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Chapter 1

I never turn on the heat in the bathroom, not even in December. I prefer the way the cold needles my ankles, how the tile seems to remember every winter that’s come before. Reykjavík at night means silence, especially when the sun gave up at three-thirty. My apartment is the size of a shoebox and the pipes stutter with every hesitant attempt at warmth. The fluorescent bulb in the medicine cabinet stings the whites of my eyes, turns my skin to curdled milk, but I make myself look anyway.

Tonight is December 12th. The birthday of my dead cat, if I still bothered to count. I’ve spent the past hour steaming myself pink under the shower, but already the frost from the window has clawed its way back up my calves. I wrap the old towel around my chest, cinch it under the arm, and for thirty seconds—standing on a wet bathmat that smells faintly of mildew—I can pretend I’m not about to do what comes next.

But I always do.

The towel sags in protest as I unpin it. There’s a sound, barely audible over the radiator’s asthmatic rattle: the faint thump of terry cloth on tile. I catch myself mid-mirror and my eyes jerk away out of habit, counting toothpaste tubes or the half-empty boxes of tampons, anything but the ghost in the glass.

I force myself to meet her.

I am not pretty, not in the way Reykjavík’s women are supposed to be. No arctic cheekbones, no vulpine delicacy, no trace of that blunt Scandinavian jaw. My breasts are too large, weighted like pale bread dough left to rise, with areolas like bruised rose petals, darkening at the centers as if to remind me of what I am not. My belly is soft—not with pregnancy, never with that, but with the kind of roundness that demands a thick sweater, a defensive layer between flesh and eyes. My hips, at least, are honest. Wide, unyielding. Made for anchoring children, the aunties all said at Christmas, when I still showed up for skyr and coffee.

Between my thighs, a thicket of curls, darker gold than my scalp—another genetic cruelty. There is nothing neat or pornographic about it. No tidy landing strip, just the wildness of something left alone for too long. Under the bulbs, the skin there glistens, the sort of wetness that doesn’t come from desire but from the shock of cold air and exposure. I imagine a man kneeling in front of me and laugh, because it’s been seven years since anyone tried.

What a waste.

I say it out loud. My voice is lower than I expect, like a warning. "What a waste," I repeat, letting the syllables drip, harsh and final. The mirror says it back, almost delighted.

I don’t hate this body. I hate that I don’t use it. I hate that I want to.

The clock in the hallway buzzes: 19:34. I have half an hour before the bus comes, if I even bother with the laundromat tonight. There is always tomorrow, and the day after, and the week of Christmas, when every other soul in the city barricades itself indoors with relatives and sweet liquor and nostalgia for summers that never happened. I am free in December; I can go a whole day without speaking and nobody blames me for it.

I move closer to the mirror. Pick a spot on my cheek—a patch of angry red from the wind—and worry it with a fingernail. I scan my face for the familiar: the crooked incisor, the scar in my left eyebrow from where my brother once split it open with a Lego starfighter. There’s an unplucked hair along my jawline; I tug it out and it comes away root and all, like a tiny, pathetic triumph.

I glance at the towel on the floor. For one moment, I pretend someone else will pick it up. Someone strong-fingered and gentle, with a voice that sounds nothing like my own. A woman, maybe. The thought is foreign but not unwelcome, and I chase it until it dissolves in the neon glare.

My feet are turning blue. I turn to the cabinet, rummage past the half-used deodorants, find the heavy jar of lanolin and smear it over my elbows, the backs of my hands, anywhere the wind has cracked me open. The smell is sweet, animal, clings to my nostrils and reminds me of the farmhouse summers my mother dragged us to as children. We would sleep on hay bales in the loft, and I would wake with my skin stinging from the straw, the lanolin turning it all to velvet by morning. I lick a fingertip clean, savor the fatty tang, and then catch my own eye again.

She is still there, the woman in the glass. She looks tired, but not beaten. She looks like she is waiting for the next thing.

I pad to the bedroom, naked and goosefleshed, and select pajamas from the dresser. I have only two pairs: one a gift from my sister in Finland, the other a clearance buy from a supermarket near the university. Both are flannel, both several sizes too large, both patterned with ugly, lurid designs that make me laugh when I am sober and cringe when I am not. Tonight it is the Finnish pair: blue with orange reindeer and suspiciously phallic trees. I slide into the bottoms, revel in the forgiving waistband. Pull the top over my breasts, let them settle wherever they wish.

The room is unheated. Frost traces the window in ferns and antlers. I cross to the bed, sit on the edge, and allow myself a long exhale. My thighs have left damp prints on the wood floor; I ignore them.

I brush my teeth with the discipline of a soldier. Thirty seconds for each quadrant, as the hygienist scolded. The bristles are stiff, meant for a mouth stronger than mine. I study the toothpaste foam in the sink, its sudden bloom of red at the end—a nicked gum, a silent warning.

Above the tap, the mirror shows only a slice of my face: the upturned tip of my nose, the dark circles ringing my eyes. I stare until my vision blurs, until the whole world is made of cheap light and running water.

That’s when I see it.

A single hair, silver as tinsel, growing from my scalp. It glitters under the fluorescent, defiant and sharp. I pluck it free, roll it between thumb and forefinger. For a second, I consider taping it to the mirror—leave a message for myself in the morning.

Instead, I let it drift to the floor, lost among the dust and fallen towel.

When I finish, I rinse my mouth and leave the light on. The bathroom hums, restless, as I close the door behind me. My body is soft and new under the pajamas, but I feel the chill setting in, a warning of what the night wants to take.

Tomorrow, I tell myself. Tomorrow, you do something different. Something alive.

But tonight is December 12th, and the city is frozen. I let the darkness climb over my shoulders as I curl into bed, and pretend that sleep will be enough.

***

I wake at 02:08, teeth throbbing from a dream I can’t remember. The heat is out again, or maybe I just never turned it on before falling asleep. The reindeer pajamas are twisted around my hips, and the left sleeve is sticky with drool. I stare at the ceiling for a full minute before the urge to move overwhelms the desire to cocoon myself in sleep.

Laundry. I’d promised myself I’d go tonight, so I go.

The city is not dead at this hour. The air stings, strips moisture from your lips, and makes your nostrils fizz with every breath. I layer up: the thick wool coat with the cigarette burn near the hem, a scarf that once belonged to my mother, and the hat I knitted two years ago during a phase of ambitious domesticity. Even with three layers, the wind finds the seam at my waist and gnaws at it. My laundry bag hangs heavy at my side, thumping against my knees with every step.

The all-night laundromat is three blocks away, wedged between a N1 station and a shopfront that sells nothing but records from before I was born. The windows are fogged over from the inside; the sign above the door flickers, the “-mat” threatening to go dark for good. I pull the door open and step into an alternate universe of heat and humidity, the air thick with soap and human fatigue. The only other person here is a college boy in an Icelandair hoodie, head down over his phone, mouth open in that particular way boys have when they believe themselves unobserved.

I select a washer and dump my haul into the drum: three sets of pajamas, three pairs of tights, two identical bras the color of oat milk, a week’s worth of underpants in every shade of beige. The only rebellion is a pair of red lace panties, bought as a dare to myself during a lost weekend in Copenhagen. I always wash them, never wear them. It feels like preserving a hypothetical version of myself, the woman who might someday deserve lingerie.

I feed the machine my last 100 króna coins and punch in the settings. Delicate, cold, extra rinse. I perch on a plastic chair, hands in my lap, and try not to think.

Time passes the way it does in dentist offices and bus depots. The fluorescent lights make everything too sharp, too near. The dryers hum a lullaby at the far end of the room, spinning someone else’s bedsheets into oblivion. The boy is gone, and I am alone with the sound of my own breath.

It takes me four minutes to remember the red panties, wet and limp against the glass of the washer. I blush, as if the machine might be judging me. I distract myself by pacing, then by digging through the bulletin board over the folding table. There are ads for babysitting, lost cats, a handwritten note promising “SOFA - GOOD, YOU CARRY.” I read them all three times.

At the end of cycle, I transfer the laundry to a dryer. The heat is a mercy. I bury my face in a wad of pajamas, inhaling steam and detergent, letting it scald the inside of my nose. For a moment, I feel clean, almost new. Almost.

That’s when I notice her.

She stands by the coin changer, wrapped in a shawl so black it seems to devour light. Her skin is colorless, not in the way of Nordic pallor but like candle wax left in a drawer for years: not meant for this century, maybe not for any. Her hair is a rumor under the scarf, and her eyes—oh, her eyes—are the blue-white of skim ice, too bright and too dead at the same time. She watches me with a predator’s patience.

I freeze, mid-fold, a beige bra clutched in each hand.

“Do you have family, girl?” Her voice is a slow leak, gravel and sea air.

I try to place her age, fail, and settle for “old.” She might be seventy, or two hundred. Her accent is old-country, vowels as brittle as rye crispbread.

“Not here,” I say, and am embarrassed by the squeak of my voice. “I mean, yes, but not close.”

She nods, as if I’ve answered a question she never really asked. Her mouth moves like she’s chewing something tough, maybe words.

“They call it a blue December, when the nights chew up all the days,” she says. “And it’s a long night, this year. Have you noticed?”

I have, but I don’t want to encourage her.

“I suppose so,” I say. The dryers clatter on. I wonder how long she’s been standing there, how long she’s been watching me.

“Grýla’s sons are restless,” she continues, stepping closer. The scent of her fills the air: pine smoke, cinnamon, and something sharp and electric, like a winter storm about to break. “They’re hungry. They smell a woman who’s never been properly tasted.”

The hairs on my arms stiffen. I look to the door, calculate the run, but her next move pins me in place.

She’s beside me in an instant, her hand clamped around my wrist with a grip like the inside of a freezer. She leans in so close I can count the veins threading the whites of her eyes.

“Tonight,” she whispers. “Hang your knickers on the bedpost. The red lace ones you pretend you never bought. If you do not invite them, child, they will take anyway.”

She releases me. In my palm is a twist of something dry and pale yellow: a sprig of mountain avens, brittle and still dusted with earth.

I blink, and she is gone.

I am alone with the humming dryers, the echo of her handprint throbbing up my arm. I stare at the little flower, its roots as fine as eyelashes, and feel something hot and oily crawl behind my ribs.

I pack my laundry in a trance. The red lace is on top. I half-expect it to smolder, to burst into flames, but it sits there innocently, the color of crime scenes and birthday cakes.

I step out into the night, the coin-changer’s bell chiming behind me. The wind slaps my cheeks, harder now, and the cold feels intimate, like a dare.

I walk home fast, the bag heavier than when I left. I pass the dark windows of the city and catch my own reflection, doubled and warped. For a second, I see the old woman standing behind me, watching, waiting.

But when I look again, it’s only me. Only my own face, growing stranger with every step.

At my door, I fumble the key, the mountain avens crumbling in my pocket. The house is colder than before, but I don’t turn on the lights. I move through the dark, guided by instinct and the memory of a voice I can’t forget.

The night is alive, and I am awake in it. I am awake, and I am afraid.

***

The night does not deepen so much as thicken, all color pressed out of it by the pressure drop outside. The wind worries at the windows, finds the microscopic flaws in the old wood and whistles threats through them. By the time I make it up the steps to my flat, my hands are rigid on the laundry bag. My arms and face sting with the certainty that I’m being watched from every yellow-lit window along the way.

Inside, I turn on only the lamp near the bed. The bulb is weak, barely more than a glow. The rest of the apartment exists in gradients of darkness, interrupted by the blue-green shimmer leaking through the frost from the streetlamps, and, above all, by the northern lights.

Aurora. I’ve seen her since I was small—always the same frozen scarf, sometimes pink, sometimes violent with green. Tonight she is angry, writhing in bands overhead, so fierce it looks like she’s set the sky on fire. I close the curtains, but their black-out lining can’t keep her out. She stains my bedroom wall, paints everything with a fever.

I throw the laundry on the bed, dump the contents, and start folding mechanically. Socks, shirts, pajamas. The bras are still warm from the dryer, holding the ghost-heat of the laundromat. I press one to my chest, just to feel it. I am shivering, but the kind of cold that starts under the skin.

I reach for the red lace at the bottom. It’s tangled, the thong caught up in a pajama sleeve, and it resists my fingers until I give it a hard jerk. It comes free with a snap, and for a second I can smell not just soap and fabric softener but a flash of something else—ozone, the way the air smells after a lightning strike. I stare at the panties in my hand: brand new, never worn, the price tag still attached by a fragile plastic loop. I slide it off, careful to keep the receipt in the trash where it belongs.

The words of the old woman come back to me: "Hang your knickers on the bedpost. The red lace ones you pretend you never bought. If you do not invite them, child, they will take anyway."

My mouth is dry. I tell myself this is a prank, some local flavor, the kind of folklore my people are famous for. But my heart is a snare drum in my chest, faster and faster, and the tiny hairs on my arms are standing up for no rational reason.

I strip in the dark. I do not do it with confidence or grace; my hands are clumsy, unsure, and my body is still splotched with sleep lines from the last nap. I peel off the reindeer pajamas, discard them onto the pile, and stand naked in front of the mirror again.

My breasts hang lower than I wish. My belly swells soft over my hips. The skin at the backs of my knees is raw from the dry air, and my thighs are marked with the ghost of old bruises, purple shadows blooming where I walked into doorframes or slept too long in the wrong position. I want to look away, but tonight I am required to see myself.

I touch the triangle between my thighs, feel the wetness there, and it’s real—not some after-image or artifact of the cold, but a readiness that startles me. I rub it with the back of my knuckle, soft and tentative, and watch the color rise to my face. The room feels smaller. I put the thong on, awkwardly at first, stepping through the lace as if it might bite. The fabric bites anyway; it’s too tight, made for a different girl, one with hip bones and secrets. The lace rides up between my lips and sets them trembling. I slide a hand down, just to adjust, but the friction is impossible to ignore.

I pull the matching bra from the bag. The tag scrapes my thumb as I tear it away. I bend forward and hook it around my ribcage, trapping the breasts in their twin cages, and shiver at how little they cover. My nipples darken instantly, crowning through the red mesh. I thumb them both, pinching, just to feel the shock travel down to the thong.

It’s ritual, not fashion. I understand this now.

I cross to the bed and lift the pile of everyday panties—six pairs, washed to transparency. I loop one over the left bedpost, as I always do. It’s habit, more superstition than anything, a leftover from when my mother told me to keep a pair handy in case of fire. Tonight, I add the red thong to the right post, stretching it wide to make sure it is visible to the room. The effect is shameless, ridiculous.

“This is stupid,” I say aloud. “This is—” but the words catch on something, and I bite them off.

I shut the lamp. The room collapses into shadows and aurora. I slide under the duvet, still in the red, and the cold takes my breath away. My body is alight, every patch of skin a live wire. I draw the covers up to my chin, nestle into the memory of the old woman’s hand gripping my wrist.

The radiator bangs once, a hollow metallic whine, then falls silent forever. The silence is so total that I can hear the blood in my ears, the tiny clicks of my jaw as I grind my teeth.

At 03:00, the clock on the stove glares blue from the kitchen.

I lie very still, waiting for the joke to break, for the old woman to be proven a fraud or a nutter. Instead, I begin to feel it: the sensation of air moving across my skin, invisible fingers crawling up my arms, brushing the hair away from my face. My legs clamp together reflexively, but it doesn’t help. There’s a presence in the room, something dense and oily, something that tastes of metal and thunder.

The wind outside goes from moaning to screaming. There is a scraping on the roof, as if boots were dragging themselves across the shingles. The noise is measured, deliberate, and it is moving closer. Something lands above the window with a thump, and the cold intensifies.

My nipples are diamond-hard, stabbing through the mesh. I try to cover them with my arms but they betray me, reaching instead for the waistband of the thong, digging in as if I could pull it off and end the enchantment. I want to move, to run, but I am pinned by the weight of the air and the certainty that I must not break the ritual.

The wind dies all at once, and there’s only silence. In the next second, I hear footsteps—slow, heavy, and coming down the hallway. My apartment has only one entrance. The door is locked, the windows double-glazed, but I feel the footsteps anyway, hear them as they approach my bedroom, stop on the other side of the door.

I stop breathing. I wait for the next sound.

There is a pause, a long one. I think I might be imagining all of it, that maybe I’ve dozed off and fallen into some fever dream, until the knob begins to turn.

It turns smoothly, as if well-oiled, and the door opens just a crack.

I see nothing. The space beyond is blacker than the room, a negative space where the aurora refuses to trespass. But I can feel eyes on me, drilling through the duvet, through the red lace, through every hidden part of my body.

I tremble, and the wetness between my legs grows more obvious.

The door closes again, not with a bang but with the soft click of a promise.

I count to sixty, then two hundred, then three hundred. Nothing else happens. I begin to think the whole thing was a psychotic episode, a product of sleep deprivation and the power of suggestion. But the feeling remains, a residue under the skin, a charge in the air.

I reach down, touch the fabric of the thong, press against the swelling lips underneath. My finger slips in easily, and the sensation is immediate and brutal. I circle the nub, not gently, and the pleasure stabs straight up my spine. I picture the old woman standing at the foot of the bed, watching with those glacier eyes. I picture the thing in the hallway, masked and patient, waiting for an invitation.

I stroke myself harder, desperate, the way I used to do as a teenager before shame and self-loathing took away the joy. My other hand goes to my breast, crushing it in the bra, squeezing until it hurts. I come quickly, fiercely, like something being torn open, and for a moment I am outside myself, watching the body writhe and convulse in red lace and nothing else.

When the pleasure fades, I am sweating, breathless, still terrified. But I am not alone. The room is dense with presence, and I know that if I close my eyes, I will see them—Grýla’s sons, the hungry, the unsated, lurking in the cold spots and the corners of the room. I see the old woman, smiling through broken teeth, and I see myself: naked, wanting, no longer afraid.

I peel off the thong, toss it onto the bedpost, and climb out of bed. I open the window, just enough to let in the wind and the sound of boots on the rooftop. I breathe deep, let the cold into my lungs, let it spark every nerve ending.

Tomorrow, I will be the woman in the mirror.

Tonight, I am the offering.


Chapter 2

Midnight is a vengeful hour in Reykjavík: sharp and blue, a citywide pause before the wind recommences its all-night sneer against windows. I am in bed, eyes peeled at the ceiling like I’m waiting for it to open, when the temperature bottom-drops. My bare arms pebble. The radiator, always unreliable, dies with a snicker of pipes, as if it’s been paid to sabotage me.

I have just enough time to be annoyed before the second phenomenon: the steady, deliberate scuffle of boots on metal flue. My chimney, a relic—like every other godforsaken thing in this flat—has never functioned. Yet there’s something up there now, and it’s coming down.

It happens with an unsubtle plop, a minor avalanche of soot raining onto the area rug. The thing that lands is about a meter tall. Maybe less. Dressed in red, hat lolling to one side, beard white enough to shame a snowscape. The beard itself already glazed, darkened near the mouth. He (it?) is dense, wide as a space heater, and glares around the bedroom like a bouncer scanning for troublemakers.

Stubby, I think, idiotically—because this is the word that comes to mind, and because in the next instant the small man rakes two sooty mitts down the front of his beard and leaves it more streaked, like war paint.




He doesn’t speak. His eyes—glassy black, each one a little sphere of night—lock onto me, and my body does what it always does when something impossible steps into the room: it goes still. Not because I can’t move. Because I choose not to. I could sit up. I could shout. I could make this mundane in an instant. Instead I let my hands rest on the sheet and remind myself of the only rule that matters: I am here on purpose, and if I say stop, it stops. The thought steadies me like a hand on my spine. I draw in a slow breath, and I let my thigh fall open a fraction more—an invitation so small it’s almost a dare.

I try to say, “What are you doing,” but it comes out in a single vowel: “Wha—” and then my mouth is shut because he is already moving, impossibly fast and impossibly silent for something so stocky, and the next second he is beside my bed. Then on it. Then straddling my shin, weighing down my leg like a sack of wet sand.

There is nothing in his velvet trousers, I notice. No bulge, no obvious anatomy. He could be something carved for superstition—too dense, too wrong, too deliberately made to belong to any ordinary kind of life. But his hands are adult—big-knuckled, thick, the nails neat and perfectly flat. One gloved hand steadies itself on my knee. The other tugs aside the t-shirt I wear as pajamas, peeling it up like the skin of a fruit.

My hips tilt up in protest, or anticipation, I cannot tell. The truth is, I am suddenly and shamefully wet. I feel it before he does, the humid ache gathering between my legs, the embarrassing way my thighs try to part. I am being invaded by folklore, and my body responds as if to a miracle.

Stubby’s face is inches from my vulva. His beard glistens in the streetlamp haze. He grins. The smile is grotesque: twice as wide as it should be, the teeth uncannily flat, the lips smeared with black and something else—cream, perhaps? I don’t know what to call it, but I know what it is.

He lowers his face and, with mechanical patience, nuzzles into the crotch of my cotton underwear. The fabric is instantly damp—if it wasn’t already. He breathes through his nose, deeply, a bloodhound identifying a body in a trunk, and then with surprising delicacy, he hooks a finger beneath the elastic, tugs it aside, and exposes me to the air.

I try to remember how to make words, but they’ve all run off to hide in the closet. My hands grip the pillow behind my head. My thighs, traitors, open with the slow obedience of elevator doors. There is an almost familial sense of inevitability, as if we’ve rehearsed this: a sequence, a story passed down by ancestors, now enacted with the precision of ritual.

Stubby (the thought keeps repeating, as if his name is also a spell) reveals his tongue. It is… longer than expected. Pink, fleshy, and forking at the tip. It glistens, too, but not with saliva: it’s as if each bud is individually lacquered. He hovers for a beat, as though savoring my terror and anticipation both, then lays the first stripe across me.

The sensation is something between velvet and very fine sandpaper. It is not a gentle introduction—he flattens the forked tip along my clit and drags it upward, pausing at the hood, then reversing direction with a sudden whip-crack flick. My hips spasm. He grunts, satisfied, and repeats the motion, this time with more pressure.

I want to buck him off, to demand an explanation or at least a safe word, but I am already clutching the bedsheet and my calves are locking around his shoulders. My clit swells; every nerve is a power line, snapping in the wind. He presses his thumbs into my thighs, spreading me farther, holding me in place with the immovable intent of a vise.

Stubby cycles through a dozen tricks, none of which I am prepared for. His tongue spirals, slaps, undulates, forms letters and numbers and perhaps even runes; he stabs it into me, wriggles, withdraws, and resumes the outer assault. Each maneuver is punctuated with a tiny noise from him—a snort, a grunt, once a cartoonish “hm!” as if making mental notes for later.

I lose track of time. I lose track of dignity. My first orgasm comes on like a stadium blackout: sudden, all-consuming, everything lost and then—flash—every sense refired at once. My back arches, the heels of my feet digging into the small of his back. I make a sound I didn’t know I was capable of, some vowel with no homeland.

He does not stop. He does not even slow down. His tongue, relentless, seems to gain energy from my spasms. The second climax builds before the first even finishes. I am carried forward by the sheer absurdity of it, the sense that I am a test subject and also the experiment itself. Each lap, each flick, is better—faster, crueler, more exact. I am torn between screaming and sobbing.

