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Chapter One

The narrow alpine road twisted like a black ribbon through the Swiss peaks, snow clinging to every pine and rock. Carter Michaels gripped the wheel of the rented black SUV, knuckles white against the cold leather. At twenty-two, he’d left the flat cornfields of Iowa behind for this—Europe on a shoestring, backpack slung in the cargo area, a month of hostels and cheap trains already under his belt. The Alps had been calling him since he first saw pictures online: jagged white teeth biting the sky, air so clean it hurt your lungs.

He kept the windows cracked an inch, letting the bite of winter slap his face awake. The radio spat static, then a snatch of German news he couldn’t follow. Didn’t matter. The engine hummed steady, tires crunching fresh powder. He was alone up here, just him and the mountains, and that felt right.

Then the rumble started.

Low at first, like distant thunder rolling through the valley. Carter frowned, glancing at the rearview. Nothing but white road fading into gray sky. The sound grew—deeper, angrier. The steering wheel vibrated under his palms.

He looked up.

The entire face of the mountain above him seemed to shudder. A crack split the snowpack like lightning frozen in place. Then it gave way.

Tons of white death roared down in a wall fifty feet high, swallowing trees, boulders, everything in its path. The avalanche hit the road two hundred yards ahead, exploding across the asphalt in a churning surge. Snow slammed into the SUV’s hood like a fist, rocking the vehicle sideways. Carter stomped the gas. Tires spun, caught, lurched forward.

“Fuck—fuck—fuck!”

He jerked the wheel left as a boulder the size of a refrigerator bounced once, twice, then hurtled straight at him. He swerved hard right—metal screeched against rock, sparks flying. The boulder missed the grille by inches, smashing the guardrail into twisted steel.

Another roar. A second slide poured from higher up, merging with the first. The road ahead vanished under white foam. Carter floored it, engine screaming, climbing the steep grade toward the pass summit. Snow sprayed across the windshield, wipers slapping uselessly. Visibility dropped to ten feet.

A massive pine—trunk thicker than his SUV—snapped at the base and toppled like a felled giant. It crashed across the lane dead ahead, branches clawing the sky. No time to brake. Carter yanked left again, tires howling on ice. The rear end fishtailed, kissed the snowbank, spun. He fought the wheel, muscles burning, heart hammering so hard he tasted blood.

The tree’s crown slammed the hood—glass spiderwebbed, roof buckled with a deafening crunch. Branches raked the side panels like giant claws. The SUV lurched, skidded, then caught traction on the uphill slope. Carter gunned it one last time.

The vehicle burst through the falling snow curtain, cresting the ridge. Behind him, the avalanche swallowed the road he’d just escaped, a white grave sealing shut.

He didn’t stop. Couldn’t. Adrenaline still burned through every vein. The SUV fishtailed onto a wider drive, tires chewing gravel under fresh powder. Ahead loomed a structure—massive, elegant, impossibly out of place up here.

A grand alpine estate. Timber and stone, multi-level balconies draped in snow, tall leaded windows glowing gold against the storm. Chimneys smoked lazily. It looked like something out of a fairy tale crossed with a five-star resort—except no cars in the lot, no tracks but his own.

Carter killed the engine. Silence rushed in, broken only by the howl of wind and his own ragged breathing. He sat there a moment, hands shaking on the wheel, cock inexplicably half-hard from the raw thrill of survival. He laughed once—short, shaky—then stepped out into the biting cold.

Snow stung his face as he trudged up wide stone steps to double oak doors carved with intricate edelweiss. He pounded the iron knocker. Once. Twice.

The door swung open.

Warm air rushed out, carrying scents of woodsmoke, cinnamon, and something sweeter—female skin, perfume, arousal maybe. Standing in the threshold was a woman who looked like she’d stepped out of a high-fashion editorial set in the Alps.

Tall—almost six feet in her low heels—toned and elegant, late thirties, maybe early forties. Dark blonde hair swept into a loose chignon, sharp cheekbones, full lips painted deep red. Her fitted charcoal sweater hugged large, firm breasts that rose and fell with calm breaths; black wool trousers clung to long, powerful legs and a sculpted ass that spoke of disciplined hours in the gym or on skis. She carried herself with the quiet authority of someone used to being obeyed.

