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Content Warnings

This is part of my new Dark Season Collection of stories, so the stories are of the darker variety. If you prefer my more romantic stories, you may want to skip this one. It’s dark.

Violence, non-con (not dubious, just outright non-con), forced/non-consensual orgasms, sex between human and non-humanoid monster
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Chapter One

I parked my truck at the end of the dirt road where it met the lake shore. Towering pine trees surrounded the clearing, their heavy branches groaning in the breeze. The temperature was well below zero, the air so cold it burned my lungs with each breath. I huddled deeper into my coat, wishing I had brought gloves.

As I made my way through the knee-high grass that filled the field around the lake, I could not help but notice how lifeless it all seemed. The once verdant blades were now brown and brittle, crunching underfoot like paper. Every gust of wind sent whispers through the dead stems, a constant rustle that carried across the empty landscape.

Down by the water's edge, the cattails had gone to seed, their velvety heads replaced by down that caught the pale sunlight. Beyond, the lake was a vast mirror of ice with a single dark structure about a hundred yards from shore. I stopped at the back of my truck to drop the tailgate.

As I pulled the sled from my truck bed, its runners scraped against the metal and I winced. I left the tailgate down and dragged the sled to the passenger door. I retrieved my thermos, lunchbox, and fishing gear from the seat and carefully arranged them in the sled. The familiar routine helped ward off the creeping awareness of my solitude. So far from town, the silence had a near physical weight.

I dragged the sled to the lake’s edge and paused. The first step onto the ice always required a moment of faith. No matter how many winters I had fished at the frozen lake, that initial crunch underfoot sent a primal shiver through me. But the ice was thick - nearly a foot after weeks of bitter cold.

With every step, the frozen lake sang beneath my feet. The deep thrums reverberated through the ice like music, as the ice expanded and contracted. As I dragged the sled across the surface, my breath formed clouds that quickly dissipated in the cold air.

My family’s fishing shack sat near the center of the lake, its sturdy walls weathered by years of harsh winters. It promised shelter from the stinging wind. Squinting against the glare of the snow and ice, I hurried toward it. I dropped the sled’s rope a few steps from the shack and fumbled the keys from my coat pocket.

The old padlock was stiff with cold, the key fighting me every step of the way. Finally, it clicked open. The door's hinges protested as I pushed it wide, releasing a rush of trapped air that carried the faded but familiar scent of fish.

After a quick glance inside, I turned to my first priority. Heat. I connected the propane tank outside, the metal fittings painfully cold against my skin. I cupped my hands over my mouth when I was done, trying to breathe a little warmth into my numb fingers. I hurried inside to flip on the small heater.

The shack's interior was exactly as my brother had left it three weeks before. Two holes cut through the thick ice, lined with a plastic bucket to prevent refreezing, a wooden bench along one wall, and little else. It was a spartan place, but one that held many years of good memories.

I quickly unpacked the sled, eager to get into the cozy warmth of the shack. My thermos found its place on a small shelf with my lunch box. Through the shack's small window, I could see a square of bright blue sky.

As warmth slowly filled the space, I shrugged off my heavy coat. The routine was automatic - checking lines, baiting hooks, and setting up a pole at each fishing hole. Outside, the wind continued to whisper through the dead grass and the pine boughs groaned. An occasional bird call carried across the ice, sharp and clear.

I settled onto the cushioned bench, my legs folded in front of me. I opened my book to the page I had marked the night before and began to read. The heater had taken the edge off the cold, making the small space almost cozy.

Hours passed in comfortable solitude. I got up occasionally to check my lines or look out the window. By early afternoon, hunger finally drove me to reach for my lunch box.

I was halfway through my sandwich when I heard them - geese, their calls carrying from somewhere to the north. It was a familiar sound, the honks growing louder as the flock approached.

Amidst the normal calls of the geese, one voice stood out like a discordant note. It was deeper, more ominous than the others, causing me to stop mid-bite and listen intently.

As the flock drew closer, the sound only grew louder and more unsettling. I had heard thousands of geese in my lifetime, and that was not a normal goose call. More like something pretending to be a goose and not quite hitting the mark.

The flock flew directly overhead, and then a heavy thud shook the ice. The whole shack shuddered, and I flailed to keep from falling off the bench. My heart began to pound at the sound of heavy footsteps crunching across the frozen lake toward my shack.

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter Two

My sandwich slipped from my numb fingers, as I scrambled to my feet. Suddenly, the familiar safety of the ice shack felt like a trap. The footsteps continued. They were slow, measured - wrong in a way I could not define. I felt hunted.

"Hello?" My voice sounded thin and uncertain even to my own ears.

