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Chapter One

The mountains rose before us like teeth against the winter sky, their peaks sharp enough to tear clouds. I adjusted my pack's straps, the familiar weight settling against my spine as our group gathered in the parking lot. The February air bit through my layers, but I welcomed it. There was something pure about mountain cold - clean and sharp and honest.

I found David Jensen's guided hiking service online three weeks ago, drawn by the five-star reviews and his impressive safety record. The booking process was simple: fill out a questionnaire about experience level, sign some liability forms, and pay the deposit. Standard stuff. His confirmation email had been professional but warm, setting a tone of competent enthusiasm that matched his profile photo.

"Alright, everyone." David's voice carried across the lot, exactly as confident as our brief email exchanges had suggested. "Let's do introductions before the gear check."

He looked exactly like what you'd expect from a professional guide - tall, weathered, competent. The kind of man who had survived enough close calls to respect the mountains without fearing them.

The woman next to me spoke first, practically vibrating with enthusiasm. "I'm Sarah Mitchell," she said, her breath clouding in the cold air. "First time in the Rockies. Found David's website through my hiking meetup group back in Seattle." She flashed me a bright smile. "We chatted a bit online before the trip. I'm so glad to have another solo female hiker in the group."

I remembered her username now from the pre-trip group chat - SmileHighTrails. She had posted dozens of questions about gear and weather conditions, each punctuated with excessive exclamation points.

"Emily Parker," I offered, returning her smile. "This is my first guided hike, but I've been climbing since I was a kid."

The rest of the group introduced themselves - mostly tourists looking for a winter adventure, a few serious hikers. But my attention kept drifting to the tree line where the maintained trail disappeared into the forest.

"Emily?" David's voice snapped me back. He stood before me, clipboard in hand. "Let's see your pack."

I unzipped the main compartment, displaying my carefully organized gear. Extra layers, emergency shelter, first aid kit, water, high-calorie snacks. Everything exactly where it should be.

"Nice setup." He made a note on his clipboard. "You've done this before."

"Since I was a kid." The mountains had been my escape for as long as I could remember.

The morning was perfect for hiking. Our boots crunched rhythmically in the packed snow as we ascended, the crisp air filling our lungs. The trail switched back and forth across the mountain face, each turn revealing new views of the valley below. Sun glinted off ice crystals, turning the landscape into diamond dust.

Sarah kept pace beside me, sharing stories about her hiking adventures back home. Her enthusiasm was infectious. Even the steeper sections could not dim her smile, though her cheeks were flushed with exertion.

An hour into our hike, everything changed. The wind shifted abruptly as if someone had flipped a switch. The temperature plummeted, and the once-clear sky became a thick blanket of gray clouds that descended menacingly from the peaks above us. Within minutes, the sun was swallowed up.

"Weather's turning," David shouted from the front of the group, his voice strained. "We'll assess at the next ridge."

Sarah shot me a worried look. "Is this normal?"

A single snowflake drifted down, landing in my upturned palm. Perfect, six-pointed, gone in an instant. Another followed, then another. Soft white specks against my black glove.

"Probably just a dusting," I said, but the words felt hollow as more flakes began to fall. The clouds above had thickened, turning the morning's crystal blue into steely gray.

The snow picked up gradually. What began as gentle flurries turned into a steady fall, the flakes growing larger and clumping together as they descended. The wind drove them sideways, stinging any exposed skin.

"Everyone close up," David called from the front. His voice was calm but carried an edge of concern. "Visibility's dropping."

He was right. The familiar landscape around us began to disappear, swallowed by a swirling veil of white. First, the distant peaks vanished, then the far-off trees, until even the trail markers became hard to distinguish against the snow. The temperature continued to plunge, the biting cold finding every gap in our layers, seeping through seams and under collars.

"How far to the next shelter?" someone shouted, their voice carried away by the relentless wind, making it sound distant and detached.

"Too far," David replied, his voice a grim acknowledgment of our situation. "We need to turn back."

But which way was back? The snow was falling so thick now that I could barely see three people ahead of me in our line. The wind howled with a ferocity that sent icy sheets of snow, wrapping around us like a suffocating shroud.

Each gust was like a stinging slap that made me instinctively turn my face away. I squinted behind foggy goggles.