The third time it happens, I lose the ability to see. Vision whites out. My breath sizzles in my chest. I feel my own wetness, not just leaking but pooling, soaking down my ass and into the mattress. I am sure I will die here, brined in my own fluids, body found days later in a tangle of destroyed sheets and hauntingly red handprints.

Stubby sits back on his heels. His beard, saturated and sticky, shines in the glow of the sodium lamp. He looks at me not with affection, but with an appraiser’s satisfaction: another job well done. He wipes his mouth with the back of one hand, then the other, and for the first time, I see a line of dark red creeping down his chin. Blood? No—cherry jam, or something close. It smells faintly of Christmas.

He tips his hat at me, a pantomime of gallantry, then steps off the bed and disappears into the living room, leaving only the faint footprints of soot and the deep, primal ache that my body won’t soon let me forget. My legs are still trembling. My heart has not resumed its normal beat.

I stare at the ceiling, wondering if this is how folklore starts—or ends.

***

He comes back. Of course he does. Stubby doesn’t even wait for my eyes to adjust or my lungs to stop burning. One moment I am alone, staring at the ceiling in a biblically postcoital sweat, the next he’s got my legs over his shoulders, beard squashed flat to my cunt, tongue already lapping like a dog who’s been left alone with a bowl of cream.

This time he hums. A song, old as basalt, the melody so familiar it might be genetic memory—half lullaby, half funeral march. The vibration travels through his beard, through my body, down my spinal cord. I feel each note inside my cunt, the sound a tuning fork set to exactly my frequency.

I try to writhe away but it’s hopeless; his hands are locked around my thighs, bruising, steady, warming me by friction alone. He eats like he’s starving. Each time I gush—and it is not dignified, not even a little, the noises my body makes are obscene—he cleans me with reverence. He slurps. He sucks. He circles back to my clit and tortures it with the flat, bifurcated tip, each lick more controlled than the last.

I want to ask why. Why me. Why this. But all I manage is “Please—” and then “oh fuck,” and then an embarrassingly high, rabbit-scream yelp that no one in the building can possibly miss. The tongue drills into me, and every movement is a deliberate act, as if he is spelling out the saga of his people on my labia.

My thighs quiver. My toes curl so hard I’m sure I’ll get a cramp. He keeps going. There’s nothing playful or exploratory left; it is pure consumption, total devotion to the craft. He devours every squirt like a holy sacrament, humming the lullaby into my flesh until I am hollowed out, boneless, remade into something less than human and more than myth.

When I am finally too exhausted to scream, when my hips have fused to the mattress and my hands can only twitch at the air, he eases off. Not all at once, but with a series of slow, savoring licks, each one deliberate, collecting every last drop, until he leaves a final, ceremonial stripe up my slit and rests his head there like a pillow. He is breathing hard; so am I.

His face lifts. The beard is soaked, clumped, and wild. He blinks twice, then with surprising tenderness, tugs my battered red lace thong off my ankle and tucks it into his coat pocket. He smooths his beard with two hands, as if combing the flavor through it, and grins up at me, a perfect little devil.

He pats my cunt—once, almost fatherly—then says, in a perfect, basso Icelandic: “Tomorrow, pet, you’ll beg for more than my tongue.” He punctuates this with a wink, then climbs the bedpost like a tree, scrambles up the chimney, and is gone, leaving a vapor trail of cold air and the scent of sex in his wake.

For a minute, I think I might be dead. Or changed, in a way I can’t name. My thighs are sticky, the sheets are a write-off, and I can’t remember how to close my own legs. Every nerve in my pelvis is humming a song I won’t soon forget.

I lie there, open and shameless, waiting for the sun, or for whatever comes next.

***

The sheets are ruined. This is the first thing I know, waking up to a crust of cold air and the stink of my own body—rich, pungent, impossible to ignore. The duvet is wound around my legs like seaweed. The mattress beneath me is a dark, damp topography, a map of every place my flesh surrendered last night.

I try to sit up, but my abs mutiny. There is a soreness inside me—between my thighs, under my ribs, behind my teeth. I’d call it pleasure-pain if I could talk at all, but I’m still on the border between dreaming and aftermath, not sure which is worse.

Every inch of my skin has a memory. My nipples are the worst: hard and throbbing, sensitive to the stray molecules of morning, to the very idea of touch. My clit is a raw nerve, a thing that wants only peace and instead gets another jolt every time I move.

I shuffle to the bathroom, not bothering with the robe. It’s not like there’s anyone left to see me except the thing that broke in last night, and he’s probably halfway to Akureyri by now, tongue still drenched with victory.

The mirror in the bathroom is a horror show. Hair electrified, tangled and glossy; face blotched, lips swollen and pink. I look debauched. I look alive. I look, in a way I’ve never seen before, mine.

The water in the shower is volcanic. I step in and yelp—then laugh, out loud, because it feels so good, so sharp and clear compared to the blurry-night softness. The heat makes me dizzy. My thighs shiver. I reach for the soap and almost drop it, hands shaking, then run a slow, testing palm down my belly and over my mound.

There’s still slickness there. Even after all that, even now, my cunt is wet, greedy. I touch myself gently, half-expecting it to hurt. Instead I get a small, electric surge, enough to gasp, enough to remind me what it’s like to want. My clit is swollen, pulsing under the spray. I toy with it, just a little. Two fingers, careful as a priest lighting a candle. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming—like the first deep inhale after the flu, lungs clear and desperate.

I finish washing but keep my hand between my legs, not masturbating, not exactly. Just holding. Honoring the ache. I squeeze my thighs around my fingers and close my eyes, savoring the animal part of me that’s awake for the first time since puberty.

After, I towel off. I find panties—the thinnest pair I own, white cotton with a band of lace, barely there. I put them on slow, teasing myself, knowing how the fabric will cling and abrade. Even this is a kind of invitation, a dare for tonight.

My jeans are out of the question. My skin is too soft, too alert. I settle for sweats and a university t-shirt, hair in a bun, but the panties are the secret, the signal.

In the kitchen I make coffee, still on autopilot. The cold outside the window is searing, a white fire. I can’t focus on anything for longer than a minute. The taste of everything is off—sharper, almost metallic. My tongue is never not aware of itself.

I keep checking the clock, even though I have nowhere to be. Each hour brings a little shiver of anticipation. I pace, I clean, I go back to the mirror just to see if the marks on my neck are real or a trick of the light.

By dusk, I’m vibrating with need. Not just sex, though that’s part of it. I want him—Stubby, the fucking elf, the legend, whatever he is. I want him to show up and show me what happens when stories become flesh.

When darkness finally claws its way over the city, I’m in bed, legs bare, covers half off, lying on top of the soiled sheets like a crime scene. I say it out loud, to the flat, to the shadows:

“Come back, whoever you are. I’m ready for night two.”

I mean it. I mean every word.


Chapter 3

The second night, it’s the sound that wakes me—metal ringing inside my skull like the first bite of a dentist’s drill. My eyes drag themselves open, stuck at the lashes, reluctant, and I listen: a slow percolation through the flue, a wet cough and a cascade of soot, then the whistle of metal on brick.

I know the pattern now. Each night brings a new visitor, but not one the world would ever confess to. I don’t bother to pretend I’m still asleep, but I do twist my hands deeper into the blanket, an old game from childhood: as if if I’m very still, and very quiet, they might pass me over. It never works, and maybe that’s the point.

Tonight’s man is tall—he uncoils from the fireplace in jointed increments, skeleton thin, all elbows and exaggerated knees. His coat is the same tired red as a week-old bloodstain, the kind of threadbare velvet that looks soft but catches every stray particle of light. His hair is white, not the crisp of winter but the soiled, wet kind that clings to drains. His mouth is a gash in a face not made for smiling.

He brings with him a velvet roll, fastened with a black ribbon, and when he unrolls it on the kitchen table, I hear the clatter of silver—old, heavy, antique. Spoons, eleven of them, each nested in a tailor-fit cradle, each with a bowl and a handle more ornate than the last. I think for a moment of museum cases, of curators in white gloves, and then he looks up at me with a stare that says, No. Not for looking.

He calls himself Spoon-Licker. Of course he does.

He doesn’t ask before he takes my wrist. He never asks, and that is somehow a mercy. His fingers are dry, almost papery, and they make a shushing sound against my skin as he peels me from the blanket and deposits me on the kitchen table. My nightgown—a charity shop flannel, pill-thin and blue—is lifted and bunched around my waist with the same absent gentleness as a nurse rolling up a sleeve for an injection. My ass is cold against the table, but he doesn’t give me time to flinch.

He starts with the smallest spoon. It looks like the kind they use to dose poison to royalty—gold-plated bowl, slim as a tongue depressor, the handle twisted into an infinity spiral. He weighs it in his hand as if measuring out just how much I can take. He breathes through his nose, the inhalation sharp, and then he presses the cold of it to my left nipple.

I arch away, instantly, but he follows, relentless. The spoon is glacial, a jolt of arctic up my ribcage, a zinging awareness. He circles it, slow, until the entire areola is numb, then switches to the other side, not missing a beat. Both nipples stiffen, strain, ache. He runs the spoon straight down my sternum, over the thin line of hair that bisects my belly, and halts just above my mound. My skin tightens in gooseflesh. I try not to whimper, but the sound finds its way out anyway.

Spoon-Licker grins, teeth a little too square, a little too numerous. He lays the first spoon to the side and selects another, slightly larger—a dessert spoon, I think, silver with a chip in the handle. This time, he slides the bowl under my breast, scooping me up, lifting, so that the nipple sits right in the cradle of the metal. He sucks on his own bottom lip, eyes half-closed, and then flicks the bowl upward: a quick, practiced motion, a slap disguised as a caress.

It hurts. Not a lot, but enough to matter. The shock, the surprise, the metallic taste of pain behind my tongue. I gasp.

He makes a pleased, humming sound in his throat, and repeats the gesture, each time a little higher, a little harder. I lose count at five. When he switches to the right side, the skin is already flushed, already sensitive, and the sting radiates all the way down to my core.

There’s a rhythm to it, a ceremony. He alternates between bowls and handles: the broad, cold surface to caress and compress, the thinner, slightly rough end to strike, to prod, to tease. He lines up the spent spoons beside my hip, like trophies, each one wet with condensation and a smear of my sweat. By the time he reaches the fourth, I am shaking.

He picks up the fifth, a grotesque ladle, its bowl so wide it could swallow an egg whole, its edge scalloped in the likeness of a shell. He rolls it between his palms, warming it, and then plunges it between my legs. The bowl covers my entire cunt, pressing flat against lips and clit, sealing in the heat. The sudden contrast—his warmed metal on my wet, raw skin—makes me spasm.

He holds it there, immovable, and then begins to rock it side to side. With each movement, the rim catches on my labia, drags across my clit, pulls at the slicked flesh. It’s torture: methodical, exquisite, designed to prolong and intensify. My hips buck against him, seeking more and less at the same time, and I hear myself beg, “Please, please, please,” though I don’t remember meaning to speak.

He’s not done. Not nearly.

He sets the ladle aside and fingers the largest spoon in the collection, a soup spoon worthy of a Dickensian orphan. The bowl is deep, the handle curving like a serpent’s body. He holds it up to my face first, lets me see the reflection: my own pupils blown, my lips bitten raw. Then he slides it back down my belly, letting the edge graze, scrape, threaten.

He positions the tip just at my entrance, barely inside. He waits. It’s unbearable, the anticipation, the way my own body betrays me, clenching and unclenching around the possibility of intrusion. Finally, he slides it in—slow, so slow, the cold of the metal parting me, stretching me, the curve hitting places fingers never could.

He fucks me with the spoon.

There’s no other way to say it. He rotates it, back and forth, dipping, twisting, collecting the juice, the heat, the very essence of what I am in that moment. When he pulls it out, it’s full—overflowing, in fact—and he brings it to his mouth, tilts it, drinks.

He moans. Not performative, but as if he’s just swallowed something sacred.

My orgasm hits so suddenly I don’t know it’s coming until my spine bows off the table, until my heels dig trenches in the wood, until my voice rips itself out of my throat. He’s already refilled the spoon, and drinks again. And again.

Each time, he swaps out for a fresh utensil, lining up the gleaming, pearly relics like a monk setting out communion wafers. I lose track of the number. I lose track of my own name. The world contracts to the heat between my thighs, the relentless press of metal, the gaping hunger in his blackhole eyes.

By the eleventh spoon, I am spent. I am more liquid than solid, splayed open and gasping, my voice gone to a hoarse rasp. The table is sticky beneath me. The air smells of sweat and ozone and an edge of old silver.

He stands over me, chest heaving, and surveys his work with the satisfaction of an artist. Then, with careful precision, he collects the row of spoons, each still cradling a glistening pool of my spend, and slides them back into the velvet roll. He ties the ribbon with a flourish, bows, and vanishes—up the chimney, or into thin air, I don’t know.

For a while, I can’t move. My body is a ringing fork, still vibrating with the aftershocks. I listen to the silence, waiting for the next sound, the next arrival, the next exquisite horror.

It’s only when I try to swallow that I realize my throat is bleeding, just a little, from screaming his name.

***

I must have blacked out, because when I next notice anything it’s the sound of metal again—an echo, a shiver, the subtlest difference from before. I try to open my eyes but they’re gummy with tears. I force them, and through the blur I see a shape moving at the edge of the kitchen: Spoon-Licker, returned, his coat hung loose from his frame as if the first round undressed him too. His cheeks are damp with my pussy. His hands tremble, barely.

He unrolls his velvet case, slow as a priest undoing a shroud, and draws out the twelfth and final spoon. This one is slender, almost a whisper of metal, a thing meant for caviar or absinthe or perhaps an infant’s first taste of honey. He polishes it on his sleeve, and the fabric comes away wet.

I try to push up on my elbows, to protest, but my arms are rubber. He looks at me and smiles—this time, softer, almost fond.

He speaks, and his voice is guttural from swallowing, but clear: “Just one more, pet.”

I don’t know if I whimper or nod. He slides the spoon between my thighs, this time not hovering but plunging it directly into me. I am so raw, so open, that I expect pain, but instead it’s just heat and wet, the whole of me squeezing shut and then trembling apart. He leaves it in place for a beat, and I feel the vibrations of my own pulse against the metal, the aftershocks of the last round already building into something new.

He cups my knee, spreads me wider, and leans in: his mouth inches from my cunt, the spoon’s silver handle still protruding. I watch as he grips it with his lips, withdraws it in one slow, greedy pull, and then closes his mouth over the bowl. The moan he makes this time is softer, private, a secret he’s letting me overhear. He tilts his head back, swallows, and shudders.

The moment is so intense it wrings an after-climax out of me, a shock that makes my toes curl and my eyes snap shut again.

When I open them, Spoon-Licker is licking the last of me from the edge of the spoon, careful not to waste a drop. He slides it back into the roll, tucks the whole thing under his arm, and then—impossibly—takes out a teaspoon I’d never noticed before. It’s the plainest of the set, no ornament, no polish, only a faint stain from years of use.

He sets the tip of it against my clit. Just the tip, so cold I think I might die from it. Then, a tiny, perfect pressure, a tap so light it might be a kiss. I spasm, harder than ever before, a sharp, helpless noise escaping my lips.

Spoon-Licker bows. Not mockingly, but with the gravity of a champion or a condemned man. He leans down to my ear, voice as thin as paper: “Tomorrow, pet, something hungrier than spoons will taste you.”

He straightens, and for an instant I catch a whiff of him—soot, cinnamon, a trace of the iron in my own blood. Then he’s gone, vanished into the kitchen shadows, or the chimney, or a place that doesn’t need doors.

The kitchen clock reads 4:17 a.m. The table beneath me is wet, puddled, and I wonder if I’ll ever get the stains out. My thighs shake so hard I worry they might simply snap off. The chill of that final teaspoon lingers, a cold kiss branded right at my core.

I touch it, once, to see if it’s still there. The sensation is a live wire, an unending promise.

Tomorrow. There are ten more nights, and I already know I’ll be waiting.

***

Morning is slow to come. I sleep in bursts: fifteen minutes at a time, jags of sound and color, then the memory of spoons waking me with a shiver. When I finally drag myself upright, my thighs are glued together with dried secretions, and my sheets look like I spilled a bowl of egg whites down the middle.

My voice, when I try it, is a croak. I laugh at the sound, and the memory of screaming—how unselfconscious I was, how little I cared if the neighbors heard. The house feels different today: lighter, expectant. I half-believe the table will still be lined with his cutlery, each bowl gleaming with last night’s offerings. But it’s clean. He took everything.

I strip the bedding, bundle it into the washer, then stand in front of the bathroom mirror and just stare. The skin on my breasts is blotched pink and purple, spoon-shaped bruises and thumbprint smudges. My nipples are red and raw, one with a bite-marked edge. I run my tongue over my lips, searching for the taste of silver, but all I get is the faintest tang, like old coins.

I should be sore. I should be ashamed, but I am vibrating with something new—a frequency I can’t dial down, even when I press my palm to my sternum and breathe deep.

I lock the bathroom door. I don’t bother to take my phone with me; I want this hour to belong to me and only me.

The water is scalding, exactly how I like it. I stand under the spray, watching the previous night sluice off my body, turning the drain-swirls cloudy, then clear. I lather soap between my hands, the old-school kind that smells like juniper and ammonia, and work it into every bruise and scrape. It stings, but the pain is clarifying, a border drawn around last night’s blurred edges.

When I reach for the razor, I hesitate. It’s not something I usually do—my body hair is thick, dark, a map of where I come from, a dare to anyone who thinks women should be smooth as peeled apples. I love my fur, love the way it bristles and curls, love the animal of it.

But today, I want to be bare. I want to feel everything.

I dig out a can of shaving cream I forgot I owned, shake it until the rattle is deafening, and spray a mound into my palm. The foam is cold, shockingly so, and I smear it over my mound, up to the waistband line, down between my thighs, and—on a sudden impulse—into the cleft of my ass. I use a hand mirror to see what I’m doing. I’ve never done this before, not even as a teenager.

I take the first pass with the razor, careful, deliberate. The hair comes away in fat, matted strings. Each stroke exposes a stripe of pink, gleaming skin that’s never seen light or felt anything but its own warm shelter. I rinse the razor under the tap, marvel at how much I’m changing myself. I keep going: second pass, third, until I am as smooth as a mannequin, until I can’t stop running my palm over the newness of it.

When I get to the crease of my ass, I feel a blush spread up my back. I know I’m alone, but the act is so intimate it borders on obscene. I lather the area again, use the mirror, and drag the blade up, slow. My fingers slip with soap, and for a second I picture a dozen hands—rough, greedy, monstrous—spreading me, baring me, inspecting their feast.

I am instantly, shamefully wet.

I finish the job, rinse myself clean, and turn the water to cold. It burns, and my nipples go hard enough to ache. My clit is a live wire; the memory of the teaspoon is so vivid I swear I can see a bruise in the shape of its bowl.

I dry off, careful not to irritate the new skin. I want to touch myself, but I make myself wait, draw out the anticipation. I slather on moisturizer, unscented, let it soak in. By the time I’m finished, I am flushed, pulsing, and ready to combust.

I lie back on my bed, towel beneath me, and spread my legs wide. The sight is shocking, almost alien. Everything is so pink, so raw, so perfectly exposed. I cup my mound with one hand, then slip three fingers inside, easy as breathing. With my other thumb, I circle the clit, slow, then faster, until the world tunnels to that one, burning point.

I think of the spoons, the way he watched my orgasm like a worshipper at the altar, the way he drank me down with reverence. I think of what he promised: eleven more nights, eleven more creatures, each more hungry than the last.

The orgasm is brutal, a wave that flings me out of myself and leaves me gasping, nails digging crescents into my thigh. I cry out, not words, just raw noise, and don’t care who hears.

After, I sit up, legs shaking, and stare at my reflection in the closet mirror. I look like a different person: skin pink and gleaming, lips swollen, hair wild. My body is a crime scene, and I am both victim and perpetrator.

I smile. I can’t help it.

Tomorrow, the hunger will come again. Tomorrow, I will let it.


Chapter 4

The clock on my phone says 11:59 and I am already grinding my hips against the sofa cushion, pretending I don’t know why I’ve grown obsessed with this specific hour, this particular shadowed spot in the living room, this exact side of the battered blue sectional where last night a huge, hairy man-beast left claw prints in the crushed velour. The house is dark except for the gingerbread glow of the Christmas tree and the banked coals in the hearth. My asshole is still tingling, shaved baby-smooth, quivering with the memory of three days of Yule-fucking. I dig my fingers into the cushion and try not to whimper. The wind rattles the window. There’s a crack, a pop, and then the stench of burning birch fills the room.

Midnight.

The fireplace doesn’t just belch: it explodes, a gout of soot shotgunning across the living room. My eyes squeeze shut. When I open them, he’s already here.

He is even bigger than I remember. He has to crouch to clear the fireplace, wide shoulders hunching as he shakes out a mane of steel-wool beard and mussed, greasy hair. The beard is wet, matted with what I am suddenly certain is my own moisture from last night’s visit, and under that, his teeth flash: a cartoon of appetite. His eyes catch the lights from the tree and for a second I think: wolf. Then he laughs, low and evil, and stamps the cinders off his boots.

Tonight’s cap is deeper red, almost brown with old filth, drooping rakishly over one battered ear. The shirt is the same: plaid, ripped at the seams, sleeves rolled up to show hands the size of spatulas. He wipes his mouth on the back of one, grins at me, and in three steps he is across the room.

I barely have time to brace before he seizes me by the hips. The strength in his grip is shocking; I’m airborne for a second, my breath caught in my throat as he flips me face-down and hooks my waist over the arm of the sofa. My knees don’t even touch the cushions, just dangle above the rug, toes scraping for purchase. I try to say his name, or any name—something to acknowledge that this is, impossibly, exactly what I want—but he is already pulling my ass up and apart, spreading me wide enough that the cold air stings.

The only warning I get is a single, growled exhale, half snort and half the kind of sound you make when you see your favorite food after a week of hunger. Then his face is buried in my ass and it’s like nothing else I have ever felt.

No teasing, no build-up: his tongue is a thick, hot wedge, zeroing straight for my asshole. The first touch is so slick and so deliberate my body locks in surprise. It’s not a quick flick or a playful dart, it’s a relentless, wet circle, his tongue tip digging and spiraling, making my ring spasm open with each pass. My hands fly to the armrest, nails carving the cheap vinyl, and I shove my face into the crook of my elbow to muffle the involuntary, animal sound that rips out of me.

He holds me still with one hand, the other palming and kneading my ass cheek, fingers spread wide to keep me open for his mouth. His grip is merciless: every squeeze threatens to leave bruises, and I find myself arching back, desperate for more, for deeper, for whatever he wants to do to me. I am drooling into the sofa, knees shaking, hips fighting between fleeing and fucking his face.

His beard scratches my skin, a wiry mass abraded by spit and—fuck, is that drool or lube or just pure, hungry saliva—he is eating my ass with a devotion I have never experienced from another human being. The rhythm is set: a slow, methodical swirl that ends with a hard push of his tongue into the center, every pass working me looser. Then he switches tactics and sucks hard, lips clamping around my pucker, tongue plunging inside, and the stretch is so filthy I yelp. My eyes stream. My spine bows so hard I nearly tip off the armrest, but he holds me pinned.

