear.

When the world finally stopped spinning, Elin sat up, her face glistening with my arousal. She looked down at Guy, who was staring up at her with wide, dark eyes. I saw that his cock was rock-hard again.

"Now that everyone is relaxed," she whispered, "the coaching moves to the next stage. Guy, lie on your back. It’s time to explore tantric sex.”

Guy moved to the centre of the bed, while his thick, hard cock pointed straight at the timber ceiling.

"Beth, straddle him," she commanded. "I want you to take him deep, but you must not move yet. Tantra is about the union of energy, not just the friction of skin."

I climbed over Guy, my knees on either side of his hips. I felt the heat of his shaft against my inner thighs, and with a slow, shaky breath, I guided him toward my soaking entrance. I lowered myself down, inch by inch, feeling him stretch me open.

When I finally bottomed out, I let out a long, shuddering moan, my head lolling back.

"No," Elin whispered, placing her soft hands on my shoulders to steady me. "Stillness, Beth. Look into his eyes. Connect your breath."

She moved next to me, her breasts pressed against me, and her hands gently stroked the skin on my back and bottom.

"Now, breathe together. Inhale, and then exhale the tension. Feel the pulse of his heart inside your pussy.

It was the hardest thing I’d ever done. Being completely filled by Guy, feeling him throb inside me while the gorgeous, naked Elin watched us, made every nerve in my body scream for movement. But as we locked eyes and began to breathe in unison, the sensation shifted. It wasn't just a physical fullness anymore; it was a glowing, white-hot energy that seemed to expand from my core.

"Good," Elin murmured, her hand sliding down to lightly graze the spot where we were joined. "Now, the smallest of movements. Just a tilt of the pelvis, Beth. Guy, lift your hips only a fraction. Feel the tip of him brush against your deepest point."

I did as she said, a tiny, agonisingly slow tilt that made me gasp. The friction was so concentrated, so intense, that a mere millimetre of movement felt like a bolt of lightning.

"More," Elin whispered, her own hand sliding down my mound and pressing against my clit. But she didn’t rub it, she just applied gentle pressure "Slowly... give him just a centimetre, then take it back."

Guy’s hands were on my thighs, holding me tightly. I stared into his eyes. I’d never felt this connected to someone before, and despite the lack of movement, I felt my climax rapidly building deep inside me.

"Now," Elin said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Beth, lean forward and kiss him, long and slow.”

We did as we were told, our tongues in each other’s mouths as we had the deepest, most sensual kiss I’d ever experienced. I could feel every inch of Guy’s cock inside me, every twitch and pulse. I was right on the edge.

"The energy is peaking," Elin whispered, her naked body pressed against ours. “Move once, and come together.”

I lifted slightly and then took him deep again. I came hard, my cunt spasming around his shaft. Beneath me, Guy’s body went rigid, his back arching off the bed as he let out a loud groan of relief. His hot, thick release pulsed deep inside me, flooding my cunt.

I collapsed onto his chest, our skin slick with oil, our hearts beating as one frantic rhythm. Elin stayed for a moment, her hands resting gently on our trembling bodies, a look of serene satisfaction on her face.

"That," she murmured, leaning in to kiss both our foreheads, "is the fiery Arctic climax. You are no longer two people. You are one flame."

She slid off the bed with a graceful, silent motion, leaving us tangled in the sheets as she slipped back into her robe.

After our profound experience, we didn’t feel much like socialising with others. We ate dinner in the restaurant and retired to our room. We got naked under the furs and made love for over an hour, moving with a slow, deliberate passion. We explored every inch of each other's bodies as if it were the first time.

Finally, we fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms, exhausted but happy.


Chapter Ten




The following day, it was time for our trip to the hot springs. We met in the lobby of the ice hotel, bundled up in thermal layers and thick coats, boots crunching softly against the ice floor. The place was buzzing; it seemed that at least thirty or forty guests were booked on the trip. I stamped my feet, my breath visible. It seemed colder in the lobby than the rest of the hotel.

Guy squeezed my hand. “At least it’ll be warm in the hot springs.”

“Assuming we survive the journey,” I said, eyeing the darkness beyond the doors. “I think it’s snowing again.”

We were put into groups by one of the hotel workers and assigned vehicles. A guide with an impressively cheerful smile pointed us toward a Land Rover idling outside.

“You six,” he said. “That one.”

I caught a glimpse of Mikkel and Ingrid getting into a different vehicle, but we were assigned four strangers. They all looked like they’d stepped out of a very stylish Nordic metal band photoshoot. The two men were broad-shouldered, with thick Viking beards and hair pulled back into neat braids. Both were heavily tattooed on their necks and hands, and wore multiple rings and piercings that glinted in the low light. The women beside them were just as striking: dark hair, black coats, heavy boots, lips and eyebrows pierced, eyes dramatically lined in smoky black.

The back of the Land Rover consisted of two benches facing each other. The others turned to us as we climbed in, all smiles.

“Hi!” one of the women said brightly, her accent unmistakably Norwegian. “I heard you speaking English. Where are you from?”

Introductions went around quickly. There were two couples who knew each other and had travelled here together. The first couple were called Erik and Sigrid, the other couple was Mads and Freya. They were incredibly friendly, all switching to English for our benefit, even when talking amongst themselves. We soon learned that they all lived together in Oslo and that they were in a poly relationship. It seemed they all slept with each other. I was fascinated, and more than a little turned on.

The Land Rover bounced and growled its way through the dark, snow-covered forest for about half an hour, headlights carving tunnels through the night. Inside, it was warm and loud with conversation. Erik passed around a flask that contained something that burned my throat. We got on surprisingly well with the others, and by the time we arrived at the hot springs, they felt like friends.

The hot springs complex appeared out of the darkness: low wooden buildings clustered together, steam rising into the black sky, lit from below by soft amber lights. Beyond them, I could see pools scattered across the snow-covered ground, each one sending up thick clouds of steam that drifted and curled against the dark sky.

“Oh wow,” I breathed.

The driver pulled up next to some of the other Land Rovers and turned to face us. “Good news,” he said cheerfully. “The Ice Hotel has booked the entire place tonight. So…” he grinned, “you don’t need to worry about wearing swimsuits.”

Freya whooped. “Perfect!”

Inside, the facilities felt more like a spa resort than anything else. There were warm wooden walls, benches, and lockers. The smell of clean towels and natural mineral water filled the air. The six of us followed the signs to the changing rooms. I stripped without ceremony, feeling oddly calm about it now. Around me, the other shed their black clothing. Sigrid had thigh-high boots with what seemed like hundreds of laces. It took her forever to unfasten them.