"Stay together!" David's voice barely carried over the wind. "Hand on the shoulder of the person in front of you!"

I felt Sarah's gloved hand grip my jacket. I reached forward to grab the blue parka ahead of me. But the storm had other plans.

A fierce gust of wind slammed into me from the side, nearly knocking me off my feet. I staggered, desperately holding on to the person ahead of me, but my gloved fingers slipped. My boots hit a slick patch of fresh snow, and for one terrifying moment, I hung suspended between balance and freefall. Gravity won.

I hit the slope hard, the impact driving the air from my lungs. The world became a dizzying blur of white as I slid down the mountainside. Snow snuck its way under my jacket, so cold it tore the air from my lungs. My heart pounded in my ears as I floundered, flailing for anything that would stop my freefall. My hip slammed against something hard - a rock, a log, I could not tell.

Thirty feet. Forty. The slope seemed endless. Finally, my boots caught on something solid. I dug my heels in, fighting for purchase. Snow sprayed up around me as I skidded to a stop.

When I finally struggled to my feet, the blue parka was gone. Sarah's hand was gone. Everything was gone except the howling wind and the wall of white.

My lungs seized, panic making it hard to breathe as I tried to orient myself. Up. I needed to get back up. No. Down to the valley. But which way was that?

The world had become a suffocating wall of white. No landmarks. No shadows. No sense of direction.

"Hello?" My voice sounded small, swallowed by the storm. "David? Sarah? Anyone!"

The wind answered with another blast of snow. My fingers had gone numb despite my gloves, every inch of uncovered skin stung. The snow that had snuck under my coat was already melting. Wet and cold did not go well together.

My brain helpfully supplied information on hypothermia. I knew the progression by heart. I was already beginning to shiver. Next would come confusion, then drowsiness, then...

Do not think about that.

I forced myself to move. Each step was a battle against the wind. The cold crept deeper, past my wet clothes, past skin and muscle, settling into my bones. I clenched my jaw to stop my teeth from chattering.

Time stretched, warped. How long had I been walking? Minutes? Hours? The white void pressed in around me, suffocating, disorienting. I felt like I was walking through molasses as my pack got heavier with every step.

Eventually, I shrugged it off and stumbled on. I had to be close to the bottom by now. Close to the trail. Close to something. Every blink felt longer, as the dangerous urge to rest grew.

Just sit down. Close your eyes. Sleep...

No. Keep moving.

But which way? Was I walking in circles? The slope beneath my feet changed angle randomly - up, down, sideways. Nothing made sense anymore.

The cold had become an entity, a predator, stalking me through the white wasteland. My body temperature was dropping. Soon, my coordination would go. Then my judgment. Then...

A wave of dizziness hit me. I staggered, caught myself against a tree trunk. My legs trembled with exhaustion. This was it. This was how it ended. They would find my frozen body when the storm cleared, just another statistic.

Through tears I had not realized I was crying, something dark materialized in the whiteness. At first, I thought it was another trick of the snow. Or a hallucination. But the darkness remained, grew larger, more solid.

A cave.

The sight hit me like a shot of adrenaline. Shelter. Safety. Life.

I stumbled toward the dark opening, gasping air into my aching lungs. Cold. So cold. The wind fought me, tried to push me away, but I pressed on.

Three more steps. Two. One.

The wind cut off as I crossed the threshold, its howl becoming distant, muffled. The silence was sudden, absolute. I collapsed against the cave wall, shaking violently, roughly wiping away tears.

I was alive.

I was safe.

The cave swallowed all sound except my ragged breathing. I stayed pressed against the rough wall, shaking while I waited for my eyes to adjust to the darkness. My legs trembled with exhaustion, threatening to buckle.

Survival training kicked in through the fog of near-hypothermia. I needed to get warm, to prevent my core temperature from dropping further. I did not have my pack, but I could take off the wet layers. I stumbled further into the darkness.

Beyond the entrance, the cave widened into a larger cavern with a small opening in the back. About the height and length of a school bus and twice the width, the space was surprisingly clean. No sign of nesting animals, very little debris. A voice in the back of my mind whispered that it was strange. Concerning.