It’s not just sensation. There’s a psychological edge: the way he’s made me helpless, the way his face is buried in the most secret, most embarrassing part of me, the way his tongue bullies its way past my resistance. I am split wide open and not just physically. I want to speak—to say, more, or harder, or please—but the words dissolve into groans.

He makes a noise of satisfaction, a rumbling chuckle, and starts using both hands to spread me wider, tilting my hips to angle me perfectly for his mouth. I can feel the beard, soaked now, matting to my inner thighs. He’s not careful. He’s not even civilized about it. He is devouring me, rooting and slurping, tongue never still, hands never gentle. It’s not just my asshole he’s after—he finds the perineum, the backs of my balls, everything he can reach—but always, always comes back to the ring, to rim and tongue-fuck it until I am incoherent.

I have never, in my life, come from this. I have never thought I could. But the pressure builds, and I realize I am grinding my clit against the sofa, humping in rhythm to his tongue, and the edge is so close it’s terrifying. The air is wet with our sweat and the spit running down my crack; I can hear him swallowing. Every time he pulls back to breathe, he smacks his lips, mutters something guttural and approving, then dives back in, deeper and harder.

When I finally come, it happens so violently I nearly black out. My asshole contracts around his tongue, milking it, and I scream into the cushions. He doesn’t stop. He doesn’t even slow down. The aftershocks make me kick and squirm, but he pins my hips and keeps eating until the entire bottom half of me is a single nerve, lit up and pulsing.

He only stops when I go limp, face mashed into the sofa, drool and tears soaking the armrest. His beard scrapes one final time as he withdraws, and for a second the room is utterly silent except for my ragged breathing and the moist, debauched sounds of him licking his lips.

He lets go. The spell is broken. I collapse onto the cushions, shaking, utterly spent.

From behind, I hear him growl low and satisfied. I don’t have the strength to turn and look, but I feel the heat of his hand as he gives my ass a single, proprietary smack.

Then the sound of heavy boots, the hiss of the fire, and—impossibly—the creak of the flue as he retreats, up and out, vanishing with the same impossible speed with which he arrived.

I lie there, still spread open, still wet, unable to move. The house is quiet, except for the sizzle of embers and the distant jingle of something metallic.

I wonder, as I gather the will to uncurl from the sofa, what on earth I’m supposed to do until tomorrow night.

***

I am not sure how long I lie there, collapsed and panting, before I realize he hasn’t actually left.

The fire is dying, but in its orange gloom I see the silhouette of Pot-Scraper looming over me, one fist braced on the mantel, the other squeezing and massaging my ass as if checking the ripeness of a fruit. I flinch when he hooks his fingers behind my knee and hikes it up onto the backrest, spreading me open all over again. My body is jelly, boneless and raw, but somehow my nerves keep firing: every touch, every shift of his hands is a flare of sensation. I can’t look at him, but I can feel the heat of his gaze.

Then, with an almost lazy patience, he settles on his knees behind me, beard dragging down my inner thigh, and resumes where he left off.

He feasts.

It’s the only word that fits. What he does is so far past any human standard of oral sex that it deserves its own classification, some language of monsters and ancient hungers. His tongue is tireless, relentless. He alternates between planting his face in my asshole—licking, sucking, ramming, even occasionally biting, just to make sure I am paying attention—and taking long, deliberate laps that drag from my clit up to the base of my spine. Each stroke is so methodical I can tell he’s doing it on purpose, savoring every taste and texture, as if mapping me for later.

My skin is on fire. There are points where the sensation merges and splits, each lick connecting my asshole to my cunt to my nipples to my scalp, a single wire of pleasure strung taut from one end of me to the other. Sometimes I try to squirm away, overwhelmed, but he only presses harder, pinning my hips so tightly I feel the sofa frame through my bones.

He uses his hands like he’s got too many: one holding me open, the other kneading my ass, then switching to grip my thigh or squeeze my calf. He is endlessly inventive. I never know where the next sensation will come from—beard bristle, tongue flat and wide, tongue stabbing sharp and deep, lips closing over my rim and sucking until I swear I can feel my insides being drawn out.

Eventually, inevitably, he brings his fingers into play.

At first it’s a single finger, callused and thick, just sliding into my soaked cunt as if to test the temperature. I gasp, because I am embarrassingly, shamefully ready for it, and his tongue doesn’t even slow down. He works it in and out, lazily, keeping the main event centered on my ass. After a minute, he adds a second finger, then a third. I am so open, so wet, that the stretch barely registers as pain; instead, it’s a fullness, a sense of being possessed. He crooks his fingers and finds a spot I didn’t know I had, rubbing circles there while his mouth keeps ransacking my back hole.

I lose the ability to think straight. There’s no time, no world, only this animal man and my own ruin. When I come again—faster than the first time—it’s a blinding, electric shock that leaves me howling into the pillows, tears streaming down my nose. He doesn’t stop. He doesn’t even pause. If anything, my orgasms only encourage him to redouble his efforts, as though each shudder is an invitation to outdo himself.

There is a moment, after the third, maybe the fourth time he wrings an orgasm from me, where I realize with perfect, crystalline clarity: I love this. I love what he is doing to me. I love being fucked open, love the messy filth, love that I am drooling and sweating and snotting myself in front of a monster who will never tire of me, never judge, never even ask for anything in return except the pleasure of devouring me.

It feels like a confession, some ancient shame finally given voice.

“More,” I whisper, and then louder: “Please. Please. Don’t stop.” My voice is gone, raw and shredded, but he hears me. I feel him smile against my skin.

He switches it up. Now his fingers, still thrusting in my cunt, curl just right to press against that spot inside, while his tongue focuses purely on my asshole, tongue-fucking me with the same deep, rhythmic strokes. The double assault is too much: I break, dissolving into a helpless, sobbing wreck, barely able to breathe. The tears are new—not from pain or even pleasure, but relief. I am unmade, rebuilt, emptied of every thought except for this moment.

Hours pass. I am aware only in flashes: the burn of his beard, the iron grip of his hands, the taste of salt and blood in my mouth from biting my own arm, the sound of him grunting approval each time I spasm around his tongue. My thighs are sticky with sweat, every muscle locked or trembling. I feel myself open, wider and wider, until there’s no resistance left at all.

Only when I collapse for good—completely limp, twitching, my asshole fluttering around the empty air—does he finally slow. I sense the loss, the sudden vacuum of his heat and presence, and whimper like a child deprived of a pacifier.

He is gentle, then, for the first time. He brushes my hair back from my face, licks the last tears from my cheek, and plants a soft, deliberate kiss right on my raw, used hole. He wipes his beard—now glistening with my fluids—on my thigh, leaves a burning handprint on my hip, and leans in to growl, “Clean and ready for tomorrow, little feast.”

He stands, dusts off his knees, and with a single leap vaults over the sofa and strides for the fireplace.

I don’t want him to go. I reach out, but my arm is too heavy to lift.

He pauses, glances over his shoulder, and tips his filthy cap. His eyes are bright, almost human, and for a second I imagine he might say something else—something tender, or at least obscene. Instead, he just winks.

A swirl of embers, a shower of ash, and he is gone.

I am alone, shattered, and waiting for the next night to come.

***

I wake up to sunlight streaming through the window and the smell of scorched wool.

My body is one long bruise, radiating heat and slow, liquid pulses of ache. I am sprawled face-down on the living room rug, legs splayed, tongue thick and dry in my mouth. The fireplace is dark, but the room stinks of ash and sex and something wilder. I try to move and everything hurts in a way that makes me smile, even before my eyes are fully open.

My ass is the epicenter: tingling, sore, deliciously abused. The rest of me isn’t far behind—thighs sticky, every muscle in my back and shoulders popping with complaint. I reach down, slide a cautious finger along the seam of my crack, and moan at how open it feels, how raw and tender. The skin is still slick, and I find a dab of dried spit just inside the rim, a trophy from last night’s marathon.

For a minute I just lie there, breathing, letting myself feel it all. My hair is tangled with drool and god knows what else. My hands are trembling, but I can’t tell if it’s exhaustion or excitement or both.

Eventually I crawl to the bathroom and perch on the edge of the tub, squinting at my reflection in the vanity mirror.

My eyes are bloodshot, cheeks streaked with salt. But the rest of me—

My ass is a masterpiece. Faint pink handprints bloom across the curve, evidence of his grip. When I twist a little further, I can see how my asshole and cunt look: puffy, stretched, a little disgraceful, totally perfect. I can’t remember the last time I liked my own body this much. I run my palm over the bristly stubble of my mound, feeling the contrast of smooth and rough, and for a moment I think about shaving it again just so it’s extra sensitive for the next night.

The next night. The thought hits me like a shot of liquor: there are more of these men, more monsters, more impossible hungers to feed. My legs clench together on their own, and the sore pulse between them makes my head spin.

I lean in until my nose nearly touches the glass. My breath fogs the surface. “I love it,” I whisper, and then again, voice steadier, louder: “I love being fucked like this.” The admission sends a weird, giddy relief through me, like something heavy I’ve been carrying just dropped away.

I can’t stop smiling. The smile starts small, creeps across my face, and soon I am giggling, then laughing, which makes my battered muscles protest, which makes me laugh harder.

I make coffee, standing in the kitchen with my sweatshirt draped over nothing. I drink it black and strong, one hand constantly finding its way to the sore places: the stripe of my hip, the throbbing ring of my ass, the bruises on my thighs. Each touch is a memory, a promise, a countdown.

By ten AM I am clenching and unclenching, already imagining what night five will bring.

I am ready. I am starving. And this time, I don’t want to wait.


Chapter 5

On the fifth night I light candles in all the windows. Even in the dead of Reykjavik’s December, the wind can’t touch them, but I’m greedy for every glimmer—greedy for warmth, for attention, for more. The first four nights of Yuletide left me wrecked and raw in the best way, bruised by the teeth and tongues of four spectral lovers who drank me down like schnapps and left my thighs sticky and shivering. But tonight? Tonight is Askasleikir’s night. The Bowl-Licker. The rich one, if you know how to read your sagas.

The clock on the stove clicks over to 2:22 a.m. and the candles gutter in a phantom draft. The scent comes first, curling through the vents, thick as a paywalled fashion magazine: oud, bitter orange, powdered gold, and something so expensive it doesn’t even have a name in Icelandic. I walk, barefoot and aching, into the kitchen. My terry cloth robe—stolen from the Blue Lagoon last spring, a crime I’ll never regret—brushes my calves. I don’t bother belting it, and the hem teases the tops of my thighs. There’s no need for modesty now. Not with him.

The hearth wasn’t even lit, but he steps through it anyway, the bricks bulging and receding around his shape as if the house is complicit in his decadence. He wears a crimson cashmere coat, white fox exploding from the collar, the lining a discreet diamond pattern that says Savile Row, not Santa School. The coat is open to the waist, showing a chest like a Greek statue polished with argan oil. Below, the trousers are black and fitted, tailored to the muscle and hung with a silver chain instead of a belt.

He carries a silver bowl as wide as a steering wheel, filled to the lip with something pale and plush. In the other hand, a slender glass bottle of chocolate so dark it absorbs the flickering light, the label hand-printed in what looks like Matisse’s own handwriting. I can smell the cocoa and the single-estate cream from where I stand. My stomach clenches, my mouth waters, but it’s lower than hunger. He smiles and his teeth catch candlelight. “Elísabet,” he says, drawing out the s like a hiss between silk sheets. “You’ve been more than good.”

My knees threaten mutiny. I grip the counter with both hands. “You’re late,” I manage, but the pulse in my neck gives me away.

“Perfection is never rushed,” he purrs, setting the bowl down on the marble slab. The chocolate sauce bottle stands sentinel beside it, a black monolith. He leans across the kitchen island, bracing himself on his forearms. The coat falls open further. His chest is entirely hairless, gleaming and absurdly smooth, like he’s been waxed by Botticelli’s personal esthetician. He gestures to the bowl. “Fresh from Akureyri. Whipped by nuns. I paid them in sapphires.”

The city is still and silent outside, the rest of the building asleep or pretending not to listen. The kitchen has never felt more alive. I lick my lips and try not to imagine the price of even a spoonful. “And the chocolate?”

He drags a finger over the bottle, not unlike a lover’s stroke. “Venezuelan. Single origin. The tree that grew the beans was struck by lightning the day I bought it.”

I roll my eyes, because I can. “You’re showing off.”

He lifts the bowl, walking around the island, the fox collar brushing against my cheek as he passes. His scent is dizzying, and I want to climb inside it, curl up and never leave. He puts the bowl down and leans in, lips nearly grazing my ear. “That’s what you’re for, isn’t it? To be shown off?”

My cheeks go nuclear. My thighs ache. He’s right, of course. I wanted all of this. The whole Twelve Yule Lads cycle, the excess, the sensation, the folklore unspooling through my pelvis in nightly installments. I close my eyes and let the feeling spread through me, electric and humiliating.

He draws back. “Good girl. Now, the table.”

I obey, though it feels less like command and more like physics: movement, inevitability, lust. The old oak dining table is heavy, inherited, and scored with three generations of knife marks. He sets the bowl beside me, lifts me by the hips, and deposits me on my back as if I weigh nothing, which—compared to his wallet, I probably don’t. The terry cloth robe falls away, exposing me to the chill of the air, the heat of his gaze.

He stares at my cunt for a long, appraising moment. He’s a connoisseur, and I want to giggle, but his reverence kills the impulse. “Smooth as rose quartz,” he murmurs, running a fingertip up my labia. “You did this for me.”

“I did,” I admit. “Took me two hours.”

“Worth every minute.”

He brings the bowl close and selects a sterling spoon with the kind of gravitas usually reserved for breaking ground on a cathedral. He scoops up a cloud of whipped cream and drops it in a soft mound on my belly, just below the navel. It’s cold, almost painfully so, and my stomach jumps. He doesn’t flinch. Instead, he uses the spoon to chase rivulets of cream toward the rise of my mound, then pauses to drag his tongue in a slow, looping circle, collecting the cream and the flavor of my skin.

It’s erotic, yes, but it’s also deeply, pointlessly luxurious. Every gesture is more decadent than necessary. He works his way lower, layering dollops of cream along my pubic bone and down the center of my lips, each application colder than the last. He paints me like a dessert, sculpting the peaks and valleys with an artist’s patience. I’m shivering now, and not just from the temperature.

He sets the spoon down with a clink. From a deep, hidden pocket, he produces a small canister, the kind that baristas use to whip cream to molecular perfection. He holds it up so I can see the brand: iSi, imported, ultra-premium. “I brought something special,” he says, and with one hand, uncaps the nozzle.

He parts my legs with hands that are strong and careful, reverent as a priest’s. The first touch of the steel tip at my entrance makes me gasp. He gives me time to adjust. “Ready?” he asks, but it’s rhetorical. He’s already pressing the trigger.

The sound is a low hiss, intimate and embarrassing. The whipped cream jets inside me, so cold I almost scream, but he holds the canister steady, letting the white billow fill me up. My pelvis lifts off the table, instinctively trying to escape and to get closer all at once. The pressure is intense, sweet, and just this side of too much. I can feel the cream expanding in me, pushing against my walls, leaking out around the nozzle in thick, slow streams.

He pulls the nozzle free with a flourish, and the overflow erupts onto the table in filthy, luscious ropes. My clit throbs against the slick mess, and I squirm, helpless and hungry. The coat, the fox, the gleam of silver—all of it seems to collapse down to this moment: me, stretched and full of rich, expensive nothing, about to be devoured.

He wastes no time. His mouth finds the leaking cream, tongue scooping it from my folds and my skin in deep, deliberate strokes. The first lick is slow, exploratory; the second, he groans into it like he’s dying of thirst and I’m the only oasis. I can feel the vibration in my bones. He feasts with the same precision he showed in mixing the cream, relentless and thorough, not missing a drop. He pauses only to drizzle chocolate sauce over the mess, the heat of it making me jolt as it drips and trickles between my legs.

He laps at the mixture, alternating cream and chocolate and the heat of my own arousal. My head rolls back, teeth grinding, unable to handle the stimulation, the cold, the heat, the pressure, the shame. I want to protest, but the only words I can manage are frantic, slurred Icelandic, and he seems to delight in my incoherence. “That’s right,” he whispers between bites, “give me everything. You taste like midnight.”

I claw at the table, desperate for something to anchor me. He slides two fingers inside, scooping out more of the cream, then offers them to my mouth. I suck greedily, tasting the chemical tang of the canister, the airy sweetness, and the faint iron of my own cunt. He rewards me with a grin that would get him arrested in most countries.

When the cream inside me is gone, he returns to the bowl, scoops a fresh dollop, and presses it directly to my clit. This time he uses his mouth, not a spoon, tongue circling and flattening, making a mess and loving every drop. The cold is nothing now—just a stage for the heat building inside me. He keeps going until I’m writhing, until my thighs threaten to crush his head, until I come with a sharp, embarrassing shriek that echoes through the silent apartment block.

He only stops when I force him away with both hands, splayed and sticky. He looks up, face smeared with cream and chocolate, mouth wet and shining. “More?” he asks, knowing full well I can’t even speak.

My legs are jelly, my hips aching from the intensity, the fullness, the release. He leaves me sprawled on the table, legs open, chest heaving, every inch of skin tingling. He gathers the bowl and the bottle, and with a theatrical bow, takes them to the sink. “I’ll just clean up,” he says, like a good houseguest.

The candles flicker, the room breathes. I stare up at the ceiling, laughing, and for the first time in years, I don’t feel empty at all.

***

The thing about excess is, it always leaves you wanting more. Even when you’re full to the brim, even when your cunt aches with the cold ghost of whipped cream and your thighs tremble with aftershocks, there’s always another appetite.

I’m sprawled, senseless, across the dining table, hair pasted to my cheek, breath fogging the lacquered wood. I must look utterly fucked, but he stands above me, untouched by the carnage, buttoning his coat with a calmness that’s almost clinical. The diamond chain glints in the candlelight. I half-expect him to light a cigar.

He doesn’t, of course. Filthy Rich Santa is too cultured for smoke. Instead, he gathers the empty bowl and inspects it like a sommelier. The tiniest dregs of cream stick to the inner curve, and he flicks them with a tongue that’s already memorized my flavor. Then he gives me a look—hungry, conspiratorial—and slides the bowl beneath my belly.

“You know,” he says, adjusting the angle with a little clink, “the most refined pleasures are the rarest. The ones you save for last.”

I lift my head, confused, eyelids heavy. “What are you—?”

He cuts me off with a finger to my lips. “Let’s not insult each other with modesty, Elísabet. The stories say I lick bowls, but I’m after the real vintage. The truest distillation of you.”

My brain is slow, post-orgasmic. It takes me a second to connect the dots. He’s angled my hips, my bare ass hanging over the lip of the table, the crystal bowl nestled right underneath. And then the realization hits and my face goes volcanic. He’s not going to—he wouldn’t—

He would. Of course he would.

His hand circles my ankle, steadying me. His other palm glides up my thigh, gentle but insistent, parting me wider, exposing everything. “You can say no,” he offers, the words pure velvet, but it’s a formality. He knows I won’t. I’m already trembling with the anticipation, the nerves, the shivery shame of being asked for something so private, so primitive, by a man who could buy and sell the whole block without looking up from his espresso.

I can’t look at him. “It’s just— I mean, I’m—”

He kisses the back of my knee. “You’re perfect.”

Something crumples in my chest. I force myself to breathe, to let go, but my bladder clenches with stage fright. He notices immediately. “Don’t think,” he murmurs. “Just be.”

He tilts the bowl again, and the edge presses cool and hard against my vulva. The pressure is comforting, grounding. I try to relax, but every muscle in my body is locked. My pulse is deafening.

His hands cradle my hips, gentle as a cradle thief. His voice drops even lower, the poshest hush. “Do it for me, darling. Give me the gift.”

It’s so absurd, so insane, that the resistance just snaps. I shut my eyes and push. The first trickle of hot piss is a shameful relief; it feels like sin. The bowl catches the gold, and the sound is impossibly loud in the silent kitchen—a hot patter, then a flood. I want to crawl out of my own skin, but he holds me steady, not missing a beat.

He leans down, dipping his tongue into the bowl as it fills. I peek between my arms and see him lapping at the stream, drinking me down with the same greed he brought to the whipped cream, but this time it’s raw, animal, without the pretense of table manners. The sound of it—the slurp, the hum of approval—makes my face burn.

But then he slides the bowl away and replaces it with his mouth.

He buries his face between my cheeks, mouth open, catching every drop. I gasp, startled, but the shock turns instantly into a hot, convulsive pleasure. He drinks from me directly, the contact filthy and unfiltered, and somehow, it’s the most intimate thing anyone has ever done to me.

He moans, the vibration ricocheting through my core. The humiliation mingles with a twisted pride—he wants me this badly, enough to make me his fountain. My clit throbs against his nose, the sensation so fierce I lose all control and gush again, this time straight into his thirsty mouth.

He swallows everything, adamant, not spilling a single drop. The aristocrat composure is gone now, replaced with something darker, feral. He licks me clean, then keeps licking, tracing the rim of my hole with the tip of his tongue, as if searching for the last atom of me.

My whole body seizes. I grind down on his face, riding the wave, and when I come this time, it’s not the polite tremor of a hand-job orgasm but a full-body collapse, a death-and-resurrection that leaves me sobbing into my own arms.

He finally draws away, lips wet, face flushed, eyes diamond-bright. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand and smiles. “Vintage indeed.”

I want to slap him, and I want to kiss him, and most of all I want to die of the pleasure. Instead, I sag against the table, spent, barely conscious. He lifts me off the wood, cradles me against his chest, and for a long, silent minute, we just breathe.

When my mind returns, the bowl is gone, the table spotless. He must have cleaned it while I was unconscious, or dreaming, or otherwise annihilated. He sits me down on the nearest chair and drapes the fox-collared coat around my shoulders, as if to remind me I belong to him for at least the rest of the night.

He pours a glass of water, ice cubes singing in the silence. He hands it to me with a wink. “Hydration is crucial, my dear.”

I drink, and the taste of him lingers on my tongue, mingled with salt and sweet, and the faintest perfume of shame. I love it. I love all of it.

He leans in, lips brushing my ear, voice barely more than a vibration. “You’re the only thing I want under my tree.”

And I believe him, even if just for a moment.

***

He lets me sip water until I’m steady enough to stand, then takes the glass from my hand and sets it gently on the counter. His smile is less wolfish now, more satisfied, the kind of satisfaction you see on the faces of men who have just acquired something priceless. He steps back, working his shoulders like an athlete loosening up before a medal ceremony, and then he shrugs off the cashmere coat entirely.

The effect is instant. With the fox collar gone, he’s somehow even larger, more sculptural, all hard lines and dark intent. He strips off the silk shirt underneath, revealing a torso chiseled and hairless, pecs cut from a finer marble than any Greek ruin. But my eyes catch on the main event: the bulge in his trousers, outlined with the precision of a high-resolution scan. It isn’t even subtle. He wants me to see.