Her green eyes flicked over him—face flushed from cold and adrenaline, snow in his dark hair, broad shoulders filling the doorway, the obvious bulge still straining his jeans from the post-escape rush.

“You’re either very lucky or very stupid,” she said in flawless English, accent lightly German-Swiss. “Come inside before the next slide buries you.”

Carter stepped over the threshold. Heat enveloped him. The foyer was cavernous—polished wood floors, soaring ceiling with exposed beams, a massive stone fireplace roaring on the far wall. Crystal chandeliers glittered softly. And five more women stood clustered near the fire, staring at him like wolves scenting fresh blood.

He took them in one by one, pulse kicking harder.

First, the curvy Italian—Bianca, he’d learn later. Twenty, lush black curls tumbling over shoulders, olive skin glowing in the firelight. Her thick thighs strained tight leggings; massive soft breasts strained a cream sweater so low-cut he could see the deep valley of cleavage. Her round ass shifted as she cocked a hip, full lips parting in obvious interest.

Beside her, the voluptuous Swedish blonde—Lila. Nineteen, platinum hair in loose waves, pale blue eyes wide. Heavy, swaying tits pushed against a thin cashmere top, wide hips and plush belly begging to be gripped. She bit her lower lip, cheeks already pink.

Then the thick Russian—Katarina. Twenty, dark auburn waves, strong features softened by generous curves. Soft rolls at her waist, full heavy breasts, thick thighs and a greedy ass that jiggled faintly when she shifted weight. Her gaze raked him openly, hungry.

Next, the toned French firecracker—Amelie. Nineteen, chestnut hair in a high ponytail, lean and defined. Flat abs visible under a cropped athletic hoodie, perky firm breasts high on her chest, long flexible legs in yoga pants that hugged every sculpted inch. She stretched subtly, catlike, eyes sparkling with mischief.

Last among the students, the athletic German—Sophia. Twenty, short-cropped blonde, strong jaw, powerful build. Flat toned stomach, high firm tits under a fitted thermal, thighs thick with muscle, glutes carved from years of squats and slopes. She crossed her arms, biceps flexing, sizing him up like competition.

And presiding over them all, the woman who’d opened the door.

“I am Madame Elena Voss,” she said, closing the heavy door behind him with a solid thud. “Headmistress of the Alpine Academy for Young Women. These are five of my remaining students—holiday stragglers who chose study over family this season.” Her gaze dropped deliberately to the front of his jeans, lingering. “It seems fate has delivered us… company.”

The word hung heavy.

Carter cleared his throat, snow melting off his boots onto the rug. “Carter Michaels. From Iowa. I—uh—barely made it up here. Avalanche took the road behind me. No cell signal, power lines probably down too.”

Elena’s lips curved. “We noticed. The estate is self-contained—generator, deep pantry, geothermal heat. But the pass is sealed. No one in or out until the plows reach us. Days. Perhaps weeks.”

She stepped closer. Her perfume—something expensive, spiced and dark—wrapped around him. He could see the faint outline of hard nipples pressing against her sweater.

Bianca spoke first, voice husky with an Italian lilt. “You’re shaking. Come to the fire.”

Lila nodded eagerly. “We have wine. And blankets.”

Amelie smirked, stretching again so her hoodie rode higher, showing a strip of toned midriff. “And maybe something warmer than blankets.”

Sophia just watched, arms still crossed, but her eyes had darkened. Katarina licked her lips slowly.

Elena placed a hand on his arm—firm grip, long fingers. “You’ll stay, of course. Guest suite is prepared. Shower. Change. Then join us for dinner.” Her thumb brushed the inside of his elbow, deliberate. “We’ve been… isolated. A man’s presence will be most welcome.”

Carter felt the heat crawl up his neck—and lower. Five pairs of eyes on him, bodies ranging from soft and plush to hard and sculpted, all radiating need. The storm howled outside, wind rattling the tall windows, but inside it was suddenly very warm.

He nodded once. “Lead the way.”

Elena’s smile was slow, predatory. “Excellent.”