I ripped off my goggles and gloves and fumbled for my zipper. Shrugging off my snow-crusted outer layer and my wet undershirt, I stood in my sports bra and thermal leggings. The small amount of wind that made it into the cave raised goosebumps on my damp skin, but at least I was no longer in wet clothes. I shakily tossed my thermal shirt over a small boulder and sat on my spread-out coat.

I held up my hands to squint at them. My fingers were red and sore but I could feel it when I tapped my fingers and thumb together. I pulled off my boots to do a similar check. I was okay. No lasting damage.

I immediately burst into tears. The adrenaline was gone, and all I could think about was how close I had come to dying, alone, in the freezing cold. I cried harder. And what about my cat, Mr. Simmons? Who would know to check on him?

A sound echoed from deeper in the cave, and my breath caught. Probably just falling water, or the wind finding some hidden tunnel. But something about it raised the hair on the back of my neck. I wiped my eyes and squinted into the shadows.

There was something bright white on the cave floor. I slowly rose to my feet and crept toward it. It almost looked like… I bent down to pick it up and jerked my hand back before I made contact. A bone.

My momentary relief turned into creeping dread, as I peered deeper into the tunnel. Bones. Hundreds of them. And some of them looked fresh.

Another sound. Closer this time. Not water. Not wind. A rumbling growl that raised the fine hairs on the back of my neck. I slowly backed away.

I wasn't alone in here.
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Chapter Two

Deep in the shadows, something moved. A low, gurgling rumble echoed off the stone walls, followed by a loud huff. There was a shuffling sound and the crunch of something being crushed underfoot. The bones, I realized.

The growl came again, deep enough to feel. I glanced over my shoulder at my clothes, still wet and useless against the cold. I could see the solid white of falling snow from the corner of my eye. There was nothing but death out there.

Something in the darkness audibly sniffed, and all movement paused. I waited, weight on my back foot, braced for whatever had scented me. A sudden breeze emerged from the tunnel, just strong enough to flutter the loose pieces of hair at my temples. It carried a smell with it.

Damp earth, animal musk, and something vaguely sweet. It set off alarm bells in the primitive part of my brain. The faint light suddenly glinted off two spots in the darkness. Those gleaming points moved closer, and with them came a massive, lumbering shape. What little light filtered in from the entrance caught a hint of reddish-brown fur.

A bear? My heart seized at the thought, but the silhouette was off. It stood upright like a man, its massive frame filling the tunnel from floor to ceiling. As it moved closer, I picked out more details. Muscles rippled beneath the fur with every step, leashed power in every movement. Its chest was broad and shoulders wide, both covered in thick slabs of muscle.

Powerful arms hung at its sides, large hands tipped with claws longer than my fingers. The hands curled into fists as I stared, unable to look away from the wickedly sharp claws.

Long, thickly muscled legs carried the creature toward me far too fast. I stumbled backward, forgetting the storm, my clothes, everything. Only thinking of putting more space between my fragile human body and the bear-like creature that was stalking toward me. The upper lip on one side of the muzzle rose enough to show me a flash of teeth.

I backed away until my back slammed into the cave wall. Run, every instinct screamed, but my muscles had locked in place. The creature emerged fully into the cavern and straightened to its full height. Eight feet, maybe nine. Its head nearly reached the chamber's ceiling.

Barely breathing, my gaze met the creature’s. I blinked in surprise. There was a fierce intelligence there. Focus and predatory intensity. It hunched down and its nostrils flared, as it took deep huffing breaths of my scent.

A sound escaped my throat - not quite a scream, not quite a whimper. The creature's head tilted at the noise, an oddly human gesture that made it somehow more terrifying. With only a few of its massive strides between us, I could see the way its features blended bear and something else - the heavy brow, the broad muzzle, the forward-facing round ears. But those eyes... those eyes held an intelligence that no bear should possess.

Heat radiated from its massive form, a stark contrast to the cave’s chill. Steam curled between us as it lowered its head to my level. I felt paralyzed, unable to do more than flinch when it reached toward my face, those deadly claws extended. I squeezed my eyes closed.

"You are far from your trail, little one."

I gasped, eyes popping open in shock. Did it just…?

I was too surprised to move away when it, or maybe he, used one claw to gently lift a tendril of my hair. I shivered as he brought it to his nose to sniff.

“And in such terrible weather,” he continued. His voice was like granite grinding on granite.

I tried to respond, but my voice had abandoned me.

