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Prologue

Snow always carries the scent of the living, but hers is the one that stains the air sweet enough to make my fangs ache. Every year I walk the edge of her world and mine, dragging chains through the drifts while mortals pretend I’m only a story told to frighten children. They never notice the shadow behind the trees, the weight of my breath curling through their chimneys.

But she does.

She feels me.

Even if she doesn’t understand why her skin prickles when she walks home late, or why her breath stutters when the wind growls her name down the back of her neck.

I’ve watched her through windows rimed in frost, her warmth glowing inside her little life like a hearth. The way she unwraps herself from her coat, shaking snow from her hair, muttering at the cold—every motion soft, mortal, tender in a way the world hasn’t offered me in centuries.

And yes, I count her sins.

Not the real ones; mortals hardly commit those anymore.

I count the ones that matter to me.

The way she swears when she drops her keys.

The way she bites her lip when she reads things far filthier than she admits to.

The way she touches herself in the dark, quiet little whimpers slipping through her fingers while she thinks no one hears.

I hear every sound.

I smell every shiver.

I feel every pulse of heat that blooms between her thighs.

She thinks she is alone.

She has never been alone.

Tonight, the barrier thins.

Tonight, I claim what I have waited for all year.

The town is asleep when I step into her world fully, hooves sinking deep into snow, claws flexing against the ice. Chains drag behind me, heavy with centuries of hunger. My horns catch the moonlight as I cross the empty street, a shadow too large to make sense in the human mind.

Her building looms small, brick softened by the storm. Her window glows dimly—she’s awake. Perfect. Mortals are always sweeter when they’re tired.

I lift a clawed hand and press it against the cold glass. It fogs beneath my palm. Somewhere inside, she stiffens, sensing the wrongness, the weight of something staring in at her.

Good girl.

When she comes closer, blinking at the frost, she doesn’t see me yet—only the shape, the suggestion. Her breath clouds the pane. Her hand lifts as if drawn by instinct.

And then her eyes meet mine.

Wide.

Bright.

Terrified in the most delicious way.

The scream catches in her throat as I break the window with a low rumble, shards scattering like ice crystals across her floor. She stumbles back, heart pounding loud enough for me to taste.

I step inside, towering over her, letting the heat of her body roll into me like a wave. She tries to run—of course she does—but I catch her easily, my claws curling around her waist, lifting her off her feet as if she weighs nothing.

“Little mortal,” I growl against her neck, my breath hot, her pulse hammering against my lips. “You’ve been very, very naughty.”

She trembles. Not just with fear.

Her scent flowers around me, warm and intoxicating.

I drag her against my chest, swallowing her gasp as I carry her toward the broken window. Snow blows in around us, stinging her soft skin. She clings to my forearm out of instinct, fingers digging into fur thick enough to swallow her hands.

“There will be consequences,” I murmur, liking the way she shivers when my tongue brushes her ear. “And I am done waiting to deliver them.”

The night opens for me.

And I take her.


Chapter 1

Snow closes behind us like a door as I step into my lair, her body still crushed to my chest, her breath quick little gasps against my fur. The cavern glows with ember-red light cast by roots of hellfire running through the stone, a warm pulse that makes her skin gleam. She clings to me out of instinct, nails digging in even though she’s trembling so hard I can feel each shake travel through her ribs.

She is exquisite like this, caught between terror and the strange, helpless pull of being pressed to something older and hungrier than the human world has words for.

I set her on her feet slowly, watching her legs wobble, ready to collapse. She backs away, which makes me smile because there is nowhere to go. The cavern walls curve tight around her, the air thick with my scent, the heavy warmth of coal and musk.

Her eyes snap to the chains for the first time.

Good. She recognizes them.

My chains drag behind me as I step toward her, clawed feet scraping stone, each link heavy with centuries of punishment. When I lift one length, it stirs the air in a whispering rattle that makes her flinch so deliciously I have to pause and savor it.

“W-wait, please—” she stammers.

Her voice trembles the way a doe’s legs tremble the first time the wolf steps from the trees.

I tilt her chin up with the hooked tip of one claw, not cutting—just forcing her eyes to mine. They’re wide, frantic, but bright enough to tell me the truth she hasn’t admitted yet. Her body is not recoiling. Her body is burning.

“You think begging will save you?” I murmur, lowering my face until my breath curls through her hair. “Little mortal, begging only makes me eager.”

Her knees nearly give out. She presses back against the cavern wall as if stone can protect her from me.

I bring the chain to her wrist and let the cold metal brush her skin. She shudders, a soft, choked sound slipping from her lips—mmh— a helpless little whine she tries to swallow but I hear it, and the sound spears straight through my gut.

“That,” I growl softly, “is why I’ve come for you.”

The chain loops around her wrist, then the other. The metal isn’t tight enough to hurt, but firm enough to remind her she can’t pull away from me. Each cuff seals with a slow, echoing click, and when I step back to admire my work her chest is rising fast, her breath fogging in the heat of the lair.

She tests the chains once, twice, the rattle soft and frantic.

“H-how long are you keeping me here?”

“As long as I want,” I say. Her breath catches. “You earned this. Every sinful little thought. Every sound you made when you touched yourself. Every moment you wished for something—someone—dangerous.”

Her lips part. She doesn’t deny it. She can’t.

I trail one claw from the hollow of her throat down to the edge of her shirt, a slow drag that makes goosebumps race across her skin. She isn’t cold. She’s overwhelmed.

“You’ve been on my list for months,” I growl. “And I am going to savor every inch of you.”

The way she inhales—sharp, trembling, desperate—shoves heat through me so violent my breath snarls against her cheek. I brace one hand beside her head, caging her in, while the other slips beneath her shirt slowly, deliberately, just my knuckles brushing her stomach.

Her whole body arches, a soft broken ah— escaping her lips when my fingertips graze the underside of her breast. She squeezes her eyes shut like she can’t bear the way she feels—not the fear, but the want she can’t hide from me.

“Look at me,” I say, voice sinking low into a growl that vibrates through her ribs.

She opens them. Her pupils are blown wide.

“There is no punishment tonight,” I tell her, letting my palm cup her breast fully now, my thumb brushing across her nipple until her breath stutters in a trembling gasp. “There is only the beginning of what I have waited a year to do to you.”

Her head falls back against the stone, a sound caught in her throat—half-moan, half-whimper, her hips shifting like she’s trying not to grind forward.

I lean in, mouth brushing the shell of her ear, and whisper:

“I haven’t even touched you properly yet… and you’re already shaking.”

Her chains clink, her body arches, her breath breaks into a soft, helpless nnnh— that vibrates against my teeth.

And that is when I know it—

she will break for me beautifully.

Her breath trembles against my palm when I cup her breast fully, the thin fabric of her shirt doing nothing to hide the way her nipple hardens beneath my thumb. She pulls against the chains again—reflexive, instinctive—metal clinking softly as her wrists strain, but she doesn’t try to fight me anymore. Her body has already decided for her.

I drag my claw down from her breast to the hem of her shirt, catching the fabric lightly. She freezes. It’s not fear that stops her breath—it’s anticipation. Sweet, molten anticipation that rolls off her skin with the same scent she tries to hide at night when her hand slips beneath her sheets.

“Lift your arms,” I murmur.

“I—I can’t,” she whispers, glancing helplessly at the cuffs.

“You can,” I growl, stepping in close enough that my chest presses to hers, pinning her softly between my heat and the stone wall. “Let me move you.”

I slide my claws beneath her bound wrists and raise them slowly, deliberately, stretching her body in a line that exposes every trembling inch of her. Her breath gushes out in a soft, helpless gasp. With her arms lifted, her shirt slides up, revealing her stomach first—smooth, warm, so vulnerable that I lean in and breathe across her skin just to feel her twitch.

“Beautiful,” I rumble, the word dragging from deep in my chest.

My fingers hook into the hem of her shirt and I peel it upward. She writhes, trying to twist away from the cold air brushing her newly exposed skin, but there’s nowhere to go. Inch by inch, I reveal her. When the fabric catches around her chest, she lets out a tiny, breathless sound—half protest, half need.

Then the shirt lifts past her breasts, and she gasps like she’s been touched directly. I let her arms fall slightly, just enough for the fabric to slide off her wrists and drop to the cavern floor.