She turned, hips swaying with athletic grace, and the five girls parted like a curtain. As Carter followed, snow dripping from his coat, he caught Bianca whispering to Lila in Italian—something that made both giggle. Amelie brushed past him deliberately, toned thigh grazing his, while Sophia’s gaze lingered on his ass.

The grand staircase rose ahead, wide and curving, leading to shadowed upper halls. Elena paused at the base, glancing back over her shoulder.

“Welcome to the Academy, Carter Michaels. Try not to freeze… or overheat.”

Her eyes flicked down again, shameless.

He followed, heart pounding harder than it had during the avalanche.

The mountain had tried to kill him.

Instead, it had delivered him straight into paradise—or hell.

Either way, he wasn’t going anywhere.

And from the way those five women—and their headmistress—were looking at him, neither were they.

The storm raged on outside, sealing them in.

Inside, something far more dangerous was just beginning to build.


Chapter Two

The guest suite Madame Elena had assigned him was larger than most apartments Carter had crashed in during his European ramble. Polished oak floors, a four-poster bed draped in thick down comforters, a stone fireplace already crackling low. Tall windows framed the endless white storm outside, flakes whipping past the glass like angry moths. He dropped his damp coat over a chair, peeled off his snow-crusted boots, and headed straight for the attached bathroom.

Hot water hit his skin like a blessing. He stood under the rainfall showerhead, letting the heat pound away the road grime, the lingering adrenaline, the cold that had seeped into his bones. Steam clouded the mirror. His cock, still half-hard from the avalanche escape and the blatant hunger in those six pairs of eyes, thickened fully as he soaped himself. He gripped the base once, gave a slow stroke—then stopped. Not yet. Something told him he’d need every drop tonight.

He toweled off, pulled on the borrowed gray sweatpants and black T-shirt Elena’s staff (or whoever ran this place) had left folded on the vanity. The pants were loose but thin—his erection tented the front shamelessly. No underwear. He didn’t care. Let them see.

A soft knock at the suite door.

Carter opened it.

Madame Elena Voss stood there in a deep burgundy silk robe that clung to her athletic frame like liquid night. The belt was loosely tied; the neckline plunged low enough to show the inner curves of her large, firm breasts, pale skin glowing in the hallway sconce light. Her dark blonde hair was down now, falling in loose waves past her shoulders. Barefoot, toenails painted the same deep red as her lips. She held a crystal decanter of amber liquid in one hand, two stemmed glasses in the other.

“May I come in?” she asked, voice low, cultured, edged with something raw.

Carter stepped aside. “Please.”

She glided past him, robe whispering against her long legs. The scent hit him again—dark spice, expensive vanilla, warm female skin. She set the glasses on the low table by the fire, poured two generous measures of what smelled like aged cognac, then turned to face him.

The robe slipped an inch off one shoulder, revealing the smooth line of her collarbone and the upper swell of her breast. Her nipples were already peaked, pressing visibly against the silk.

“You were impressive out there,” she said, handing him a glass. Their fingers brushed; heat shot straight to his groin. “Most men would have panicked. You drove like you were born to it.”

Carter took a sip. The liquor burned smooth down his throat. “Adrenaline’s a hell of a drug.”

Her green eyes flicked down to the obvious ridge in his sweatpants. “So it seems.”

She stepped closer—close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her toned body. “We’ve been without male company for months. The Academy is exclusive. Discreet. The girls are… restless. I am restless.” Her voice dropped. “I haven’t felt a real cock inside me in far too long.”

The words landed like a punch. Carter’s pulse hammered in his ears.

Elena set her glass down untouched. Reached for the belt of her robe. One slow tug and the silk parted.

The robe slid off her shoulders and pooled at her feet.

She stood naked before him—tall, sculpted, magnificent.

Her body was a masterpiece of disciplined athleticism: flat, defined abs that flexed faintly with each breath, narrow waist flaring to strong, rounded hips, long powerful thighs that could crush or cradle. Her breasts were large and firm, high on her chest, dark pink nipples stiff and begging. Between her legs, a neat triangle of dark blonde hair framed plump outer lips already glistening with arousal. Her clit hood peeked out, swollen.

Carter’s mouth went dry.

“You like what you see?” she murmured.