“What are we to do about that?” The creature’s gaze bored into mine.

My legs trembled, every muscle coiled to run despite knowing it was pointless. Even if I could make it past him, what was the point? The wind was still howling outside.

"The storm..." I finally managed, my voice barely a whisper. "I was with a group..."

"There is no group now," he rumbled. "Only you."

The truth of his words settled over me like a physical weight. The bear-like creature tilted his head as if waiting for me to elaborate, but what else was there to say? My eyes watered, but I held his gaze. He hummed, straightening to look down at me.

"You have two choices, little one," he said. "The storm, or me."

I glanced toward the cave entrance. There was nothing but certain death out there.

"What..." My voice cracked. I cleared my throat and tried again. "What do you mean?"

The creature regarded me with those unnervingly intelligent eyes. "You can either leave and face the storm, or I can... keep you warm." His voice was low, almost a purr.

I swallowed hard.

"The storm will kill you," he said. He gestured to the cave entrance. "I will not. Submit to me."

The way he said 'submit' sent a shiver through me that was not entirely fear. Something darker, more primitive stirred in response to his words.

"Submit?" I whispered.

He pressed his hands to the wall far above my head. I had to crane my neck to meet his gaze. This close, his scent overwhelmed me - earth and musk and something unmistakably male.

“Submit,” he growled, enunciating each syllable. “Give yourself to me. I will keep you warm and safe tonight and in return…” He trailed off, his eyes raking over my trembling body.

I felt myself blush and immediately looked away.

One massive hand reached down, claws grazing my cheek with surprising gentleness. “You will be safe with me.”

I looked at his body from the corner of my eye. He was massive and covered in dozens of scars. Dangerous. The concept of being safe with him felt like a joke. But I made myself consider it.

I stared out at the storm. With the creature standing over me, I felt none of the chill. I tried to imagine what it would be like to have his weight over me, all hot breath and warm fur. What it would be like to open the most intimate parts of myself to such a beast. Could I stand it?

“I can smell you, you know,” the creature said.

I blushed hotter.

"Decide now, little one," he growled.

I closed my eyes, heart pounding in my ears. I knew what I had to do. I could not die out there in the cold, and... I had to admit, there was a part of me that was intrigued by the danger of it all. Slowly, I opened my eyes and nodded.

His hand moved from my cheek to the back of my neck, massive fingers tangling in my hair. The gentle scrape of his claws against my scalp sent shocks of sensation down my spine, drawing an involuntary sound from my throat.

"You have to say it." His voice was deeper now, rougher.

"Yes,” I breathed.

Before I could react, he scooped me up, cradling me in his arms. His fur was softer than I had expected, thick and warm against my bare skin. The heat from his body seeped into mine, and every breath filled my lungs with his scent. Wet earth, animal musk, and pure male.

As we moved deeper into the cave, darkness swallowed us completely. Without sight, every other sensation intensified. The steady thud of his heart beneath my ear. His slow, deep breathing. The places where our bodies touched seemed to burn - his arms supporting my back and thighs, my side pressed against his broad chest.

I felt the shift of his muscles as he navigated the darkness, the way he occasionally hunched over me, ducking through what must have been low sections of the cave. His grip never faltered, never loosened, and I found myself relaxing. Trusting. My fingers curled into his fur.

The darkness finally gave way to a faint bluish light. As we moved toward it, I looked up at the creature’s face. His dark eyes met mine, intense and hungry, and my eyes widened, heat flooding my face. The rumble that vibrated through his chest sounded like approval.

The tunnel opened into a dimly lit cavern. The entire ceiling was covered in glowing blue spots. I squinted. What…? Glowworms, I realized. They cast their bluish light over the entire cavern.

And it was oddly warm all of a sudden. I dropped my attention to the rest of the room. A large pool of water lay at the center, steam rising from the surface. Off to one side, various kinds of fur had been arranged into a large nest.

“You live here?” I asked, not quite able to mask the awe in my voice.

The creature set me down on my feet, his hands slow to release me. "Not what you expected?”

For a moment, I felt bad. Then I remembered the situation and pushed it away. I was not here of my own free will. I was being coerced. It was this or death.

I put on a brave face and turned to face him. “I’m ready.”
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Chapter Three

He had drifted closer to the nest. He turned to look at me. “Are you?”