I couldn’t help watching as the other women removed their black clothing. When Sigrid pulled her black thermal underlayer off over her head, I realised that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She revealed heavy, full breasts that swayed with her movements. Her big, dark nipples were pierced by thick silver bars with tiny skulls on the end. As she reached up to shake out her dark hair, I saw thick tufts of black hair under her arms. It was such a natural look that I found it incredibly feminine and erotic.

Beside her, Freya stepped out of her trousers and underwear. Both women possessed wild, untamed bushes. Their hair was dark, wild and curly, and spread to their thighs. Sigrid’s even continued in a line up her stomach.

"The water feels better when there is nothing between you and the minerals," Freya said, “I’m so happy we’re taking over the whole place.”

As Sigrid sat back on the wooden bench to gather her things, she spread her legs casually to reach for a towel. The movement exposed her pink, swollen labia through the thick black hair. I felt a literal rush of heat between my legs when I saw a glint of steel, a vertical piercing through her clitoral hood. I’d already noticed that she had a metal bar through her tongue as well.

The men were equally attractive. Erik and Mads were massive, their chests, backs and arms covered in intricate tattoos. Their long, pointed beards hung down below their collarbones. Their bodies were just as natural as the women's, with thick hair covering their bodies and heavy cocks hanging relaxed against their thighs. When I glanced at Erik’s dick, I gasped. He had a thick metal piercing through the end. Guy followed my gaze and winced.

"We should go and get a good spot," Mads rumbled, his voice deep like gravel. He stepped toward the door leading to the outdoor pools, his hand resting casually on Freya’s bare bottom. As we walked out into the freezing night air toward the steaming pools, the contrast was once again delicious. The snow was falling in heavy, silent flakes, melting the moment they touched our heated skin.

We followed the two couples toward a secluded pool tucked behind a cluster of dark rocks. To reach it, we had to cross a shallow pool of volcanic mud, warm to our bare feet, with the occasional bubble popping.

"This one looks the hottest," Sigrid said, her breath catching as she stepped into the bubbling turquoise water. She sank down until the water reached her chin, her hair floating like dark seaweed around her, and her breasts buoying upwards.

We all followed her into the pool. The contrast with the cold air was so intense that initially I thought it was burning my skin, but it wasn’t really that hot. Guy followed close behind, his knees brushing mine as we settled onto a submerged stone ledge. The pool was a natural cauldron, the turquoise water bubbling up from the earth, surrounded by rocks.

The other guests from the hotel were finding different pools, giggling and chatting as they sank into the water. Some of the pools contained mud instead of water, eliciting screams and laughter as people climbed into the murky depths.

Sigrid and Erik were already entangled next to me, giggling together. The thick clouds of steam swirled around us, occasionally parting to reveal glimpses of their tattooed skin and the silver glints of their piercings. Sigrid let out a low moan and kissed Erik deeply. Through the clear water, I could see that his hand was between her legs. On the other side of the pool, Mads and Freya started kissing, too.

Seeing the others make out was making me even hornier than I was already. I felt Guy’s hand slide up from my waist, his palm hot against my skin as he cupped my breast. He leaned in, his lips finding mine in a kiss that was desperate and hungry, fueled by the sexual energy of the group.

Under the bubbling surface, I reached out and found him; his cock was hard and pulsing, slick in the mineral water. I wrapped my fingers around him, the rhythmic movement of my hand matching the pace of our tongues.

Guy groaned into my mouth, his thumb circling my nipple until it was an aching point of pleasure. "God, Beth," he whispered against my lips. "This is hot in more ways than one."

I giggled, but before I could reply, Sigrid pulled away from Erik’s kiss. Her tits heaved, water glistening on her tattooed chest. She looked around at all of us, a devious smile on her dark lips.

“I think we should rotate,” she smirked. “The girls move one to the right.”

No one had any objections. Sigrid moved to Guy and me. She gave me a kiss on the lips before straddling Guy’s lap. I moved to Mads, and Freya moved to Erik. Mads was even bigger than I realised now I was in his thick arms. He picked me up easily and pulled me down on top of him. I could feel his hard cock pressed against my mound under the water. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it.

I gasped. His cock wasn’t long, but it was so thick I couldn’t even get my fingers around it. And it had a strong upward curve that felt fantastic in my hands. Feeling desperately horny, I pushed my tongue into his mouth, feeling his thick beard against my skin. One of his huge hands grabbed my ass, gripping me tightly, and the other one found my clit, pressing hard and making me moan into him.

Freya and Erik were already fucking, with Freya’s huge tits bouncing and splashing water as she rode him. Next to me, Sigrid stood up and turned, standing on the seat beneath the water. She leaned over, pressing her enormous breasts into the volcanic mud at the side of the pool and sticking her ass up out of the water.

Guy stood behind her, his big, hard cock in his hand. Her wild bush was soaked and matted from the water, and I could see that even her ass was hairy. I felt another desperate rush of arousal as I watched him slide his cock deep inside her, making her scream. They weren’t using condoms, which made it even more erotic. My boyfriend fucking this big-breasted goth girl raw looked so good.

I needed Mads inside me now. “Fuck me,” I whispered into his mouth.

He put both hands on my ass and lifted me effortlessly out of the water as I wrapped my legs around him. The icy air made my skin tingle after the warm water. Then he spun us around and lay me back in the warm, bubbling mud. I felt the weird sensation of the thick mud on my back and ass, sticking to my hair. Half of me was embraced by the thick, warm substance, and my front was still exposed to the frigid cold.

Mads’s thick arms hooked behind my knees, and he pinned my legs back and out, making my aching cunt open up. Without even needing to guide himself, he pushed his girthy cock deep into my pussy without any protection. It was the thickest cock I’d ever experienced, stretching me almost painfully. But it was a good pain, shooting waves of pleasure through my whole body.

The curve was delicious, rubbing an intense friction against my G-spot as he curved up inside me. I lifted my legs back even more, taking him deeper and feeling him stretch every inch. He started to fuck me hard into the mud, the wet squelching sounds surrounding us. The others were fucking, too, the air filled with moans and cries of ecstasy.

The sensation of the warm, heavy mud squelching beneath my back with every powerful thrust of Mads’s girthy cock was unlike anything I had ever felt. It was primal and dirty, the thick silt acting as a heated cushion while the sub-zero air bit at my exposed breasts.

I looked over Mads’s tattooed shoulder and saw Guy through a veil of steam. He was still behind Sigrid, his hands buried deep in her dark, wild hair, pulling her head back as he drove into her. Her moans were loud and unrestrained, her body arching over the mud-slicked rocks, and her enormous breasts bouncing as she took him. Seeing my boyfriend so lost in another woman, his skin flushed and his muscles straining, made my own walls tighten convulsively around Mads.