He set his glass aside. Stepped forward. “I want to taste it.”

Her lips curved. “Soon. First, I want to taste you.”

She sank to her knees with elegant grace—athletic thighs flexing, abs tightening as she lowered herself. Her hands slid up his thighs, thumbs brushing the waistband of the sweatpants. She tugged them down slowly.

His cock sprang free—thick, veined, flushed dark, the head already slick with pre-cum.

Elena made a soft, appreciative sound in her throat. “Magnificent.”

She wrapped long fingers around the base, gave a slow, firm stroke. Then leaned in and dragged her tongue from balls to tip in one long, wet glide. Carter groaned. She swirled around the head, tasting him, before taking him into her mouth—deep, no hesitation. Her throat opened; she swallowed half his length in the first smooth motion.

Fuck.

She worked him with expert rhythm—lips tight, tongue pressing the underside, cheeks hollowing. One hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently; the other stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room—suction, soft moans vibrating around his shaft.

Carter threaded his fingers into her hair, not forcing, just holding. “Goddamn, Elena…”

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. “I want you inside me. Now.”

She rose, pushed him back until his calves hit the edge of the bed. He sat. She climbed onto his lap, straddling him, knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips. Her toned thighs clamped around him like steel cables wrapped in silk.

She reached between them, gripped his cock, and notched the head against her soaked entrance.

No condom. No discussion. Just raw need.

She sank down in one long, slow descent.

Carter groaned as her tight heat enveloped him—velvet walls gripping, fluttering, sucking him deeper. She was drenched, slick, scorching. When her ass met his thighs, she paused, head tipped back, lips parted on a silent moan. Her inner muscles clenched deliberately around him.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so tight.”

“Years of waiting,” she whispered. “Years of wanting this.”

Then she started to ride.

Reverse cowgirl—her back to his chest, giving him the perfect view of her athletic ass flexing with every rise and fall. She planted her hands on his thighs for leverage and slammed down hard. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed. Her pussy gripped him like a fist, milking every inch as she lifted almost off, then dropped again, taking him to the root.

Carter gripped her hips—strong fingers digging into firm muscle—and thrust up to meet her. Each stroke drove deep, the head kissing her cervix. She cried out—sharp, elegant, filthy.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

He obeyed.

He pistoned up into her, fast and brutal. Her breasts bounced, heavy and firm; her abs flexed with every roll of her hips. Sweat gleamed on her back. She reached down, rubbed furious circles over her swollen clit.

“Come inside me,” she gasped. “Fill me. I want to feel it.”

The words snapped something in him.

Carter surged up, wrapped an arm around her waist, flipped her onto her back on the bed without pulling out. Her long legs hooked around his hips, heels digging into his ass. He drove into her—deep, punishing strokes that made the headboard thud against the wall.

Elena’s nails raked his back. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, fluttering, pulling him deeper.

“I’m close,” she moaned. “Don’t stop—don’t you dare pull out—”

He didn’t.

He slammed home one last time, buried to the hilt, and came.

Thick, hot ropes erupted inside her—pulse after pulse flooding her core. Elena shattered around him, walls spasming, milking every drop as she cried out in sharp, broken French. Her thighs trembled; her abs tightened into sharp definition. Creampie heat bloomed deep inside her, thick seed leaking around his shaft as he kept grinding through the aftershocks.

They stayed locked together, panting, until he finally softened enough to slip free. A gush of white followed—his cum dripping from her swollen, reddened pussy, sliding down the crease of her ass to stain the sheets.

Elena looked up at him, eyes glassy, lips curved in satisfaction. “That was… adequate.”

Carter laughed, breathless. “Adequate?”

She reached down, scooped a finger through the mess leaking from her, brought it to her lips, and sucked it clean. “For a first taste. We’ll do better next time.”

Before he could respond, the suite door creaked open.

Bianca and Amelie stood in the threshold—robes half-open, eyes wide and dark with lust.

Bianca’s massive soft breasts heaved under thin silk; her thick thighs shifted restlessly. Amelie’s toned body was taut, perky tits peaked, long legs already parting slightly.

“We heard,” Bianca said, voice thick with Italian accent. “We couldn’t wait.”

