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Snow Princess (MF, Blanket - Party)
By Jaymac

The snow shower had been increasing in intensity since early on my journey.  I had left my car at 9 am this morning for a 30km cross country ski trip to Dawson’s Retreat, an isolated log hut with the barest of comforts.  I had last stayed at this hut five years earlier under the same situation.  Having recently broken up from a long-term relationship I craved this opportunity to get to know myself again and to think through where the next chapter in my life should begin.  Dawson’s Retreat had proven to be the perfect place to be totally on my own and free from life’s everyday distractions.

Visibility was now down to about 50 metres as I rested under a rocky outcrop and prepared a billy of tea and ate the roast beef roll I had prepare early this morning.  The thick slabs of meat and hot sweat tea hit the spot but I could feel the cold starting to get uncomfortable.  I packed up my portable stove and billy and started back on my journey.

The track to the cabin was reasonably well marked.  The now driving snowstorm made progress slow and my concentration was now on picking each track marker and getting to Dawson’s Retreat before losing the limited daylight.  For the first time I thought about the danger of what I was doing out in the mountains alone.  I had notified the forestry people and my family but if any thing happens on this lonely trail I would be dead before a rescue was even considered.  I was still warm and skiing strongly so I put all thoughts of impending doom to the back of my mind and thought about warming my tired bones against the old potbelly stove at Dawson’s Retreat.

I stopped briefly for another cup of tea made with fresh melted snow and ate a chocolate bar.  The cabin could not be to far away now and I would soon be warm and resting.  I repacked my gear and started to look for the next trail marker.  The orange wooden pole was 20 metres away and this one had a bright red bundle sitting at the bottom of it.  As I moved closer I realised that the bundle was the red jacket of a person.

It was a girl!  She was shielding herself against the snow and chilling wind.  She shivered uncontrollable and was unable to speak.  I removed my sleeping bag from my pack and wrapped it around her.  All my survival skills came back to me as I quickly fashioned a snow cave to protect this poor thing from the weather.  I warmed another billy of extra sweet warm tea as I moved the frozen girl into the makeshift shelter.  She wore only a thin pair of ski racing pants and a jacket.  Her legs looked fantastic in the shear material but in these conditions they offered little protection.  I held the tea to her mouth as she continued to shake. Her blue lips part slightly and her teeth remained clenched together as she sipped small amounts.  It took 20 minutes to get her to swallow the small cup of tea.  She was now out of the full force of the blizzard but still very cold.  I decided that I would wrap the girl in my space blankets and make my way to the cabin.  Previously when I had been there the Cabin had been equipped with a rescue stretcher and various first aid supplies.  This seemed the best possibility to save this girl and myself.

Dawson’s Retreat was only 40 minutes away from where I had left the shivering girl.  The cabin was still stocked with the basics; wood, some tin food, old musty blankets and the first aid kit.  The rescue sled still remained, standing in a corner near the doorway.  I lit a fire and two oil lamps, hanging one in the small widow facing the direction I would be approaching the hut.  The light was fading and I need to be able to find this place again in the dark.

The trip back to the girl took an hour pulling the old sled.  It had turned dark and if it wasn’t for the two branches I left as markers I could have easily missed the spot I had left the girl.  I could feel how tired I was becoming as I finally secured the girl to the sled wrapped in the sleeping bag and space blankets.  The trip back to the cabin was going to take all my energy.

I followed my own tracks towards the cabin and stop frequently to rest.  I had been travelling for an hour and a half and there was still no sign of the cabin.  The tracks on the ground were now all but gone and I was becoming more and more anxious that I was not going to find Dawson’s Retreat in the darkness and unrelenting snowstorm.  The dull lantern ahead in the distance was the most welcoming sight imaginable and my aching legs found the energy to push the final distance to warmth and rest.

The inside of the cabin was now warm and I rolled out my sleeping mat nice and closes to the old potbelly stove.  I warmed the billy on it as I used the last of my strength to move the girl in the sleeping bag on to the bedroll.  I drank a cup of hot chocolate and watched the sleeping figure snuggled up on the floor.  Only her face was visible and it was obviously a pretty, young face with soft features now that some colour was returning to the surface of the skin.  I finished my drink and stripped down to my thermal underwear.  I removed the girl’s fashionable but inappropriate ski jacket noticing the soft curves of well-rounded breasts under her skivvy.  I slid in next to her and fastened up the sleeping bag.  The soft comfort of her body would have been intoxicatingly arousing if I had not been completely exhausted.  Sleep came upon me quickly.