"Yes... fuck... stretch me open," I whimpered, my fingers digging into the thick muscles of Mads's forearms as he fucked me even harder.

“God… your cunt feels so good,” he panted, his breathing heavy and ragged as he pinned me down. He shifted his grip, one hand leaving my leg to find my breast, his large thumb and forefinger tugging hard on my cold nipple. Nearby, I heard the frantic splashing of water as Erik and Freya reached their limit, their bodies entangled in the centre of the pool. And further away, I could hear other moans and sounds of pleasure as the other guests fucked in other pools.

The sensations were overwhelming. My cunt clenched around Mads’s shaft, and the pressure on my G-spot suddenly gave way into a rush of relief as I climaxed hard, squirting uncontrollably as I writhed in the mud.

Mads pulled out, his cock throbbing. Steam was coming off his whole body, and he looked like a Viking god with a massive, thick erection. Before I could move, he was replaced between my legs by Erik. His dick was rock-hard, too, the thick metal bar through the end glinting in the low light.

“Oh God… yes…” I murmured. “Let me feel that cock.”

He grabbed my hips, flipping me over and pulling my ass back up to him. My breasts and forearms were now submerged in the shallow volcanic mud. I was pretty much covered in it now. He spread me open from behind and pushed his big cock into me. I moaned with pleasure as I felt the piercing send bolts of electricity all the way down my cunt.

He started to fuck me, the strange sensations of the metal bar through his dick sending me wild. He held my hips firmly as he fucked me hard into the mud. There was a splash next to me as Guy pushed Freya back into the muddy pool next to me and started pounding into her between her legs. She was quickly covered in mud, some of it running down her cheek as it splattered up around us. Seconds later, Mads had Sigrid in it, too.

The three men fucked us with a primal intensity that turned the shallow pool of volcanic mud into a churning, squelching frenzy of bodies. The sound of wet flesh slapping against mud was a constant, heavy beat under dark, Arctic sky.

Erik was relentless behind me. Every time he thrust his cock deep, the heavy silver bar through his glans scraped against my internal walls, sending electric sparks of pleasure through my entire system. I was face-down in the warm silt, my nose and mouth just inches from the bubbling surface, the smell of minerals and sex filling my senses.

To my right, Guy was a blur of motion. He was covered in mud from his chest to his shins, his muscles slick and gleaming as he hammered into Freya. She was laughing and moaning at the same time, her head thrashing in the mud, her dark hair becoming a matted, wild crown around her face. On the other side, Mads had Sigrid pinned, her heavy breasts swinging and splattering the volcanic silt as she took his incredible thickness with desperate, loud cries.

The sensory overload was reaching a breaking point. The stinging cold of the icy air, the boiling heat of the mud, and the constant, piercing friction of the metal inside me were too much. I felt my walls begin to spasm again, tightening around Erik's shaft.

"I'm coming…” I screamed.

“Me too,” Freya shrieked from the mud beside me.

The men seemed to catch the energy. Erik’s thrusts became shorter, harder, and faster. He reached around, his mud-slicked fingers finding my clit and rubbing it with a frantic, gritty pressure. I exploded, coming so hard that I just collapsed forward, shaking into the mud.

Erik grunted and came all over my stomach and tits, adding to the filth and mess. Next to me, Guy let out a loud groan as he finished in Freya. The thought of him filling her pussy with his thick cum made me shudder with more arousal. Finally, Mads pulled out of Sigrid and came on her thick, curly bush; practically the only part of her that wasn’t caked in mud.

We lay there for a long time, six mud-covered bodies steaming in the night air, tangled together in a pile of filth and satisfaction. The snow had stopped, and the clouds were starting to lift.

“Look!” said Freya. “The Northern Lights.”

I blinked, wiping a smear of warm mud from my cheek as I looked upward. Above the jagged silhouette of the frozen pines, the sky was no longer black. A faint, ghostly green shimmer began to dance across the stars.

"My God…" I whispered.

I was sprawled on my back in the warm silt, my legs still draped over Erik’s muscular, mud-slicked thighs. The sight was magical.

Together, we all slipped back into the hot, clear pool, letting the mess wash from our bodies. A giggling woman ran past, coated head to toe in mud, her breasts bouncing. She was being chased by a naked man with a big erection.

I grinned to myself and slipped my hand into Guy’s under the water.


Chapter Eleven




We relaxed in the pools, watching the northern lights and listening to the moans of pleasure from the other groups. When it was finally time to leave, we ran, bodies steaming, to the changing rooms and all got into the showers together.

The three of us women started soaping and washing each other. My hands ran over the curvy figures of the two goth girls, tracing the shape of their breasts and teasing their nipples. It didn’t take long before everyone was getting turned on again, and I could see the men were starting to get semi-hard watching us. My hand slid down over Sigrid’s stomach, and I rubbed soap into her thick, curly bush. My fingers brushed against the piercing in her clit, and she gasped sexily.

“What’s it like?” I asked, suddenly curious. My fingers explored the area, pressing the metal of the hood piercing against her clit.

“It’s amazing,” she replied, her voice slightly breathless. “But the best thing is when I’m riding a man. I can grind it against his body, and it rubs my clit.”

“That does sound nice,” I agreed. My fingers were still rubbing it against her clit. I increased the pace. Freya was behind me, rubbing soap down my sides as she pressed her large breasts against my back. Sigrid moaned and pulled my face forward for a deep kiss. I could feel the tongue piercing on my tongue. It was a strange, unexpected sensation, but my arousal soared.

We broke apart, panting. “Can I take a closer look at your clit piercing?” I asked.

She grinned wickedly. “Of course.”

I sank to my knees, her wild, wet bush right in my face. I parted her folds with my fingers, looking at the metal bar through her hood. My tongue flicked out, teasing at it. She moaned again, grabbing Freya and kissing her hard. I explored her whole pussy with my tongue, putting it inside her as far as I could and tasting her arousal. I’d never gone down on a woman before, but this was driving me wild. She tasted so good.

I returned to her clit, licking it with the flat of my tongue. Her fingers tangled in my wet hair, pulling me into her. My vision was filled with her curly bush, but glancing to the side, I could see all three men were rock-hard and watching us as the hot water poured over them. To my surprise, they all had hands wrapped around each other’s cocks. Guy was in between the other two, a dick in each hand as he stoked them slowly. The sight almost made me come right there on the shower floor.