Elena propped herself on her elbows, cum still dripping from her well-fucked pussy. She smiled—slow, wicked.

“Come in, girls. He’s generous.”

The door clicked shut behind them.

Amelie moved first—shedding her robe as she crossed the room. Naked, she was breathtaking: lean abs rippling, high firm breasts bouncing lightly, flexible legs carrying her with predatory grace. She climbed onto the bed, straddled Carter’s thighs while he was still catching his breath.

“My turn,” she purred in French-accented English.

She leaned down, kissed him hard—tongue invading, tasting Elena on his lips. Then she reached back, gripped his slick cock, and guided him to her entrance.

She was tight—athletic walls gripping like a vice as she sank down. Wet heat swallowed him; she moaned into his mouth.

Bianca stripped slower—silk pooling at her feet, revealing plush curves that begged to be grabbed. Thick thighs, soft belly, massive breasts swaying heavily, dark nipples stiff. She crawled onto the bed beside them, full lips brushing Carter’s ear.

“Let me sit on your face,” she whispered. “I want your tongue while you fuck her.”

Carter groaned. “Get over here.”

Bianca swung a leg over his head, lowering her dripping pussy onto his mouth. Soft, plump folds smothered him—sweet, musky, soaked. He gripped her thick ass, tongue plunging deep, lapping at her clit while she ground down.

Amelie rode him hard—toned thighs flexing, ass slapping against his hips with rhythmic force. Her pussy clenched around him, milking, demanding.

Elena watched from the side, fingers lazily circling her clit, scooping more of his creampie and feeding it to herself. “Beautiful,” she murmured. “Give it to her, Carter. Fill her like you filled me.”

Amelie’s rhythm faltered. “Yes—fuck—come inside me—”

Carter thrust up hard, tongue buried in Bianca’s soft heat, and exploded again.

Thick spurts flooded Amelie’s tight channel—hot, messy, overflowing as she ground down to take it all. She shuddered, coming with him, walls spasming, a gush of her own wetness mixing with his seed.

Bianca ground harder on his face—then came with a muffled cry, flooding his mouth with sweet release.

They collapsed in a tangle—Amelie still impaled, leaking creampie down his shaft; Bianca slumped forward, soft breasts pressed to his chest; Elena stroking lazy circles on his thigh.

The three women kissed lazily over him—lips meeting, tongues sliding, sharing the taste of him.

Bianca licked a trail of cum from Amelie’s inner thigh.

Amelie sucked gently on Elena’s nipple, drawing a soft moan.

Elena looked down at Carter, eyes gleaming.

“The others are waiting,” she said softly. “And the storm isn’t finished.”

Carter’s cock twitched inside Amelie, already stirring again.

He grinned, voice rough.

“Then let’s not keep them waiting.”


Chapter Three

The next morning dawned gray and merciless. Wind howled around the estate like a living thing, rattling every windowpane, driving fresh snow against the glass in relentless sheets. Inside the grand lounge, the fire still smoldered from the night before, but the air had turned colder—sharper. The generator lights flickered once, twice, then died with a distant, mechanical cough.

Carter stood at the tall window, arms crossed, watching white chaos swallow the world outside. He wore fresh borrowed clothes: dark thermal Henley that stretched across his broad shoulders, black cargo pants that did little to hide the thick outline of his cock when he thought about last night. Elena’s athletic body riding him. Amelie’s tight grip. Bianca’s soft, smothering heat. The taste of them still lingered on his tongue.

Footsteps behind him—firm, purposeful.

Elena appeared at his side, dressed for the cold: fitted black ski pants hugging her long, toned legs and sculpted ass, a deep red merino base layer clinging to her large firm breasts and defined abs. Her hair was pulled into a high ponytail; green eyes sharp.

“The backup generator is in the east shed,” she said without preamble. “Two hundred meters through open ground. If we lose it completely, heat drops fast. Food stays frozen, but we don’t.”

Carter turned. “I’ll go.”

“You won’t go alone.” She met his gaze. “We rope up. Four of us. The others stay to monitor the main systems.”

He nodded. No argument. The mountain had already tried to kill him once. He wasn’t about to let it finish the job.