I woke to the sound of the wind still swirling heavily outside the cabin.  The fire had gone out and I noticed my hand was cupping the breast of the stranger I lay with.  I reached for the zipper that had moved to an awkward position during the night and struggled to open it.  My careful attempt to wriggle out of the bag without disturbing my companion was grossly wanting.  She gave no indication that she wasn’t still asleep as I pulled on my pants and found a thick jumper.  I started to rebuild the fire when I heard a soft moan and a quiet “hello there”.  I turned to see a pair of shining green eyes staring at me.

“Good morning sleepy head” I said as I blew on the embers to get the fire burning.

“What’s for breakfast”, came the reply, which stuck me as odd.

Here I was with a perfect stranger having just spent the night sharing a sleeping bag made for one person and I was being quizzed on what was for breakfast.

“How does bacon and eggs sound”, I said still puzzled from the direction of the conversation.

“Perfect!” came the reply as two arms were stretched out of the end of the sleeping bag followed by a big yawn.

I pulled out my frying pan and placed it on the top of the potbelly stove.  It would take a while to get to a temperature suitable for cooking.  I set up my camp stove and fetched some fresh snow from just outside the cabin door.  It was blowing a gale and you could not see ten metres in front of you.  I shut the door and placed the billy on the portable stove.

“Can I interest you in a cup of hot tea?” I asked.

“Do you have coffee?”

“No tea or hot chocolate is all I can offer”

“Tea will be just fine”

I prepared the drinks and heard the stranger unzip the sleeping bag.  She dragged one of the old wooden stools to over by the potbelly stove and stared at the flickering flames.  She had grabbed one of the musty old blue blanks and had wrapped it over her shoulders.

“So you rescued me” came the first logical question we had exchanged.

“Yeah, I guess I did”.

“Thanks” she replied.

“How are you feeling”, I enquired.

“Great thanks, I slept wonderfully and you? “She asked.

“Like a log” I answered.

After a long pause I added. “I don’t think we’re going any where today”.

We were both silent for a long time as we sipped our tea.  Twenty minutes had past and I still didn’t know any thing about this strange girl.

“I’m Paul” I offered to break the silence.

Hi Paul I’m Morgan, pleased to meet you” she said extending her hand.

I took her hand and gave it a light shake.  Morgan gave my hand a slight squeeze and stared at me with those dazzling green eyes.  I didn’t meaning to continue griping her hand but something would not let me voluntarily let it go.  She moved forward and kissed me gentle on the lips.  I continued to hold her soft warm hand.  She motioned me to join her on the stool.

“I guess I’m lucky you found me out in this isolated place”, came Morgan soft voice as she grasped my hand with both of hers.

I could feel the sexual tension building in my lap.  Here was this beautiful woman I barely knew with piercing green eyes, alone with me in this secluded cabin, in a blizzard and having just spent the night almost as close as two people can get.  Was she being overtly sexual or was it merely gratitude for saving her life?  She lent over and kissed me again.  No! Even a boof head like me couldn’t get these signals wrong.  I returned her kiss.  Before long our tongues were busy exploring each other’s mouth and we were holding each other tightly and not for warmth.

Morgan stood up and continued to stare at me as she slowly dropped the blank and removed her ski pants to reveal long shapely legs.  She removed her woollen beanie and let her long wavy blonde hair fall to her shoulders then slowly pulled her skivvy over her head.  She stood there within arms reach in a matching red lace bra and panties that rode up high on her hips.  Morgan reached for the waist of my jumper and pulled it up over my head.  She repeated this with my undershirt and then moved in between my knees until her belly button was touching my face.  I kissed her tummy and flicked my tongue into her naval.  I reached for her butt and was pleasantly surprised to find the tee bar back of her underwear let my hands touch the smooth, soft flesh of her cheeks.  She stepped back and reached behind to unclasp her bra.  She wriggled her shoulders forward and let the bra slide down her arm.  Her breasts were magnificent.  Firm with erect nipples that point slightly up and out.  I stood and we share a deep kiss locked in a passionate embrace.