I shifted my weight, my bare toes curling against the stone floor. “Yes.”

His lips pulled back from his teeth in a fleeting smile before he nodded. “Come here then.”

With a deep breath, I took a step forward, and then another, until I was standing in front of him with only the nest between us. I fought the urge to look down at it. I could feel my courage holding on by a thread.

He tilted his head. “You’re shaking.”

A nearly hysterical laugh burst from me. “Have you seen you?”

His head tipped the other way. “I said you were safe with me. I meant it.”

I clenched my teeth together and forced myself to step forward into the nest. My feet sank into the fur and I bit back a sigh. So warm. I jerked my head back up to look at the creature. His gaze was dark. Ravenous.

I licked my dry lips. “Do you have a name? I’m Emily.”

His gaze did not leave my lips. “Brun.”

I mouthed the unfamiliar name. I waited for him to say something else, but he just continued to stare at me. His intensity was unnerving. I flinched when he reached out to me but stayed still. One large claw trailed over my shoulder to dip under the strap of my sports bra.

“Remove this,” he said.

I looked down at myself. My nipples were hard little peaks until the thin, damp cotton. I was just cold, I told myself. It had nothing to do with the look in the creature’s eyes. I grabbed the bottom of my sports bra and pulled it off over my head.

Brun's gaze flicked down to my breasts, and a low growl rumbled in his chest. It sent a shiver down my spine. He slowly lowered himself to the nest of furs. Even sitting, he was several feet taller than me.

“Now that,” Brun said, gesturing to my leggings.

I reached for my waistband, grabbing it with shaking hands. My cheeks felt like they were on fire, but I could not look away from Brun’s face. He stared at me like he wanted to swallow me whole. That expression on such a dangerous creature’s face should not have been as flattering as it was.

I took a deep breath and pushed down both my leggings and underwear in one move. I did not let myself hesitate, as I stepped out of them and dropped them off the side of the nest. Brun's gaze roamed over my body as if he were committing every inch of me to memory. He finally raised one hand and crooked his finger.

I stumbled forward into his grasp. Huge hands settled on my hips, large enough to fully encircle my body. My knees went weak, and Brun’s grip was the only thing keeping me on my feet. I reached out for something to ground me. My fingers slid into the thick fur on either side of his face.

“Tell me, Emily,” he rumbled. “What do you want?”

I struggled to think of a reply. I thought I knew what I wanted, but with his hands on me and his hot breaths across my skin, I felt conflicted. I did not want this, did I? His eyes, so dark and intense, burned into mine as he pulled me closer. I could not look away, transfixed by the hunger in his gaze.

“What do you want?” he asked again.

I closed my eyes, letting my head fall back. His hot breath caressed my throat before clouding around my bare breasts. I squeezed my thighs together, equally ashamed and aroused. I should not be responding to this inhuman creature like this. What was wrong with me?

“You have to say it,” he pressed.

“You,” I moaned.

A hot, wet tongue curled around one of my nipples and I cried out. My fingers twisted in his fur, as I struggled to pull him closer. Every breath filled my lungs with the heady scent of his musk. All I could feel was his furnace-like heat all around me as he delicately lapped at first one nipple and then the other.

“So sweet,” Brun growled against my skin. He pulled me closer until I could feel the edge of his teeth. “Mine.”

My mind screamed at me in alarm. His possessiveness was dangerous. The knowledge was not enough to make me pull away. Panting, I looked down to see my right breast fully inside his muzzle. His tongue pressed my nipple against the roof of his mouth and I arched.

I raised one leg to hook over his hip, trying to pull him closer. He was like stone, so solid I had no hope of moving him. Brun let my breast fall from his mouth and scanned my face.

“You want more?”

Was he joking? I nodded, yanking at his head to get his mouth on me. I felt a huff of breath as he silently laughed before he attacked my other breast. His hands released my hips to move downward. His claws lightly trailed over my ass before he cupped the back of my thighs, his fingers slipping between.

I gasped at the barely-there tease of his fur against my folds. When his fingers twitched upward, my knees gave out. He chuckled, wrapping one arm around my waist to clutch me against his chest. I buried my face in the soft fur of his shoulder, as he gave all his attention to exploring my pussy.