Twenty minutes later they were geared: heavy parkas, gloves, balaclavas, headlamps cutting yellow beams through the gloom. Carter carried the coil of climbing rope over one shoulder. Elena led. Behind her came Bianca—curves accentuated even under layers, thick thighs straining snow pants—then voluptuous Lila, heavy breasts bouncing faintly with each step, and athletic Sophia, powerful legs eating distance like she was born for this terrain.

They stepped out the side door into the storm.

Wind hit like a wall—biting, deafening. Snow stung exposed skin. Visibility dropped to arm’s length. Elena clipped the rope to her harness, then to Carter’s belt, then down the line. Each tug tested the connection.

“Stay close,” she shouted over the roar. “One slip and we all go.”

They moved single-file into the whiteout.

The path was supposed to be a groomed service trail. Now it was a drifting wasteland. Snow piled knee-deep already, sucking at boots. Carter kept one hand on the rope, the other shielding his eyes. Elena’s red jacket was the only color in the world.

Fifty meters out, the ground trembled.

A low groan rolled down from higher slopes. Fresh snow cracked and slid—small at first, then gathering mass. A mini-avalanche poured across their path twenty yards ahead, burying the trail under churning white.

“Move!” Elena barked.

They broke into a run—awkward, plunging steps through deep powder. The slide missed them by seconds, roaring past like a freight train, leaving a fresh trench smoking in its wake.

They didn’t stop.

Another hundred meters. Wind screamed. Carter’s thighs burned. Bianca stumbled once—her plush body heavy in the drifts—Carter caught her elbow, hauled her upright. She flashed him a breathless grin through the balaclava, eyes dark with adrenaline and something hotter.

The shed finally loomed—a low, steel-roofed building half-buried. Elena yanked the door open against the wind. Inside: blessed quiet, diesel smell, the hum of the backup generator flickering back to tentative life after she flipped switches and cursed in Swiss-German.

They loaded jerry cans of fuel, crates of canned food, blankets, batteries. Sophia shouldered the heaviest load without complaint, glutes flexing under her pants. Lila pressed close to Carter while they worked—soft breast brushing his arm deliberately.

On the return, the storm worsened.

Halfway back, another rumble—deeper, angrier. The slope above them gave way again. This time the slide came fast and wide.

“Down!” Elena shouted.

They dropped flat. Snow roared over them—deafening, suffocating. Powder filled Carter’s mouth, his nose. The rope jerked hard—someone sliding. He clamped both hands on it, heels digging trenches, muscles screaming.

The torrent passed. Silence returned, broken only by coughing and gasping.

They dug themselves out—shaking, soaked under layers, hearts hammering. Elena checked each face. No one lost. But the rope was half-buried; they had to claw it free.

When they finally staggered through the estate’s side door, they were drenched in sweat and meltwater, faces raw from wind, bodies trembling from cold and adrenaline.

The grand lounge waited—fire roaring high now, candles lit on every surface, thick rugs spread before the hearth. Amelie and Katarina had prepared: blankets, towels, steaming mugs of mulled wine. The power was back—lights soft, heat returning.

Wet clothes came off fast. No modesty. Parkas hit the floor. Thermals peeled away. Naked skin flushed from cold and heat.

Bianca’s massive soft breasts spilled free—heavy, swaying, dark nipples stiff. Lila’s plush curves jiggled as she toweled off—wide hips, soft belly begging to be gripped. Katarina’s thick body gleamed—full rolls, greedy ass. Amelie stretched, toned abs rippling, perky tits high. Sophia flexed powerful thighs, high firm breasts bouncing lightly. Elena stood tall—athletic perfection, large firm breasts heaving, long legs still trembling faintly from the run.

Carter stripped last. His cock sprang thick and hard—adrenaline and the sight of five naked beauties turning the fear into raw lust.

Elena stepped forward first. “You earned this.”

She pushed him down onto the thick sheepskin rug before the fire. The others circled—kneeling, touching, hungry.

Lila moved in—voluptuous Swedish blonde straddling his chest, heavy tits pressing against his face. “Warm me up,” she murmured, guiding one stiff nipple to his lips. He sucked hard; she moaned, grinding her soaked pussy against his sternum.