She led me over to the bedroll and sleeping bag and we lay in each other’s arms kissing and me fondling those wonderful tits.  Morgan helped me struggle out of my pants and long johns.  I lay on my back with my stiff cock on full display.  Morgan removed her G-string and settled between my legs.  She kissed my belly and ran her hands over my chest.  She kissed her way down to my shaft and took hold of it at the base with both hands so that it point straight up.  She slowly circled the end of my penis with her tongue for a few seconds then opened her mouth and pushed her lips down over my shaft. She slowly bobbed up and down half a dozen times leaving a slick layer of saliva over my cock.  She stood up, straddled my hips and then slowly lowered herself.  She guide the head of my penis towards her opening and rocked gently as bit by bit more of my cock entered her tight moist hole.  My cock spasmed with anticipation as her ass sank down lower and lower to top of my thighs.  Her head and neck were arched back as she used one hand to support herself as she rocked.  I reached for those gorgeous tits as they swung rhythmically just within reach.  Morgan used her free hand to stroke the base of her neatly trimmed pubic hair in a circular motion.  I matched my hip movements to match her steady rocking.  It wasn’t long before her rocking became increasingly less rhythmic and her breathing changed to short pants.  A slight squeal escaped as she exhaled air marking the beginning of her orgasm.  She then bit her bottom lip and shook as the waves of pleasure racked her body.

She collapsed down on to my chest and moved on to her knees.  She kept rocking her hips as she kissed my neck and shoulders.  My own climax was building and I concentrated hard on the pleasure my cock was getting as it slide in and out of Morgan’s tight, slick sex.  Morgan increased her tempo to match mine, I trusted hard and deeper as I came with mind-blowing vigour.  We lay quietly and cuddled for a long time recovering our breath.

“How about those eggs” Morgan requested as she got up and searched for her knickers.

I put on my thermals and searched my pack for the ingredients.  I had only brought two eggs and two rations of bacon.  I found a tin of baked beans to add to breakfast supplies.  Morgan sat and watched in silence as I set about cooking the meal.  She had put on her skivvy and ski pants and was sitting on the stool again wrapped in the old blue blanket.  She also wore a beaming smile that accentuated those glorious green eyes and followed my every move.

We both quickly polished off the breakfast using the limited plates and cutlery I had brought with me.  Again no one spoke.  I collected up the dishes and rinsed them off with the warm water heating on the old stove.

“Is there enough water to have a quick wash?” Morgan enquired.

Yeah sure, go for it”, I answered

Do you have a sponge or a face washer?” she asked

I withdrew a small hand towel from my pack and tossed it to her.  Morgan began to remove her skivvy once again and continued shedding clothes until she was completely naked.  She dipped the towel in to the billy and began washing down each of her arms.  My infatuation must have been clearly written all over my face.  I realised that my mouth was gaping open as she asked, “Would you like to give me a hand”?  I moved over to where she stood and took the towel from her.  She lifted her hair up off her shoulders giving me complete access to her whole body.  I took my time carefully washing every part of her trim tight body.  It was the most erotic experiences of my life.  Just as I was finishing she whispered in a soft voice, “now it’s your turn”.

Morgan helped me remove my clothes and set about washing me with the same attention to detail as I had shown her.  The cooling water on my skin and the rough texture of the towel made the nerve endings of my entire body dance with delight.  To finish my torment, Morgan engulfed my cock with her mouth and slowly slid back and forward with the slightest of pressure.  My knees were weakening.  Was it the efforts of yesterday or from this extraordinary blowjob?  I moved Morgan over to the bedroll and manoeuvred us in to a 69 position so we could both experience some oral sex.  I lay on my back with Morgan’s wet pussy inches from my face.  The slow rhythmic pressure had already started on my prick as I separated those slick lips with my probing tongue.  I flicked my tongue in and out of that dripping box as deep as I could manage.  The downward pressure form Morgan’s hips signalled I was making fast progress.  Breathing was becoming more and more difficult.  I edge forward to make contact with her clitoris and the rocking of those hips became increasing urgent.  Morgan’s body trembled and the pressure on my cock tightened as her orgasm approach.  The signals from her body set off my own climax and I ejaculated a warm load of cum into Morgan’s throat.  She continued to suck long after I had cum and the sensation was fantastic.  I got up and grabbed the hand towel and we both wiped the remains of each other of our faces.