She stands before me now, bare from the waist up, her chest rising in quick, shallow breaths, nipples peaked high and tight from fear or arousal—likely both. The ember-red glow paints her skin in soft firelight, and she looks like a gift someone dared to wrap for a monster.

I drag a single claw along the curve of her breast, slow enough that she swallows hard and keeps swallowing. When I lean down and take her nipple between my teeth—just a gentle scrape, enough to make her whimper—her knees buckle.

“Hhn—”

The sound is quiet but raw, and it vibrates against my tongue.

I steady her with one hand on her hip, my grip firm, possessive. Her skin burns beneath my palm.

“I’ve barely touched you,” I murmur against her breast. “And you’re melting.”

“I—I’m not—” she stammers, flushing.

I laugh quietly, a low rumble that makes her shiver.

“Yes, you are.”

My hand trails down her stomach, inch by inch, claws careful not to cut her, just tracing her softness. When I reach the waist of her pants, she jolts.

Warmth is pouring off her now, thick and intoxicating. Her scent pulses in the air, unmistakable. Her thighs clench when I slip a claw beneath the fabric, tugging lightly.

“Take these off,” I say.

She hesitates—just one heartbeat—and that hesitation is sweeter than obedience. Then she nods.

I crouch, massive before her, and peel her pants down slowly, dragging the fabric past her hips, over her thighs, watching every twitch of muscle. Her breath breaks when my knuckles brush the inside of her thigh. Her panties cling to her, damp enough that when I press two fingers to the thin fabric, she gasps outright.

“Ah—”

Her hips jerk forward into my touch before she can stop herself.

The sound she makes—soft, high, needy—hits me like fire.

“You’re soaked,” I growl, not a question, not even a taunt. A fact. A fact that delights me. “All from a little fear. A little attention. A little anticipation.”

Her face burns. She tries to close her legs, but I hook my hands behind her knees and pull them apart, slow and demanding, forcing her to open for me. She’s breathing fast now, chest rising and falling like she can’t decide whether to beg or fall silent.

I lean in. Close enough that my breath ghosts against the damp fabric covering her. Close enough that she whimpers again, a trembling “nnh—” that rolls straight through her.

“You don’t know what it does to me,” I murmur, lowering my face. “Your scent. Your heat. The way you’re trembling for a monster you don’t understand.”

My tongue drags slowly up the soaked fabric.

Her entire body jolts, a strangled gasp ripping out of her—ahh— sharp, desperate, uncontrollable.

I growl softly, savoring her taste even through the barrier.

“Take them off,” I order.

Her voice breaks. “I—I can’t, my hands—”

“Then hold still.”

I curl my claws into the sides of her panties and rip them down in one slow, deliberate motion that leaves her bare and trembling, thighs quivering, breath stuttering in shallow panic-laced desire.

And then I exhale.

The scent hits me full force. Hot. Sweet. Human. Willing despite herself.

I lower my head again, this time with no fabric between us, and drag my tongue along her folds—slow enough for her to feel every textured line of my tongue, firm enough that she chokes on a moan.

“—mmmh—ah—”

Her knees buckle and she would have collapsed if I weren’t holding her open. Her chains rattle above us, metal echoing off stone as she pulls against them, body arching toward my mouth without thought.

I grip her thighs harder, making her jerk, and bury my mouth between her legs fully, pressing in, tasting her like she’s the first warm, living thing I’ve had in a decade. My tongue circles her clit once—deliberate, focused—and she cries out loud, a helpless, breathless oh—oh—god— that echoes through the cavern.

I groan into her, the vibration making her legs tremble violently.

“You’re mine tonight,” I growl against her flesh before sliding my tongue inside her, deep and slow, savoring the way she breaks apart on my tongue. “And I’m going to feast.”

Her sounds spill uncontrolled, breathy little cries and gasps and whimpers that send heat tearing through me until my claws dig into the stone beneath her feet.

She has no idea how much I plan to take.

Her thighs are trembling so hard they shake against my palms, but she still tries—instinctively—to close her legs around my head. I don’t let her. I press my claws into the stone at either side of her feet and spread her wider, holding her completely open to my mouth.

The moment she realizes she can’t close herself to me, her breath catches in a trembling, broken gasp that rolls straight through my chest like a pulse of heat.

“Stay open,” I growl against her soaked flesh, the words vibrating through her. “You will not hide from me.”

Her hips jerk as the sound sinks into her. She pulls desperately at the chains, wrists straining, metal clinking in frantic rhythm with her breathing.

“P-please—” she gasps, though she doesn’t even know what she’s begging for.

I do.

I lower my mouth to her again and drag my tongue up the length of her, slow at first, savoring every twitch, every stutter of breath as she melts. Then I circle her clit, gentle, deliberate, a steady pressure that makes her exhale hard through her teeth.

“Hnh—oh—”

The sound spills out of her, helpless.

I close my lips around that tender spot and suck, deep and slow, letting my tongue flick against her while heat coils tight through her entire body. Her knees buckle, and I tighten my grip under her thighs to keep her upright, hoisting her closer to my mouth.

She’s panting now, quick, sharp little breaths that brush the cavern walls like the wings of some frantic, trapped bird.

“Krampus—Krampus—please—”

Hearing my name spill from her like that—desperate, breathless, almost a sob—makes something ancient and hungry unfurl inside me.

“Good,” I snarl softly, my breath hot against her. “Say it again.”

She shakes her head, overwhelmed, but her hips roll forward helplessly, grinding into my mouth in a motion she can’t stop.

I reward her.

I seal my mouth over her clit and suck hard, tongue stroking her in deep, steady circles. The effect is instant—her entire body arches, a choked cry ripping out of her throat as her legs shake violently.

“—ahh—ahhh—god, I—oh—”

Her voice breaks again and again as I pin her open and feast on her, stroking deeper, harder, sinking my tongue inside her until she’s gasping for breath, her thighs quivering uncontrollably around my head.

Her scent floods my senses.

Her taste coats my tongue.

Her body is unraveling beautifully in my hands.

She tries to twist away—just for a second, just long enough to breathe—but I follow her, holding her steady, tongue plunging deeper, growl rumbling straight into her core.

“Don’t run from it,” I command against her trembling flesh. “Give in.”

She shakes her head again, tears gathering in her lashes from the overwhelming intensity, but her body betrays her. Her hips buck against my mouth, her breath shatters into ragged pieces, and her thighs clamp around my wrists.

“Krampus—Krampus—I can’t—I can’t—”

“Yes,” I growl, dragging my tongue up and sucking her clit again, harder this time, relentless. “You can. And you will.”

Her whole body tightens—every muscle pulling taut—as the heat inside her coils point after point until she’s trembling so violently I can feel it reverberate through the stone floor.

I slide one thick finger inside her while my mouth stays on her clit, filling her, stretching her, curling just right—

She screams.

Not loud, not violent—

a strangled, desperate, breathless

“nnnh—ah—ahhh—!”

Her release crashes through her like a winter storm, shaking her so hard the chains rattle wildly above her head. She collapses forward, barely held up by my grip, her thighs quivering around my arms as hot sweetness spills over my tongue.

I hold her exactly where she is, not letting her ride it out alone.

I keep licking.

Keep tasting.

Keep sucking softly through her aftershocks, drinking in every pulse of her orgasm.

She whimpers, voice wrecked, breath stuttering with every tiny movement of my mouth.

“D-don’t—too much—too—ahh—”

I lift my head slowly, letting her feel the withdrawal like a long exhale. My thumb strokes her trembling thigh, grounding her, holding her steady as her body shudders through the last echoes of pleasure.

She sags against the chains, chest rising in ragged heaves, sweat shining across her skin.

I rise, towering over her again, my mouth still wet with her, the taste of her thick on my tongue.

“You break beautifully,” I murmur, leaning in just close enough for her to feel my breath brush her swollen lips. “And I’m not finished.”

Her body hangs in the chains, trembling from the force of what I just dragged out of her. Her legs are still shaking, her breath stumbling over itself, her nipples tight and flushed, her lips parted in that dazed, overwhelmed way that makes every old instinct in me sharpen.

I rise to my full height, towering over her, and her eyes lift to mine slowly—unsteady, unfocused, pupils blown wide with aftershocks. She looks drunk on pleasure, ruined in the most exquisite way, and when I take her chin in my hand she gasps, still so sensitive she flinches at even the smallest touch.

“My little mortal,” I murmur, letting the words rumble from deep in my chest. “Look at me.”