But I returned to my task. I opened my mouth wider and wrapped it around Sigrid’s clit, creating a suction. She gasped.

“Oh… yes… fuck, Beth… like that.”

Encouraged, I started sucking rhythmically on her clit. Her fingers tightened in my hair, and her thighs started shaking. I pushed two fingers deep into her cunt, curling them up and feeling her slick walls. I’d never realised how sexy it would be to finger another woman. Suddenly, she grabbed Freya above me and came hard, her cunt pulsing around my fingers. Freya held her up as she bucked and twisted above me, filling the shower with her moans.

When I stood back up, Sigrid pulled me in for a long, hard kiss, tasting herself on my mouth. I looked over at the men and saw that Erik was on his knees, with the other two men’s cocks in his mouth at the same time, his hands stroking their shafts. Guy grinned at me.

Sigrid slipped to her knees in front of me. I lifted one foot and placed it on the wooden bench at the back of the shower, opening up my pussy for her. She held my thighs and dived in. The instant her tongue piercing rubbed against my clit, I let out a loud moan of pleasure. She flicked it back and forth over my clit. It felt like the best vibrator ever, but also had the heat and wetness of her tongue. I’d never experienced anything like it.

I grabbed Freya, pulling her in for support and squashing her massive breasts against me. I tried to kiss her, but the sensation of Sigrid’s piercing on my clit was too much. It was all I could do to stay standing, clutching at Freya as Sigrid lapped at me, driving me higher and higher with pleasure.

Next to me, Mads had hauled Erik to his feet and pressed him face-first against the side of the shower. Mads reached behind himself, spreading his ass cheeks with his hands. As if our filthy group sex couldn’t get any sexier, I watched as Mads pressed his cock against Erik’s asshole and forced himself inside. Erik’s head went back, and he growled as he was penetrated. Mads reached around, grabbing Erik’s cock and stroking it hard.

I came, shaking so much I thought I would fall to the floor, but Freya held me up, both hands on my breasts, kneading and squeezing them. Sigrid didn’t stop, licking me through the orgasm and then already driving me towards another one.

Guy was holding both of the other men, kissing one and then the other as they fucked. Mads’s ass thrust back and forth as he fucked Erik.

He turned to Guy. “Fuck me at the same time,” he ordered.

Guy moved behind Mads, holding his cock. I watched, stunned, almost coming again as Guy slid his big cock into Mads. The three men moved together, forming a powerful, rhythmic chain of muscle under the steaming showerheads. Guy’s face was a mask of intense concentration and raw pleasure as he gripped Mads’s thick hips, driving into him while Mads simultaneously hammered into Erik. They growled and groaned in unison.

I’d never seen anything so hot.

"Look at them," Freya whispered in my ear, her voice thick with lust as she continued to massage my breasts. "The strength... it is beautiful, no?"

I couldn't even answer. I was paralysed by the sight of my boyfriend taking his place in this Viking-like display of masculine gay sex. Sigrid was still between my legs, her tongue piercing working me relentlessly. The multiple sensations of the oral pleasure below, Freya’s soft body, and the visual of the three-man train beside me sent my nervous system into a total meltdown.

Suddenly, the chain reached its breaking point. Erik let out a high, jagged cry, his forehead pressed against the cold tiles as he came, Mads’s hand working his cock into a frantic blur. Huge loads of cum spunked out over the shower walls. Mads followed almost instantly, his back arching as he filled Erik from behind.

Guy let out a roar that seemed to shake the room, his fingers digging deep into Mads’s skin as he released everything inside him. At the same moment, Sigrid’s tongue gave one final, expert flick against my clit. I collapsed into Freya’s arms, my legs turning to jelly as a second, even more violent orgasm ripped through me. I slid to the bench, my whole body shaking.

As we left the shower, a peaceful silence settled over the group. Guy wrapped a towel around me and pulled me into a hug.

"You okay?" he whispered, kissing the top of my wet head.

"I've never been better," I breathed, looking at the four Norwegians who had just helped us open up even more than I’d ever thought possible. I hesitated, searching for the right words. "But… I didn't know you were bisexual."

"Honestly? I didn't talk about it because it felt like a lifetime ago," he admitted, leaning his forehead against mine. "After the divorce, I went through a bit of a period of... discovery. A few experiences here and there. But being with you, I didn't want to complicate things. I didn't know how you'd react."

I reached up, cupping his face. "I loved it. Seeing you like that... it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen." I bit my lip, a small laugh escaping me. "I guess I can't say much, though. I didn't even know I was that into women until we came here."

Guy grinned. "Well, I certainly didn't guess you were a natural at fingering goth girls on shower floors. You looked like you’d been doing it your whole life."

We dressed in our warm layers and walked out to the waiting Land Rover; the Arctic air hit us, sharp and bracing. The Northern Lights were still there, a faint green ribbon across the sky as we made our way back to the hotel.


Chapter Twelve




The next day was the 17th of January; the first sunrise of the winter. Around noon, the sun would briefly rise above the horizon for fifteen minutes or so before setting again. We had booked an excursion to go and watch the event from a nearby hill.

At eleven, we met our guide in the lobby of the ice hotel. The excursion was less popular than the hot springs, probably only around fifteen of us, plus the guide. We trekked through the forest towards a nearby hill. The air was crisp and cold, the sky a dark blue that gradually lightened as we walked. The group naturally stretched out, people falling into pairs and small clusters, crunching through the snow at different paces. Ingrid walked alongside Guy and me.

"I see you survived the hot springs,” she said, her cheeks pink from the cold.

"We did more than survive," I said. “And we made some new friends.”

She grinned. “I saw. I wanted to come over and… reconnect… but you looked like you had your hands full.”

“You could say that,” I giggled.

“Speaking of friends, two of mine from Oslo arrived this morning. I think you’ll enjoy meeting them.” She stopped and turned, waiting for the people behind to catch up. Guy and I stopped, too. She waved, and two men joined us. They were both tall, broad-shouldered, and clean-shaven. They were a similar age to Ingrid, maybe twenty-five at most, both blond, and both handsome.

“This is Anders and Leif,” Ingrid said. “They are friends of mine from Oslo.”

The men smiled easily.

“Hi,” Anders said. “You’re staying at the ice hotel too?”

“Yes,” Guy said. “First time.”

“Ingrid said you are English?” Leif asked me.

“Yes, from London.”

“She also said you came here by mistake?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “We had no idea what sort of place this was.”

We all laughed at the absurdity of us coming to a swinger resort by accident.

“But now you have no regrets?” asked Leif.

I looked at Guy and squeezed his hand. “None,” I said.