The rest of the morning was spent cuddling and reading.  We hardly ever spoke and certainly not about anything personal, it was as if the outside world and our lives in it didn’t exist and I was not about to break the spell.  We shared some fruit and dried biscuits for lunch.  My food supplies were limited and were never meant to support two.  The wind still swirled outside and the snow continued to beat forcibly against the exterior of the old cabin.  We played cards with an old dog-eared deck we found amongst the cabin’s supplies.  We laughed as we discovered we were both very competitive. We played for imaginary pots bigger than we were ever likely to amass in a lifetime.

The light in the small window dimmed.  It was time to finish cards and start cooking the evening meal.  My rations consisted of sausages, dehydrated packet potato and dehydrated peas and corn.  Not very fantasy but light and easy to carry.  I cooked the meal as Morgan resumed her position on the stool draped in the old blue blanket.  We finished off the meal and cleaned up the dishes.  We sat on the bedroll with Morgan in between my knees, cuddling and watching the fire flicker in the grill of the old stove.  I had been in this beautiful woman’s company for a whole day and knew absolutely nothing about her.

We readied ourselves for bed.  Morgan borrowed one of my tee shirts and wore her skimpy red undies.  I also wore a tee shirt and a pair of boxers.  We lay in the sleeping bag with Morgan facing away from me and with my prick lying erect along the crevice of her ass.  This fact was not lost on her as she turned and whispered, “seems like your ready to go again”.  She reached behind and grabbed my shaft.

“Do you like doing it from behind?”

“Sure I do”, I replied as if my hard on wasn’t giving me away.

I slipped down my boxers as Morgan removed her G-string.  I guided my penis between her thighs and fumbled around until I located the wetness of her virginal opening.  I push forward and slowly worked my way into her depths.  I reached for her tits and pinched her nipples as I slowly rocked back and forth.  We had been going like this for a couple of minutes when I heard Morgan’s soft voice.

“This is real nice and all but I was thinking of a different, doing it from behind”.

I had never penetrated a girl’s asshole before.  Well I had with a finger during sex but never with my cock.  No previous girl friend had been willing to give it a try.

I don’t know if my anxiousness told in my reactions but Morgan was quick to take the lead.

“Let me prepare myself a little first” she whisper”

With that she scooped her fingers into her sopping wet pussy and then insert the fingers, one then the other into her ass.  She continued to lubricate her back passage for a few minutes while I kissed her neck, fondled her breast and waited patiently.

“Now it’s your turn”, she whispered and coated my cock with a handful of her own wetness.

Take it gentle to start with”, she commanded softly while guiding me to her ass.

I could feel the restriction of the sphincter muscle as I push gently forward.  Morgan’s rear passage was tight as I press slowly.  I expect some sign of discomfort but Morgan pressed back against my trust with more force than I felt willing to exhort.  Soon I was deep in her ass and the pressure was wonderful.  Our pace quickened and I could feel myself getting closes.  I moaned loudly as I came and the addition of my cum provide extra lubrication allowing us to trust faster.  My cock stayed rigid and we continued to fuck.  Morgan was providing her own stimulation to her clit and begun to shutter as her orgasm hit.  We lay like that until we fell asleep.

In the morning I woke to bright sunshine coming in from the window and noticed the wind had stopped.  I lay in the sleeping bag alone.  I looked around the cabin; there was no sign of Morgan anywhere.  I dressed quickly and looked outside.  A set of footprints led away from the cabin.  She was gone.

I packed up my belonging and prepared to leave.  As I cleaned up I noticed an entry in the visitor’s book:

23 Sept 2003
Morgan and my hero Paul sheltered from the storm.



Goodbye my Snow Prince….M.

As I was about to close the door I was draw to the old blue blanket my Snow Prince had wrapped around her as she sat by the fire.  I unpacked my bedroll and swapped it for the blanket.  It served as my only reminder of an incredible encounter.

The End.
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