She tries. She really tries.

But her gaze keeps flickering down—to my mouth.

Good.

She already knows what I’m going to ask of her.

Her taste is still slick on my lips, warm on my tongue, thick across my lower jaw. When I take a step closer, she draws a sharp breath, the sound thin and shaky like her nerves are stripped raw.

I tilt her face up with one clawed finger beneath her chin, guiding her eyes to mine again.

“You made an exquisite mess on my tongue,” I say, voice low, deliberate. “And you’re going to clean it.”

Her inhale is sharp, a little gasp that tightens her whole body.

“I—what?”

I smile—slow, dangerous, hungry.

“Yes,” I breathe, leaning in until my mouth hovers inches from hers. “Taste what you did to me.”

Her lips part, trembling. Shock floods her expression—but beneath it, unmistakable, there’s heat. A flush that spreads down her neck. Her thighs shift unconsciously despite how weak they still are.

I capture her jaw in my hand, my thumb brushing her lower lip, smearing a faint sheen of her own slick there. She whimpers at the contact, a soft, breathy mmh— that spills like warm honey.

Then I lower my mouth to hers.

But I don’t kiss her.

Not yet.

I hover, letting my breath mix with hers, letting her feel the heat radiating from me, letting the scent of herself on my lips drift across her awareness until her eyes flutter half-shut.

“Kiss me,” I command softly, the words brushing her mouth. “Clean me.”

She swallows, chest rising in a tremor.

“I… I don’t know how—”

I press my thumb against her lips again—slow, steady—until they part for me.

“You know exactly how.”

And she does.

Tentative at first, she leans in, brushing her lips against mine. The touch is feather-light, uncertain, but when she tastes herself there—faint, warm, unmistakable—her breath catches in a tiny, hitched gasp that vibrates against my mouth.

She freezes.

I do not.

I close the distance, sealing my lips over hers, giving her no space to think. The kiss is deep, hot, claiming, my tongue sliding into her mouth to share every lingering drop of her flavor. She moans—raw, startled, helpless—her body arching into mine despite how weak her legs still are.

“Mmnh—”

The sound pours straight into me, and I kiss her harder, slanting my mouth over hers, devouring her whimpers as my hand cups the back of her head. She tastes herself on my tongue, soft and sweet and intoxicating, and the realization makes her cling to the kiss with desperate, trembling need.

I guide her through it, tongue stroking hers, letting her feel every detail, letting her drown in it as the taste binds us together.

She pulls away only when her lungs burn, panting against my mouth, her forehead resting against mine as her entire body shivers.

“I… I tasted…”

She can’t finish the thought.

I finish it for her.

“You tasted yourself,” I growl softly, thumb stroking her wet, swollen lower lip. “Off my mouth. Off my tongue. Exactly where you belong.”

Her thighs press together instantly, a reflex she can’t hide.

I smile—deep, satisfied, hungry.

And I drag my thumb across her lip again, slow and deliberate.

“We’re nowhere near finished.”


Chapter2

She’s still gasping softly against my mouth, her breath warm and shaky on my lips, her legs barely able to support her weight; her entire body is loose from the orgasm I dragged out of her. Her wrists tremble in the chains, her lips are swollen from kissing me, and her thighs glisten faintly where my tongue had been inside her.

Perfect.

A trembling, overstimulated mortal held upright only by my strength and the metal that binds her above my head.

The sight of her like this makes heat coil low and violent inside me.

I run one clawed finger along her cheekbone, then down her throat—slow, dragging, careful—and her breath stutters as if the touch alone overwhelms her.

“You’re still shaking,” I murmur, letting my thumb stroke the spot where her pulse flutters frantically. “And I haven’t even begun to take you apart.”

Her eyes widen, her lower lip quivering in a way that has nothing to do with fear.

Her thighs press together instinctively—seeking relief, seeking pressure—but I place my hand between them before she can close them.

“No.”

The word is soft, but it locks her in place.

“You stay open for me.”

I nudge her legs apart with my knee, slow and firm, and she gasps as the cold air brushes the sensitive, still-throbbing flesh between her thighs. She’s too tender to withstand even the smallest breeze—her body jolts with a broken little sound that spills out of her before she can suppress it.

“Krampus—please— I’m still—”

“Sensitive?” I finish for her, leaning in until my breath drags heat across her ear. “Good. That means you’ll feel everything.”

My hand glides up her inner thigh, warm and rough with fur and calloused skin. She whines—soft, trembling, a desperate nnnh— that curls beautifully through the cavern air. When I reach the spot where she’s still wet and tender, her hips jerk backward, but I follow her, trapping her between my body and the stone wall.

“Don’t run,” I growl, voice low enough to rumble through both of us. “I want every twitch.”

Her breath catches as I slide the broad pad of my thumb along her slick folds—barely any pressure, just enough to make her jolt. Her body tries to twist away, but the chains hold her exactly where I want her.

“No—Krampus—too much—”

“Exactly,” I murmur, my lips brushing her cheek as my thumb circles her clit—slow, precise, unbearable. “Let it be too much.”

She gasps, a strangled, helpless sound that makes her knees buckle. I slip my other arm around her waist, pinning her upright effortlessly, holding her still while my thumb moves in lazy, torturous circles.

Her breath shatters into soft cries—

“hah—ah—oh—please—please—”

words without meaning, just raw sensation.

Her body is already trembling again, every nerve alive and thrumming from the climax she hasn’t finished recovering from. The overstimulation makes her clench hard around nothing, her thighs quivering uncontrollably as I touch her with deliberate slowness.

I slide two fingers inside her.

The sound she makes—

a high, breathless, broken little ahhhn—!

—echoes through the cavern, desperate and overwhelmed.

She collapses forward, her forehead hitting my chest, her whole body trembling violently as my fingers curl inside her, stroking the tender inner walls that are still pulsing from her last release.

“Shhh,” I murmur, slipping my hand into her hair, cradling the back of her head. “Take it. Let me feel you shatter again.”

She tries to lift her head, tries to speak, but when my thumb presses her clit and my fingers thrust deeper in the same breath, she chokes on the attempt and lets out a strangled moan instead.

“Krampus—Krampus—I can’t—oh god—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I breathe into her ear. “You were made for this. For me.”

Her walls tighten around my fingers, squeezing, fluttering, trembling. She’s close—so close she’s already losing control, thighs shaking, breath snapping into ragged little pieces.

I press my forehead to hers, staring into her ruined, glazed-over eyes as I thrust my fingers harder, faster, my thumb drawing tight circles over her clit until she’s sobbing soft, breathless moans.

“Look at me when you come,” I command, voice a deep growl vibrating through both of us.

Her eyes—barely open—lift to mine.

And I feel it.

The moment she breaks.

Her body arches, chains rattling violently above her, her mouth falling open in a silent scream before sound rips free, trembling and raw.

“—ahhh—ahh—!—Krampus—!”

Her orgasm hits hard, her walls clenching around my fingers in rapid, pulsing waves. I hold her through all of it—her collapse, her shaking, the helpless cry that spills from her as her body convulses against my hand.

I don’t stop touching her.

Not yet.

I slow only enough to keep her trembling, to keep her whimpering through the aftershocks, her thighs spasming around my wrist.

When she finally sags, limp and trembling, I catch her by the waist and lift her chin to make her look at me.

“You’re going to come again,” I murmur, my voice thick with hunger, my fingers still buried inside her. “And again. And again. Until you can’t remember your own name.”

Her lips part.

A tiny, broken sound escapes her.

She’s too overwhelmed to speak—

which is exactly how I want her.

She’s folded against me, barely conscious with pleasure, her forehead resting on my chest, her breath tiny and shattered. Her thighs tremble violently around my hand, her cunt still quivering weakly around my fingers from the second orgasm I dragged out of her. Her body is limp, trembling, helpless—held upright only by the chains above her and the arm I keep wrapped firmly around her waist.

Perfect.

Soft.

Ruined.

Mine.

I ease my fingers out of her slowly, watching the way her hips twitch as I withdraw. She whimpers at even that small movement—her sensitivity is exquisite now, her entire body humming with overstimulation.

She exhales a broken, exhausted sigh.

“I… I c-can’t do any more…”

“Oh little mortal,” I murmur, brushing my lips against her temple, “you have no idea how much more you can give me.”

Her breath hitches.

A tiny spark of fear.