His thick finger parted my folds just enough to tease the tip of my clit. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, my nails digging into his fur. His touch was both delicate and relentless. I jerked my hips against his hand, wanting more than a tease. I could feel how wet I was, the fur on his hand slick against my thigh.

“Do you want my mouth here?” he rumbled. His tongue darted out to lick the back of my neck, and I felt a hint of teeth.

“Yes,” I gasped.

I felt like I was melting, everything between my thighs felt wet and achy. My inner muscles clenched at a solid nudge to my swollen clit. I thought of his hot mouth, his tongue so long and flexible.

“Please!” I moaned.

Brun swept my legs out from under me and I fell to the nest of furs. I did not have time to orient myself before his massive head was between my splayed thighs. His eyes locked on mine and I watched him open his mouth, flashing sharp teeth as his tongue slipped out. Then my world exploded in burning hot pleasure.

I writhed, only his hands on my thighs keeping me in place, as he feasted on my pussy. His tongue, easily the width of three of my slim fingers, felt impossibly long as he licked into me. Deep, almost too deep. I arched, my thighs trembling as I felt the tip of his tongue lapping gently at my cervix.

It dragged a moan out of me so loud it was startling. I could feel his panting breaths against my delicate flesh, but the sound was drowned out by my moans and the filthy, wet sounds of my pussy. I fisted the furs beneath me and wailed as I came. My inner muscles clenched hard, trying in vain to hold his tongue in place.

He pulled back and lapped up the wetness that had gushed out onto my thighs. My chest heaved, every muscle in my body trembling as I weakly raised my head to look at him. He licked his wet muzzle.

“More?”

I nodded and collapsed back into the furs. I was beyond caring if it was okay to desire him. I just wanted more.

His tongue licked from my entrance to my clit, swirling around the oversensitive nub before he sat up. I looked up at him, watching his hands go to the space between his thighs. A slit opened and a cock the size of my forearm slipped out. My eyes widened.

“That won’t fit,” I blurted, pointing.

The glance he gave me was amused. “Not completely, no.” His eyes dropped to my pussy. “But let’s see how accommodating you can be.”

He braced one hand near my head and grabbed his cock. The slick head nudged my clit before sliding down to my entrance. I instinctively clenched as he began to push. I groaned, fisting the furs beneath me as my entrance burned.

“Too big!” I gasped, my thighs trembling.

"Shhh," he soothed. He slowly slid deeper, pausing every time my muscles clenched.

I felt stretched to my limits, my body screaming for mercy. Still, there was a hint of something beneath the pain. A building heat that promised pleasure. If I could survive the initial stretch. His cock bumped my cervix and I hissed.

“Good,” he rumbled. “Look how well you take my cock.”

I panted, blinking away tears. I raised my head enough to look down. Over half of his monstrous cock was inside me. I collapsed back into the nest. I inhaled shakily, trying to stop the panicked clenching of my inner muscles.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

I bit my lip and nodded.

He slowly withdrew until only the plump head of his cock remained, then he slowly thrust. Even the gentle push made me gasp. He repeated the same slow process until I started to feel more filling pleasure than stretched pain. I gasped his name.

He bared his teeth, and his next thrust was harder. As the tension bled out of my muscles, my hips started to twitch upward. Taking a little more of his cock. The initial pain faded to be replaced by almost unbearable pleasure.

“It feels so good,” I gasped.

“Good,” he purred, shifting his weight.

His hand slipped beneath my lower back, and I cried out as he began to raise my hips to meet each thrust. The wet filthy sounds of my pussy filled the chamber. It would have been embarrassing if I had the capacity for anything but need, but the pressure was building. The pleasure rising to sweep me away.

“Look at you,” Brun purred. His gaze went from my sweaty face to my stretched opening. “Your cunt is so creamy for me.”

I moaned, covering my face even as my thighs began to shake. I heard him murmur something and then my world exploded. He pulled out as I began to come, my orgasm feeling like it was ripped out of me. I screamed, pussy gushing onto my thighs, his fur, and the nest. Before I could think, his tongue was on me again.

He licked into my soaked pussy, scooping the slickness into his open mouth as I moaned. When he went for my swollen clit, I tried to push him away but it was impossible. I could only writhe in his nest, as he held my thighs open and licked me to another orgasm.