There was no response except those heavy steps growing closer by the second. There was an odd scraping sound. It made me think of a rake dragged across the ice. But that made no sense.

A shadow fell across the window, distorted and massive. My mouth went dry. The wall creaked as something pressed against the shack, making the whole structure shift. A cold chill went down my spine. Everything in me was screaming that I was in mortal danger.

Then came the hiss.

The sound set my teeth on edge. I inched away from the window, backing toward the rack of tools in the corner. My hands trembled as I grabbed my brother's old ice spud from its place by the door - the closest thing I had to a weapon. The long, metal bar felt cold and inadequate in my sweating palms.

"Who's there?" I tried to sound strong, authoritative, but my voice cracked.

Another hiss, closer now. A dark shape moved across the window too fast for me to make out details aside from large. Something about its shape was fundamentally wrong - pinging the reptilian part of my brain. Screaming danger so loud my jaw ached from clenching my teeth.

My heart pounded in my ears, but I had to see. Had to know. Even as every instinct screamed at me to stay still, to hide, I drifted toward the door.

The door handle felt like ice under my shaking fingers. I gripped the spud tighter, its weight offering little comfort, and eased the door open just enough to peer out. And bit back a scream.

A creature stood mere feet away, its massive form blocking most of my view of the lake. Its shape was vaguely bird-like, but a twisted abomination that should not exist. It stood nearly eight feet tall on legs that bent backward like a bird's. Both legs and wings ended in monstrous webbed hands, each digit tipped with a curved talon longer than my fingers. Black scales covered the exposed flesh between its feathers.

It crouched on all four hands, its wingtips flared outward to make it look even larger. As if it could be any more intimidating. As I stared in open-mouthed horror, its head lowered and its neck extended toward me.

The creature turned its head to fix one massive eye on me - blood red with a vertical pupil that slowly expanded the longer it looked at me. The intelligence in its gaze was cold and calculating. Predatory.

When it opened its mouth to hiss, I saw row after row of needle-like teeth lining the inside. A pale gray tongue, thin and pointed, rose to flick toward me. Even that was edged with barbs.

For one eternal moment, we stared at each other. Then it lunged for the door. My survival instincts kicked in and I slammed the door shut just as it smashed into the other side. The hut rocked on its skids, sending me to my knees. I struggled to my feet, throwing my weight against the door, trying to hold it shut.

Another impact and the door let out a deafening crack. I glanced over my shoulder. The metal rod lay just out of reach. I could not reach it unless I moved from the door. But that would be a death sentence.

The door began to buckle. The cracks widening into a gap that showed glimpses of black feathers and red eyes. And that horrible beak full of daggers snapping and hissing.

The third hit sent me stumbling backward, tripping over my own feet as the entire shed tipped. The door exploded inward, taking part of the wall with it. Freezing air rushed in as the creature forced its massive bulk through the opening, demolishing more of the shack with each movement. Parts of the roof rained down around me as the wooden floor groaned under the monster’s weight.

I flipped onto my hands and knees, crawling over splintered wood to reach my weapon. My hands were shaking so bad I fumbled it twice before I gripped it tight. Behind me, I could hear the scrape of the creature’s talons on the floor.

I whipped around, raising the iron rod out in front of me. The creature did not pause its slow approach, growing larger with every step. I tried to rise from my knees, but the floor shook too violently. Steps away, the monstrous creature paused and one red eye fixed on me again, the pupil blown so wide it fully eclipsed the iris. It was like staring into the cold, lifeless void of space.

Between one heartbeat and the next, the beast lunged. I squeezed my eyes closed and swung the spud as hard as I could, connecting with something solid. I opened my eyes in time to see bright red blood splatter across the wooden floor. I swung again, slicing into the monster’s long throat, but it kept coming.

I swung wildly, arcs of blood splashing the floor and walls. But nothing worked. I screamed a denial as a wing caught me across the chest, sending me crashing into the wall. I slid to the floor, clutching my chest and gasping. Panicking when I could not catch my breath. I could taste the coppery tang of blood in my mouth, but there was no time to think.

The creature filled my vision, blocking out the light. Its mouth opened wide until all I could see was teeth. Huge, black wings descended to cage me in. The last thing I saw was the pale, barbed tongue slithering toward me. With a sharp scream, I jerked backward and my head met the wall hard enough to knock me out.
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Chapter Three

I woke to a face full of glossy, black feathers. All I could see was the creature’s chest filling my vision. I frantically pushed at the immovable weight even as I registered the cold air against my bare thighs. I opened my mouth to scream, but feathers filled my mouth, choking me.