As we walked, the conversation slipped into an easy rhythm. Travel, the cold, the novelty of seeing the sun again after days of darkness. At one point, Ingrid leaned closer to me, her voice dropping conspiratorially.

“I think you should meet them properly,” she said, nodding toward the two men. “They are very fun.”

“In what sense?” I asked, half-joking.

She looked at me with a filthy grin. “I know them from a sex club in Oslo. They really know what they are doing.”

I nearly stumbled and felt a rush of heat between my legs. With the hike, I’d almost forgotten about that sort of thing. I glanced back at them.

“They’re both gorgeous,” I said. “I wouldn’t mind.”

Anders looked back at us, smiling. “What are you two whispering about?”

“Nothing,” Ingrid said cheerfully. “Just making plans.”

As we continued up the hill, the sky ahead lightened almost imperceptibly, a thin band of pale gold teasing the horizon.

We crested the hill and saw that the hotel staff had been up here ahead of us. A bonfire burned, flames snapping and throwing sparks up into the dark sky. Around it, blankets and thick cushions had been laid directly on the snow, layered generously, like an outdoor living room in the Arctic snow. Steam rose from the ground where the heat from the fire warmed the frozen ground, and the smell of woodsmoke drifted over to us.

I let out a gasp. “Oh wow.”

Guy came up beside me, slipping an arm around my waist as we took it in. From up here, the view opened out completely. Below us, the ice hotel lay nestled in the valley, its low, arched shapes glowing faintly blue, as if lit from within. The sculpted ice caught the light and glittered. It was so beautiful. It looked unreal, like a model village carved from ice.

Beyond it, the road twisted away in a pale ribbon, winding past the frozen lake. The surface of the ice was smooth and unbroken. And further still, tucked into the distance, were the lights from the town of Alta; tiny, warm points of gold scattered across the darkness, twinkling quietly.

I wrapped my arms around myself, not from the cold but from the beauty of it all. Ingrid dropped onto one of the cushions near the fire, patting the space beside her.

“Come,” she said. “Best view.”

We settled in, the heat of the flames warming my face while the cold nipped at my back. Somehow, I found myself between our two new friends, Leif and Anders. A few minutes later, the thin sliver of the sun finally cracked the horizon, a blinding gold spark that set the snow-covered valley on fire. It was a silent, majestic explosion of light that covered us all in a warm orange glow. There were gasps and cheers from the crowd around the fire as we shared the special moment.

As the first rays hit us, the warmth seemed to spark something inside everyone. The sounds of awe at the sunrise quickly changed to soft moans and the sounds of kissing. Ingrid reached over and pulled Guy toward her, her mouth locking onto his as she began to tug at his heavy winter coat. But my attention was immediately seized by the two blond men flanking me.

"The sun returns," Leif whispered against my ear. “There is an ancient Norwegian tradition to welcome it.”

“Oh?” I said. Anders’s hand was already on my thigh. They both moved nearer.

Leif moved onto his knees in front of me. I felt the snap of my trousers being undone and the sudden, bracing sting of the mountain air as they tugged my heavy layers and knickers down. Because of my thick hiking boots, the clothes couldn't come off completely; they remained bunched around my ankles like soft shackles, pinning my legs together just enough to make me feel delightfully helpless.

Anders held me from behind, his hands slipping under my top to grope my breasts. Leif spread my knees apart, looking hungrily at my spread pussy. He pushed me back against Anders, lifting my trapped legs over his shoulders. I gasped as his head disappeared between my thighs. He circled my opening and then plunged his tongue into my cunt.

As I gasped and squirmed, Anders moved out from under me, laying me back on the furs and letting Leif lift my legs higher. Leif’s tongue was hot and wet, lapping at my already soaking cunt before focusing on my clit. He swirled over it with a hunger that made my toes curl inside my boots. I moaned with pleasure.

Anders moved over me. He had already freed his cock. It was thick and pulsing in the golden sunlight. He didn't say a word, just pressed the head of it against my lips. I opened up for him, taking his length into my mouth, the taste of him filling me while Leif’s tongue drove me wild below.

And then Leif pushed my thighs back further, my boots and trousers right over my head, exposing my ass. His tongue flicked around the tight ring of muscle around my rear entrance, sending bolts of pleasure through my body. Firmer and firmer, he licked me there, making me squirm and twist, moaning around Ander’s cock. Leif’s thumb pressed against my clit, flicking back and forth rapidly.

I crashed over the edge, coming hard but unable to move from where I was pinned. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Leif moved back, letting my legs drop down, and Anders pulled out of my mouth. I was panting from the orgasm, but I took a moment to look around the circle. Next to us, Guy and Ingrid had both pulled their trousers down to their thighs. Guy was kneeling behind her, fucking her hard, his heavy breath visible in the still air. I could see how wet her bush was and how tightly her lips wrapped around his thick shaft. God, he looked so good fucking someone else.

All around the bonfire, the others were in twos and threes. A woman next to me with red hair had bravely taken off all her clothes. Her ample breasts bounced as she rode a man lying on the furs. I spotted Mikkel, standing on the far side. He had two women kneeling in front of him, licking and sucking his hard cock while he kissed a third.

But I didn’t have much time to watch.

“Let’s see how you take us both at once,” Anders grinned, and I felt my arousal soar even higher.

Leif now pulled me onto his lap, facing away from him. I still had my trousers and underwear around my ankles and my boots on, but my legs and ass were bare. He reached around, his fingers collecting some of the thick arousal that was pooling in my cunt. He smeared it all around my asshole, pressing two fingers inside and stretching me open. Then his large hands gripped my hips to steady me, and then I felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at my rear entrance.

With one smooth, powerful upward thrust of his hips, he impaled me. I let out a strangled cry as he slid deep into my ass, the fullness of him stretching me to the absolute limit.

“Åh Gud, ja!” Leif groaned as my ass gripped his shaft tightly. “Your ass, it’s so tight, ja!”

Leif leaned back into the furs, taking me with him, and began to bounce me rhythmically on his lap. Each time I came down, I felt him hit that deep, aching spot that made my whole body vibrate.

"Look at me, Beth," Anders commanded. He was kneeling directly in front of me, his own length hard and ready. He reached out, his thumbs hooking into the tops of my thighs to spread me wide, exposing my pussy. He leaned forward and drove himself deep into my cunt.

I was completely filled, and neither of them were using condoms. The sensation of having both men inside me at once, one in the front and one in the back, was a sensory explosion that blurred the world around me. They fucked me together, stretching me and filling me completely, their dicks creating a wonderful friction separated only by my thin walls.