I cried out his name, a plea for more or a plea for mercy, I was not sure. I went completely limp, only twitching weakly as he began to lick my inner thighs. Between one breath and the next, I slipped into unconsciousness.
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Chapter Four

I woke to gentle claws combing through my tangled hair. Every muscle in my body ached. The chamber was still filled with the same blue glow, making it impossible to tell the time of day. Was it night? The next day?

Brun nuzzled against my neck, inhaling deeply. "Let me take care of you."

Before I could protest, he scooped me from the nest of furs. I looked in the direction he carried me and could have wept. The hot spring. Steam rose around us as he stepped down onto a natural ledge before sitting with me cradled against his chest. My breath left me in a shuddering sigh.

The heat seeped into my sore muscles, as I floated in the loose circle of Brun’s arms. I turned my head when he reached for something. His hand returned with a scrap of fur. He dipped it in the water and began to wipe it over my sweating skin. His massive hands gently shifted me as he cleaned me from head to toe, even lightly scratching my scalp.

I blinked lazily at the glowing ceiling. “You didn’t come,” I murmured.

Brun hummed noncommittally and pulled me closer. I let my head rest against his shoulder, feeling the contrast between the hot spring and the cool air on my exposed skin. His chest rumbled with what might have been a purr.

“Why not?” I pressed.

He tipped his head down to look at me, and I shivered at the heavy weight of his gaze. “It is a lengthy process.”

My sluggish mind worked through his words. “It takes you a long time to come?” I clarified.

He grunted.

I experimentally clenched my inner muscles. Sore, but not truly painful. I turned in the circle of his arms to face him.

“Use me,” I said.

Brun's eyes widened as if he had not expected my bluntness. But his grip on me tightened, and a low growl vibrated in his chest. He lowered his head until we were nose to nose. "Are you certain?"

I jerked my head in a nod. “I want it.”

He stood, never breaking eye contact before he reached for me. I gasped as he laid me on my belly at the edge of the pool, my body submerged in the water from the knees down. I looked back over my shoulder to see him eyeing me hungrily. His claws grazed my hips, raising goosebumps on my skin.

I spread my legs further apart, biting my lip at the cool air on my wet folds. Brun reached for his cock, already slipping from its sheath to drip into the water. I faced forward and laid my cheek against the cool stone, willing myself to relax.

His cock nudged against my entrance, hot and thick. With an animalistic growl, he pressed inside me. It was not any easier than the first time. I gritted my teeth, breathing roughly as he worked himself inside me inch by agonizing inch. He went slow at first as if trying to be gentle, but then his patience ran out.

With a final, deep thrust, he bottomed out inside me, and I cried out. He softly shushed me. Pressing one of his massive hands against my lower back, he pinned me down as he started to thrust in earnest. It hurt, enough to bring tears to my eyes, but I could feel the pleasure under the burn. It built quickly until my whole body felt like it was on fire.

“Yes!” I hissed.

Brun growled, and the deep, gurgling rumble made the fine hairs stand up on the back of my neck. Even now, a small part of my mind remembered how dangerous he was. That a creature who could rip me apart was fucking me, giving me pleasure, instead. I pushed up onto my hands and the change in angle made my thighs shake.

“Yes, little one,” Brun purred in my ear. “Your cunt is so hungry for me.”

I moaned.

As Brun relentlessly pounded into me, the water sloshed around us. I was so wet, I lost track of where the water ended and my slickness began. My thighs were drenched. Still, I tried to spread them wider, get him deeper.

I gasped as the first wave of pleasure rolled over me. My pussy clenched, but Brun did not slow down. He continued burying himself inside me over and over, forcing the fluttering muscles to take him. It drew out my orgasm until my arms gave out. I weakly dropped to the cool stone.

Brun wrapped one of his thick arms around me, pressing his forearm between my breasts as he fully encircled my throat with one of his massive hands. I shuddered, my pussy clenching again as pleasure clouded my mind. I should have been terrified of the crushing strength in his hand, but it only made me wetter. He squeezed gently.

“I should keep you,” he growled with a roll of his hips. “Would you like that, little one?”

I moaned in need, beyond words. As the pleasure continued to build inside me, I could only whimper in response. Brun's grip on my throat tightened until I felt light-headed. My next orgasm came out of nowhere and I shuddered, barely able to make a sound.