Sophia knelt between his legs—athletic German strength in every line. She gripped his cock, stroked once, twice, then took him deep into her mouth. Powerful suction, tongue swirling. Carter groaned into Lila’s breast.

Bianca and Katarina flanked him—curvy Italian and thick Russian pressing soft bodies against his sides. Bianca’s plush hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently. Katarina dragged thick nipples across his ribs, whispering filthy Russian promises.

Amelie straddled his thigh—toned French legs flexing as she ground her dripping slit against hard muscle. “Feel how wet I am from watching you out there.”

Elena knelt above his head—long athletic thighs framing his face. She lowered slowly, her swollen, still-leaking pussy from last night hovering just above his mouth. “Taste what you left in me.”

He plunged his tongue deep—salty-sweet mix of his own creampie and her fresh arousal. She rocked, grinding, elegant moans filling the room.

The fire crackled. Bodies shifted. Positions blurred.

Sophia pulled off his cock with a wet pop—climbed up, straddled his hips. She sank down in one smooth motion—tight athletic channel gripping him like a fist. She rode hard—glutes flexing, abs tight, high tits bouncing. “Fuck—yes—fill me again.”

Carter thrust up—deep, punishing. Sophia cried out, walls spasming as she came first—gushing around him.

He didn’t stop. Flipped her onto her back, drove back in—pounded through her aftershocks until he erupted. Thick ropes flooded her tight pussy—hot, messy, overflowing down her toned thighs.

Bianca took her place immediately—plush Italian curves settling over him reverse. Her juicy ass swallowed his still-hard cock; soft walls gripped differently—softer, deeper, sucking him in. She bounced—massive breasts slapping, thick thighs quivering. “Come in my pussy—give it all to me.”

He did—another thick load pumping deep, leaking out around his shaft as she ground down to take every drop.

Lila next—voluptuous blonde lying back on the rug, legs spread wide. Carter knelt between plush thighs, plunged in—soft belly quivering with each thrust. Katarina straddled Lila’s face—thick Russian pussy grinding while Lila tongued her greedily.

Carter fucked Lila hard—deep strokes that made her heavy tits bounce wildly. When he came, he buried himself to the hilt—flooding her with yet another hot creampie, thick seed spilling out as she shuddered beneath him.

Amelie and Katarina tag-teamed next—toned French firecracker riding his face while thick Russian bounced on his cock. Contrasting sensations: Amelie’s lean abs flexing above him, Katarina’s soft rolls pressing against his hips. He pumped a load into Katarina’s greedy depths—then another into Amelie when they switched.

Elena watched it all—fingers circling her clit, scooping stray creampies from thighs and feeding them to herself.

Finally she commanded: “All of you—on your knees. Asses up.”

They obeyed—five naked beauties in a semi-circle on the rug: curvy Bianca and Lila side by side, thick Katarina between them, toned Amelie and Sophia bookending, Elena at the center like a queen.

Carter moved down the line—slow, deliberate.

First Bianca—plunged deep into plush heat, fucked her until she moaned, then pulled out and left a thick creampie dripping down her thick thighs.

Next Lila—soft walls milking him, another hot load flooding her.

Katarina—greedy pussy sucking him in, creampie overflowing onto soft rolls.

Amelie—tight athletic grip, flexing around him as he pumped deep.

Sophia—powerful glutes clenching, taking every thrust until he filled her again.

Elena last—long legs spread, athletic body arched. He drove into her hard—deep, claiming strokes. She came first—walls spasming, milking him. He followed—thick final load flooding her core, leaking down toned thighs as she shuddered.

The girls turned—licking, kissing, scooping creampies from each other’s pussies. Bianca ate from Lila while Katarina tongued Amelie. Sophia and Elena kissed deeply, sharing the taste.

They collapsed in a sweaty, dripping pile—bodies tangled, firelight dancing over glistening skin, cum-streaked thighs, heaving breasts, flexing abs.

Elena stroked Carter’s chest, voice husky. “The storm’s not done with us yet.”

He grinned, cock twitching against Sophia’s thigh. “Neither am I.”

Outside, wind howled. Inside, the harem had only just begun.
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