A deeper spark of want.

I slide my hand lower, cupping her between her thighs—broad palm, hot, unyielding—and she gasps, her whole body jolting.

“Krampus—no—no, I can’t—please—”

Her voice breaks into a soft, trembling sob.

I tighten the arm around her waist, pulling her back against me until her spine arches, her breasts lifting with every frantic breath. She’s trapped perfectly—her wrists bound above her, her body pinned between my chest and my hand.

“You can,” I tell her, my voice a deep growl vibrating through her back. “And you will.”

I drag two fingers up her slit, slow and deliberate, letting the faintest pressure brush her swollen clit.

She screams.

Not loud, but small, breathless, cracked—

“a-ahhh—!”

—every nerve firing at once as her legs collapse beneath her.

I hold her up effortlessly with the arm around her waist.

She isn’t going anywhere.

She belongs exactly where I’m holding her: suspended, trembling, open.

Her head drops back onto my shoulder, tears trembling at the corners of her lashes from the intensity. Her entire body fights the sensation—arching away, then bucking into it, instinct warring with need.

“Shhh,” I breathe against her ear, sliding my fingers lower again. “Let it happen.”

She shakes her head helplessly.

“I can’t, I can’t—please, I’m too sensitive, I—ahh—”

I press two fingers inside her.

She cries out—

“hnnnh—ah—Krampus—!”—

her voice thin and stretched as her body clenches hard around me, still so tight and fluttering from the previous orgasms that pushing inside her feels like sinking into molten, trembling heat.

She collapses forward, but I haul her back in place, lifting her slightly so my fingers can thrust deeper.

“Stay with me,” I command, curling my fingers just right inside her.

Her entire body convulses.

Her hands yank at the chains—metal rattling wildly—her breath breaking into sobs that dissolve into moans.

“Please—please—please—”

Her hips grind helplessly into my hand, even as she tries to pull away from the overstimulation. She’s caught in the perfect contradiction—needing the touch that’s overwhelming her.

I thrust my fingers harder.

Deeper.

Curling them precisely against that tender spot that makes her scream.

She nearly collapses.

I hold her up.

Her thighs spasm around my forearm, her cunt gripping me desperately, slicker now, pulsing uncontrollably.

Her voice disintegrates—

“Krampus—Krampus—I’m—I can’t—I’m gonna—oh god—ah—ahhh—”

I close my hand around her hip, holding her still, making her take every thrust of my fingers.

“Look at me,” I snarl softly into her ear.

She tries.

Her eyes flutter open—barely, glazed and unfocused—but she looks.

That’s all I need.

I press my thumb to her clit again.

She screams as she comes.

Her entire body snaps taut, trembling so violently in my grasp that the chains above her ring out in metallic panic. Her walls clamp around my fingers, milking them in relentless pulses as her orgasm tears through her—a deep, overwhelming convulsion that leaves her sobbing soft, breathless moans against my chest.

Her legs give out completely.

I lift her, holding her weight easily, letting her ride the final shudders of release on my fingers until she whimpers in overstimulated surrender, her voice broken down to tiny, shaky sounds.

When she finally sags, limp and quivering, I withdraw my hand with exquisite slowness.

Her entire body shivers violently at the loss.

I cradle her face in one large hand, forcing her to look at me again.

“That,” I murmur, “was your third.”

I trace her lower lip with my thumb.

“We’re just getting started.”

She’s still shaking.

Not trembling—shaking, her entire body weak from the orgasm I just dragged through her. Her legs can’t hold her weight. Her head droops forward, lips parted, breath thin and broken. Her wrists remain suspended above her in the chains, holding her upright only because she can no longer stand.

I step back from her just far enough that I can see all of her at once—her flushed skin, her parted thighs, her chest rising in rapid, uneven breaths. She looks wrecked. Spent. Barely coherent.

And I want her to see what is about to take her.

I hook a finger beneath her chin and lift her face.

“Look at me,” I say.

Her eyelids flutter. She forces them open, dazed, unfocused—but open. She looks up at me through wet lashes.

Good.

I want her conscious for this.

I step back another pace, the glow of the cavern fire running down my chest. Her eyes follow automatically, her gaze dragged over me by instinct even though she barely has the strength to keep it steady.

“Watch,” I tell her, voice deep enough to vibrate through her bones. “I want you to see everything.”

Her breath hitches when my claws go to the heavy leather strap across my torso. It’s old, worn, decorated with runes that have seen more winters than she could imagine. I unbuckle it slowly, letting each metal clasp fall open with a dull clink.

Her eyes widen.

Just that small sound makes her flinch—she’s so hypersensitive to everything right now.

The strap falls away, hitting the stone floor.

Her gaze drops immediately to my abdomen, and a soft, involuntary sound escapes her—barely a whisper of breath, but enough.

Yes.

She sees me.

Muscle carved like ancient ice, thick cords across my ribs, a hard, defined six-pack built from centuries of dragging chains and prey through snowstorms. Her eyes trace every ridge, every shadow, and her body shivers, a helpless reaction she can’t restrain.

I run one hand up my torso, slow, deliberate, letting my claws drag lightly over the grooves of my abdomen. Her breath catches. Her thighs clench—weakly, instinctively.

And my tail reacts.

It curls behind me in a slow, hungry arc, the spaded tip flicking once, sharp with anticipation. Her gaze snaps to it, eyes widening again. She’s seen the claws, the horns, the teeth—but the tail always unnerves them the most.

“We are not done,” I murmur, letting my tail coil lazily behind me. “Not even close.”

She shudders.

I reach for the fur-lined belt at my hips.

Her breath stops.

Completely.

I unfasten it slowly, deliberately, letting each motion drag out while she watches in stunned silence. When the belt falls to the floor, the heavy leather skirt that hangs over my loins loosens.

Her eyes lock there.

She can’t look away.

Good girl.

I let the garment drop.

Her reaction is immediate—a choked, breathless sound, half gasp, half moan, her knees jerking weakly even though they can’t hold her up.

She sees all of me.

My cock hangs heavy between my legs, thick, dark, enormous—far more than her small human body was ever meant to take. Long, ridged slightly with the same faint natural texture that runs along my forearms. Already hardening, swelling, pulsing with the heat she’s drawn out of me. The sheer size of it makes her chest rise in a panicked, aroused gasp.

“Oh—”

She tries to speak.

Fails.

Her head falls back against the stone, eyes wide and shining with shock and something deeper.

I step closer.

Her breath stutters.

My cock bobs with the motion—thick, heavy, the head flushed hot with blood. Her gaze follows it helplessly, her lips parting farther.

“You see what you do to me,” I murmur, lowering my mouth to her ear. “Look at how hard you’ve made me.”

She moans—soft, helpless, a trembling little hnnh— that vibrates against my chest.

I take her chin again, forcing her to look down.

“For you,” I growl. “All of this is for you.”

Her thighs shake violently, her entire body reacting to the sight of something she knows cannot possibly fit inside her—and the knowledge that I intend to make it fit anyway.

My tail curls around her ankle lightly, possessively, the tip stroking the back of her calf.

She gasps, shivering hard.

“You’re not afraid,” I say quietly.

She tries to deny it—but her voice breaks. “I—I am—”

“No,” I interrupt, my grip firm on her jaw. “You’re overwhelmed. And aroused. And mine.”

I let my cock brush her thigh—just a whisper of contact, the heat of it enormous, impossible, making her entire body jolt.

She moans.

A real moan.

Low.

Shaken.

Need-softened.

Her head drops forward, breath ragged.

I smile against her cheek.

“Good,” I rumble. “You’re ready to learn just how much your body can take.”

My tail curls higher, stroking the inside of her thigh now, coaxing her legs apart again.

Her breath catches.

She’s terrified.

She’s mesmerized.

She’s burning for it.

Perfect.


Chapter 3

Her breath is still caught in her throat, her gaze trapped helplessly on the thick length of my cock hanging between us — heavy, pulsing, impossible — when I let my tail coil tighter around her ankle. The movement is slow, deliberate, the scaled underside stroking a path up the back of her calf.

She gasps — a sudden, high, startled little sound — and her whole body tightens.

Perfect.

She wasn’t expecting that.

“Relax,” I murmur, brushing my thumb across her trembling lower lip. “I intend to enjoy every inch of you.”

My tail slithers higher, the motion smooth and sinuous, curling behind her knee, lifting her leg slightly. She whimpers as the chains bite softly into her wrists from the shift in weight.