“I could keep you naked in my nest,” Brun rumbled in my ear. His hand loosened enough for me to take a deep, shuddering breath. “Fill you until your sweet cunt dripped day and night.”

“Brun,” I moaned.

“You like that idea,” he purred.

I sobbed. My pussy felt sloppy and used, just a hole for him to fill. His long tongue lapped up the sweat between my shoulder blades, as he thrust faster. Chasing his pleasure.

I could feel my next orgasm building. It was too much, too fast. I trembled.

“Too much!” I gasped.

Brun's only response was a hard thrust, so deep I could feel it in my belly, and a deafening roar. The sound echoed off the stone walls around us. His cock jerked inside me, dumping what felt like gallons of scalding come.

I wailed, seeing stars as one last orgasm ripped through me. After that, my mind drifted. Everything felt soft and fuzzy around the edges as I floated. My body felt like it belonged to someone else, completely limp while Brun pulled out and began to clean me up.

I slowly returned to myself as he dried me with scraps of soft fur. His touches were gentle as if he knew I felt like overripe fruit only moments from bursting. His hands lingered, claws carefully tracing the curves of my body, as if memorizing every inch of me. By the time I was dry, I felt like myself again.

I went to my pile of clothes and began to dress. At some point while I slept, he retrieved my wet clothes from the front of the cave. They were mostly dry, only a little damp around the edges. After the humid warmth of the cave, it felt odd to slip into the cool cotton.

I put on the layers like armor. A barrier between what had happened here and the world outside. For some reason, I felt protective of what Brun and I had shared. He watched me dress with those intelligent dark eyes, his massive form impossibly still. Only when I had finished adjusting my final layer did he move, gathering me into his arms one last time.

The journey back through the cave entrance felt different. Bittersweet. I was acutely aware of his heart beating against my cheek, the gentle way his claws pressed through my jacket, the heat of him that I would soon have to leave behind. I took a deep breath of his scent and sighed.

Too soon, I could see daylight ahead. The cold air carried the scent of pine. The storm had passed, leaving a layer of pristine snow. Brun paused in the shadows just inside the cave mouth. I stared out at the glistening forest, feeling a tightness in my throat and a burn behind my eyes.

I could feel Brun watching me. After a moment, he set me down. Neither of us spoke. What could we say?

His low rumble broke the silence. "Follow the ridge east. The search parties gather in the valley." His claws lightly traced my jaw. "Stay within sight of the tree line."

I nodded, though part of me wanted to stay right there in the shadows with him.

The morning sun nearly blinded me as I stepped out onto fresh snow. Everything sparkled, pristine and new, as if the storm had remade the world. The cold bit at my exposed face, but I kept moving, following the ridge as he had instructed. His gaze followed me - I could feel it like a physical touch between my shoulder blades.

The trek down was easier than expected. The ridge provided a clear path, though the sun’s glare made my eyes water and my head ache. Twice I heard helicopters somewhere above, but they were searching the wrong section of the mountain. I wanted to turn around, see if I could still see the cave, but I forced myself to keep going.

The first bark of a search dog echoed up the slope. Then another, closer. They had caught my scent.

"Over here!" A voice carried across the snow. Sarah's voice, thick with relief.

Suddenly I was surrounded by fluorescent jackets and emergency blankets. Hands reached for me, voices overlapped with questions. David's face appeared in the crowd, lined with worry and guilt.

"I'm fine," I kept saying. "Just found a cave to wait out the storm."

They bundled me into a rescue vehicle, insisting on checking for hypothermia and frostbite. The paramedic's hands felt wrong against my skin - too small, too smooth. Everything felt wrong. Too loud, too bright, too human.

Through the rear window, I watched the mountain grow smaller. To anyone else, that cliff face would look like just another wall of stone and ice. But I knew better now. My goggles were not the only thing I had left in that cave.

I would come back. Not today, not tomorrow, but soon. The mountain, and what lived within it, had claimed something deep inside me. Something that could not be satisfied by the world outside. And in a few days, after I made arrangements, I would return. And I knew he would be waiting.

Thank you for reading! :) If you enjoyed the story, I would love a review. If you would like to buy the entire Dark Season Collection, it is available here. And consider joining me over on Facebook or my Mailing List.
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