He unbuckles the diamond chain, tugs down the tailored slacks, and there it is—his cock, thick and opulent, already glazed with a velvet sheen of chocolate sauce. The contrast of dark syrup against pale, satiny skin is almost obscene, as if he’s tailored his entire body for this single, perfect unveiling. The heat rushes to my cheeks. I want it in my mouth before I can even think the words.

He knows. He always knows.

“Hungry?” he asks, voice drier than a museum curator’s whisper.

I’m already on my knees, palms splayed on the hardwood, hair loose and wild. “Starved,” I say, and I mean it.

He guides me in with one hand, a gentle pressure at the nape, but there’s no force behind it. He just likes the choreography—the ritual of it. His cock twitches as I wrap my lips around the head, tongue catching the first smear of chocolate, and I swear, the taste is better than any candy I’ve ever had.

I suck, slow and languid, savoring the complexity: bitter cacao, the sharp tang of sea salt, the warmth of his skin underneath. He moans, the noise rumbling through his body into mine. I use both hands, stroking him from root to tip, milking out more of the sauce with each pass. My mouth floods with saliva, my own juices running down my thighs, but I don’t care if I’m a mess. I want to be destroyed by this. I want to be a cautionary tale for anyone who thinks dessert is just for after dinner.

He tangles his fingers in my hair, diamond rings snagging in the curls. He’s careful, threading the strands between his knuckles, never pulling too hard, but always reminding me who’s in charge. The chocolate melts, velvet and sticky, coating my tongue and the roof of my mouth. Every inch of him is thick with flavor and heat. I gag a little when he thrusts deeper, but he backs off, letting me breathe, and then pulls me back down, slower this time.

“You’re incredible,” he murmurs, stroking my scalp. “Better than anything I could buy.”

It should be demeaning, but instead, I feel like the most powerful woman in the city. He wants me, needs me, and I’m going to make him beg for the finish. I work him harder, swirling my tongue, flattening it along the underside, then popping off the tip with a wet gasp and licking a long, slow stripe up the length. The chocolate makes everything slippery, almost too much, but I want more, and he lets me have it.

I look up at him, eyes wide, and catch his gaze. His pupils are blown, black as ink, his face flushed and intent. He’s close. I can tell by the way his hips start to jerk, just a little, the way his fingers grip tighter.

“You want it?” he asks, barely above a whisper.

I nod, mouth full, unable to speak.

He laughs—low, delighted, a real laugh—and then he lets go.

The first spurt is a shock, thick and hot and impossibly abundant. The chocolate is overwhelmed by the salt and heat of him, the load flooding my mouth in long, unbroken ropes. He comes and comes, more than I thought possible, each pulse drawing a gasp from him and a moan from me. I swallow frantically, desperate to keep up, but it spills down my chin, sticky and shameless.

He doesn’t stop until he’s emptied, and then he slides out, dragging the tip across my lips to paint me with the last streak of chocolate and cum. I lick it up, not wanting to waste a single drop. I feel drunk on it, drunk on him, on the way my belly sloshes with the richness of his gift.

He drags me up to my feet, kisses me hard, and I taste myself in the mix. For a moment, we’re tangled together, bodies glistening and decadent, and I think maybe he’s going to take me again right there on the kitchen floor. But instead, he steps back, tucks himself away, and opens the coat just wide enough to reveal an inside pocket.

He reaches in and produces a wad of bills so thick it barely bends. “For you,” he says, pressing it into my palm. “Call it a gratuity.”

I laugh, dizzy and elated, thumbing the notes. More money than I make in a month, maybe three. I press them to my lips and then, on impulse, to his. He kisses the banknotes, eyes glittering.

“I’ve never felt so…” I start, searching for the word, but he finishes it for me.

“Desired?”

I shake my head. “Expensive.”

He grins, all white teeth and devil. “You’re priceless, darling.”

I collapse into the nearest chair, the money in my lap, chocolate still smeared on my face. For the first time in my life, I feel like luxury, like all the women in the magazines, but better—ruined and radiant, every appetite sated and still hungry for more.

He vanishes, as quietly as he arrived, leaving only the echo of his scent and the lingering, sticky pleasure of a night that will stain my soul forever.

***

When I wake, the kitchen is gone, replaced by a bed I’ve never seen. The sheets are navy silk, the pillows stacked four deep and soft as pastry. There’s a dim gold light, like a secret sun, and the whole room smells faintly of chocolate and cologne.

I stretch, my limbs sore but sated, and the first thing I notice is the weight in my belly. It’s not discomfort—far from it. It’s a delicious, sticky pressure, a gentle swelling under my hand when I palm my abdomen. I grin into the sheets, thinking of the way he filled me, the way he made me drink him down until I was drunk on cream and want. I laugh, low and a little wicked, and it’s the laugh of someone who knows she’s been claimed and adores it.

There’s a rustle beside me. Filthy Rich Santa, now in only a pair of boxer briefs that cost more than my best coat, is sprawled across the mattress, one arm flung over his eyes. The other hand, still heavy with diamond, idly traces patterns over my bare hip.

“You’re awake,” he rumbles, voice thick with sleep and satisfaction.

“Mmm,” I say, rolling toward him, pressing my chest against his ribs, “but not recovered.”

He moves the arm and looks at me, eyes sharp and amused. “No one ever is.”

I rest my head on his shoulder and close my eyes. He smells the way billionaires must: ozone and secrets, clean sweat, the memory of rare botanicals. I could stay here for hours, but he sits up, pulling me with him, and produces a black card from nowhere. Sleek, matte, and embossed with nothing but a Vanta-black snowflake. He tucks it between my breasts, right at the center, and gives it a little tap.

“For toys worthy of you, darling,” he murmurs. “Consider it… unlimited.”

I flush, equal parts embarrassed and delighted, and then I kiss him hard enough to bruise. He groans, pulling me onto his lap, and for a moment I think we’ll start all over, but he extricates himself and stands, the card flashing between my tits like a medal.

He looks back over his shoulder, face lit with the purest mischief. “Don’t spend it all in one place.”

I flip him off, but I’m grinning. He vanishes in a single, luxurious stride, the air where he stood filled with a brief swirl of hundred-króna notes that ignite and turn to ash before they reach the floor. I roll back, sticky and stunned and so completely satisfied that I wonder if this is how the rich die—full, loved, a little bit abused, and absolutely sure it was all worth it.

The chocolate on my lips has dried to a dark stain, so I lick it clean, savoring the faint bitterness. My clit is still tender from hours of indulgence, but I want one last taste. I slip a hand between my thighs and rub, slow and gentle, the way you’d stroke an heirloom. The sensation is immediate, almost shocking, a jolt that shudders up my spine. I moan, low and content, and let the aftershocks roll over me.

When I finally collapse, boneless and grinning, I tuck the card under my pillow and whisper to the dark:

“I’m not just awake anymore—I’m expensive, I’m filthy, and I’m only getting started.”

And for once, I believe it.


Chapter 6

Sixth night, and I’m already running out of clean underwear and plausible excuses for my neighbors. The only clean-up solution for shattered glass is to sweep it into the closet and pray that tomorrow’s incarnation will be more interested in my company than redecorating by brute force. Which is why, when the front door detonates off its hinges at midnight, I don’t even reach for the robe at the foot of my bed. I just mutter “shit” and square my bare feet on the cold parquet, waiting for whatever ungodly chaos my motherland has dredged up this time.

He’s so big he doesn’t fit in the doorframe. Even with the door gone. His shoulders, triple my width in a rusted-out Santa suit with the patches ripped off and the lining dark with oil or blood or both, catch and wedge him in for a second. It buys me time—just enough to see the beard like a wolf’s mane, the eyes blazing behind a yellowed fur trim, the splinters of wood in his fists. Then he laughs. It’s not a jolly sound. It’s the sound of tectonic plates scraping together, and it turns my knees to water.

"Elísabet," he says, voice like an avalanche. My name comes out more as a threat than a greeting. He knows it’s me, as if the last five nights of substitutions and distractions never happened, as if I’m the only one in the world who matters. Maybe tonight, I am.

I should run. But I don't, and not just because the hallway is blocked by three hundred pounds of holiday rage and testosterone. I stand my ground in the living room, arms folded tight, heartbeat up in my throat. He stomps over a pile of last night’s casualties—splintered pine, a melted menorah, someone's jawbone I’m pretty sure came from the bakery—and advances, swinging the battered sack of his namesake like a morning star.

“Don’t you want a drink first?” I squeak, though my voice makes it clear I’d settle for an open grave. He snorts, nostrils flaring, and spits on the floor. “Drink later. Now, you.” His accent is harsher than the others, a dialect I only heard from the grandfathers too mean to die.

He moves fast. Too fast for a man his size. I barely register the arm reaching out before it closes on my bicep, not as a gesture but a command. He drags me into the hallway—what’s left of it— and slams me against the exposed lathe and plaster with a force that rings picture frames down like dominos. One of them clocks me on the shoulder; I hiss in pain, but he doesn’t notice, or maybe he just enjoys it. There’s a standoff moment where his beard brushes my nose and I can smell sweat, leather, a hint of industrial solvent. He holds me in place with a forearm the size of my thigh and shoves his face into mine, searching my eyes with a ferocity I didn’t know existed outside of nature documentaries.

“You wait for this,” he says, not as a question. “All year, you wait.”

His hands aren’t just big—they’re tools, evolved for splitting logs and breaking reindeer necks. When he grabs the lapel of my robe, the tie gives out instantly, fabric yielding to brute strength and gravity. I think about protesting, but it’s too late for that. My breasts are out, nipples peaked from cold and adrenaline, and he stares at them like a starving man encountering fire for the first time.

He doesn’t warm me up. His hands go straight to my waist, squeeze hard enough to bruise, and hoist me off the ground so that my back scrapes the wall. My legs flail in the air; he pins them around his torso with a single squeeze of his arm. I’m entirely at his mercy, which is the whole point, and my clit throbs with the kind of want that makes you ashamed the next morning.

There’s a ripping sound—his glove, the robe, maybe my skin—and then his cock is out. Jesus. I’ve seen it sketched in nursery rhymes, scrawled on bathroom stalls, but never at eye level, never with the threat of imminent application. It’s as thick as my wrist and purplish at the tip, dripping already, and I wonder in a detached way if I’m about to split in two.

He lines up, one hand bracing me and the other guiding himself, and with a single, merciless thrust he’s inside. Not gentle, not gradual, just the sensation of being impaled and the air punched out of my lungs. I make a sound somewhere between a sob and a war cry. He’s not patient, either—immediately starts fucking me with jackhammer rhythm, the slap of flesh on flesh echoing off the ruined drywall, shaking the naked bulb overhead so violently it fizzes and flickers.

He talks while he does it. Icelandic, a filthy dialect, spitting out phrases I can almost but not quite translate. “Óþekkta hóra,” he growls, and I know exactly what that means. His breath is hot in my ear, his beard abrading my neck, the heat of his body pressing out all thought and reason. I’m clawing at his shoulders—not in defense, but in desperate need to hold on. I bite, once, hard, and he laughs and rewards me with a slap across the ass that reverberates down my leg and up my spine.

Every thrust drives me higher up the wall, nails gouging streaks in the plaster, vision swimming with stars. I lose count of the strokes; it’s all sensation now, the ache in my cunt, the shudder in my thighs, the roughness of his hands and the promise of total destruction. He fucks me like he means to break me open and scoop out whatever’s inside.

When I come, it’s without warning or consent. It happens like a seizure, a convulsion that clenches every muscle and wrenches a shriek from my chest. He doesn’t stop—if anything, the spasms drive him harder, and his own rhythm stutters and intensifies. When he comes, it’s with a sound I’ve only ever heard in wildlife documentaries, and a gush that leaves me dripping and spent.

He lets go. I crumple to the floor, limbs tangled, unable to process whether I’m in pain or just overloaded. The hallway is a disaster zone. The frames, the plaster, a splatter of blood from where my shoulder hit the molding. He steps back, zips up, and regards me with a look of animal satisfaction.

I think he’s about to say something, some benediction or curse, but instead he just grunts and stalks into the kitchen, leaving a trail of muddy bootprints and the unmistakable scent of burnt sugar and testosterone. I lay there, pulse thundering, and realize I’m grinning like a lunatic.

Sixth night down. The real fun is just getting started.

***

I’m still tangled in the wreckage of my own hallway when he returns, all red and animal and hands the size of bear traps. He doesn’t bother with words this time—just hauls me up by the armpit like a recalcitrant toddler and flings me over his shoulder. My robe is still somewhere on the living room floor, but modesty is a foreign concept to him. He carts me naked through the flat, dodging furniture only to use it as a weapon against my spine.

First stop is the kitchen, where he pins me to the fridge door with a body-check that threatens to dislodge the entire appliance. I brace myself against the freezer handle, toes dangling. My ass is exposed and vulnerable, and he takes full advantage. His palm lands with the force of a disciplinary committee, and I yelp—once, twice, a full litany as the slaps build to a crescendo. He seems pleased with the color, or maybe just the sound.

“Slappa þig rauðan,” he mutters, low and hungry. Paint you red. He’s a true artist, this one.

He spins me around, hands under my thighs, and impales me on his cock again. The angle’s new, brutal in its own way—he’s deep enough that my vision whites out for a second. My forehead slams against the cold metal, sweat and tears blurring my face. He pistons me up and down, alternating between pinching my nipples and bruising my hips against the door, the pressure of his belly a constant reminder that he could snap me in half if he felt like it. Instead, he chooses to use me as a fucktoy, and I thank him for it with every ragged gasp.

When I start to slide down, exhausted, he simply clamps my waist and carries me to the kitchen island. He bends me over, chest to the marble, and spreads my legs wide. I hear him spit and rub the head of his cock along my slit, teasing me, and then he’s in again, harder than before. This time there’s no pretense of affection—he ruts into me with an urgency I’ve never experienced, grunting and barking orders in a language older than my bones.

I claw at the countertop for purchase. My hands find a fruit bowl and send it skittering to the floor, apples rolling under the stove. I wonder, detached, if I’ll ever get the waxy stains out, or if I’ll just burn the place down when this is over. He grabs my hair and wrenches my head back, baring my throat. His teeth close over the tendon, biting hard, leaving no doubt that this mark will last well into next week.

I love it. I love the savagery of it, the way he treats my body like a thing to be consumed and discarded. It’s a vacation from myself, from the constant vigilance and second-guessing. With every bruise and welt, I become more real.

He fucks me until I can’t remember my own name. When the first orgasm comes, it’s violent—my legs tremble, my knees buckle, and I scream, full-voiced, no shame left in me. He doesn’t slow down, just slaps my ass harder and pulls me back onto him, as if daring me to break.

“Harðara?” he growls in my ear. Harder? I’m crying, laughing, clawing at his hand.

“Yes,” I gasp, “break me.” I mean it, every syllable.

He lifts me again, not gentle, and carts me into the lounge. The bookcase is next—he shoves me face-first into the shelves, books raining down in a paper avalanche. He pins me in place with his hips and fucks me from behind, pulling my hair and hissing curses that, in another context, would make me cry. But here, now, it’s perfect. It’s the only language I want to speak.

Each new surface is a canvas; my body the paint. He leaves his signature everywhere: handprints, bite marks, the red bloom of his palm on my skin. He’s insatiable, and I’m the feast.

When I come the second time, it’s a blackout. I wake up on the floor, limbs askew, him looming above me, breath coming in clouds. He’s spent, finally, but not sated. He kneels down, gathers me into his arms, and cradles my face in his ruined hands.

“You strong,” he says. Not a question. A fact.

I smile, too tired to move. “You have no idea,” I whisper.

He laughs, softer now, and strokes my cheek with surprising gentleness. For a moment, the monster is gone, and it’s just a man, exhausted and proud.

But only for a moment. He stands, stretches, and gives my thigh a final, proprietary slap. “Tomorrow, I slam again,” he promises.

I believe him.

Tonight, I am painted red and perfect and whole.

***

I don’t remember falling asleep, but I come to on the cold kitchen tile, the overhead light gone sepulchral gray with dawn. I can barely move my legs; my ass burns like it’s still being struck, nerves humming with residual shock. My throat is raw from screaming, and my jaw aches from the way I clenched it through each climax. I flex my hands. My nails are caked with blood—not all mine.

He’s still here. I hear him before I see him: the rhythmic scrape of a whetstone against steel, coming from the table. Door-Slammer sits astride one of the dining chairs, his hulking frame hunched over a knife that looks ceremonial and strictly illegal. He’s stripped to his waist, tattoos sprawling across his chest and arms like battle maps. I spot teeth marks—mine—embedded on his shoulder. He grins when he notices me staring.

“Ready again?” he says, the blade slicing air with a whisper.

I want to say no. I want to say fuck off, that my body is spent, that I haven’t had a drop of water in hours and I might die if he so much as looks at me too hard. But that’s not what comes out.

“Do it,” I say, propping myself up on numb elbows. My voice is gravel. “Whatever you want. Just do it.”

He stands, stretching to full height. His cock is already hard, leaking at the tip. I watch, mesmerized, as he stalks toward me, knife glinting in the blue predawn. He sets it on the counter, just out of my reach—a threat and a promise all at once.

He flips me onto my stomach, presses my face flat to the cold marble of the kitchen table. My ass, marked with overlapping handprints and finger trails, is already elevated and begging. He runs his palm over the bruises, appraising his work. “Lit,” he murmurs. Beautiful.

He spreads me open with both hands, savoring the whimper that escapes my lips when his fingers probe my swollen cunt. I’m still wet—of course I am. His laugh is soft this time, almost affectionate. He lines himself up, and with one steady push he’s inside again, stretching me to capacity, filling the emptiness I didn’t know I was capable of feeling.

This time he takes his time. Each thrust is measured, brutal in its restraint, as if he’s determined to make every second count. The sound of skin meeting skin echoes through the kitchen, louder than any arguments or apologies that ever happened in this room. He leans over me, beard scraping my back, hands splayed across my shoulders to pin me in place.

I lose myself in the rhythm, the inexorable approach to something catastrophic. My eyes squeeze shut, tears leaking out—pain, pleasure, who cares which? He fucks me so hard I think the table might crack. My arms go slack. All I can do is submit, open, let myself be used until there’s nothing left.

He builds to a frenzy, breaths ragged and teeth bared. When he finally comes, it’s with a roar that shatters the silence, his cock pulsing hot inside me. The force of it tips me over, sends me convulsing in another orgasm that rips the air from my lungs and leaves me choking on my own laughter.

I sob. I laugh. I shake so hard I slide off the edge of the table and land in a pile on the floor. He collapses beside me, wraps one arm around my waist and holds me there, as if I’m something precious he might lose if he lets go.

We lay like that until the light outside turns orange and honest.

I have never felt so perfectly, utterly used.

***

I make coffee with fingers that barely respond to commands, hands bruised and swollen from their own survival. The kitchen looks like a war zone: a fruit bowl in fragments, chairs overturned, the table scored with fresh gouges and a drying patch of blood where my cheek smacked the wood. Door-Slammer is gone, a muddy boot print on the threshold the only sign he was ever here.

I stand naked in the ruins, steam rising from the mug like it’s auditioning for a role in some bleak northern film. My breasts are covered in purple blooms, each one a finger-width, a timestamp. The skin on my neck is scored with half-moon indents from where he bit and sucked until I screamed. There are handprints on my hips, my ribs, even my thighs—a painter’s palette in blue, red, yellow. My pussy aches in a way I can’t stop thinking about, every step a reminder.

In the silver of the toaster, I see myself: wild hair, eyes bloodshot, throat circled with bruises like a choker made of plum velvet. I look feral. I look victorious.

I sip my coffee, burning my tongue, and stretch until my spine pops. When I shift my stance, I can feel last night’s come—his, mine, both—leaking sticky and hot down the inside of my thigh. Instead of wiping it away, I press them together, savoring the rawness. I have never been so marked, so claimed.

I smile at my reflection. The me I see now would terrify the woman I was a year ago: the girl who tiptoed, who apologized for every inch of space, who ducked her head and hid her needs. I want to reach into the glass and kiss myself. I want to throw myself a parade.

“Five down,” I say to the empty room, my voice full of smoke and delight. “Eight to go.”

I spread my legs a little, let the morning sun warm the bruises, and imagine all the ways the next monster might try to ruin me.

I hope it leaves a mark.


Chapter 7

On the seventh night of Christmas, the only thing I crave is a glass of wine, a sponge bath, and maybe a pill the size of a hockey puck to shut down my traitorous libido. Instead, the kitchen clock hits midnight and I get a knock on the patio door so solid it shudders the panes and sends a tiny avalanche of snow down from the eaves. I know better than to hope for a boring night.

Tonight’s Lad fills the glass, and then some.

He’s massive, easily the tallest so far, head scraping just under the light fixture. His beard is a ginger mess, streaked like blood and honey, but it’s his chest I see first: he’s poured into a red velvet tunic with gold embroidery at the neck, but the garment is doing its best to survive around two outrageously thick pecs. Not bodybuilder pecs, not really—there’s a real bounce to them, a softness, the suggestion of actual breasts straining the seams. His nipples are dark, thumb-sized, and even through the fabric you can see the points. Like my own, they’re trying to broadcast to Reykjavik and back.

He carries a giant bucket in one arm, labeled SKYR, but he isn’t looking at me, or my face, or even the gifts I left out on the table. He’s fixated on my chest—tonight, I’ve gone with a white cotton T-shirt, the braless option, because what even is dignity anymore. My breasts are… well, at least as desperate as he is.

“Skyr-Gobbler,” I say, just to fill the silence, and instantly regret it because he grins, steps forward, and gives the bucket a little heave like a rugby ball. It lands on the table, rattling spoons and a salt shaker, then he’s on me—two strides, one huge hand around my waist, the other under my butt.

Before I can squeak, he lifts me, light as nothing, and sets me onto the cold kitchen counter. My knees knock the edge; my hips thump down with a noise that makes me flush scarlet. His hands are the size of casserole dishes. He leans in, nose nuzzling my hairline. He smells of sour cream, snow, and his own sweat, an oddly appealing cocktail.

He doesn’t kiss me, not at first. He’s shaking, and the only sound is his breathing, sharp and wet. Then he drops to his knees, levels his face with my chest, and tugs the hem of my shirt so hard the neckline bites into my throat.

It’s not a gentle undressing. He wants them out, now. My breasts spill free, nipples peaking in the winter air, and for half a second there’s a heartbeat pause, his tongue flicking over his lips, his eyes wide and hungry as a starved calf. Then he lunges, sealing his mouth around my left nipple with a ferocity that makes me gasp and buck.

He moans. Not a little, not a polite “mmm,” but a primal, animal sound, low and shuddering. He sucks so hard I see stars. If there were any milk in me, I’d be losing it in a fountain. As it is, I just about lose my mind. His tongue is wide, slippery, textured like a cat’s but softer, and he moves it in wild, urgent swirls. My nipple is drawn so deep into his mouth I’m not sure where I end and he begins.

His hands are everywhere. One under my ass, holding me fast to the counter, the other enveloping my right breast—he hefts it, weighs it, pushes it together with the other, then alternates, like he can’t choose a favorite. His thumbs roll and flick the untouched nipple, and the cold air makes the whole thing sting, then tingle, then blur into pure sensation.

