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White slopes crawl by fifty feet below us. If we were to fall, a sea of untouched snow would engulf us like a frigid pillow. The towering pine trees that flank the ski-lift shake off their powder as a gust of wind cuts through us. Our snowboards hang from our boots, frosted like icicles ready to drop.  

It’s a winter wonderland as far as the eye can see, and all he can focus on is my warm lips wrapped around his shaft. 

“Just like that,” he begs. His gloved hands press my face further into his crotch. “Damn, how are you so good at this?”

Raw talent. Experience. An unquenchable thirst...

He’s not the first guy I’ve blown on the ride up to the mountain’s peak, and he won’t be the last.

Somewhere below us, a few snowboarders hoot and holler as they race by. 

Anyone with any sense who looks up at the lift as they ride by will know exactly what I’m doing. And anyone who’s spent a fair amount of time on this mountain knows that I’m the one doing it.

His body is starting to tense under his many layers, and his deep-blue jacket crunches as he spasms. Every moan grows deeper and more desperate. 

And that’s when I decide to pop his throbbing erection out of my mouth, right myself to hum in his ear, and stroke him furiously in the freezing winter air.

“Ya? You like my warm tongue sliding up and down your cock?” I coo, licking his lobe. “Are you gonna blow your load for me? Come on, give it to me... Let’s see how much you’ve got saved up for me in those big balls...”

“Shit...” His breath puffs out in a cloud that drifts around our heads before losing itself in the wind. “Oh fuck!”

I dive back down just as a bit of warm seed strikes my palm. With my lips secured around his shaft again, the warm, salty cream fills my mouth and slides down my throat. 

There’s no need for his hands on the back of my head to keep me in place; I drink him up like I’m dying of thirst.

Once every steaming drop is inside of me, I slide off of him and lick my lips. Just in time, the ski-lift bucks and tenses as we approach our exit. 

“That was incredible,” he sighs, frantically getting his receding dick back in his pants. “How the hell am I supposed to ride after that? I’m gonna need to take a fucking smoke break before I make this run.”

“Suits me.” I’m already strapping my free boot into my board, smiling like an addict that just got her hit. 

“Hold on,” he says, laughing as he puts a hand on my shoulder. “You can’t grace me with the most amazing blow job I’ve ever received and then just vanish from my life like that.” He puts on a playful, dramatic tone. 

“Well, that’s the plan, actually.”

The dense cables of the lift groan as we pull into the peak’s station, leveling out with the ramp that lets us ride onto the plateau. I’m already positioning myself for a quick escape.

“At least tell me your name! Five minutes on a lift and oral should constitute that much, right? My friends and I have a cabin for the weekend. Ride-in, ride-out. You should come stay with us...”

“Meet your friends? Damn, we’re moving pretty fast, aren’t we? Tell you what,” I say, securing my goggles and throwing him a mischievous smile. “If you can catch me, I’ll tell you my name. Hell, maybe I’ll even give you my number. That depends on if you’re hard again by the time you catch up to me.” 

“Catch you?” The stranger scoffs, leaning over to strap into his board. “How about I just smoke you to the bottom?” 

The lift slows as we pass over the icy ramp, and I secure my red bandanna over my mouth and nose.

“Good luck.”

Rather than shove off of the lift, I push against his shoulder and force him back against the seat. I’m propelled down the ramp, flying past the attendant who smiles and throws me a salute. “Yo, Rachel! Ditching another one, eh?”

I’m too busy rounding the corner to respond, weaving between wobbling tourists and stoners who are stalling near the edge of the plateau as they spark up. I’ve done this run so many times that I don’t need to creep up to the line—I just blow through the crowds and tuck my body as the front of my board dives and the wind whips through my hair.
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