With every double-thrust, the pressure inside increased until I knew I couldn’t contain it any longer.

"Oh… I'm… I'm going to come!" I screamed into the freezing mountain air, my voice hoarse.

The orgasm hit me like an avalanche. My internal muscles clamped around both their shafts. I saw stars against the pale gold sky, my body arching and trembling so violently that Leif had to wrap his massive arms around my waist just to keep me from sliding off his lap.

Leif let out a groan in my ear, but he didn't slow down. Faster and faster, his hips hammered into my ass as he reached his own limit. I felt his entire body go rigid behind me, and he let out a jagged cry in Norwegian as he came hard, his cock pulsing violently against the walls of my ass.

As Leif started to sag back into the furs, Anders reached out and gripped my waist, pulling me forward. He waited just long enough for me to slide off Leif’s softening shaft before flipping me over onto my hands and knees in the furs. My ass was already leaking cum.

He didn't go for my pussy this time. He pressed his tip against my already-stretched rear entrance and drove home. I let out a sharp gasp, the secondary stretch making my vision swim. He began to fuck my ass with a frantic, desperate energy, his heavy balls slapping against my pussy.

Beside me, I could hear Leif’s heavy breathing and the distant sounds of Guy and Ingrid still at it, but my world was reduced to the feeling of Anders filling me. Within seconds, he reached his peak. He buried himself to the hilt, his fingers digging into my hips, and let out a long, low groan as he finished inside my ass, adding to the cum already there.

We collapsed together in a heap of tangled limbs and cooling skin. The sun had already begun to dip, the sliver of orange getting smaller. Around us, the others were finishing, too. Screams and cries gave way to softer moans and whispers. Guy was on top of Ingrid, pounding into her as she clung to him like a limpet. I could see how wide his thick shaft was stretching her. She seemed to be climaxing almost continuously, her fingers clutching at the coat on his back.

Finally, his balls tightened, and he gave one last, deep thrust. His cock pulsed, and he filled her right in front of me. As his movements slowed, cum overflowed, running down her ass.

We all got ot our feet and pulled up our clothing, hiding our bare skin from the cold air and the hot fire. We moved together, watching silently as the light pinpoint of glowing sun disappeared, plunging the valley back into shadow.

“That is how we celebrate the return of the sun,” Leif said with a grin.


Chapter Thirteen




After dinner, we ended up in the bar again one final time. Tomorrow we would be getting a taxi back to the airport and flying home. The atmosphere seemed even more sexual than before, the bass of the music thumping like a giant heartbeat. The alcoves were already full of small groups kissing and touching.

"It seems even hornier tonight," Guy shouted over the music, his hand firmly on the small of my back. He looked around with a newfound confidence, his eyes scanning the room not with shock, but with the hunger of someone who was looking to join in.

"Everyone knows the clock is ticking," I replied, leaning into him. "It’s the end of the long weekend. I guess a lot of people are leaving tomorrow, like us."

“God, I wish we didn’t have to leave,” he grinned. “I could get used to the constant, random sex.”

I signalled to one of the barmen, and then turned back to Guy. “Maybe we could find a sex club back in London. At least it would be warmer.”

He nodded in agreement.

We ordered cocktails, and I felt a sudden, sharp pinch on my bottom. I spun around to see Ingrid. She had a huge grin on her face, her blonde hair hanging down below her beanie. Mikkel was behind her, his arm around her waist.

"Got you!" Ingrid laughed, her eyes sparkling under the lights. She was dressed in another stunning outfit, which included a tight, white thermal top that showed she wasn't wearing a bra. I couldn’t help staring at her hard nipples showing through the fabric.

We chatted for a bit, Ingrid’s hand brushing my arm as she leaned in to me.

“You know, I’d love to have some more fun with you two, before we leave,” she purred.

“Well, we’re free now,” I grinned. I was suddenly desperate to fuck her and Mikkel again.

She looked over at the alcoves. They were all full. In the closest one, at least six people were completely naked, braving the cold and really going at it in a tangle of arms and legs.

“It’s busy in here tonight,” she said. “And I’ve had enough of the cold. I’ve got an idea.”

To my surprise, she climbed up on one of the barstools and then stepped onto the top of the ice-block bar. I held my breath as Ingrid stood tall atop the frozen bar in her big snow boots, her silhouette striking against the pulsing lights.

"Halla alle sammen! Hey! Everyone!" she shouted, her voice cutting through the noise.

As if on cue, the DJ killed the heavy bass, leaving only a low, ambient thrum. The people in the alcoves continued what they were doing, but the rest of the bar went silent and turned to her.

"It is our last night together!" Ingrid cried, throwing her arms wide. "The ice is beautiful, but my heart is freezing. Who wants to take this party to the sauna?”

A cheer erupted from the crowd. People immediately began standing up. Ingrid hopped down from the bar, landing lightly on her feet right in front of us. She was flushed, her chest heaving with excitement. She grabbed my hand and Guy’s, her grip firm and hot.

"Come," she commanded.

It seemed like half the people from the bar followed us down the icy corridor and out into the frozen night. In the sauna building, the small changing area was quickly packed with bodies, everyone stripping naked as fast as they could. Soon, there were bare bodies of all shapes and sizes all around us, jammed in like sardines.

We followed Ingrid into the main chamber. The heat was a wall; thick, heavy, and smelling of essential oils. It was a massive space, with three levels of wide wooden benches lining the walls. Plumes of white steam curled into the rafters.

As the crowd poured in, maybe thirty or forty of us, the benches filled instantly. Bodies were pressed against bodies as people began to kiss and touch each other. No one was sticking to their own partners; I saw people kiss the person on one side, before quickly turning to whoever was on the other side. Hands roamed bodies, squeezing breasts, stroking cocks until they were stiff.

Guy had hardly made it through the door before two blonde women intercepted him, running their hands over his chest as they purred sexy things in his ears. I spotted Sigrid and Erik finding a space in the corner, so I left Guy to it and went to say hello.

As I approached them, the heat seemed to intensify, the amber light catching the sweat that already beaded on Sigrid’s skin. In the brighter lights here, she was even more beautiful. Her breasts were heavy and tipped with silver rings, her chest covered in tattoos. Between her legs, her dark, curly bush was incredibly thick and lush. I knew her clit piercing was hidden in there, and I wanted to play with it again.

"Beth!" she cried out when she saw me. “Join us!”

I knelt in front of them both, kissing Sigrid first and then Erik. He seemed even bigger in the busy sauna, his skin covered in Norse-themed tattoos and his long Viking beard damp from the steam. His cock was semi-hard, and as I kissed him and ran my hand over his chest, it stiffened further. I wrapped my hand around it, rubbing the pierced tip with my thumb and making him groan happily.