Her body opens without meaning to.

Good.

I step closer, letting the heat from my cock brush the inside of her raised thigh. The moment she feels it, her breath breaks — “ah—!” — a tiny, panicked sound, her chest rising sharply as she realizes how close I am to sliding between her legs.

I don’t.

Not yet.

Instead, my tail curls around her other ankle, guiding her stance wider, spreading her for me with an ease that makes her whole body shiver. She’s exposed completely now, trembling, thighs trembling visibly from the effort of holding herself up.

“Look at me,” I say.

She forces her eyes open.

They flick to my face — then drop to my cock again, as if drawn by gravity.

She moans softly without meaning to.

My tail strokes up the inside of her thigh.

She jolts —

“Hnn—!”

a strangled, thin little whine as the sensitive skin there lights up under the touch.

“You feel that?” I rumble.

She nods, too breathless to speak, her hips tipping forward helplessly, her body aching toward any touch I give her.

My tail continues higher.

Slow.

Measured.

Cruel in the way only patience can be.

It traces the line of her inner thigh, floating just shy of the slick heat between her legs. She knows where it’s going; her breath stutters with every inch, her body tightening, anticipating contact she can’t escape.

“Krampus—please—don’t— I can’t—”

Her voice is a whisper of panic and want tangled tightly together.

“You can,” I breathe against her ear. “And you will.”

I let the very tip of my tail brush her outer lips — just a whisper-soft stroke.

She screams.

Not loud —

a strangled, breathless, broken little cry:

“ahhh—!”

Her whole body contracts violently, her hips jerking forward, legs shaking hard enough that the chains above her rattle in frantic metal echoes.

“Oh gods—oh—oh—please—!”

The words spill from her uncontrolled, trembling.

I stroke her again.

Just a light, slick glide of the tail-tip along her folds, teasing the swollen, oversensitive flesh, not pushing inside yet — only tasting the heat radiating from her.

Her head falls back, her throat arching beautifully, her breath coming out in shattered, gasping sobs of pleasure.

“You react so sweetly,” I growl, letting the tail-tip circle lazily, tracing her wetness. “You’re still dripping from the last time I touched you.”

She whimpers —

“nnnh—!”

I press my body forward, letting the length of my cock rest heavy against her stomach.

She shudders violently.

Too big.

Too close.

Too much.

And she is absolutely desperate for it.

My tail slides up, stroking over her clit.

She breaks.

Her scream is soft and helpless —

“ah—ahhh—Krampus—!”

Her legs give out.

The chains catch her.

I hold her upright with one hand on her waist while my tail continues its slow, tormenting circles.

She convulses, hips grinding involuntarily against the tail’s pressure, her body chasing the sensation even as she sobs through the overstimulation.

“Please—ngh—please—I can’t—hhn—too—much—”

I wrap my tail fully around her thigh now, lifting her leg higher, opening her completely, baring every trembling inch to my gaze.

“You think this is too much?”

I lower my voice to a rough whisper against her ear.

“This is nothing compared to what I am going to put inside you.”

Her entire body quakes.

Her eyes flutter half-shut.

A broken moan escapes her lips —

soft, breathless, utterly ruined.

My tail dips lower.

Just slightly.

Just enough to make her gasp in raw, panicked anticipation.

Her whole body freezes.

Waiting.

Needing.

Dreading.

Wanting.

Exactly where I want her.

Her whole body is suspended on a trembling breath, hanging between need and fear, every muscle drawn tight as my tail toys with the trembling heat between her legs. Her thighs are shaking so violently she can barely keep herself upright, and the chains above her creak under the strain of her collapsed weight.

She is beyond coherent words now — soft, broken whimpers slipping out of her between ragged breaths, her mouth parted, eyes glassy with overstimulation. She’s dripping, trembling, unraveling just from the threat of my tail dipping inside her.

That’s when I decide:

I want her in my bed when she shatters next.

I curl my tail away from her in a slow, sensual glide. She gasps at the loss of contact — a thin, exhausted ah— escaping her lips. Her knees immediately buckle, her head lolling forward, breath hitching as the sudden emptiness rushes through her.

“That’s enough for the chains,” I growl softly, stepping in close.

Her head lifts weakly at the sound of my voice — barely able to hold itself up. She looks destroyed in the most beautiful way: flushed, sweat-glittered, chest rising in quick shallow pulls, thighs streaked with wetness I drew out of her.

I reach for the cuffs.

The metal vibrates faintly at my touch, sensing the shift in my intent. The moment I unlock the first one, her arm collapses bonelessly against my chest. A tiny, overwhelmed sound breaks from her throat — mmh— — as her body slumps into mine.

“Easy,” I murmur, catching her with one arm under her thighs and the other around her back. “I have you.”

She’s weightless to me.

The second cuff clicks open, and she falls completely into my arms, limp and trembling, too spent to hold herself upright after everything I tore out of her.

Her cheek presses against my shoulder.

Her breath skims my collarbone.

Her fingers curl weakly into my fur as her body folds into mine with instinctive trust.

She doesn’t even realize how telling that is.

I gather her up fully, scooping her against my chest. Her legs dangle, useless, her thighs twitching at even the movement of air brushing between them. My cock brushes her hip as I lift her — hot, heavy, leaking — and she moans faintly in response, her body arching weakly toward the heat without conscious thought.

“You’re gone already,” I rumble, adjusting her weight easily. “And I haven’t even taken you yet.”

Her breath stutters — a tiny, broken tremor — and her fingers tighten in my fur.

I carry her across the cavern.

The chains rattle behind us, fading into silence as the warmth of my den grows stronger. Thick furs lie piled near the hearth — dark pelts, soft and deep, a nest built for claiming and keeping. Firelight dances across the walls, casting us in red-gold glow as I approach the bed I made for this night.

She stirs weakly in my arms, her head lifting a fraction.

“Krampus…?”

Her voice is hoarse, fragile, barely there.

I lower my mouth to her ear.

“You’re safe,” I murmur, though the word in my mouth means mine, not gentle comfort. “You’re with me.”

She exhales — a small, trembling surrender — and her body melts further into my hold.

I kneel onto the furs with her in my lap, letting her feel every ridge of my abdomen, the solid press of my chest, the heat of my cock heavy between her thighs as she lies limp and open in my arms. The furs swallow her softness, shaping to her body, cradling her trembling limbs.

She sinks into them with a helpless whimper —

“ah—” —

as the plush warmth muffles the aftershocks still quivering through her.

I lean over her, caging her between my arms. My tail curls around her calf, stroking her lightly, possessively, while my cock rests thick and heavy against the inside of her thigh.

Her eyes flutter open — barely — and she looks up at me with a dazed mixture of awe and dread and desperate, fragile want.

“There,” I murmur, brushing her cheek with the back of my fingers. “No chains now.”

Her lips part.

“W-why… did you let me go…?”

I smile — slow, dark, hungry.

“Because,” I say, lowering my body over hers until she feels the full weight, the full heat, the full promise of me —

“I don’t need chains to keep you exactly where I want you.”

Her breath catches.

My tail coils around her thigh.

My cock slides, hot and thick, along her soaked, swollen slit —

not entering, not yet —

just letting her feel the size of what’s about to claim her.

She trembles violently, her hands weakly gripping my shoulders, her voice breaking into a soft, breathless cry.

“Krampus—”

“Yes,” I growl, lowering my hips another inch, letting the head of my cock glide against her tenderness, slick and searing.

“Now you understand.”

The furs cradle her.

My body cages her.

My tail holds her open.

And she is finally, fully, undeniably mine to take.

She lies beneath me in the furs, limp and trembling, her skin flushed, her breath shallow and rapid, her thighs still quivering from what I dragged out of her moments ago. Her lips are parted, her eyes half-lidded and dazed, her body warm and open and vulnerable in a way that makes ancient hunger ripple through every part of me.

My cock rests heavy against her slick heat, so thick and hot that even without pressure she gasps every time it brushes her swollen folds.

She knows what’s coming.

She knows it won’t be gentle.

And she is still opening her legs for me, guided by instinct older than language.

I lower myself over her, bracing one hand beside her head, my other arm sliding beneath her back to hold her against my chest. My tail coils around her thigh again, lifting her leg higher, spreading her wide beneath me.

