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         I have a newspaper clipping that I sometimes get out: “Rescued! Two people survive the worst snow storm of the year.”


He is pictured standing and smiling broadly behind his blond beard. The hero. And I’m standing there with a small secretive smile on my mouth. The rescuee. But it’s not surprising that I seem a little absent in the picture. His sperm was frozen to my thighs when we were rescued.


This is how it all began: Put simply, I’d gotten separated from my friends, and he was the one who found me that Easter day a few years ago. I didn’t know who he was or where he came from, but he mumbled with a stern expression that I needed to get up. I got up, because time was now of the essence. “Otherwise, you’ll die. We’ll die,” he said.


Everywhere was a milk-white slush of snow and stabbing, icy cold that was blowing all around us. Visibility was so poor that you couldn’t see more than a metre in front of your face. And so cold that I had lost feeling in my entire body. My soul had been erased. Dulled. I had as good as given up. But then he arrived. The hero. Who dragged me away. I think.


I lay in a tent, but got the idea that he had, in some way, created a windbreaker, a sort of snow cave, below a protrusion in a small shelter. After the exhausting cold, I felt that things were becoming quieter and the wind had died down. I could barely hear the snow storm blowing outside, but clearly heard my own breathing, which woke me up. I realised that he hadn’t just buried himself, he’d buried me as well. His face was weather-beaten and his teeth were white. I managed to get out a weak smile, then everything turned black. I passed out.


I was woken by him kneading me. Hands, arms, legs. Deep through the sleeping bag and clothes. He was humming to himself and carefully massaging my body. I was half lying, half sat on my haunches. Like a crouching foetus under a layer of compacted snow. I felt myself coming round and, for the first time, realised that I was alive, that I was perhaps going to survive.


“You’ve been asleep for 24 hours. Everything’s going to be OK.”


His voice was quiet. I felt a little happier. I’d been scared. More scared that I’d ever been at any point in my life. He must have sensed this there in the darkness, sensed that I was terrified.


“Cry, if you think it’ll help. There’s no lack of liquid here.”

He hugged me - and I cried. 


I don’t know how long I’d been missing. The next thing I remember is that I woke up in his arms, he was shaking me.


“The temperature is dropping like a stone. We’ve got to lie closer together.”

I nodded. I felt a little better.


He positioned himself halfway up in the sleeping bag and pulled down the zip of the overalls. Still and close together. A pleasant feeling of warmth and moisture momentarily filled our ice cold, cramped playground. A scent of life and humanity. And hope.


He was wearing a white vest. It shone at me in the dark, and under the clothes he was wearing I could see the contours of his firm body, his musculature, and the masculine power of his sinewy torso.


He said nothing as he carefully lifted his ass, pulled his long underwear down a little and lifted his “present” with one hand. In the darkness, I could feel a big cock and a rough ballsack, which seemed too big to fit into the palm of his hand. The cold was faster than us.


“Get out of your sleeping bag and into mine,” he said.


His eyes met mine as he pulled his vest up a little above his navel and I caught a glimpse of his hairy stomach. With an almost indolent movement, he beckoned me even closer towards him, and, little by little, I managed to get out of my pull-on trousers. Gripping me around my waist, he directed me, turning me round so that I was bent over with my ass against his face. His warm fingers were grabbing my ass, easily finding their way underneath and pulling down my long underwear.


“Sit down,” he wheezed.

I sat down.


Our bodies met. I was sitting with my trousers pulled down, just like the man underneath me. The lower part of my body was exposed, and I was already beginning to feel how much colder it had become. Resolutely, he sat right under me. Between my buttocks, I could feel his cock, the wiry pubic hair and his warm body. 


He adjusted his clothes a little, pulling them up as far as possible without covering our cocks. He pulled mine up. I sat there completely still, except when he lifted my buttocks, one at a time. Up and down. The clothes had been adjusted so that there were only small openings where our naked skin touched. He then closed the sleeping bag, slowly. It finally covered us and, in order for both of us to have enough room, I had to swing my ass rhythmically so that the zip could close. His thick cock was rubbing against my ass, against the crack between my buttocks. I swallowed.


Once the sleeping bag was completely closed, he said: “Now we’ll be warmer. This’ll give us a few more hours. Feel alright?”


I nodded. At that moment, I felt how his cock had turned, it seemed as though it had grown, swelled up a little. The feeling of having him so close to me also got my cock to twitch. Tension and fear had caused adrenaline to pump through my body. Reluctantly, I realised that I was starting to get a real hard-on. I’m alive, I thought. We’re alive. We are living bodies. Despite everything.


In a situation like this, you lose track of time. I think I fell asleep from exhaustion, but also from the pleasant heat from his body against mine. It was true, by lying next to each other like this we were managing to keep the temperature up. A few times, he moved slightly, clearing his throat or sighing a bit. I don’t know if he slept. Neither of us felt the need to talk. The heat inside the sleeping bag we were sharing made things so cosy. And it stayed that way. I drifted off again from the heat of his body. His scent made me feel safe.


I think him moving eventually woke me up. He was adjusting both his clothes and himself under me. I felt the temperature starting to drop. Night must have fallen, and it was getting colder outside. His hands were on my butt. He kept them there, one on each, keeping them warm. I lowered myself a little, rolling over the palms of his hands. It felt wonderful, but I did it without being noticed, as if I was turning around in my sleep.


He soon started massaging my butt, kneading it and gently pulling my cheeks apart. He pressed them back together. Kneading calmly and silently. His fingers felt a little more active, horny, I thought, and soon it felt like my entire asshole had begun to burn a little from being massaged so hard. Finally, he scratched my buttocks. He was working them like uncooperative dough that would soon rise. His breathing was getting heavier. In the meantime, he stuck a fingertip or two between my thighs, reaching all the way up to the root of my ballsack. He stroked my asshole, grazing my pubic hair. A fingertip touched one of my balls, flicking and pulling it a little. He started breathing faster, eagerly playing with the skin around my balls.


I lowered myself slightly and managed to rub his hard-on with my ass. A warm, thick, long and lively cock. His dick must have grown: he was rock-hard. In the same second I felt his cock twitch under me, he cleared his throat. Sighed. And said: “You’re cold. Let me warm you back up.”


I nodded.
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