My eyes watered, as I struggled to breathe. Fighting the urge to gag, I could only thrash weakly as what felt like giant hands gripped my knees and forced them apart. Something burning hot and slimy landed on my stomach before sliding downward.

I knew what was happening, but my mind rebelled, refusing to accept the impossibility of it. I could smell the creature’s musky scent, and it made my stomach churn.

The monster shifted its body over mine, and I groaned a denial. The warm feathers stroked my naked skin, as the monster’s cock slid down to find my entrance. I struggled to move away, but there was no escape.

The beast plunged forward, filling my unprepared pussy in a single brutal thrust. I screamed around the feathers stuffed in my mouth, arching off the floor as my insides burned and stretched around the invader. The pressure against my cervix brought tears to my eyes.

Before I had a moment to adjust, the creature pulled back and shoved back in hard. Again, the same stretch and dull ache as the monstrous cock pushed far too deep. My inner muscles clenched and released as if they had any hope of forcing the invader out.

The beast’s chest vibrated with a low rumble, as it took me. Just above the pleased purr, I could hear the wet sound of its cock plunging in and out of my helpless pussy. Slowly, my body started to respond to the harsh fucking.

My mind screamed a denial even as my inner muscles clenched. The burning ache faded slowly, replaced by a building heat. My hard nipples tingled where the smooth feathers rubbed against them. With my arms trapped down by my sides, I could do nothing but let the pleasure take over.

The monster’s feathers dragged over my sweaty skin like a full-body caress. The creature suddenly rose until only my lower body was trapped beneath it. I forced my eyes open, blinking away tears to see it looking down at me.

It watched me with a dispassionate interest, as my chest heaved and my hips began to move into its thrusts. The pressure against my cervix changed from a pain I wanted to escape to one that enhanced the feeling of being so full. Every deep thrust made me sob in confused pleasure.

I bit my lip until I tasted blood, trying and failing to hold back my moans. I wanted to rage as the pleasure built beyond anything I had ever felt before. I curled my hands into fists to resist the urge to touch myself. Somehow, coming on the creature’s cock felt like one step too far.

But even without touching my clit, I could feel myself falling apart. My thighs shook where they were pinned beneath the creature’s bulk. I was trapped, helpless. There was no moving away, no escaping the inevitable.

“No!” I cried, openly sobbing as I felt the pleasure cresting.

The monster hissed. As I met its cold gaze, I saw nothing but malicious satisfaction at my surrender. That was my last thought before the orgasm crashed over me. I wailed a denial, as my body spasmed in ecstasy.

My pussy gushed around the creature’s cock, clamping down to keep it deep inside. As if my body wanted nothing more than to feel the monster’s come flood my womb. I sobbed at the horrifying thought.

I jerked my arms out from under the monster’s bulk to shove at it frantically. Its massive wings flapped once before curling downward. Those horrifying unnatural hands gripped me with bruising force, slamming my shoulders into the floor.

“Stop!” I shrieked, even as the pleasure peaked again.

The monster thrust harder, deeper. As if it wanted to carve out a place for itself. My pussy clenched again and I gasped a denial. A blood-curdling shriek escaped the creature as it thrust its cock deep inside of me. I shuddered in both revulsion and pleasure at the flood of heat as it came.

I was still shaking when the monster pulled out of me and rose. It loomed over me, its gaze moving from the mess between my legs to my sweaty face. One digit at a time, its hands released me and it turned away. Dismissing me now that I had served my purpose.

I lay there with our combined fluids staining my inner thighs, as it retreated through the jagged hole where the door had been. I weakly raised my head to watch it go. The creature lumbered across the ice, its movements casual now, unhurried.

Without a backward glance, it spread its massive wings. It rose into the air in a move closer to the quick rise of a duck than the extended takeoff of a goose. The downdraft of its flapping wings sent splinters of wood skittering across the floor of the shack. I watched, barely breathing, as it rose into the winter sky. Its dark form grew smaller until it disappeared over the tree line.

The wind cut through the destroyed shack, raising goosebumps on my skin. Around me lay the evidence of the attack - splintered wood, gouged floors, and splashes of bright red blood that was already freezing into crimson ice. But the creature itself might as well have been a nightmare.

I lay there, shivering, unable to make sense of anything. There were only questions without answers and the ache in my body. As I stared at the hole where my door had once been, a flock of normal geese flew overhead. As I watched them go, I could not help but wonder if the creature would return. If the next winter migration would bring the abomination back to our isolated lake.

The thought should have terrified me, but in that moment, a small, dark part of me hoped that it would.




Thank you for reading! If you have a moment, I would love a review. :)

The Dark Season Collection will be available exclusively on my website. Join my mailing list to receive an email when it is released. Individual stories will be available on Amazon.
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