She lets out a shaky moan—

“Krampus… please…”

—though she doesn’t know what she’s begging for.

Not yet.

I lower my hips.

The head of my cock presses against her entrance—

hot, broad, unyielding—

and she cries out the instant she feels the size of it.

“Ah—! It’s… too—”

Her breath breaks.

I growl softly, the sound rumbling through my chest and into her spine.

“It’s not too much,” I murmur, guiding myself against her, pressing slowly, deliberately, letting her body feel the impossible stretch beginning. “It’s exactly enough.”

Her fingers clutch at the fur beneath her, useless, her thighs trembling violently, her hips instinctively lifting as if her body can’t decide whether to flee or take more of me.

I press forward another inch.

Her mouth falls open—

a breathless, strangled cry spills out—

“nnnh—ahh—!”

Her body clenches, trying to take me, trying to fight the pressure, trying to yield and resist at the same time.

I wrap my arm tighter around her back, lifting her slightly, letting gravity help her open for me.

“Breathe,” I order.

She tries.

Fails.

Gasps again.

I push deeper.

A slow, relentless invasion—

inch by inch—

until her tight heat grips me, straining around the thickest part of my cock.

She shakes uncontrollably, tears welling at the corners of her eyes from the overwhelming stretch.

“Krampus—Krampus—please—too big—too big—”

I lower my forehead to hers, my breath hot across her lips.

“You can take me,” I growl, sliding another inch inside her, feeling her pulse around me, feeling her body fight and yield all at once. “You were made to take me.”

She sobs—

not from pain—

but from the sheer overwhelming flood of sensation coursing through her.

Her nails dig into my shoulders, desperate, helpless.

Her chest presses against mine with each trembling breath.

Her thighs tighten around my hips as instinct finally takes over.

Good.

I thrust deeper.

Her scream tears through the cavern—

high, breathless, utterly undone—

as her body stretches wide around me, pulling me in, clenching in helpless spasms.

I stop only when I feel the resistance deep inside her, the last edge before her body surrenders completely.

She’s shaking so hard I can feel it in my bones.

I kiss her throat, slow and possessive.

“You’re taking me beautifully,” I rumble.

“Krampus—oh—gods—ahh—”

She can barely breathe.

I slide my hand down between us, finding her clit with my thumb.

She jerks violently—

“NO—! I can’t—!”

—but her body melts against me, her hips lifting, her slick heat pulsing around the thickness buried inside her.

“Yes,” I growl.

“You can.”

I press my thumb firmly to her clit—

and simultaneously thrust the last thick inch of my cock fully inside her.

Her scream breaks against my mouth—

“AHhh—Krampus—!”

—as her body convulses around me, stretching, opening, taking me all the way until my hips meet hers, until her trembling little body is completely, utterly filled.

Her walls clamp down hard—

fluttering, seizing, pulsing—

as she tries to comprehend the sheer depth of me inside her.

I hold still for a long moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel every impossible inch.

My voice is a low growl against her ear.

“Now,” I whisper, my tail curling tight around her thigh, “you’re mine.”

And I begin to move.


Chapter 4

She’s still gasping beneath me, trembling violently as her body fights to adjust around the monstrous thickness buried inside her. Her chest rises in sharp, desperate shivers, her nails scraping weakly against my shoulders, her thighs twitching uncontrollably.

I feel every tremor.

Every flutter.

Every helpless squeeze of her tight, stretched heat around my cock.

She is overwhelmed already.

And I am only beginning to move.

I shift my hips, just slightly—barely an inch—and the movement sends a shockwave through her body. She cries out, high and breathless, her back arching off the furs.

“Ah—ahh—Krampus—oh gods—too—too much—!”

I growl softly and slide one hand beneath her lower back, lifting her hips so the angle drives me even deeper.

Her eyes fly open—

her mouth falls open—

a strangled, broken sound tears out of her throat.

Perfect.

While she’s still reeling, I let my tail slither up along her calf again, stroking lightly. The moment she feels it, her whole body jerks in overstimulated panic.

“N-no—no—please—Krampus— I can’t—!”

“You can,” I murmur, lowering my mouth to her neck as my cock throbs inside her. “And you will.”

My tail coils higher, winding around her thigh, sliding between her legs from behind. She gasps as the cool underside of it glides along her slick folds — right where she’s stretched around me, right where she’s most sensitive.

She tries to close her legs.

She can’t.

My body is between them — my tail holds them open.

I start to thrust.

Slow.

Deep.

Devastating.

Her voice breaks —

“ahh—ahh—Krampus—please—hhn—oh—”

—each word dissolving into another moan as her body clutches around me helplessly.

My tail draws a slow line up her slit as I sink in deeper.

She screams.

A soft, desperate, overwhelmed cry —

not fear.

Pure, unbearable sensation.

Her hands claw at my back, searching for something to hold onto as her body convulses around me.

“Too much—too much—too much—!” she whimpers.

I wrap my tail fully around her thigh and pull it open wider, exposing her completely to the thick, relentless glide of my cock.

“Not too much,” I growl, thrusting deeper, harder, her body forcing to stretch around every inch I give her. “Exactly what you need.”

Her head falls back, her throat arching beautifully, her breath ripping out in ragged little cries.

I angle my hips slightly—

and she sobs out a strangled moan as the head of my cock grinds perfectly against the tender, secret place inside her that makes her lose control.

“OH—oh god—Krampus—!”

Her entire body spasms.

Good.

My tail slides upward, curling under her pelvis, lifting her hips even higher so she takes me deeper still. Then the tip presses lightly—just teasing—against her swollen clit.

Her scream collapses into a trembling whimper.

“Please—please—Krampus I— I can’t— I’m gonna— I can’t—!”

I thrust again.

Deep.

Hard.

Claiming.

My tail circles her clit.

She breaks.

Her body snaps tight around me, her walls clenching violently around my cock, milking it, fluttering in rhythmic pulses as another orgasm detonates through her. She cries out, voice raw, legs shaking so badly the furs bunch beneath her.

I hold her hips still with one massive hand, pinning her trembling body to the bed as she convulses around me, soaking my tail and my cock with every desperate pulse.

Her orgasm goes on and on—

her walls spasming,

her breath hitching,

her voice cracking into tiny, shattered moans.

I don’t pull out.

I don’t slow down.

I ride her through it, letting her feel every inch of me dragging through her tightening heat.

When she finally collapses, limp and ruined, her breath quivering out of her in small, broken whispers, I lower my mouth to her ear.

“Good,” I murmur, thrusting slowly, deeply, letting my cock swell inside her again. “You’re not done.”

My tail slides higher.

Between her thighs.

Pressing again at her sensitive, trembling clit.

“And I haven’t even started to break you.”


Chapter 5

She’s still shaking beneath me, her body limp from the last climax, her breath broken in soft, trembling gasps that brush the furs. But the moment I shift my weight off her, she lets out a small, startled sound — a fragile, overwhelmed moan that tells me her body already misses mine.

Good.

I slide my hands beneath her hips and lift.

She lets out a sharp, breathless gasp as her body rises off the furs, pliant and boneless in my grip. Her thighs tremble violently as I guide her onto her hands and knees, her arms barely able to support her, her spine curving beautifully as she sways in place.

“Krampus—?”

Her voice is wrecked, hoarse, weak.

I place one massive hand at the center of her back and press, arching her down, lifting her hips higher until she’s open and trembling before me. Her breath catches in a thin, broken sound as she realizes exactly what this position means.

“Beautiful,” I growl behind her, my breath rolling hot over the back of her neck. “You were meant to kneel for me.”

She shivers — a full-body tremor — and her fingers dig into the furs, clutching them like she can anchor herself against what she knows is coming.

My tail slides up her leg again.

She jerks.

A soft, panicked nnnh—! spills from her lips as it curls around her thigh, then around her waist, winding firmly until the scaled length presses snugly against her belly and lower ribs, holding her steady, guiding her back toward me.

Completely under my control.

I grip her hips with both hands, claws digging into the softness of her flesh just enough to hold, not enough to harm. She whimpers at the force of my grip, her body tightening, her breath stumbling in quick, terrified little gasps.

“Relax,” I murmur, dragging my claws lightly along her hips. “I’m only positioning you.”

She’s too far gone to reply — her breath rattles out in a helpless moan as I pull her back toward me, her spine arching deeper, her thighs quivering as they part.