I am being nursed dry by a Christmas giant with bigger tits than I have. The absurdity almost breaks me, but the pleasure is so sharp, so all-encompassing, that I can’t speak, can’t move, can barely remember my own name. I arch into him, grind my hips to get some friction, and feel the heat building between my legs, fast and dangerous.

He growls something in Icelandic, a gutter-throat word I don’t understand, and sucks harder. My breast feels empty, then painfully full, then empty again in a cycle that makes my toes curl. He pulls off with a slurp, chest heaving, and moves to the other nipple, giving it equal, greedy attention. His stubble burns my skin, but I want more, need him to take it rougher, deeper.

I wrap my legs around his waist, locking ankles at the small of his back. I can feel the hard ridges of his abs under the tunic, and lower, something thick and pulsing, demanding my attention. But he’s not in a rush. Or maybe he is, just not for that.

“Please,” I gasp, and I mean it. I need him to keep going. I need him to never stop.

He responds by letting go of my ass and reaching up, pinning my shoulders to the backsplash with both hands. I’m immobilized, nothing but tits and tongue and need. He devours me, switching sides, then sucking both nipples in turn, then just holding my breasts together and pressing his face between them, licking and lapping like a beast at a trough.

My shirt is soaked. His beard is soaked. His tunic is going to need dry cleaning, if giants even bother. But the only thing I can focus on is the steady, overwhelming throb that’s radiating from my chest straight to my clit. I’m so wet it’s running down my thighs.

He lets out a long, contented sigh, then stands, lifting me off the counter without any effort. I dangle against his torso, my breasts flattened against the velvet, his own nipples now visible and nearly as swollen as mine. He rubs our chests together, grinding the two soft masses so my nipples catch on the velvet, on his own, on the seam of the tunic. Each brush is a tiny, perfect jolt.

I bite his neck. He laughs, not unkindly, and shifts me higher so my face is level with his. He stares into my eyes, says nothing, then drops his mouth to my collarbone, nipping, marking, then trailing wet kisses back to my breasts. He resumes his worship, and I abandon the last pretense of self-control.

I rock against him, matching his rhythm, chasing the edge. My nipples are so sensitive now that every suck is almost too much, but I want it, I want all of him. I dig my fingers into his hair, holding him to my chest, moaning in time with his greedy slurps.

He starts to groan again, louder, and the vibration sets me off: I clench, thighs squeezing his hips, and I swear my breasts are the only thing keeping me from falling apart. It’s not a climax yet—he’s not letting me, not until he’s had his fill—but it’s close, so close, the edge of a storm.

He pulls off with a final, messy kiss, leaving both nipples red, spit-slicked, and swollen. My shirt is a ruin. My mind is a ruin. I am a ruin, and I’ve never felt more alive.

The Skyr-Gobbler licks his lips, grins, and—without letting me down—turns and strides out of the kitchen, bucket and all, carrying me like a prize to the next room.

To be continued.

***

I am still trying to catch my breath as the giant Lad deposits me, rather unceremoniously, onto the softest bed I’ve ever felt. It isn’t my bed, that much I know; it’s a conjured space, or a festive hallucination, complete with flannel sheets and a woolen throw that smells faintly of hay. He stands at the foot of the mattress, breathing hard, watching me flatten myself against the quilt with both hands to either side, bracing for whatever comes next.

He shrugs the red velvet tunic off his shoulders. It slides down, bunches at the elbows, and falls away with a sound like an old flag being ripped in half. He’s naked from the waist up, and his chest is a thing of wonder: the muscle is there, yes, but so is the fat, hanging heavily over his ribs, two mounds with a yield and jiggle that make my mouth water. His nipples are darker than I imagined, almost plum-colored, each one wide as a crown coin and already puffy and erect. There’s a dusting of freckles over his breastbone, like someone threw cinnamon on warm milk.

He points at his own chest, then at mine, then back at his, as if inviting me to compare. I do, and lose.

He doesn’t speak, but gestures for me to sit up. I do, and he’s instantly behind me, wrapping those casserole-dish hands around my ribcage, scooping both my breasts from beneath and lifting as if to weigh them against his own. My breath catches; I’m melting into his arms and also thinking, distantly, of how absurd we must look.

He pulls the bucket of skyr from the dresser and pops the lid. It’s white, impossibly thick, and so cold the air above it frosts my nose. He scoops a generous handful, plasters it across his left pec, then grabs another and smears it across my right breast. The contrast is outrageous—my skin blazes from his last assault, but the yogurt is ice, a shock so intense I yelp.

He grins, brings his chest close, and mashes our breasts together. Skyr squishes and oozes everywhere: between my nipples, down my belly, across my collarbone. His pecs smother mine, but not for long. He pulls back, licks a streak of skyr from my areola, and shudders as if it’s more than he can stand.

“Nurse me back,” he growls, and the sound is somewhere between a command and a plea.

I’m not sure what to do, but I figure it out fast: I climb onto his lap, thighs straddling his waist, and press my chest to his, letting the cold yogurt glue us together. He leans back, giving me access to his tits, and I go for it: I lick, suck, and nip at his left nipple, cleaning skyr from the dense, spongy flesh, and it is indescribably erotic. He moans louder than I did, bucking his hips so hard my clit slams against the hard line of his abs.

His hand finds the nape of my neck, guiding me to the other breast, and I suck it greedily, massaging the mound with both hands, pinching and tugging like I might get a flow of cream out of him. The taste of the yogurt, slightly tart, mixes with the salty sweat on his skin. He holds my head to his chest, breathing in short, desperate gasps.

I feel… powerful? Worshipped? Both, and more. There is something in me that wants to nurse him dry, to leave both of us spent and sticky and unable to walk. He eggs me on, rubbing my back, stroking my scalp, every so often pinching my own nipples to make me squeal and bite him in retaliation.

When I try to pull away, he doesn’t let me. Instead, he gathers both our breasts in his arms, squeezing them together so his nipples and mine line up, smushing the soft, chilled flesh into a perfect sandwich. He guides my hands to his pecs—“harder,” he urges—and I dig my fingers in, feeling how they yield and resist. I mash his chest with abandon, and he howls with pleasure.

The next thing I know, he’s rolling me over, pinning me beneath him, and his cock is pressed flat between our chests, glazed and leaking. He grinds it against the line of our joined breasts, rutting like a beast, and the skyr makes everything gross and slippery. I bring my arms up, squeezing my own tits around his shaft, and he fucks the space between them with wild, desperate thrusts, the mushroom head peeking out from the top, leaving a trail of precum and yogurt over my sternum.

“Fuck, you’re huge,” I say, and I’m not just talking about his dick, though that too.

He smiles, bites his lip, and goes harder, rutting through the makeshift tunnel of our joined chests, the slap and squelch of wet skin loud enough to echo off the walls. I rock my hips up in time with his movements, grinding my clit against the firm plane of his stomach. My nipples scrape and slide over the ridged valleys of his abs, and the friction is nothing short of torture.

He snatches the bucket again, pours another scoop of skyr over my tits, and watches it drip down, thick and cold, before smearing it in with the heel of his hand. Then he pushes my breasts up, together, enveloping his cock between them, and thrusts with mounting speed.

I can’t keep quiet. Every inch of me is oversensitized, nipples raw and desperate, skin prickling with heat and cold, nerves lighting up with every pass of his shaft and tongue and yogurt-soaked palm. My moans spiral higher; my toes curl; I am so close, and he knows it.

He clamps my wrists above my head with one huge hand, immobilizing me, and sucks my left nipple so hard I feel it in my teeth. With his other hand, he pinches the right one and twists, just enough to send a bolt of pain-pleasure straight to my cunt. I arch up, damn near levitate, and he pins me tighter, devouring every inch of breast he can reach.

The head of his cock slips up over my chin, grazing my lips. Instinct takes over: I open my mouth and he slides it between my teeth, just the tip, salty and faintly sweet with the remnants of skyr. He groans, and I suck it as best I can with my face pinned between his breasts and my own.

“More,” he pleads, voice gone ragged.

I oblige, craning my neck to lap at his head, letting him rut against my face and cleavage in turn. He releases my wrists, and I grab my own tits, mashing them together to keep the pressure around him. The room is filled with the lewdest, most perverse sounds I’ve ever heard—slap, squelch, suck, gasp.

I’m delirious. I love this. I love the weight of my own breasts being used as a toy, the feel of him fucking them, the spectacle of us both covered in yogurt and spit and sweat, both of us determined to outdo the other in this depraved little game.

His pace quickens, breath coming in ragged pants. I can tell he’s close, so close, and I’m right there with him. The next time his cock thrusts between my tits, it hits my chin and I tilt my head, taking him deep, letting him use my mouth while my hands keep squeezing and jiggling my chest around his shaft.

We’re a fucking mess. It’s perfect. I don’t ever want it to stop.

But it’s going to. Soon.

***

When the break comes, it’s sudden and catastrophic: he yanks out of my mouth with a snarl, spins me onto my belly, and drags my hips up so I’m on all fours, ass in the air, face mashed into the pillow. The force of it leaves me dizzy, eyes swimming with stars and tears. I don’t have time to protest before he wedges himself behind me and slides his cock—not into, but between my breasts again, this time from above, so the thick shaft splits the valley between my tits while his heavy pecs press down on my back, pinning me in place.

He grabs a breast in each hand, squeezing them together to make a channel, then fucks it with everything he’s got. I moan into the sheets; the bed creaks and rocks with every thrust, and yogurt splatters across my shoulders, my hair, the duvet. I look down and see the head of his cock peeking out between my tits, shiny with precum, then disappearing as he slams forward, only to emerge again with more force and mess.

My clit is pressed to the mattress, desperate for friction, and every slam of his body rubs me against the sheets. I rock my hips, seeking any angle, any stimulation, and he rewards me by letting go of my left breast just long enough to reach under my body, find my nipple, and twist. The jolt is instant: I yelp, arch my spine, and the pleasure rips through me like fire.

He alternates: one hand fisting both tits tight around his cock, the other reaching around to torment my nipples, pinch my clit, even—on a particularly savage thrust—dip a yogurt-slick finger into my cunt. I am mewling, drooling, begging for something I can’t articulate. Every nerve in my body is lit up, singing, straining toward a finish line that keeps receding just out of reach.

“Please,” I gasp, “please, please, please—”

He slams in so hard my face bounces off the pillow. I can’t breathe, can’t think, only feel: his cock burning between my breasts, his hands mauling my tits, the sharp twist of a nipple perfectly synchronized with a thrust, the cold drip of yogurt in the furnace of my skin. I start to come, just from that, and it’s humiliating and glorious all at once. My pussy spasms in the empty air, soaking the sheets, while my upper body clenches around the invading heat and weight of him.

I scream into the bedding, voice raw and animal, as the orgasm takes me. It goes on and on, a long, low howl that leaves me boneless, helpless, tears streaming down my face. He’s relentless, fucking my tits through the aftershocks, making sure I feel every second, every inch, every throb.

Finally, when I think I might actually pass out, he slows. He gathers my breasts, molds them together with both hands, and pumps himself between them with short, hungry strokes. His breath comes in growls now, deep and guttural. I know what’s coming, and I want it, need it, need him to mark me as his prize.

“Do it,” I whisper, “make a mess, ruin me.”

He slams forward, grinds the head of his cock against my chin and lower lip, and erupts. The first rope lands hot and heavy on my left breast, the next splashes across my sternum, and then he paints my collarbone, my throat, the soft hollow under my jaw. I groan, arching into it, catching the last spurts in the valley of my tits and rubbing them in with both hands. His semen is thick, almost creamy, and the feel of it against my glazed skin is weirdly comforting, like the aftertaste of a forbidden dessert.

He collapses onto my back, pressing his chest into me, letting the mingled mess of come and yogurt glue us together. He slides his hands under my shoulders, kneading my breasts, working his spend into my skin like he’s applying expensive lotion. I purr—actually purr, like a cat in heat—and turn my head to nuzzle his cheek, breathing in the scent of sweat and sex and vanilla.

We lie like that for a long moment, catching our breaths, every inch of us sticky and shining and perfect. I’m still trembling, nipples raw and electric, but I’ve never felt more at peace. I think about the other Lads, the ones who left me frustrated or hungry or annoyed, and realize none of them matter, not tonight. Tonight, I am a feast, and I’ve been devoured.

Eventually, he rolls off, flops to the side, and tugs me against his chest. His pecs are even softer now, sagging just a little, and I bury my face in them, licking the last streaks of skyr and come from his nipple. He laughs, low and sated, and strokes my hair.

We don’t say anything. There’s nothing left to say. We’re both more than satisfied.

I close my eyes, smile into his skin, and fall asleep in the warm, sticky mess of us.

***

Morning, or something like it. A glow of pale blue seeps through the blackout curtains, and I’m alone in the bed—Skyr-Gobbler has vanished, probably to wreak havoc on the dairy aisle of the afterlife. The sheets are a disaster. I am a disaster.

I stretch, and the soreness flares deliciously: shoulders, hips, thighs, but most of all my breasts. They feel twice their usual size, every nerve ending still humming from the night before. My nipples are swollen and pink, outlined with dried yogurt and the unmistakable ghosts of handprints and tongue trails. I bring my hands up to cup them, and the memory of his touch flashes so sharply I almost moan.

I stand, waddle to the bathroom, and catch a glimpse of myself in the hallway mirror. It stops me dead. I look—there’s no other word—ravaged. My hair is a rat’s nest; my lips are puffy and bitten. My chest, though, is a work of art: streaks of white and cream across my tits, little constellations of bruises where fingers dug in, a single, perfect bite mark right above my left nipple. There’s a splatter of dried come on my throat, almost pearl in the morning light.

I turn, examining every angle, then raise both arms, arch my back, and just let the image sink in. I am a sex goddess. Or at least, I feel like one. For the first time in forever, my body looks like something to be worshipped, not managed.

I lift my breasts, squeeze, watch as flakes of milk-white come drift off like snow. I make a mental note to never, ever wear black again. The marks on my nipples are still tender, and when I circle a fingertip around the left one, a jolt of electricity goes straight to my core. I smile. Maybe I’ll leave that bite mark right where it is, at least for a few days.

“Six nights, six lessons,” I whisper, tracing lazy spirals around my nipples. “And my tits have never been happier.”

I laugh, loud enough to startle myself, then glance back at the rumpled bed and the empty space where the Lad had been. The ache between my legs is already returning, a hunger that nothing but a giant with a skyr fetish could satisfy. I wonder which of the remaining Lads will show up tonight, and what new part of me will end up the focus of their worship.

It’s barely dawn, but I’m already wet with anticipation.

Bring it on.


Chapter 8

Midnight is when the kitchen finally exhales—spice-ghosts and heat surrendering to the hush. Seven of them gone, sated, vanished into snowdrifts or off to whatever crawlspace their mothers have barricaded for the season, leaving the house to the last two: me, scrubbing the counters raw, and Sölvi, stationed out on the porch like a carved post, red-nosed and petulant and never, ever satisfied. It’s easier to hate him when I can’t see him. His voice is a dull echo behind double-glazed windows, a muffled threat that always comes for me once the house is dark and my chores are double-checked.

The eighth night: the only night they said to lock the pantry and wedge a stool under the cellar door. I laughed. As if anything could keep him out, or—worse—keep me safe from what happens when he gets in.

It’s always darkest when he arrives. I am half-bent under the sink, hands in a bowl of lye, when the front door takes a shuddering blow. The sound ricochets through my bones, and for a second I picture the hinges flying off, or maybe the entire house splitting open along its grain. The second strike is gentler, almost considerate, the way a boulder might nudge a sapling before flattening it.

I wipe my hands, dry them on my skirt, and reach the hall just as he shoulders inside, stamping flakes from his boots. He fills the doorframe. No, more than fills it: he is the frame, the wall, the rafters. I forget how big he is every year—every year I make myself forget. His coat is a blinding scarlet, the wool heavy and pilled with long journeys. His beard is not the animal tangle of the others but a braided glory, shot through with silver rings the size of napkin holders. Under the beard, a smile that never looks friendly.

He grunts, swings the door shut behind him, and in the same gesture peels the coat off his shoulders, dropping it to the floor. Beneath: a knitted shirt so tight the seams look ready to blow. His arms are a shameful map of scars and rope burns; I know where each comes from, because I have heard the stories, and because last year he made me count them with my tongue.

I glance away, but he catches it, the flicker of my eyes to the bulge at his groin. He’s hard already, the shape of him animal and direct under knitted trousers. He says nothing. The house has gone so silent that I can hear my own heart, stupid and loud. Sölvi takes one slow step forward, and with it the world shrinks to the glossy floorboards and the plush, monstrous thing behind his zipper.

He waits. It is a thing he loves: making me walk to him. I do, feet numb, knees wobbling a little. I’m close enough to smell the night trapped in his beard, the hot yeast of his skin. He could crush me with a handspan, but he never has to.

He reaches down and unbuckles the belt. The sound of the tongue slipping from its notch is louder than I expect, a crisp finality. His trousers slide to his thighs, catching on calves like hams, and there it is:

Oh, gods.

I have imagined it—every woman in this village has, no matter how loud we all tsk and clutch the cross around our necks. But memory distorts, whittles it down to something manageable. The reality is not manageable.

It swings between his legs like a threat, like a cudgel. Uncut, dark with the flush of blood, the head peeks glossy and already weeping from the split. The girth is... I want to say the width of my wrist, but it isn’t. It is bigger than that. My mouth goes dry, then wet. He lets it fall against his thigh and the sound—a meat slap—makes my cunt clench around nothing.

He gestures with a single, thick finger. Down.

I’m kneeling before I know it, the floor cold and the air colder. My face is level with his cock, which now points at me like the world’s bluntest spear. I want to touch, but I remember the rule: first you look. You see him. You honor the hunger.

I look. I take in every vein, every mad contour. His pubes are wiry, shot through with streaks of white. The balls hang low, heavy, furred with down softer than the beard. The foreskin is loose and thick, drooping over the glans and glistening with slick. The tip pulses, a slow ooze of clear precome sliding down toward my mouth.

My hands shake as I measure it, thumb to pinky. The head alone could choke a goat. My lips throb in sympathy. I feel tiny, stupid, in awe.

He grunts again—a noise like shifting boulders—and cups my chin in his hand, thumb stroking over my cheekbone. His other hand finds his cock and peels the foreskin back, exposing the crown. He wants me to see it bare.

I stare up, into his face, and find his eyes already waiting for mine.

“Good,” he rumbles, at last. “Remember it. Tell the others.”

He angles his hips, the head nudging my lips. The heat is shocking, as if his whole body exists to funnel warmth here. I open, and the taste—salt, animal, not altogether unpleasant—bursts against my tongue.

My jaw aches before I have even taken him fully in. I can feel his smile above me, pride and promise. He lets me fumble, lets me strain, watches as I work my lips wider, wider, until the ache is a sweet song, and my eyes are full of tears.

His hand is gentle, cradling the back of my head, letting me choose how much to take. He could ruin me, he could break teeth, but he waits, patient as the night. The world is nothing but the throb of him, and the slow, steady press of that impossible cock against my tongue.

I lose time. My brain empties out, every old grudge and petty annoyance replaced by awe, by worship, by the singular need to please him. When I pull back, gasping, spit ropes from my lips to the blunt tip.

He laughs—not unkindly—and thumbs away the drool, then gestures again, insistent, inexorable.

Down.

I take him again. This time, my hands remember to help: one wrapped around the base, the other fondling those beautiful balls. I want to count every pulse, every bead of sweat. My nose is mashed into the scratchy thatch, and my eyes water, and I do not care. I want to taste more, want to feel him slide deeper, want to know what it means to be filled and broken and rebuilt by this.

He strokes my hair, slow and approving.

I am nothing but mouth and hands and hunger.

***

He has rules, but they change. Tonight he guides me, big hand folding around the hinge of my jaw. He wants slow, deliberate. I obey. I part my lips and plant a soft, reverent kiss on the head, tasting the salt before he can drip more. He grunts—a pleased sound, deep in his chest.

The next instruction: tongue. I lap at him, gentle as a kitten, tracing the slick groove where his foreskin rolls down. My tongue is too small for the job, and I know he likes that, likes watching me struggle with the dimensions. I chase a bead of precome as it wells up, suck it off, savor the taste. He’s a living pillar, and I am assigned to worship.

My hands are busy, too. I cradle the base, thumb and forefinger not even meeting. The rest of him I support with both palms, like a relic that might collapse under its own weight. He pulses at my touch, the heat growing. I follow the roadmap of veins with my lips, kissing along their course until he trembles, just a little. Each time I look up, his eyes are waiting, so bright and cold and full of hunger.

He rumbles, “That’s it. Good girl.” The words run down my spine and settle between my legs.

I want to make him proud. I open wider, take him deeper, let the head slip past my lips and into the hot cave of my mouth. The stretch is immediate; my jaw clicks, my throat rebels. I fight the urge to panic. I breathe through my nose, let the scent of him fill me. The first time is always the hardest, and every time is the first.

He thrusts—not hard, but enough to let me know the pace is his to set. The crown catches on my palate, then slides back, leaving a stripe of taste. He holds there. My eyes water, but he strokes my hair, shushing me softly.

“Breathe,” he instructs, and I do, greedy for his approval.

More. He guides me to take more, inch by deliberate inch. My lips stretch around the girth, my cheeks hollow with the effort. I drool, unable to contain the mess. It runs down his shaft, pools at the root, soaking my fingers. He’s leaking, too, the precome never-ending, and I swallow each offering as if it’s sacrament.

“Open. Show me,” he says, and I bare my teeth in a wet, desperate grin. My jaw aches; my tongue goes numb. He seems to like this—my struggle, my need. His hand tightens minutely. The other finds my shoulder, steadying me.

I bob my head, shallow at first, then deeper, letting him guide the rhythm. He hums approval. I can barely fit half of him inside, and even then I gag, once, twice, before adjusting. My body rebels, then adapts. I never want it to stop.

He presses down until the head bumps my soft palate. The sensation is insane, overwhelming. My vision blurs. I am reduced to nothing but a wet hole, an offering. My throat spasms around the thickness, and I almost choke, but I stay there, determined to take it, to earn the praise that makes me feel like more than a girl.

He praises me again. “Open wider. Show me how hungry you’ve become.” His words are a fist in my chest, opening a new ache below.

I do, stretching my lips further, willing my jaw to unlock. He thrusts slow, in and out, painting my tongue and teeth with spit and precome. My mascara is running; my cheeks are streaked black. I can taste my own humiliation, and I love it.

Below, my pussy is clenched tight, throbbing in time with the pulses of his cock. I want to touch myself, to rub the desperate need building there, but I’m too busy supporting his weight, too busy being the thing he wants.

He moans, low and triumphant. “Good. Just like that.” He sets a gentle, relentless rhythm, using my mouth as if it were made for this. Each time the head bumps my throat, I swallow reflexively, and he groans, a sound that makes my nipples ache.

Tears roll down my face. He wipes them away with the pad of his thumb, then pushes my hair behind my ear. “You’re perfect,” he whispers, and I feel it—perfect, ruined, both.

He lets me up for air. I gasp, cough, then dive back down, eager to prove myself. The second time is easier. I know the shape of him, the taste, the heft. I want him to finish in my mouth, to mark me inside and out.