His large, tattooed hands turned me around, guiding me into position in front of him, bent over the bench. I found my face was right between Sigrid’s thighs. Exactly where I wanted it to be. I put my hands on her knees, and she spread her legs wide open.

As I parted her folds, the silver bar through her clit hood glinted at me in the amber light. I spread her lips wide open, pinning them back with my fingers so that my tongue could flick over her clit and play with the piercing.

"Åh, ja..." she moaned with pleasure, her fingers twisting into my hair.

Behind me, Erik ran the tip of his cock up and down my slit, opening me up and smearing it with my leaking arousal. He rubbed the metal bar against my clit, and a rush of electricity flushed through me. Then he guided it to my aching opening and gently pressed inside. I gasped as the head of his cock breached me, the cool metal of his piercing touching every perfect spot inside me. He took his time, slowly sliding his thick shaft into me, inch by inch, until I was completely impaled.

The sensation of being filled by Erik from behind while my mouth was buried in Sigrid’s wild, dark bush was almost too much for my senses to handle. Every time Erik moved, the silver bar in his tip grazed my internal walls, sending ripples of pleasure straight to my core.

"You like the Viking steel, little one?" Erik growled.

I could only moan into Sigrid’s pussy, my tongue working frantically over her clit hood. I sucked the metal bar into my mouth, tugging gently, and was rewarded with a sharp cry of delight. She began to grind her pelvis against my face, her thick curls tickling my nose and cheeks, while her fingers tightened their grip on my hair.

Erik’s thrusts were long and powerful, his heavy balls slapping against me with a steady, rhythmic thud. The heat of the sauna seemed to amplify every sensation. The sweat was pouring off us, as all around us people fucked.

I could tell that Sigrid was about to climax, so I flicked her clit even faster. She pulled hard on my hair as she went over the edge, gushing her release onto my tongue. Her climax triggered mine. As her pussy pulsed against my face, my own walls clamped down on Erik's shaft. I moaned into her bush, my body shaking with pleasure.

When Erik pulled out, Mads was already there to take over. As he slid his exceptionally thick, curved cock into me, he pulled my arms behind my back, making me arch towards him. He gripped my wrists almost painfully, locked above my ass as he started to take me.

In front of me, Erik was on top of Sigrid, his cock seeming to split her open as he pounded her into the bench. I couldn’t believe how much sheer sex was going on all around me. Now that I was being held up on my knees by Mads’s firm grip, I could see just how many people were fucking in the packed sauna. Guy was being ridden by an older lady with ginger hair. Ingrid and Mikkel were giving someone a double blow-job. The sights and sounds were spectacular.

But the curve in Mads’s cock was driving me wild. I knew I was about to climax again. He pulled me back even harder, his cock grinding up and down my cunt.

“Come for me, English slut,” he growled in my ear.

That pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, squirming and twisting but unable to move with my arms pinned behind my back. When I recovered, I saw that Erik had rolled off Sigrid, leaving her cunt swollen and gaping open, leaking arousal into her bush. He grinned at Mads and said something in Norwegian. Mads slowed, his cock throbbing inside me.

“What did he say?” I gasped.

Mads growled in my ear. “He said that at the hot springs we never got to… what’s the word?”

“Double penetrate,” said Erik, holding his twitching cock. “Bring her here.”

Erik sat on the bench, and Mads lifted me on top of him like I weighed nothing. My eager cunt found Erik’s cock, and I sank gratefully onto him.

“Oh… God…” I moaned with pleasure as he filled me once again. I started to rock my hips, grinding myself on his lap and feeling his cock thrust deep inside me.

Mads moved closer behind me, and I thought he was going to fuck me in the ass… but I was wrong. I felt the heavy, insistent pressure of Mads’s thick, curved cock pressing against my soaking-wet entrance; the same entrance that Erik was currently filling from the front. My eyes went wide as I realised his intent.

"Mads…" I gasped, hesitantly, even as my body betrayed me by arching back into him, desperate for the stretch.

He placed his large hands on my hips, steadying me as he began to push. I let out a sharp, jagged cry that was half-shock and half-ecstasy. The sensation of a second head forcing its way into my cunt was unlike anything I’d ever felt. It was a slow, relentless expansion that threatened to overwhelm my senses.

Erik leaned forward, his hands gripping my waist to help pull me down, his blue eyes locked on mine. "Relax, Beth. Open for us."

With a sudden, slick slide, Mads’s thick curve slipped inside alongside Erik’s shaft. I was stretched so wide I could hardly breathe. My lips were now pulled taut around the two massive Norwegian cocks that were now sharing my body. It was a magnificent, crushing fullness that made the room spin.

Then they began to move. Erik’s pierced cock rubbed against my G-spot, as Mads’s impossibly thick curve stretched me from behind. The friction of their two shafts rubbing against each other inside my walls created a heat that felt more intense than the sauna itself.

"Yes… Oh God… yes…" I sobbed, my fingers clawing at Erik’s muscular chest.

The internal pressure was building to a breaking point. With every double-thrust, I felt the walls of my pussy vibrating with intense pleasure.

"I'm coming…" I shrieked.

And I did. The climax hit me hard, overwhelming me so much that I passed out for a second. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me as I came completely undone, squirting hard and soaking Erik beneath me. They both groaned, and I felt their dual release, two separate torrents of hot, thick cum filling me to the absolute brim. They pulled out, my cunt making a wet sound as they left me swollen and gaping. I collapsed forward onto Erik’s chest, my body trembling as cum poured out of me.

They both held me as I recovered, their massive arms wrapped around me. Finally, I could breathe again and watch the wild orgy taking place around me. Ingrid and Mikkel appeared, their naked bodies slick with sweat and steam.

She reached out a hand. “Come with me,” she purred.


Chapter Fourteen




Ingrid led us to the top tier, the hottest part of the room. I sat between her and Mikkel. They started gently, knowing that I was still recovering from an intense climax. They ran their hands over my naked body, tracing all my curves. Mikkel’s large hand cupped my breast, his thumb rolling over my nipple, while Ingrid’s smaller, softer hand slid down my stomach, her fingers tracing the line of my hip before dipping between my thighs.

Her fingers ran over my pussy, still sensitive from my climaxes. She spread my folds wide, her eyes fixed on my slit as it glistened in the amber light. Then she knelt down behind my legs. Mikkel slid down to join her. The sensation of two tongues hitting my clit at once was like a physical shock. Ingrid’s was soft and agile, flicking with lightning speed, while Mikkel’s was broader and firmer, swirling with a steady, deep pressure.