Her voice breaks again —

“Krampus—please, I can’t— I’m too sensitive— I’m—”

“You’re exactly sensitive enough,” I snarl, leaning over her, the heat of my chest brushing her trembling back. “Your body knows mine. It’s already opening for me.”

My tail tightens around her waist, not painfully — but firmly. Commandingly. It holds her perfectly in place, lifting her hips a few inches higher, pulling her back toward me in slow, rhythmic guidance.

She gasps as the motion rocks her body, her knees nearly giving out.

“No—oh—oh gods—Krampus—!”

I drag my claws gently up her sides, over her ribs, feeling her shudder under my touch. She’s trembling so hard her arms nearly collapse, but I catch her — one hand on her stomach, steadying her, while my tail keeps her hips raised.

“You’re not falling,” I rumble. “You’re bracing.”

I pull her back harder with my tail.

She cries out —

“ahhh—!”

—her voice high, breathless, cracking under the feral dominance in the movement.

Her legs quake violently.

Her arms fold.

She collapses to her elbows in the furs, her chest brushing them, her back arched beautifully, her hips raised in perfect offering.

Completely exposed.

Completely open.

Completely mine.

I lean over her fully now, my body shadowing hers, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding up her spine to hold her down as she trembles beneath me.

“You’re ready,” I growl into her ear, my breath hot against her skin. “Every part of you is begging for more.”

She sobs soft and broken —

“I’m not— I can’t— I’ll break—”

I tighten my grip, my tail drawing her back toward me with slow, inescapable force.

“Oh, little mortal,” I snarl, lowering my hips until she feels exactly how hard I am behind her, “that’s the point.”

Her entire body shudders, her breath snatching in her throat as the heat of me aligns with her — not entering yet, but close enough that she feels the danger, the hunger, the promise.

She lets out a trembling, involuntary moan —

“hnnn—Krampus—”

—her voice softening into surrender.

Good.

I lower my mouth to the back of her neck, teeth grazing her skin.

“Now,” I growl, tightening my tail around her waist, pulling her hips back into position, “I’m going to take you properly.”

I keep one hand on her hip, the other between her shoulder blades, pressing her down, shaping her exactly where I want her — open, helpless, trembling, and surrendered.

Her voice is thin, shattered.

“Krampus… Krampus please… I can’t— I’ll break—”

“You’ll stretch,” I growl, leaning over her. “You already have.”

I draw my hips forward, letting the thick head of my cock brush the heat of her entrance. Even the lightest contact makes her jolt violently, a choked whimper tearing from her throat.

“Too— too much—” she gasps.

I pull her back with my tail.

The head of my cock presses firmly into her — slow, deliberate, forcing her tight, swollen heat to begin yielding around it.

She screams —

“AH—!—Krampus—!”

I hold her hips still.

I don’t let her pull forward.

I make her take it.

Her body strains around the intrusion, gripping, trembling, resisting and opening at the same time.

“Breathe,” I rumble.

She tries.

Fails.

I push deeper.

Her walls clench violently, squeezing me hard enough my breath snarls between my teeth. She sobs into the furs, her fingers curling desperately into them.

“Good,” I growl, tightening my grip on her hips. “Take it.”

Then I thrust.

A full, deep, brutal stroke — burying myself inside her with one powerful motion that forces her body to accept every thick inch.

She screams, voice cracking —

“KRAMPUS—!—oh—oh—oh—!”

Her arms collapse.

Her chest hits the furs.

Her hips jerk upward, instinctively trying to escape the depth —

I drag her back down with my tail and thrust again.

Harder.

Her breath explodes in a sob.

Her body convulses around me, clutching, fluttering, milking the length of my cock as I pound into her with feral, relentless force.

Her voice is nothing but broken syllables now—

“ah—ahh—hnn—Krampus—too—deep—!”

—but her body betrays her, pushing back into each thrust.

I grip her hips like handles, my claws dimpling her soft flesh as I slam into her again, my cock driving deep into the tight, wet heat that squeezes me so beautifully it borders on pain.

Her whole body shakes —

head down, ass lifted, thighs trembling violently —

as I use her, take her, claim her.

My tail coils tighter around her waist, pulling her back into each thrust with perfect precision, making her meet my rhythm even when her limbs give out.

“Listen to you,” I snarl over the sound of her sobbing moans. “Falling apart on my cock.”

She whimpers, voice breaking open —

“Yes—oh god—yes—Krampus—!”

The admission makes a savage heat rip through me.

I lean down, teeth grazing her shoulder, my chest brushing her back as I pound into her with deep, ferocious strokes that shake her entire body.

“You belong under me,” I growl, thrusting harder.

“You were made for this.”

“For me.”

Her orgasm hits her mid-thrust —

a sharp, violent shudder that clamps around me so tight I groan into her hair.

She screams again —

“KRAMPUS—!—ah—ahhh—!”

as her body seizes and convulses, her inner walls milking me, pulling me deeper, trembling uncontrollably.

I hold her hips and fuck her straight through it, forcing her body to take every thrust even as pleasure rips her apart.

Her voice dissolves into raw, breathless moans.

When she slumps forward, nearly unconscious from the intensity, I catch her by the hips, pull her back, and hold her suspended on my cock.

“Stay awake,” I snarl into her ear, thrusting once, hard, making her cry out.

“I’m not finished.”

She sags forward onto the furs, arms trembling, chest heaving in frantic, broken breaths. My hands grip her hips, claws dimpling her soft flesh as I hold her suspended on my cock, her slick heat pulsing and fluttering around me in weak, exhausted little spasms.

She’s ruined beneath me.

Shaking.

Barely conscious.

Her voice nothing but soft, incoherent whimpers.

Perfect.

I lower my weight over her slowly, deliberately, letting her feel the heat of my body envelop her shaking back, letting her know she’s pinned, claimed, held exactly where I want her. My tail loosens slightly around her waist but remains curled possessively, keeping her hips angled up for me.

She tries to lift her head.

Fails.

Breath collapses into a broken moan.

“Krampus… please… I-I can’t…”

“Yes,” I growl into her ear, one hand sliding up her spine, forcing her gently back into that deep arch. “You can. You’re going to take every last drop I give you.”

A trembling, helpless sound leaves her —

“mmh—ah—”

part fear, part need.

I draw my hips back.

Slowly.

So slowly she feels every ridge, every thick inch dragging through her overstimulated walls. Her breath shatters into tiny sobs as her body clings to me, reluctant to let me go, trembling with each agonizing second of the withdrawal.

Then I thrust forward.

Not fast.

Not hard.

Deep.

Deliberate.

Claiming.

Her entire body jolts —

a thin, broken cry peeling from her throat as the depth steals her breath.

“Oh—oh—Krampus—!”

Her cunt tightens around me, desperate, instinctive, milking me even though she’s too exhausted to move. I hold her hips steady and sink deeper, grinding into her until I’m fully inside, buried to the hilt.

I stay there.

Letting her feel me.

Letting her body stretch and quiver around the fullness.

She shivers uncontrollably, her voice cracking into a soft pleading sound.

I kiss the back of her neck, slow and possessive.

“Feel that?” I rumble. “That’s how deep you’re mine.”

Her answer is a choked little whimper —

“yes… yes…”

I begin a rhythm.

Not the brutal pace from before —

slow, consuming thrusts, each one pushing deep enough that her breath stutters out of her in tiny, broken gasps. My tail strokes her stomach from below, not teasing now, but anchoring her, supporting her, keeping her body open and lifted so every thrust sinks in perfectly.

She’s melting, collapsing into each movement, her hips soft in my hands, her walls clenching with every slow, thick slide.

“That’s it,” I murmur, dragging my claws lightly over her hips. “Let me feel you.”

A soft moan escapes her, long and trembling.

“Yes… Krampus…”

The sound tightens something deep inside me.

My breath grows rough.

My hips grind deeper.

My hands tighten on her body, not to restrain — to hold, to claim, to feel every inch of her trembling under me.

Her slick heat pulls me in again and again, squeezing, fluttering, milking.

My climax builds — slow, powerful, inevitable — coiling low and hot in my gut.

I lean over her fully, caging her with my body, lowering my mouth to her shoulder as my thrusts grow firmer, heavier, each one pushing me closer.

“You’re going to take it,” I growl, my voice shaking with intensity.

Her breath catches —

“Inside…? Krampus—oh—”

“Yes,” I snarl. “Every drop.”