He senses my hunger. “Are you ready?” he asks, voice trembling with restraint.

I nod, lips stretched wide. I want it. I need it.

He shoves deeper, filling my mouth to the hilt, and holds me there as he pulses and jerks, shooting his load straight down my throat. I gag, but force myself to swallow, the taste thick and electric. He groans, shaking with pleasure, and I swallow again, and again, until there’s nothing left.

He pulls out slowly, and I catch the last drip with my tongue, proud and filthy.

He lifts my chin, inspects my face. I am covered in spit and tears and smeared mascara. He smiles, a genuine smile.

“Very good,” he says, and I glow with pride, mouth aching, body craving more.

I am nothing but a sleeve for him, and I wouldn’t trade this for anything.

***

When the taste fades from my tongue and my jaw finally relents, he tugs me to my feet with one hand, a move so abrupt I stumble. My legs are rubber, my eyes sticky with old tears, and he grins like the wolf in every fable. His cock, half-spent but undiminished, still juts up, the head an angry plum. It bobs as he walks me backward down the hall, into the room I cleaned for this, a bed made up with my best sheets and a thick pelt at the foot.

He doesn't bother with tenderness. He pushes me facedown, the force gentle only in comparison to what I know he's capable of. My knees hit the edge of the mattress and I topple forward, ass in the air, cunt already drooling in anticipation. He peels my skirt up over my hips, then pauses, fingers tracing the slick inside of my thigh.

He takes his time. Not the slow, teasing kind of time, but the inexorable pace of glaciers: a force so patient it cannot be denied. His hands are everywhere, spreading me, inspecting the shaved pink, thumbs prying until my lips part wide. I whimper and he laughs, low and delighted. The tip of his cock nudges the entrance, and even that is enough to make me gasp.

He lines himself up, uses a palm to press the small of my back until I arch further, then spits—once, twice—coating himself and my pussy in spit and leftover grool. When he presses in, it is like being split in half.

I cry out, hands fisting the sheets. He pauses at the first resistance, lets me adjust, then rocks forward again. The stretch is insane—worse than his cock in my mouth, so much more than anything I've ever taken. The pain is white and clean, a blankness, but it's chased instantly by a pulsing, savage pleasure. My body betrays me, fluttering around the invasion, sucking him deeper.

He feeds it in, inch by impossible inch, until my body can’t help but yield. When he finally bottoms out, his heavy balls slap against my clit, and I swear I can feel him knocking at the entrance to my womb.

He holds there, lets me throb around him, lets me feel the full, girthy shape of him inside me. The sound I make is part whimper, part prayer.

He starts to move. Slowly, at first, dragging out until only the head remains, then slamming back in to the root. The impact is a physical thing: I can feel it in my teeth, in my toes. He sets a rhythm, pounding into me with the inevitability of thunder, each thrust rocking the bed closer to the wall. The headboard cracks against the plaster, a beat I can’t ignore.

Every stroke drags against nerves I didn’t know I had, each retreat followed by a slam that makes me see stars. My pussy clenches, desperate, and he groans in response, enjoying the squeeze. I sob, half from pain, half from the sudden, greedy pleasure spiraling up my spine.

He leans over me, pinning me with his weight, and a hand slips under to toy with my clit. The extra stimulation sends me reeling; I come without warning, cunt fluttering so hard he has to clamp my hips to hold me still. He doesn’t stop—doesn’t even slow down—fucking me through the orgasm and into the next.

My face is mashed into the mattress, drool pooling under my cheek. My body is a riot of sensation, all nerve endings and wet heat. He fucks me hard, then harder, each thrust loud and wet and perfect.

He grunts, “Take it. Take all of it,” and I do, greedy, shivering, mindless.

I come again, shrieking into the pillow, nails shredding the sheets. He pounds me until the room spins and the only thing left is the thick, unyielding cock and the pleasure burning through my bones.

He finishes with a roar, hips bucking so hard the bed frame finally cracks for real. He buries himself deep, flooding me with heat. I feel every spurt, every twitch. My body milks him, clinging to the fullness.

He collapses on top, crushing me into the mattress, then rolls off with a satisfied grunt. I stay there, face-down, ass in the air, cunt leaking his come in hot, sticky ropes. I can’t move. I don’t want to.

He pets my hair, slow and gentle now. I think he might be humming.

I am destroyed. I am remade.

***

Sunrise comes early at this latitude, and it doesn’t forgive. The first light carves the room into sharp relief: the toppled lamp, the slick stain on the sheets, the handprint blooming pink on my ass. I am splayed across the wreckage, naked, still, the air raw on every inch of me.

My body is a monument to excess. My thighs are sticky, glued together at the apex by the mixed spoils of last night. My cunt is open, gasping, fluttering with aftershocks each time I shift. My lips are bruised—both sets—and my throat burns with every breath, but it’s a good hurt, the kind that marks the passage from one self to another.

I inventory the damage. Knees rug-burned, tits sore from where he sucked them almost purple. I flex my fingers and find that my hands are shaky, nails still holding threads of the red wool from his coat. I taste salt, maybe blood, when I swallow. I smile.

The bed is a mess, the floor a museum of clothes shed in haste. His coat is gone, as is he, but I know he’ll be back tonight. The rules say so. The rules say it gets worse before it gets better, and I am dying to find out what “worse” feels like now that I’m not afraid of it.

I run a hand down my stomach, over the bruise at my hip, between my legs. I shudder, then laugh, the sound low and scandalized. I slide three fingers in, easy, and the looseness is a revelation: he’s left me open, wrecked, claimed. My body makes room for him even when he’s gone.

The stretch stings, then soothes. I work my fingers, slow at first, then faster, chasing a tiny echo of the pleasure from last night. I want to hold on to it, want to remind myself that it was real. I come, small and sharp, and this time the aftershocks are laughter, not tears.

I lay there, spread wide, looking up at the cracked ceiling, and say to no one in particular: “Seven down. And now I know why some women walk like they own the world.”

I pull the covers around me, sticky and sweet, and drift in the warmth of it all, already impatient for night nine, already greedy for the next excess.


Chapter 9

Ninth night. My apartment is swaddled in hush, the furnace cycled down to faint exhalations and the snow outside so thick it’s turned the world’s sound all the way down. I’ve spent hours padding across the bare floor, naked, trailing cold up the backs of my calves, pretending not to see the window and the street and the other side of the glass. I don’t open the curtains, but I don’t close them either.

At 1:14 a.m. the outside lamp on the sidewalk starts its nightly struggle against the dark. It’s a tragic fixture, bent at the pole and fighting for life, sometimes winking out altogether if the wind is cruel. Tonight the wind is only playful, enough to make the branches scrape and the windows rattle, and the lamp throws its uneven circle in a fussy, epileptic rhythm.

He’s there. He’s always there.

At first, I pretend he isn’t. Even with his silhouette so clean and explicit it might have been cut from butcher paper and pasted up on the world, I keep my back to him and rinse the glass, letting the bottle empty and the lemony suds sting my hands, letting the city see the gentle stoop of my spine and the small bounce of my breasts as I reach up, stretch, overdo the motion so he can appreciate the elongation of my body.

I could close the curtains. I could move to another room. Instead, I tip the bottle and pour out the last of the wine, and catch my own face in the window—a reverse ghost, illuminated by the kitchen fluorescents, skin pearlescent, my dark hair a shroud pulled halfway off.

I don’t see his face, not really; only the suggestion of it, ringed by a hooded red coat, the kind they give at clinics or blood drives, cheap polyester over polyester, made for vanishing in the dark. His eyes are what betray him. In the pulses of the sick lamp, they flash: on, off, silver, black. Shutter click, open. I imagine his pupils are pinned, gone lunar. The line of his mouth is straight but not unkind, or maybe I want that. The hands, pale and blurred, are shoved deep into his pockets. The rest of him is stubborn shadow.

The first night he appeared, I felt hunted. The fifth, I felt chosen.

Tonight, my body is already thrumming with that hot, shivery anticipation—the rare kind, like right before the break of an orgasm, when you know it’s coming and you have the power to make it wait.

He stands motionless, right hand buried, left wrist flicking at the edge of his open coat. The temperature’s below freezing and he’s not wearing gloves, only the blood-red sleeves hanging like an abandoned skin.

A full minute passes like this. Maybe he expects me to flinch, or to retreat to my unlit bedroom. Maybe he expects me to close the drapes with an offended little gasp, to call the super, to threaten, to warn. He has not yet learned what happens when you give me this much attention.

I wipe my fingers down the front of my bare stomach and feel the line of them echo, electric, inside my thighs. There’s a string of melted snow trickling off the gutter; I can hear the water run, faster each time the lamp stutters. I watch him through the reflection in the glass, and after a moment, turn so he gets the real thing.

I step into the circle of the lamp, into the gold-tinged patch that makes my skin look honeyed and my hair nearly black. The frost on the window is melting just where my breath hits it. I tip my head and I meet his eyes, and only then does he move: a half-step forward, enough to show me the line of his jaw, unshaven, wet with ice and the moon’s own sap.

My nipples, which have been at half-mast all night, take full attention. The cold is a factor, but not the whole truth; there’s a swelling in my chest, a lifting, as if the air around me is suddenly buoyant. He is still watching. If anything, his gaze has grown more intense—a pressurized focus, as if he’s burning my shape into film stock behind his eyelids.

I stretch again, and this time make it obvious: arms over my head, hips canting, the arch of my ribcage displayed and offered like a dessert. The skin at my sides prickles, knowing how visible I am, how exposed, but there is no urge to hide. Instead, I lower my arms and let my hands linger on the curves of my waist, then my hips. I run my nails over the places I know the eye would catch—lower stomach, soft of the under-curve, the small shadow between my legs.

The wind picks up, howling against the glass, and the lamp’s sickly light shudders. In the flicker I see two things at once: my body bright as summer, and his face, raw and hungry, tongue darting over his lips, a little white teeth flash in the dark.

My heart is a drum. I know he can see the thud of it in my throat.

In the quiet, I make a game of not looking away. I let him think he’s in control, that I’m the prey in this tableau, the naked thing at the mercy of the cold and the gaze. But I know, I know, what it does to him when I look back and hold the gaze. How it shortens his breath. How it makes him clench the rail in front of him, and then, when he forgets himself, how his hand drifts under the open coat and—yes, there it is—finds the bulge straining behind the zipper.

He wants me to turn off the lights, to duck and run. I step closer, press my chest to the glass so that my breasts flatten, flatten and spread and the skin squeaks against the condensation. I watch the exhalation fog the window between us, then watch it clear. I let my fingers rest on the pane, and trace, with one nail, a slow circle around the place where I see his left eye peering through.

He stands very still. His mouth moves, soundless, mouthing something that could be my name.

I smile for him, a real one, the first in days. I do not retreat. I do not cover up. I don’t even blink.

Instead, I tilt my head and let my hair tumble forward, framing the pointed line of my chin, and then—calm as a clock ticking down—I run my hand up, between my breasts, over my collarbone and throat, up until it covers the lower half of my face. I drag my thumb across my lips, slowly, painting them with the sweat and heat that has gathered on my palm.

He is rapt. Motionless except for the subtle shuddering in his shoulders, the tremor in his jaw. I feel it in my own legs, but I refuse to let them wobble. I am warm everywhere except where I press against the glass, where the cold seeps into my skin and seems to travel straight to my clit.

When I break the spell, it is deliberate. I step away, let him see the rest of me: the slightly rounded stomach, the patch of darkness between my thighs, shaved last night for this very exhibition. My skin is rising with goosebumps, but I never let my hands drop to cover myself. Not even when the lamp outside gives a final, desperate flicker and goes dark, plunging everything into a momentary, perfect blindness.

In that instant, I am certain: I have him.

The power is almost narcotic. For a second, I imagine what it would feel like to walk outside barefoot in the snow, walk to where he’s standing and take him by the hand, lead him up and in and onto my body, but the fantasy is enough; I want to save it for another night. He is watching. He will be back.

The light struggles back, a brief and beautiful resurrection. I meet his eyes, and this time, I raise my palm and press it flat to the glass, a full handprint blooming in the fog. He raises his, matches mine exactly, skin to skin, divided by just a quarter inch of old, trembling glass.

I pull back, and turn, and walk away, ass bouncing just for him.

In the hallway, heart hammering like it wants to break out of my chest, I realize I am grinning, teeth bared. I have never felt so seen. I have never felt so powerful.

He will be back tomorrow.

And I will be waiting.

***

I know he’ll be there. I know it the same way I know my own reflection, the same way the city always smells faintly of cinders in the morning, the same way my thighs tingle in anticipation hours before the lamp outside even stirs awake. Ninth night and I wake twice in the small hours, the sheets twisted and hot under me, cunt already soaking from some wordless, forbidden dream I can’t remember but can still taste at the edges of my tongue.

I make coffee, ignore it. Pour half down the drain. It’s not what I want.

The rest of the day, my mind rehearses. At work, I can barely recall the faces of the people who shuffle up to my desk, but I remember the sequence, the choreography: first the breast, then the hip, then the practiced, accidental exposure. My emails have never been more full of typos. My boss asks if I have the flu; I nearly laugh in her face.

All day, I am aware of my nipples, the way they throb under my sweater, the way the fabric tortures them into stiffness. It makes me think of the way he looked last night, immobile, a perfect witness. I spend my lunch hour in the bathroom stall, fingers up my own skirt, stroking myself not to finish—never to finish—but to tease, to keep myself at a low, humming boil for as long as possible.

When I get home I don’t turn on the lights. I leave the coat on the hook, ignore the mail, and go directly to the window, where the lamp is already pulsing in its old, fitful way. He’s there, as I knew he would be: motionless, red coat slashed open, hood framing the blackness of his face, a singular, animal focus that makes my skin crawl in the best possible way.

I take my time. If he is going to watch, he’ll have to wait. I strip slowly, letting each piece of clothing slide down my arms, peel away from my skin like something dying and being reborn. I turn away from him as I pull the sweater off, exposing my bare back first, then reach behind and unclasp the bra, letting it dangle for a second before letting it fall. I let my hands travel up and down my stomach, caress the soft undercurve of my breasts, lift and weigh them as if measuring how much he can handle.

I can see his breath on the window from here, two stories up. The thought alone makes my insides lurch with pleasure.

I face him, naked, and watch the lamp strobe the details of my body: the shadow between my legs, the rising swell of my breasts, the hard cherry of my nipples. I roll them between thumb and finger, pinching just hard enough to make myself gasp, and I know he can see the way my mouth opens, the way my eyes flutter shut. I do not let myself come—no, not yet, not for him—but I let the want radiate off me in waves. The cold of the room only sharpens the sensation, a contrast to the heat spreading, sticky, between my thighs.

I back up, make a show of it, turn so he gets the full view of my ass. I know what it looks like in the right light: round, dimpled, the kind you want to bite. I bend, and my body parts for him, opens like the peeled rind of a fruit, pink and wet and entirely on display. I hear myself make a noise, not quite a moan, not quite a laugh, but something that says yes, this is for you, this is what you wanted.

I spread my legs wider, until I’m half-squatting, and drag two fingers through the juice gathering there, painting the inside of my thigh with it, then bring it up to my mouth and suck, slow and showy, eyes locked on the shape in the red coat outside.

It’s theater, but it’s real. My heart is jackhammering. My thighs are shaking.

I let one hand rest between my legs, not moving, just pressing. I want him to see how ready I am, how little pretense I need. The street is empty; the city is asleep; it is just me and him, and the old lamp stuttering above it all like some mad, broken metronome.

“Look what you’ve all made of me,” I whisper, but not softly. I want him to hear. I want the glass to carry my words down and out to the sidewalk, to the place where he stands, trembling with restraint.

I arch my back, tip my head so my hair falls over my shoulder, then kneel right there in the window. The cold of the floor shoots up my legs, but the heat inside me is bigger, hungrier.

“Look at me,” I say, louder now, and smile with all my teeth. “Do you like it?”

I let him see me bring myself to the edge, and I make him wait for the rest. Tomorrow. The next night. As many as it takes.

The game has changed. He’s not just watching—I am showing, and I am the one making the rules.

***

I stay on my knees until my calves ache, but I don’t shift. I want to know exactly how long it takes before he breaks. The lamp outside winks and pulses. The Window-Peeper stands frozen at first, his breath smearing the black glass in little clouds, red coat gaping like a split wound. I can just make out his hands, white and trembling at the hem, knuckles shining in the sodium light.

I rest my cheek against the icy pane. The cold makes my skin sing. I wait, and he doesn’t move; he just watches, intent, until I’m almost sure he’s been replaced by a statue, or a hallucination.

Then, deliberate as a sunrise, his left hand slips out of the pocket and moves under the edge of the open coat. There’s nothing slow about what comes next: he palms himself, hard and obvious, like he needs me to see that he’s been straining for this. The outline is thick, blunt, held in place by a single, barely-fastened belt. I imagine the metal of the buckle pressing into the heat of him, and the idea makes my own cunt contract with wanting.

I don’t blink. I want him to see every part of me—my hunger, my shamelessness, the greedy, animal way I study him.

He unzips in a single, practiced motion. His cock is angry-red and already leaking, the tip blushed and glistening in the yellowed light. I see his fist wrap around it, the way the skin at the knuckle blanches, the way the veins rise under the tension.

For a second I freeze. It’s a kind of terror, but the good kind, the kind that proves you’re really alive: this stranger is showing himself to me, offering up his secret, his shame, and I could run, or close the curtain, or pick up the phone and destroy everything in an instant. But that’s not what I want.

I want to perform. I want to make him lose control.

I press the heel of my hand hard against my own clit, roll my hips into it, slow and deliberate, never losing eye contact with the man in the coat. My other hand spreads my labia, shows off the dark, damp place between, a little pool forming on the floor under my ass.

He begins to stroke himself, the motion efficient, clinical, but I can see the way his legs tremble with restraint. Each time his hand moves, the breath in front of his mouth plumes larger, as if he’s panting in the cold. The window fogs and clears, fogs and clears, and I move in sync with the rhythm, letting my own breath join his on the glass.

I want to see him finish. I want to see how far I can push it.

I trace small circles on my clit, pinching, pulling, holding myself just at the edge. My vision goes watery, and I squeeze my eyes shut for a second, then open them to watch his progress. He’s not hiding it anymore; the coat is open, his pants at his thighs, his fist a blur in the flickering lamp-light.

He’s close. I can tell by the way his eyes glaze, the way his hips start to twitch with every upward jerk. I match him, stroke for stroke, pushing myself harder, faster, until my own orgasm threatens to obliterate me.

I want to give it to him. I want him to see.

I let go of restraint and bear down with both hands, one circling my clit, the other plunging two fingers inside, curling up until I find that place that makes the whole world go electric. I keep my eyes on his, and as he bares his teeth in a rictus of want, I push myself over the edge.

The orgasm rips through me, hard and humiliating. My knees buckle, and my thighs clamp around my hand, but I keep working myself, hungry for more. I feel the wave build and crest again, and this time, when I come, it’s not quiet or pretty: my body convulses, and a thin stream arcs out from between my legs, splattering the window in a hot, perfect jet.

I watch it drip down the glass. I hear myself laugh, wild and triumphant, then sag against the sill, unable to keep myself upright.

He comes at the same moment I do, his head tilted back, teeth bared, come spurting in thick ropes that catch the light, each one landing in the snow in a slow, obscene rhythm. He keeps stroking, milking every last drop, eyes glued to the place where my body is leaking against the glass.

I smile. I can’t stop. I feel invincible. For a long, shaking minute, we just stare at each other, ruined and delighted.

I don’t know who breaks eye contact first. Maybe we do it together.

He tucks himself away, zips up, and with a last, lingering look, vanishes into the street, the red of his coat trailing behind him like a comet.

I stay at the window, naked, letting the cold numb my knees, the sweat drying on my skin. I feel the aftershocks all the way to my toes.

Tomorrow night, I think, maybe I’ll leave the front door unlocked.

***

He’s still there. I thought he’d retreat after spilling himself in the snow, a guilty slip of red vanishing down the dark, but he remains, braced on both hands, staring through the glass with a kind of delirious awe. I see him—see myself reflected in his open-mouthed gaze, the way my hair sticks to my face in sweaty ropes, the way my chest still heaves with aftershock.

I rise, legs quivering, and drag myself closer to the window. His eyes follow every motion, animal-sharp now, as if he’s more alive post-orgasm than he was before.

He never touches me. Not directly. There is always this thin, icy barrier, separating us and drawing us together. But tonight it’s more: it’s a membrane, stretched and pulsing with the memory of what just happened, and I can feel him—every twitch, every beat, every pulse of want—through it.

He goes back to stroking himself, slow at first, almost reverent. The tip glistens in the lamp light, angrier and redder now, and he keeps his gaze locked on my face, daring me to look away, knowing I won’t.

I press my breasts against the window, flattening them until the nipples are crushed, spreading the warmth of my body into the glass. The sensation is sharp, almost painful. I angle my pelvis so my cunt meets the place where his face is, two stories and a lifetime apart.

He jerks faster, no hesitation now, veins standing out on his forearm. I watch the way the muscles ripple in his jaw, the way his lips part as if he’s about to beg, but the sound doesn’t make it through the barrier.

I press harder, grind against the cold, let my own slick mix with the sweat that’s already smeared the glass. The friction is exquisite: cold on one side, molten on the other, and every time my nipples drag across the window I imagine the heat of his mouth there, sucking, biting, marking me.

He breaks first. I see it happen—the tension in his shoulders, the way he throws his head back, eyes rolling up. His cock pulses in his hand, and then he’s coming, not in little dribbles but in thick, lurid jets that arc upward and splatter the outside of the window. The first rope hits dead center, runs down in a slow, viscous trail. The next and the next chase it, each one landing almost perfectly in time with the pulses that still wrack my body.

He’s so loud about it, even if I can’t hear him. His teeth bare in a snarl of pleasure, his hands work furiously, milking every drop until the window is a mess of streaks, inside and out. It’s as if my pleasure draws his out, forces it through the glass by sheer will.

I laugh. I can’t help it—a wild, giddy bark that echoes in the empty apartment, makes the sweat on my chest break into goosebumps all over again. I smear the print of my breasts and stomach across the pane, lean in until my forehead is pressed hard against his painted silhouette, and let him see every inch of me, raw and annihilated and victorious.

We stay like that for a while, separated by nothing but a quarter-inch of glass and a world of intention. I don’t care about the mess. I want to leave it there, let it dry, let everyone who passes see the art we made together.

When I finally stagger back, I feel like a deity, invulnerable and immortal.

He lingers. He licks the palm of his hand, tucks himself back into the red coat, and gives me a small, solemn nod, as if to thank me for this—whatever this is, whatever we have made together.

I press two fingers to my lips, then to the window, leaving a print above the chaos.

I wonder if he’ll be back tomorrow.

I hope so.

I want an encore.

***

I sleep with the curtains wide open, just in case. The sheets smell like sweat and wine and the bitter edge of my own come, and I love it, love the way it clings to my skin and seeps into the pillows, into the mattress, everywhere.

The sun hits my face before the alarm does. I lie in bed, sticky and raw, and relive the night in slow-motion: every flash of the lamp, every pulse of his cock, every soundless howl as we both came, separated by a pane of cheap glass and united by the mess we made of ourselves.