They licked up and down my aching pussy, teasing my clit, and exploring my opening. From time to time, one of them would drop lower, circling the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance.

"Oh... oh God!" I cried out, my fingers digging into Mikkel’s muscular shoulders.

Around us, the sauna was a blur of motion. I could hear the rhythmic slap-slap of bodies as people fucked. Guy had a blonde woman bent over the bench. He was thrusting into her from behind while kissing and groping another one.

The two tongues were driving me towards the edge once again. When Mikkel used his fingers to stretch me open, I came hard, my thighs shaking and my eyes rolling back in my head. Waves of pleasure washed over me, leaving me panting and gasping in the heat of the sauna.

When they finally looked up, their faces were flushed and wet with my release, both of them wearing identical grins. Mikkel stood up on the bench below me, his massive, thick-veined cock standing straight out, looking even more imposing than ever. Ingrid stayed on her knees, her eyes fixed on his length.

"I want to see him inside you, Beth," she purred. "I want to watch him fuck you properly. I want to watch him destroy your tight, pink cunt with his big cock.”

She guided me back so I was leaning against the wooden wall, my legs spread wide and lifted up. She said something to Mikkel in Norwegian, and he grinned. She grabbed his shaft and dragged him between my thighs, then carefully lined up the broad head of his dick with my soaking entrance.

"Now," she whispered.

Mikkel lunged forward, driving his full length into me in one deep, ruthless thrust. I let out a breathless cry as I felt him stretch me to my absolute limit. He was raw, his hot skin sliding against mine with a friction that was almost overwhelming in the heat. Ingrid leaned in close, her face inches from where our bodies joined. She began to massage his heavy balls with one hand, while her other hand reached up to stroke my labia, which were stretched tight around his thick shaft.

"Look at that," Ingrid murmured, her eyes wide. "Look at how he fills you, Beth. He’s so deep."

Mikkel pulled half out and then thrust inside me again. I cried out with pleasure.

“God, he’s stretching you so well,” she groaned. I realised she was touching herself between the legs as she watched.

Ingrid shifted her position, her free hand exploring further. I gasped as I felt her slide one finger into my ass. Mikkel began to fuck me with a firm, steady rhythm. Every time he bottomed out, I moaned with pleasure, and he let out a low growl that vibrated through my chest. Ingrid stayed beneath us, her fingers working my ass.

“Fuck, I can feel his cock through your ass,” she moaned, sounding like she was on the edge of a climax. She pushed a second finger into me. All around us, I could hear the frantic sounds of other people fucking; moans and cries of pleasure and relief.

"Harder, Mikkel," Ingrid commanded.

He increased the pace, slamming into me so hard I could feel his balls slapping against me. He was so deep it took my breath away. Ingrid pushed a third finger into my ass. Suddenly, I couldn’t hold back anymore.

"Oh… I'm coming! Oh God…" I shrieked, my voice lost in the noise of the orgy around me.

My internal muscles clamped down on him like a vice. The friction of his raw skin against my pulsing walls, combined with the intense stretch in my ass, sent me over the edge into a jagged, world-blurring climax. I shook violently as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.

Mikkel slowed, but he continued to fuck me through it as my orgasm rushed on and on. Ingrid, her face flushed and her own hand working frantically between her legs, finally let out a long, high-pitched moan as she reached her own release from watching us.

“That was beautiful,” she groaned. “But now I want to see him in your ass.”

I was still reeling from the climax, my legs trembling so much they felt like jelly, when Ingrid’s words hit me. I looked at Mikkel’s cock; thick and glistening with my release. It was far bigger than anything I had in my ass before.

"Yes," I whispered.

Mikkel didn't hesitate. He pulled me away from the wall and flipped me over, pushing my chest down against the hot wooden bench so my ass was thrust up toward the ceiling. I felt Ingrid’s hands on my cheeks, pulling them wide, exposing my puckered entrance, which was still slick from her fingers.

The first inch of Mikkel was a shock that made me bite my lip to keep from screaming.

Every inch felt like he was claiming me, his heavy weight pressing me down into the wood. When he finally bottomed out, I let out a long, low moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure at the fullness.

"God... Mikkel..." I whimpered.

He began to move, fucking me and making me feel every thick part of his shaft. And then I saw Guy. He had joined us, his chest heaving, his body slick with sweat. His cock glistened with the release of the women he had just been with. His eyes took in the sight of the giant Norwegian cock buried deep in my ass.

Ingrid bent over the bench next to me and spread her cheeks open with her palms.

“Just in time,” she purred.

He crouched over her, guiding his cock to her rear entrance. Soon, the two men were thrusting in unison, making us both scream as they fucked us side by side. The sound in the sauna was incredible: the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin, the heavy breathing and moans. Mikkel was hammering into my ass from behind, his large hands anchoring me to the bench, while right beside me, my boyfriend was doing the exact same thing to Ingrid.

“Beth…” Ingrid gasped. She reached out, and I grabbed her hand, our fingers interlocking and squeezing. “Come with me.”

We spiralled into a shared climax. My internal muscles convulsed around Mikkel’s thick shaft, a series of frantic, desperate contractions that gripped him tightly. Beside me, Ingrid was bucking against Guy, her body arching as she screamed. I felt a rush of relief as I squirted, spraying liquid all over the bench below me.

We swapped partners for the final act. It seemed fitting that I would finish this crazy orgy with Guy. He lubed up and slid his fat cock deep into my ass; the first time I’d been able to take him. Next to us, Mikkel took Ingrid the same way. They fucked hard, their thrusts moving in time.

I came again, squirting once more. Guy groaned as my ass clenched around his cock. I felt his hands tighten on my hips, his fingers digging into my skin as he let out a final roar. He buried himself to the hilt, his entire body shuddering as he filled my ass with a massive, pulsing release. Seconds later, Mikkel cursed in Norwegian, his body stiffening as he released everything inside Ingrid, his head dropping onto her shoulder in total exhaustion.

We collapsed into a heap of four steaming, sweat-slicked bodies on the wooden bench, panting heavily as the orgy continued around us.

Ingrid rolled onto her side, looking at the two of us with a genuine smile. "A perfect Norwegian goodbye," she murmured.

I squeezed her hand. “It was perfect.” I looked over at Guy. He looked happy.

“I can’t believe how much we’ve enjoyed swinging,” he beamed.

I nodded. “I don’t want this holiday to end.”

Ingrid grinned at me. “We will come and visit you in London. But… there’s still one thing left to do here.”

“What?”

“Jump into the ice.”

THE END
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