Her whole body convulses beneath me.

I thrust one final time —

deep, so deep she cries out —

and hold her hips down as the climax rips through me.

A raw, guttural growl tears from my chest as I spill inside her — hot, thick, pulsing — filling her trembling body with wave after wave. Her walls clamp around me desperately, squeezing, pulling, milking every spurt as if her body was made to take it.

She collapses beneath the weight of it, moaning softly into the furs, her hips twitching with each pulse inside her.

I hold her through all of it.

My chest against her back.

My hands gripping her hips.

My tail coiled around her waist, keeping her close.

When the last tremor fades, I nuzzle the back of her neck.

“Good,” I murmur, voice low and satisfied.

“You take me perfectly.”

She whimpers — exhausted, overwhelmed, beautifully ruined.

And I stay inside her, still seated deep, unwilling to pull out yet.

Not when she feels this good.

Not when her body is still fluttering around me in weak little pulses.

Not when she’s finally, completely mine.

She’s still sagging forward onto the furs, her elbows barely holding her up, her breath shaking in shallow, stuttering gasps. I’m still buried inside her—deep, pulsing, thick—and I can feel every exhausted twitch of her walls as they tremble weakly around me.

Her hips are warm in my hands.

Slick.

Soft.

Completely spent.

And I am not.

My tail tightens around her waist again, slow and deliberate, pulling her hips back so I stay seated deep inside her. She whimpers as the shift drags her open around the thickness still filling her.

“Krampus… please…”

Her voice is a fragile, ruined whisper.

I lean forward, chest against her trembling back, my breath hot at her ear as I grind my hips slowly, deeply, making her body feel every inch inside her.

“You’re not done,” I murmur.

Not a question.

Not a suggestion.

A truth.

She shudders violently, breath breaking.

“I-I can’t… I can’t—”

“Yes,” I growl, tightening the coil of my tail to anchor her perfectly, “you can.”

And I start to move.

Slow at first:

a thick, heavy withdrawal that makes her cry out—

“ah—oh—!”—

as her body clenches instinctively, trying to keep me inside her.

Then I thrust forward.

Not hard yet—

but deep, so deep her whole body jolts, her breath crushed into a trembling sob as I bottom out inside her again.

She collapses onto her forearms, shaking, her face buried in the furs.

“Krampus—oh gods—no—please—too sensitive—too—”

I grip her hips harder, pulling her back into me as I thrust again—

deeper, firmer—

the impact rocking her body, forcing a helpless moan from her throat.

“Your body still wants more,” I growl. “Feel how you’re squeezing me.”

She sobs—

“ah—ahh—!”

I withdraw nearly to the tip—

slow, dragging, cruel—

and her cunt flutters violently, trying to follow, trying to pull me back in.

Then I slam into her.

Her scream is muffled against the furs, her knees trembling, her hips jerking back instinctively despite her pleas. The force of the thrust rocks the furs beneath us, her body jolted forward and caught again by my tail’s unyielding hold.

Her walls clutch at me, pulsing, tightening, milking.

I growl low in my chest, a primal, possessive sound that vibrates against her back as I slam into her again.

Harder.

Faster.

Her voice breaks into raw syllables—

“ah—ah—Krampus—ahh—!”

—as her body convulses around each thrust.

“Open for me,” I snarl, pulling her hips wider with my hands. “Let me in deeper.”

She tries to shake her head—

but a sharp thrust steals the motion, forcing a moan from her instead.

I lower a hand beneath her, between her trembling thighs, and find her clit with my thumb.

The instant I touch her—

she screams.

A high, panicked, orgasmic cry—

“KRAMPUS—!”—

as her entire body locks up, trembling violently.

I rub tight circles while I pound into her from behind, her body caught between the pressure of my thumb and the brutal depth of my thrusts. Her hips shake uncontrollably, her voice dissolving into gasps and sobs as she claws helplessly at the furs.

Her climax hits hard—

sharp, explosive, overwhelming.

She convulses around me, clenching so tightly I snarl, grinding into her as her orgasm tears through her, spilling warmth down her thighs, pulsing around my cock in frantic waves.

I hold her through it, forcing her to take every thrust even as she shatters, her voice a trembling, broken whine, her legs shaking violently under her.

“Good,” I growl, thrusting deeper, “give me another.”

Her breath catches—

“No—no—Krampus— I can’t— I can’t—!”

I tighten my tail around her waist, anchoring her in place.

“Yes,” I snarl, pulling her hips back onto me as I thrust harder, deeper, relentless. “You can. And you will.”

Her whole body convulses again—

and she screams into the furs.


Chapter 6

She’s shaking beneath me, her elbows barely holding her up now, her breath coming in tiny, ragged little gasps that stutter every time I move inside her. Her body is beyond spent — limp, trembling, slick, soft in all the ways I’ve wrung out of her. Even now, even overstimulated and half-delirious, her tight heat still flutters around me, clinging with faint, exhausted spasms.

She can barely lift her head.

And I want her in my arms.

I slip one hand beneath her stomach and draw her upright, guiding her back against my chest. She gasps when the shift makes her slide a fraction deeper onto my cock, her legs giving out entirely as she melts into me.

“Shh,” I murmur against her ear, my voice deep, warm, low enough to vibrate through her spine. “I’ve got you.”

My tail unwinds from her waist gently now, stroking once down her thigh in a slow, soothing touch before settling around both of her legs, guiding them together as I lower us to the furs.

She collapses sideways into the nest of pelts, breathing hard, her body trembling as I settle behind her. I keep my arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her into my chest, fitting her spine to my torso, her ass snug against my hips.

And I keep myself inside her.

Slow.

Intentional.

Deep to the hilt.

She whimpers — a soft, thready sound, nothing but exhaustion and the flicker of overwhelmed pleasure.

“Krampus…”

Barely a whisper.

Barely conscious.

“I know,” I murmur, nuzzling her hair, one hand smoothing over her stomach, her ribs, her trembling thigh. “You’re worn out.”

Her breath stutters.

She melts back into me.

I flex my hips, just enough to make her feel me — thick, hot, completely seated inside her still.

She moans weakly.

I kiss the back of her neck, slow and tender.

“I’ll be gentle now,” I tell her, lowering my voice to a deep, quiet rumble. “You need rest.”

She whimpers again, her hand reaching back blindly to touch my thigh, as if to make sure I’m real.

I hold her closer, my chest pressed to her shaking back, my hand sliding down to her hip to cradle it under my palm.

Then I move.

Not hard.

Not fast.

Just a slow, deep glide of my cock inside her exhausted, overstimulated body.

She gasps — a soft little ah— that melts into a sigh.

Her walls pulse weakly around me, soft and pliant, yielding in small, warm squeezes that shiver through both of us.

“Good,” I breathe against her neck. “Just relax.”

I thrust again — slow, rocking us gently, my hips guiding her into a steady rhythm meant to lull her more than break her. My hand strokes her stomach the whole time, keeping her grounded, held, safe.

Her body is beyond resistance now.

She sinks into the motion, her breath softening, lengthening, syncing with the slow slide of my cock.

“Krampus…”

Barely a whisper.

Barely consciousness.

“Yes,” I murmur, kissing her shoulder. “I’m right here.”

My tail curls lightly over her thigh, tracing it in lazy strokes.

My hand drifts up to cup her breast softly, thumb brushing her nipple in slow, soothing arcs.

She shivers — not from stimulation, but from the comfort of being enveloped completely.

I continue the slow rhythm — long, deep, tender thrusts that keep me inside her, keep her full, keep her wrapped around me as she drifts.

Her breathing grows softer.

Slower.

Her body grows heavier in my arms, settling deeper into the furs, into me.

Her hand finds mine where it rests on her stomach.

Her fingers curl loosely around my thumb.

A weak little murmur escapes her —

“…warm…”

I smile against her neck.

“Sleep,” I tell her softly.

“I’ll take you slow. I’ll keep you full. Rest.”

I keep moving — slow, deep, rocking her gently while her consciousness slips away, while her breathing melts into soft little sighs, while her body relaxes completely around my cock.

And when she finally goes limp and quiet in my arms, drifting into warm, exhausted sleep, I hold her closer, nestling my face into her hair.

Still inside her.

Still joined.

Still hers.

Still claiming her softly through every slow, lazy roll of my hips.

I whisper against her skin:

“Good girl. I’m not letting you go.”
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