When I finally drag myself out of bed, I go straight to the window, still naked, coffee forgotten on the kitchen counter.

The evidence is right there, a ghost-map of the night: streaks of dried come, my own and his, webbed across the glass like a spider’s final, frantic snare. I stand in the sunlight, legs apart, arms crossed, and take it in. It makes me laugh, loud and reckless. I tap the glass with my knuckle, as if to check it’s real, and a tiny flake of dried fluid floats to the sill.

I press my face against the window, leave a fresh print next to the others. I wonder if anyone else saw, anyone walking a dog or carrying groceries, anyone with binoculars or secrets of their own.

It doesn’t matter. I don’t care who knows.

I walk to the mirror in the hallway and study the woman looking back: hair tangled, lips swollen, cheeks streaked with sleep and something feral. My breasts are flushed and heavy, nipples dark and upturned. My cunt is visibly swollen, lips parted, still gleaming with last night’s fluids. I slide four fingers into myself, easy as breathing, and groan at the way it fills me, the way my body welcomes it.

“Four nights left,” I say, and watch my mouth move. “And I’m done being gentle.”

The idea makes me clench, makes my thighs tremble. I pump my fingers harder, fast and deep, until my knuckles vanish inside. I look myself in the eye, never blinking, never looking away, and fuck myself raw until I come again, splattering the mirror with a bright, wet arc.

I collapse to the floor, laughing, dizzy with it. The morning is new, but the hunger is older, bigger, bottomless.

I crawl back to the window, kneeling in the spot where I left myself for him. I spread my thighs and let the city see what it’s made of me. I want them all to look. I want them all to beg.

I’m going to fuck the rest of them senseless.

And I’m going to love every second of it.


Chapter 10

On the tenth night the house is so thick with animal that I’m half-certain I’ll wake to antlers or fur in the bed, or my tongue gone rough and black from whatever transformation the Yule brings. The air sits on me like a pelt: heavy, alive, sour with old sex and the cold sweat of waiting. The lamps spit shadows into the corners. Every surface—wood, wool, even the bitter porcelain of the tea-cup—clings to the musk of something about to happen.

I’m pacing because I can’t sit. My body is raw and high on its own oils, thighs shining from the game, arms sticky, pits rank. The last three nights I haven’t bothered to wash. That’s the point. I’m supposed to marinate, to let myself ferment, to ripen so the hunger that comes for me tonight finds me irresistible.

There’s no warning. No knock, not even the metallic rattle of the letter-slot. The air flexes around the front door. Then wood, hinges, and the world outside splinter inward. He shoulders through without hesitation, nearly breaking the frame, his face knotted with beard and an expression of raw, uncomplicated want. Doorway-Sniffer. The seventh. The one I’ve been dreading.

His nostrils are wide and wet. His beard drips with sleet. The wool tunic clings to the mountainous shoulders, but it’s clear he’s wearing nothing beneath, his body steaming against the winter. The eyes are black as a dead hearth: not mean, but bottomless, desperate, so starved of something only I can supply. For a second I think he’ll stand there, looming in the threshold, and pronounce judgement like the others. But Doorway-Sniffer doesn’t speak. He drops to all fours the instant he sees me.

He moves like a dog, no, like a boar—snout down, elbows wide, chest dragging the floorboards. His hands are hands, not hooves, but the nails are thick and black, the skin callused. Each inhale is a visible effort; he’s drinking me in, every inch, and I feel it like tongues of cold fire lapping at my skin. He doesn’t stop at my feet. He barrels straight through the low table, sending books and candle and glass flying, and rams his face into the hollow behind my knee. Breath so hot it burns through my leggings.

He inhales. Holds it. Shudders.

He’s not delicate. He doesn’t court me or test the edges. He climbs my body from the ground up, nose scouring along the backs of my legs, the ache of his breathing growing ragged and wet. I can feel his beard against my skin, rough as a dish scrubber, and then his mouth—open, searching, devouring my scent through the fabric. I stagger, my knees buckling, and he pins me against the wall with the sheer mass of him.

He pushes his face into my ass, snuffling so hard the leggings start to roll and catch. A growl, low and vibrating, rises up in his throat. He tears at the waistband with his teeth, finds skin, buries his nose in the hot crease above my thigh. My head spins from the sudden intimacy; it’s like being tasted without being touched, like fingers inside where I’m most ashamed and most electric.

He snorts. A long, indulgent inhale.

The world is nothing but the wall and his body behind me and the friction of his beard scraping skin raw.

Then he rises, shifting his weight, and grabs my wrists with one hand. I expect restraint, but he only needs leverage: he lifts me clean off the ground so he can wedge his face into my armpit. He wedges his tongue flat against the damp skin, teeth grazing, and the sound he makes—feral, needy—sends a current straight to my cunt.

I writhe, but he holds me there, my feet dangling, legs spread for his convenience. His other hand slides under my shirt, blunt nails scraping. He finds my breast, not cupping or caressing but pressing his palm so hard I gasp. His fingers dig in, rolling the flesh, pinching the sweat-slicked nipple between finger and thumb. Still he’s sniffing, his whole body committed to it, shaking with the force of his breath.

He pauses. Pulls back. The beard leaves red burn marks all the way up my flank. I open my mouth—maybe to protest, maybe to beg for more—but he shoves two fingers in before I can say a word. My taste is salt and skin, bitter with the smoke of too many long nights. He’s testing my readiness, but also forcing me to taste myself: the taint of sweat, the blunt aftershock of fear, the want so pungent it almost tastes like vinegar.

He removes his fingers, studies them for a heartbeat, then rubs the juice onto the tips of his nose and tongue. His tongue is huge, wet, pink shot with black. He licks the taste from his own hand like it’s honey, making guttural noises, eyes never leaving mine.

"You reek of sex and power, woman," he finally growls. The voice is hoarse and thick with phlegm. "Finally ripe."

He flings me to the rug. I land with my legs tangled, shirt up, leggings halfway off, my whole body stinging from contact with the cold floor. He’s on me before I can crawl away: one paw on my hip, the other at my throat, pressing just enough to remind me he could crush it if he liked.

He lowers his face, not to my mouth, not even to my breasts, but straight to the center of me. He peels the leggings the rest of the way down, tearing at the knees until they split. There’s nothing slow or sweet about the way he buries his face in my cunt. His beard rasps my inner thighs, and his tongue—broad, greedy, impossibly strong—drags a stripe from ass to clit and back again.

He doesn’t lick so much as root and feast, inhaling the flavor of me, mouthing my folds with all the restraint of a starving animal at a carcass. His nose grinds against my clit, his teeth nip the tender edge of the labia, his breath fills me with steam and a strange, sour ache. I try to twist away, but he only grabs my ankles and yanks them wider. The noise he makes is not human.

I reach down, maybe to push him off, maybe to pull him closer. He intercepts my hand and sucks my fingers into his mouth, biting down until my knuckles creak. Then he lets go, dives back to the wet and swollen center, and devours me until the room is nothing but heat and the sound of my own gasping.

He flips me, one-armed, so I’m face-down, ass up. I claw at the rug, legs splayed, and he shoves his nose between my cheeks, snorting like a bull. He mouths the seam, tongue pressing deep, so determined and hungry I can’t tell if I’m terrified or more aroused than I’ve ever been. I start to sob, the sensation is so direct, so shameless. He responds by grabbing a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back so I can’t turn away from his black, bottomless eyes.

"Mine," he says, voice barely above a hiss. "You’ll stink of me by morning."

He rears back, both hands on my hips, beard dripping, and positions himself for the next act, but that’s for another night. For now he lingers at the threshold, mouth and nose glued to my flesh, breathing in everything I have, as if he needs it to survive the winter.

When he finally lets go, the room is ravaged, my body marked everywhere he touched, every part of me alive and burning and claimed. I lie there, sprawled, unable to move, while he sits back on his haunches and sniffs the air, a glint of pride in the darkness of his face.

The house is changed. So am I. And there are still three more nights to go.

***

The house never cools. Not after that. All night I’m a raw bundle of nerves, every inch of me aware of the places he’s scoured, the patchwork of burns and scrapes his beard left behind. The lamps go out by themselves. The dark is thick, wet, animal.

I try to sleep but the ache between my thighs is a live current. I close my eyes and see only his face—mouth gleaming, teeth yellow-white in the weak light, nostrils flaring in time with my heartbeat. I don’t dare touch myself. Not yet.

At some point he comes back.

The first sign is the cold draft across my toes. I draw the blanket higher, but it’s peeled away, slow and deliberate. I keep my eyes shut, feigning sleep, but Doorway-Sniffer isn’t fooled. He likes the pretense. It makes the game sharper.

He starts at my feet. Licks the arch of my sole, the toes, then inhales the scent with a shiver of reverence, as if foot-sweat is the rarest perfume. He kisses up the calf, beard scraping red. By the time he reaches my knee, the blankets are bunched at my waist and my breath is coming in quick, stupid gasps.

He nuzzles the inside of my thigh, tongue flat, rougher than a man’s has any right to be. He pushes my legs apart, knees nearly to my chest, and just—stares at me for a long, hungry moment. Like he’s memorizing every crevice and flaw, every freckle and hair. The look is not kind, but it’s not cruel either. It’s the look of a starving thing that’s discovered a feast laid out just for him.

He dives.

He doesn’t lick—he eats. He opens me with hands and mouth, tongue wide and forceful, nosing into every seam, every hidden fold. He huffs on my clit, warm breath then cold air, again and again until I am thrashing and cursing, arms scrabbling for purchase on the glistening sheets. I feel him everywhere: the shock of cold beard, the heat of his mouth, the unrelenting push of his nose, grinding bone and cartilage right into the softest part of me.

I try to writhe away, but he pins my hips with one hand and resumes his feast, the other hand working under my back, bracing for leverage. My body betrays me. Every time he breathes, he draws my soul out with it; every time he shudders, I shudder harder.

He’s got a rhythm: nose, tongue, inhale, pause. When I start to buck, he clamps down, locks me in place, and devours me harder. He licks so deep I feel it up in my chest. He’s greedy, and I’m the meal. There is no space between us, no air, just the sound of sucking and the liquid pulse of my own arousal dripping into his beard.

I am beyond shame. I sob, I whimper, I even plead for him to stop, but the words dissolve in the hot, wet dark. He never answers, just grinds his face deeper, flattening his tongue and lapping up everything I give. I come in desperate, ragged bursts, each one stolen from me with violence.

He pulls away at last, gasping like he’s run a marathon. He wipes his mouth on the inside of my thigh, then inhales the skin, nose pressed so hard I think he’ll leave a bruise. My whole lower body feels bruised.

He rolls me with a single sweep of his arm, chest down, face mashed into the mattress. My ass is in the air, thighs quivering. He presses my head into the pillow, hard enough that I taste fabric, and I feel the deliberate drag of his nose down the curve of my spine, over the tailbone, and into the valley between my cheeks. He tongues the seam, unrepentant, snorting and grunting like he can’t get enough. I am crying and laughing at the same time, reduced to nothing but a body to be eaten, fucked, and smelled.

He yanks my hips higher, splits my knees wider. I feel the hot weight of him, cock soaked and impossibly hard, pressed against the bruised entrance. He doesn’t wait. He doesn’t warn.

He drives in with a single, brutal thrust.

The breath leaves my lungs. For a second all I can do is tremble. He holds himself deep, buried to the root, and grinds his pelvis into my ass, the thatch of his pubic hair rough and oily. He’s huge. It hurts, but in a way that lets me know I’ll be smashed by morning, that I’ll smell of nothing but him for days.

He fucks me in savage, short strokes. There’s no rhythm except the sound of our bodies: slap, gasp, slap, growl. He doesn’t reach around to touch my breasts, doesn’t whisper sweet or filthy things in my ear. Instead, he buries his face in the small of my back and snorts, over and over, marking me with his breath, his sweat, his need. Every time he slams in, he breathes me in. Like I’m the only oxygen he’s ever known.

He speeds up, impossibly, and each thrust shakes the whole bed, the headboard smacking the wall hard enough to leave a mark. My head is still mashed into the pillow. I’m drooling, screaming, helpless.

He reaches under me, grabs a handful of tit, squeezes until I wail, then pinches the nipple between his knuckles and twists. I explode, body clamping down on him in a spasm that doesn’t end. He snarls, the sound animal, and pounds into me so hard I think he might split me in two.

I’m still shaking when he finishes, pulling out with a splash of heat. He leaves me collapsed on the bed, legs spread, dripping. He stalks to the corner, sits on his haunches, and huffs the air, the musk of what we’ve done swirling around us both. He looks proud, almost smug.

I curl into a ball, arms over my head, laughing and crying in the crumpled sheets.

He’s marked me, just like he promised. And there are still two nights left.

***

Time unspools. There are no words now, only the meat-heat of bodies colliding, the ripe punch of sweat and spit, and the wild, wet music of two animals locked in a rut.

He hauls me upright by the hair, my scalp singing, and shoves his tongue in my mouth, forcing me to taste the bitter stew of his hunger and my own leaking cunt. I gag but swallow, something deep and shivering in me taking the salt and heat as a challenge. He gnashes my lip, leaving a wetness that’s blood or spit, and laughs—if you can call it that, more a cough or bark, guttural and triumphant.

He spins me, forces my head down, and slaps his cock across my cheek. It’s so lubricated with pre it leaves a string from chin to ear. He presses the tip to my lips, insistent. When I don’t open fast enough, he pinches my nose closed, and I gasp, mouth wide, as he stuffs himself in.

He fucks my face, hard and fast. Each thrust knocks my head back, the base of his cock grinding my nose, his pubes rough against my cheeks. He isn’t trying to be cruel; this is just how he is, as if the normal boundaries of what’s allowed don’t apply to us anymore. I can’t breathe, can’t think, just drool and moan around the pulse of him in my throat.

He pulls out, strings of spit and protein clinging to my lips, then yanks me by the shoulder and slams me down on my back. He spreads my legs, knees pressed to my chest, and lines up again, but this time, he just holds himself there, trembling. I realize he’s on the edge. I brace for it.

He slams in. The jolt is so sudden, so total, my vision whites out. He fucks me with abandon, the sound grotesque, bodies slick, the wet slap of skin against skin. His hands clamp my wrists to the mattress. His beard drags fire over my collarbone, my chest, my face. I see his teeth, bared in a snarl of joy.

The world is nothing but this: his breath, my sobs, the thunder of flesh meeting flesh. He builds, and I feel it, the tension pulling tighter and tighter, until it’s a live wire thrumming under my skin.

He comes with a roar that shakes the plaster. He slams deep, hips locked, and I feel the rush of heat inside me, thick, unstoppable. He rides the pulse, pumping it into me, rutting in short, helpless jerks, and doesn’t stop until it’s all out, until I’m plugged and leaking.

He collapses on top of me, body crushing mine, breath wheezing against my shoulder. His nose buries in my armpit. He huffs, long and deliberate, like a last desperate taste. He stays there, shaking, each exhale a declaration of ownership.

When he finally lifts his head, his face is glazed with sweat and my smell. He grabs my hair and rubs his beard across my throat, the stubble harsh and insistent, marking me raw. He works his way down, grinding his face over my tits, biting and licking, leaving my skin stinging and red. He pushes my thighs open again, leans in, and rubs his face—mouth, nose, beard—against my pussy, pressing until I can’t tell where he ends and I begin. He sniffs, licks, tastes, then stands, looming over me, panting.

I lie there, spent, a living altar to his obsession. My whole body is painted in his scent, inside and out.

He squats in the corner, satisfied, tongue lolling. There are no words left.

I don’t need them.

I know what I am now.

***

I wake on the floor. Light’s streaming through the smeared window, every surface a testament to last night’s storm: broken glass, overturned chairs, the greasy stain of something biological drying on the rug. I’m still naked, skin caked with sweat and the crust of spent lust, legs tacky from crotch to knee. My hair’s a nest, wild with tangles, and my thighs ache so good I want to keep the bruises forever.

I stretch and the movement makes me dizzy. I suck in air, filling my lungs with the stink of the living room—stale heat, beard sweat, the rot-sweet finish of semen going to seed. It’s so strong it makes me lightheaded. It’s so strong it makes me smile.

I drag myself upright, propping on my elbows, and survey the carnage. The marks on my neck and breasts look like bites, but I remember each one, how he pressed his face into my skin until the only thing left was our combined stink. I rub my chin, and a flake of dried come peels away, landing on my tongue. I savor it.

The clock on the wall says it’s not even noon, but I’m starving. Not for food. For more.

I crawl into the kitchen, bare feet slapping the tiles. I don’t bother putting on clothes, don’t even think about it. Instead I plant myself on the stiff wooden chair, legs spread, back arched, cunt open to the air. I reach down, two fingers plunging inside. They come out coated in Doorway-Sniffer’s signature: salty, sharp, with a metallic bite. I taste it, rolling it on my tongue, and moan loud enough to shake the pans on the wall.

“Three left,” I say, laughing. My own voice surprises me—husky, dark, raw at the edges. “And I want them savage. I want them filthy. I want them to drown in me.”

The hunger is back, not sated at all but doubled, tripled, a fire under my skin. I imagine the next one, and the next, each more desperate than the last, and my fingers are already pulsing in and out, spreading myself wider, making room for the devouring to come.

I’m not waiting anymore. I’m not prey.

This year, I’m the hunt.


Chapter 11

Tonight is the eleventh night, and my hands shake as I stack the last of the porcelain plates in a tall, unsteady tower at the edge of the table. I wipe my palms on my thighs, which are already raw from earlier. The clock over the kitchen arch is neither on the hour nor between them; its pendulum cuts through silence, swinging toward midnight with deliberate, threatening gravity. All the electric lights are off. Only the fire in the living room’s brick hearth dares to move, licking out flickers in the shape of strange letters, stoking shadows in the corners and the gaps between my own knuckles.

I kneel in front of the fire, breathing in the oily perfume of scorched orange peel and clove. Somewhere in the next room, the record player ticks down the final grooves of last year’s choir. I stare at the blackened grate, not daring to blink. There is a crack in the glass—spiderwebbed from the night Candle-Stealer made me kneel with my tongue out, waiting for the wax. I shiver, but I don’t move, even when a sharp ember bursts and stings my knee.

The clock’s hour hand groans itself up. Eleven. Eleven sharp, not a second more or less.

The fire flares, all at once: not the yellow-orange I’ve known all week, but a knife-edge of violet. The logs thrum with a noise I feel in my teeth, and then—he is there, stepping out of the heart of the flame, tall and unhurried, no smoke clinging to him but the smell of burnt honey and the afterimage of something blinding.

He is naked under his cloak tonight. That’s the first thing I see. The second is the mess of white and pink scarring crosshatched over his chest, like someone tried to turn his skin into a map. It gleams in the light. Above it, his mouth is a thin, carved line; below it, his body is a sinuous, careless promise. The cloak is a richer red than any I have seen—wet-looking, almost sticky, and open as the doors of a confessional.

He holds the candle. The Candle. It’s thick as my wrist, wound with a black thread up its spine, and the wick is already burning a blue that’s almost not a color at all. Wax oozes and beads at the tip, heavy with the fat of ten thousand dead flowers. He rolls it in his palm and sets the hot end against his tongue, which I see glistens, forked and too pink.

“Elísabet,” he says, as if he hasn’t seen me a thousand times already, as if my name is a secret that only he is allowed to say. “Are you ready?”

I nod.

He grins; the canines are sharp. “Speak.”

“Ready,” I croak. The word tastes like an altar rail: cold, bitten metal.

He doesn’t waste time, not on the eleventh night. He strides to me, takes my jaw in his palm, tilts my head back so my throat stretches until it aches. I expect a kiss, but instead he traces the candle’s heat up my cheekbone, over the thin skin beneath my eye, and stops at the arch of my brow. I flinch, instinctive, and he hums his approval.

He pulls me up by the hair—he knows just how hard to yank so my scalp sings without tearing, and I am already wet, heat moving up my thighs and knotting in my stomach—and walks me, backward, toward the table. My knees knock the edge. He holds my gaze, then shoves, not gently, and I land flat, heels scraping on the varnished wood.

The table is cold beneath me. The house is always cold in the last week of December, but I am not allowed the blanket tonight. He spreads my legs with his knee, one then the other, until my hips ache from the stretch.

The silk cord is already on the table, coiled like a promise or a threat. He binds my wrists first—once, twice, then a slow pull to tighten, not enough to bruise but enough to tell me that if I want out, I have to speak. My hands flop uselessly above my head. He ties the cord to a chair-leg and then steps back, admiring.

“You can stay or you can go,” he says, stroking my shin absently, the way you’d soothe a cat before you snap its neck. “You always stay.”

I want to say something witty, but I’m empty of words. He watches my chest rise and fall for a long, punishing moment, then drags a finger up my sternum, over the ribs, and stops at my left breast.

I can’t help it: I arch up, trying to meet his touch, even as the candle hovers above, threat and promise. The wax is dripping faster now, heavy, pendulous beads building at the base of the flame. He lowers the candle until I can smell the vanilla and animal fat, then tilts it. One bead grows, then lets go, and falls.

It hits my nipple like a bullet: white-hot, burning into me and sticking in place. I scream. I have to. The pain is blinding, so sharp it flicks all the pleasure-pain switches in my brain, sending me straight to orgasm before my mind catches up. My back bows, every muscle rigid, toes flexing and curling, hands clutching at nothing.

He watches me shatter, eyes huge and dark. When I come down, gasping and wet, he bends and sucks the cooling wax from my breast, peeling it away with the edge of his teeth. It leaves a raw circle of skin, shiny and angry. He grins around the hard, white disc, then spits it onto my chest like a communion wafer.

“Confession,” he says, “is good for the soul.”

He drags the tip of the candle across my throat, down the valley between my breasts, and watches me tremble. The smell of singed hair rises, a new flavor of pain. He kneels, presses his face to my stomach, and licks a stripe up to my navel, ignoring my squirming and whimpers. The candle hovers just above, and I know he will do it again, and again, and that I will not want to stop.

The fire has gone back to ordinary flame. The house is full of the sound of my breathing and the sharp hiss of melting wax. Candle-Stealer’s mouth is warm, wet, and insistent against every patch of skin he claims. The last thing I see before my eyes close is his satisfied, holy smile—like a priest with a freshly emptied confessional, already hungry for the next secret sin.

***

After the first shock of wax, I am helpless. I barely remember him untying and retying my arms so my elbows splay like wings, or how the candle ends up in the crook of his armpit as he methodically loops cord around my thighs, cinching them open wide. At some point, he’s stacked two books under my hips and placed a heavy dinner plate under my ass “to save the wood from stains.” When I come back to myself, I am pinned, splayed, and shivering, with my own slick pooling beneath me and the taste of iron sharp behind my teeth.

Candle-Stealer is in no hurry. He moves around the table, sometimes crouched to see me from below, sometimes standing over me so his shadow cuts the room in half. The candle burns lower, but the wax is molten and fresh; every few seconds he tilts it and lets a new bead form, turning the candle to coax the perfect drop. It’s a science for him, or maybe a religion.

The next drop he lands on my other breast, just at the tip of the areola. I see it coming and try to brace, but there’s no way to prepare. It hits and I shriek, eyes squeezed shut, my legs straining so hard against the cords that the muscles cramp. The pain spikes, then dissolves into something lower, deeper, less like pain and more like the sound a cello makes when it’s almost breaking.

He lets three more drops fall on the same spot in slow, perfect rhythm, stacking them into a little pyramid of agony. My chest feels hot and swollen, every nerve ending so bright that even the air stings. He rubs my thigh with his thumb, patient, until I stop writhing and just shudder in place.

“I can’t,” I whisper, but he ignores me. He knows I don’t mean it.

He paints my collarbones next, the candle-tip hovering and dancing as if he’s writing letters on me only he can read. The first wax sizzle lands at the notch of my throat, and my whole body contracts in on itself, all the pain mapping out through my veins. When he moves to my stomach, the candle is so low that it almost burns his own fingers, but he doesn’t seem to care. He draws a long line down my midline, then another, crossing them to make a crucifix, or an asterisk, or a star. Each fresh drop hurts worse than the last, but the space between hurts is full of a kind of perfect, floating pleasure, as if my bones have been replaced with bells and every nerve is a clapper.

My cunt is clenched so hard it hurts, juices running in a slow trickle down to the cold plate. I’m humiliated by how much I want him to notice. He does. He always does.

He kneels between my spread thighs and puts the candle aside for a moment, just looking. The skin is already red and wax-stippled in places; my folds are glistening and almost embarrassingly open, begging for him. He touches me lightly, so lightly I almost can’t feel it, then smears his thumb up the line of my slit, gathering wetness and holding it to the candle.

“Look,” he says, voice soft. He rolls his thumb in the hot wax, lets it coat the pad, then presses it gently to my inner thigh. I gasp. It burns, but not like before; the wax cools so quickly here that it’s more of a warning, a suggestion of what he could do if he wanted.

He lines up the candle over my pelvis, just at the point where the skin is thinnest and the nerves are closest to the surface. He lets a bead form, then drops it directly onto my mound, where the hair has been shaved raw for this purpose. I shriek again, tears stinging my eyes. The pain blots out the rest of the world. But as soon as it ebbs, I feel the pleasure fill in behind it—pleasure that isn’t even sexual, exactly, just the joy of surviving. The table shakes with my sobbing.

He keeps going, methodical, painting runes and lines over my skin, filling in a shape that I won’t see until morning. With each drop I get closer to the edge, the pain and pleasure twisting tighter and tighter together. Sometimes the wax is a white-hot bullet, sometimes a velvet slap, but always it leaves me marked, claimed.

I can’t remember the last time I spoke. At some point I am just whimpering, drooling onto the wood. My thighs spasm and clench. Candle-Stealer traces the candle down, down, until it hovers above my clit. He holds my gaze. “If you want me to stop, you know what to say.”

I don’t say it. I can’t.

He lets the wax drop. It splashes my clit and I come so violently that my vision whites out, my body bucking up hard enough to nearly tip the table. I’m crying, fully sobbing now, but I don’t want it to end. He waits for my spasms to quiet, then puts the candle out, smoke spiraling up from the wick. He strokes my mound, soothing, and then—slowly, as if this were a massage or a medical procedure—he slides the still-hot, thick shaft of candle between my legs.

It’s too big, almost. The wax is slippery with my own juices, but still, I whimper and tense as it parts me. He works it in gently, patient, pressing and withdrawing in tiny increments. My body wants to reject it, but he waits, coaxing, letting my cunt get used to the shape and the heat. When I finally relax, he slides it in all the way. The sensation is overwhelming: the heat, the fullness, the pressure against every nerve.

He leaves it there for a moment, and I can feel it cooling, hardening inside me, a plug of foreign substance that makes me clench and shudder with every heartbeat. Then he reignites the wick, just inches from my flesh. He holds the candle steady, but angles it so each fresh drop falls directly on my clit. With every thrust, every drip, I am unmade, melted down to nothing but nerve endings and voice.

It isn’t like the other orgasms. This time the pain doesn’t fade—it builds, layers, spirals in and out of the pleasure until I don’t know where one ends and the other starts. I am sobbing, thrashing, drooling, and it’s the best I’ve ever felt in my life.

Candle-Stealer leans over me, one hand still working the candle, the other stroking my throat in time with my breathing. He murmurs things I can’t understand, old prayers or curses, and I realize he’s keeping count. The rhythm is perfect: every drop, every thrust, every spasm of my cunt accounted for, measured and collected.

I break, finally, coming so hard I almost lose consciousness. My body is a single, bright point of pain-pleasure, and I want it to go on forever and never again. My screams are hoarse now, wrecked, but he doesn’t stop until I am limp and empty, draped across the table like a spent candle myself.

He leaves the candle inside me as the wax cools, then leans in to lick the tears and snot from my face. “You’re perfect,” he whispers, and this is the only soft thing he has said all night.

I can’t answer. I just sob, and let him collect what’s left of me.

***

I must have blacked out for a while, because when I come back the only light in the room is from the cooling, crusted pools of wax on my body. The fire is embers now, but the table is still warm from the press of Candle-Stealer’s hands and chest. I hear his breathing before I see him—a steady, slow rhythm that matches the pulse between my legs.

The pain is everywhere now, not sharp anymore but deep and throbbing, as if I’m bruised inside and out. My nipples ache with every breath. My wrists are still tied to the chair, though the cord has slackened; I could get free, but I don’t try. I lie there, shivering, listening to the way my own breath trembles in the dark.

He is on his knees at the end of the table, face level with my pelvis. For a long moment he just watches me, his hands stroking up and down my legs, squeezing and releasing. Then he bends forward and kisses the inside of my knee, slow and reverent, as if he’s sealing a wound.

He starts to peel the wax. It hurts in a new way—a tearing, ripping pain that leaves each patch of skin raw and bright. He does it slowly, savoring each strip, sometimes using his teeth to lift an edge. I gasp and buck, but he murmurs soft encouragements: “There, that’s it. Good girl. Almost done.”

When he peels away the thickest patch from my left nipple, I howl. My body arches up and I think I might faint again. He doesn’t hesitate; he bends and sucks the tender skin, tongue flicking over the nerve endings until the pain ebbs. It’s almost gentle. Almost.

He works his way down, peeling and soothing, peeling and soothing, until he reaches the wax that’s run and hardened along my slit and over the thick, white candle still lodged inside me. The wax is glossy and hard, shellacking my pubic mound in a bumpy, translucent armor. He runs a finger along the seam where skin meets wax, then pinches and pulls it away in one motion. The pain is blinding, but the moment it’s gone, I feel only relief.

He leans in and licks the new, angry flesh. His tongue is wet, almost cold; it leaves trails of saliva that sting at first, then soothe. I moan, helpless, and he laughs—softly, not unkindly.

“You have no idea how perfect you are,” he says, and I shiver.

He pulls the candle out, slow and careful, and I feel the emptiness open inside me. It’s quickly replaced by his cock: hot, alive, and so much thicker than the candle that for a second I panic, thinking I can’t possibly take it. He presses forward anyway, splitting me open on the first thrust. The pain is electric, white and red, but underneath is the same pleasure that’s been building all night.

He fucks me slow and deep, every movement dragging across the raw places left by the wax. Each thrust hurts, but the pain is so sharp and pure that it breaks down all the noise in my head, leaving only the simple fact of his body inside mine. He sets a rhythm—hard, then harder, then slower again, drawing it out until I’m begging without words.

At some point, he grabs the candle, reignites the wick with a kitchen match, and holds it over our joined bodies. The wax drips onto my clit, my stomach, our thighs, each drop landing in time with the thrusts. Some of it spatters onto him, and he grins, baring those sharp canines.

“Look at you,” he says, voice low and hoarse. “You’re made for this. For me.”

I want to deny it, to spit something cruel or clever, but my body betrays me. I’m clenching around him, desperate for every new wave of pain and heat. The air fills with the smell of scorched honey, sweat, and something animal. My hands scrabble for purchase, and I manage to grip the edge of the table, knuckles white with effort.

He leans over me, his mouth close to my ear. “Last time,” he whispers. “Take it. Take all of it.”

The candle hovers above my chest. The wax falls in a thick bead, right between my breasts. The pain is immediate, but it’s nothing compared to the way his cock fills me, presses against every nerve until I’m on the verge of breaking.

I come again, not a soft unraveling this time but a violent, guttural explosion. My legs kick, the chair tips, and I squirt so hard it splashes up and out, hitting his stomach and the underside of the table. Candle-Stealer laughs—a wild, triumphant sound—and pounds into me until the candle gutter out and darkness folds in around us.

The last thing I feel is the warmth of wax and come pooling under my ass, and his lips on my forehead, sealing the night with a kiss.

***

When I wake, I think for a moment I’ve been flayed. My whole body is covered in a sticky, brittle shell; every time I move, something cracks or peels, and the air rasps against my skin like sandpaper. The bedroom is filled with pale, low sunlight that makes everything too bright, too real.

I sit up slowly, wincing. The sheet sticks to my thighs, glued on by last night’s aftermath. I peel it away and examine my body. The wax is still there, but now it’s cooled and hardened into a strange, lumpy armor. Every inch of me is marked: my chest is striped in red and white, my stomach mapped with a starburst of lines, my pelvis glossy with overlapping coats of wax. Between my legs, I am raw and swollen, every movement an echo of last night’s pain-pleasure.

I run my fingers along my collarbone, tracing the hardened riverbeds of wax. I press down, gently at first, then harder, feeling for the sharp border between skin and resin. It stings, but I like it. I press until my eyes water, then move down to the tender patch between my breasts. I find a spot where the wax is thick and soft, still holding heat. I dig in and moan, not from pleasure exactly, but from the memory of it.

I don’t bother putting on clothes. There’s no point. Candle-Stealer is gone—he always is, after a big night—but the house still smells like him: burnt sugar, sweat, the faint tang of old smoke. I walk to the kitchen, feeling the cool air hit every sore, exposed place. I open the freezer, grab a handful of ice cubes, and stand there letting the cold numb my burns. The contrast is dizzying. For a second, I think I might come again, just from the temperature shock.

I laugh out loud, a wild, ugly sound, and pour myself coffee. I fill the mug with ice, black and bitter, then gulp it until my tongue is numb. I watch the winter morning through the window, the snow outside smooth and untouched. I imagine the neighbors peering in, seeing me naked and crusted in last night’s residue. Let them look. I want them to see.

I’m not afraid of anything anymore. Not pain, not embarrassment, not even the last two nights of this fucked-up ritual. If anything, I’m hungry for it, greedy for the next round, the next boundary to break. I flex my thighs, testing the ache, and think about what Candle-Stealer will do to me when he comes back. I hope it’s worse than last night. I want it to be.

I finish my coffee, then stand at the counter, watching the sun catch on my skin. The wax glints in the light, hard and beautiful, every scar a badge.

I run my hands over my body, and this time, I don’t stop pressing when it hurts.


Chapter 12

The twelfth night is not the loudest, not the cruelest, but the coldest. The kind of cold that arrives by subtraction—every sound, every ripple of streetlight, every mundane human trouble erased until only breath and skin and memory persist. I wait for Meat-Hook in the living room with the old Christmas tree sagging under its last, overripe ornaments, the TV dark, the radiators in their ancient revolt against the draft. Outside, Reykjavik hunches in an arctic silence, but inside my body, the waiting is a low electrical storm, shuddering down the length of my legs and winding me tighter with each minute.

I do not look at the window, not tonight. I learned my lesson. If you watch for Meat-Hook, you will see nothing but your own reflection stretched and warped, a shadow inside the glass. He is not a man who appears in direct sight, nor does he honor the threshold with a knock. Sometimes I believe he has always been in the house, slouched in the attic crawlspace, lurking in the rips of insulation behind the washing machine. More likely, he is a principle, a law of the season, and when midnight ticks into the marrow of the last Yule evening, he simply is.

I do not flinch when I hear the floorboard behind me crack. It is part of the ritual to pretend surprise, but tonight I am empty of all but a heavy, reckless curiosity. I do not flinch when I hear the floorboard behind me crack. It is part of the ritual to pretend surprise, but tonight I am empty of everything except a reckless, deliberate curiosity. I left the latch loose. I left the lights low. I dressed my own body like an offering and sat down to be found. If I am hunted, it is because I asked to be.

I turn, and there he is: shoulders blocking out the archway to the hall, skullcap beaded with thawing frost, beard a tangle of red-and-bone, the living myth of northern menace conjured in bulk and muscle and a humorless glint. Rope hangs from his hands—crimson-dyed hemp, raw and soft in its own fibrous way—and he watches me like he’s reading a vow off my skin.

I am naked, as he required. My hands are folded in my lap, legs pressed demurely closed, which is the first of many lies. When he pauses in front of me, Meat-Hook stares down with a lazy, brutal patience. The lampshade makes his eyes look bottomless, a brown so dark it cannot be mapped, but I find something like warmth flickering there too. He never speaks first; I suspect he cannot, or that words are a courtesy he reserves for the living. But I speak anyway. "Did you miss me?"

His lips do not move, but the corners tip up, ever so slightly. In the reflection on the TV screen, I can see myself: pale, goose-pimpled, hair in a wet black halo down my spine, wrists already pale where the blood has fled in anticipation. I think I must look like a frozen saint, or the model for a painting hung only in some disreputable bar. The image pleases me more than I expected.

The first touch of his rope is a shock, not because it hurts, but because I want it so badly. The cord smells faintly of woodsmoke and wool, which is also how he smells, even after hours in the bitter dark. He draws the loop around my left wrist, then my right, binding them with a quick, practiced motion that I feel in my stomach before I feel it in my skin. He is not rough, not in this; his hands, though broad and lined with old scars, are more precise than any doctor’s. He pauses, lets me adjust to the first constraint, then leans in and presses his lips—dry, hot—to the veins fluttering at the base of each palm. The gesture is not a parody of tenderness, but the thing itself, terrifying in its clarity. He knows that this is not only a punishment; it is, tonight, a gift.

He drags the rope upward and I am rising, slowly, barely an inch at a time. His other hand finds the cord already slung from the ceiling hook (a permanent addition, drilled in last Christmas when my mother was still alive to question the repairman), and feeds it through some clever system of knots that draws my arms above my head with no effort from him at all. I resist, out of pride, but the result is only to arch my back further, to lift my chest so my nipples harden and point like tiny frostbitten rosebuds. My feet fight for the rug, my toes flex and grip for purchase, but after a moment they dangle, weightless, the final betrayal.

He circles me now, at a measured pace. Each step is a problem for my ears to solve: the faint crunch of his boots on the ancient hardwood, the hush of his beard brushing his parka as he tilts his head to study the results of his work. I have never been more naked, not even in the showers after gym class, not even in the fever-slicked hours after my first drunk fuck at university, not even when the nurses cut away my hospital gown to dress a wound. Nakedness is not just a lack of clothes; it is a collapse of boundaries, an exposure that radiates from the softest core and calls every watching eye to attend. Meat-Hook is the only eye that matters.

He is standing behind me now, the rope in one hand and my jaw in the other. He tilts my head back, forces me to meet the ceiling, where the pale glass light fixture buzzes with tired bugs and the uneven cracks from last spring’s earthquake run like veins above us. I am an object, and also the purpose for which the object was made. I feel the sharp tap of his finger against my throat, then the slow, languid trail down between my breasts, along the line of my sternum, over the slight round of my belly and the gentle, public curve of my pubic mound. I have kept it shaved for him, though no one ever told me to. The skin there is hypersensitive, a trembling, twitching invitation, and I cannot help but let out a tiny, undignified gasp when he tests the tension of my thighs with a knuckle.

The ropes creak. The lamp’s glow turns my skin golden, then carves deep shadows beneath each rib, in the hollow of my collarbone, in the cleft between my buttocks where I am already clenching tight. I want to cry out, or to giggle, or to spit at him in mock defiance, but I am too afraid that my voice will shake, and that my secret is already too plain. Instead I focus on the patterns of the cord as he works: the way each wrap nestles against the one before, the diamond shapes blossoming across my belly, the subtle pressure that both supports and confines. He is drawing a diagram of me for his own reference, and I can feel him learning every inch, every contour, with a devotion that is almost sacred.

He stops, very close behind me, and I hear the steady, measured wind of his own breathing. There is heat radiating from his body, more than should be possible. I want, so badly, to twist and rub myself against him, to generate friction, to cross the boundary between victim and participant. But that is not how it is tonight. Tonight I am for display, for study. He completes the last knot at my wrists, cinches it tight, and then for a moment does nothing at all. I imagine that he is admiring the view, or perhaps letting his own excitement crest and subside.

I cannot see him, but I feel his stare, heavier than the rope itself. It is not shame that I feel; it is hunger, and gratitude, and a weird, vibrating pride. I do not dare move or speak. My arms are numb, my cunt is wet to the point of obscenity, and I know that if he so much as brushes my nipple I will embarrass myself with a spasm of pleasure.

"Good," he says, finally, his voice like a storm draining down a stone chimney. "You are better every night." There is a soft slap on my ass, not for pain, but as punctuation. Then: "Now you wait."

I wait. The silence returns, more profound than before, and I begin to count my own breaths in the empty space. One. Two. Three. Each time the door hinges groan, I tense. Each time I feel a ripple in the air, I imagine what comes next.

I hang there, trembling, for what might be minutes or might be the rest of my life. When I hear the creak of the floor behind me, I am ready for anything.

***

I am ready for anything, but what I am not ready for is how slow he goes. Meat-Hook is a man who can bend time: he draws out the moment between anticipation and action, filling it with a charge so dense I can feel it clotting in my lungs. I hear the thump of the coil on the floor as he drops it, the soft hiss as he unthreads another length from his bundle, the almost imperceptible sound of his boots moving into my blind spot. My eyes are fixed on the ceiling, but my entire body is tuned to the sensations radiating inward from every contact point—rope, air, my own pulse, his looming, hungry attention.

The next pass of cord comes around my waist, yanked tight enough to make my belly dip in and my hips flare out in grotesque, exclamatory relief. He works with a cruel efficiency, each wrap squeezing me smaller, each cross-brace digging deeper into the flesh beneath. The first diamond forms between my ribs; the next, higher, snug over my sternum, mashing my breasts upward so the skin strains pale and glossy around the knot. I can feel my nipples flattening against the harshness of the cord, pressed almost flat at first, then isolated and magnified by the next loop, which nestles a marble-sized lump of hemp directly against each tip. I shudder, unable to help it, and the motion sets the whole harness vibrating—every line a new axis of sensation, every breath a new pain or pleasure.

He is not content with this simple lattice. The next rope slithers down my spine, tickling the vertebrae, and splits at the base to chase along the inside of each thigh. I clench, instinctively, but the pressure only tightens the sensation—Meat-Hook has planned for every rebellion. He yanks the cords outward, and suddenly my legs are splayed wide, toes no longer in reach of the rug, groin on full display to the lamp and the draft and his silent, critical gaze. My cunt is already weeping, and I feel a blush surge from my chest to my scalp at the knowledge that it is all for him, that he has made of me a grotesque and splendid altar piece.

There is a pause. I sense him behind me, shifting his weight, perhaps checking the symmetry of his handiwork, perhaps just savoring the way I struggle and tremble against the ropes. He lays a hand flat on my ass, then runs a finger down the crevice between my legs, stopping at the tight, burning stretch where the next knot will be placed. 

He pauses. Not long—just long enough to look at my face, to make it mine again. “Tell me,” he says, voice low as the weather.

“I’m ready,” I breathe, and the rope tightens like it heard me. 

He pushes the coarse ball of rope into the crease of my vulva, adjusting it with the clinical care of a butcher making his final trim, and then ties it off so that the entire system cinches tighter when I twitch or move. The knot finds my clit with unerring precision. It presses, hard, but not to the point of numbness—no, it is perfectly calculated to maximize friction with every accidental motion, every tiny shift. I gasp again, and this time I cannot disguise it as anything but what it is: a wordless, involuntary whine of want.

He is panting now, quietly, behind me. His hands move to my ankles, binding them to the spreader bar already attached to the ceiling hook. I had not noticed him install it, but of course it was there, waiting for its appointed use. With a few quick tugs, he secures my legs so wide I feel the ache in my hips, and then lifts me just a little higher. I am dangling, the entire architecture of rope and flesh taking my full weight, my muscles quivering and sweat breaking out on my upper lip and brow. My body is not mine; it is a system, a machine, a perfect captive state.




There is a click—soft, almost polite. He lifts his phone, waiting.

Heat climbs my throat. I swallow, then give him the smallest nod. “No face,” I manage, like that’s the line that makes me brave.

He records only the body: rope, light, the obscene shine of me, the architecture of the thing he’s made. I do not hate him for this. It is a kind of recognition, a preservation. My shame is an offering, and I want to give more.

He walks in front of me, finally, so I can see him. His face is slack with lust, but there is a solemnity to his eyes that cuts deeper than the ropes. He reaches down, unzips himself, and frees his cock—a thick, blunt thing, pale at the base but dark and angry at the tip. He strokes himself once, twice, not as a threat, but as a promise. Then he steps closer and whispers, not into my ear, but directly into my open, gasping mouth: "Now you fly for me."

He gives the suspension line a twist. The harness rotates, slow at first, then faster as inertia takes over. The knots and ropes do not shift so much as they intensify; every turn adds a new dimension, grinding the hemp into my clit and nipples with a punishing, exquisite regularity. The first full rotation knocks the air from my lungs; the second forces a broken moan out of my throat. I cannot stop myself from squirming, and the squirming only multiplies the friction, which multiplies the pleasure, which becomes unbearable almost immediately.

I am orbiting him, orbiting the lamp, orbiting the singular point of agony and bliss between my legs. My world narrows to the pattern of motion, the heat blooming at every pressure point, the way each breath sends new fireworks down my spine. I am sobbing, I realize, actual tears cutting down my cheeks and pooling under my chin. I do not care, because I am on fire, every nerve a live wire, every muscle a string drawn to snapping.

He stops the spin with a hand to my hip. The sudden halt rips a scream from me—a raw, animal sound I have never heard from my own throat. The pressure at my clit crests and detonates; I am coming, and coming, and coming, not in a pulse but in a long, unbroken surge, the kind that liquefies your bones and leaves you nothing but a wet, shivering skin. The ropes dig in, trapping the orgasm, amplifying it, holding me open for his pleasure and my own humiliation. I do not know if I can breathe, or if I want to.

He lets me ride it, lets me empty myself in front of him, lets the harness swing me gently back and forth until the last shudder dies away. He is smiling now, full and open, the look of a man who has done his best work and is proud of it.

"Good girl," he says. His hand cups my jaw, thumb stroking the tears away, and for a moment the touch is so gentle I want to break apart all over again.

The ropes creak, the lamp buzzes, and my body swings, helpless, suspended between ecstasy and oblivion.

***

I have always wanted to be used. Not in the lazy, passing way men have spoken of on bad dates—"use me," as though it were some whimsy, a reversal of roles, a throwaway kink—but in the way the earth is used by the glacier, in the way steel is used by the press. Utterly, beyond argument, with the full and terrible weight of another’s purpose. In the harness, after the orgasm, with every muscle ruined and my mind blotted white by the aftermath, I am used in this way. Meat-Hook knows exactly what I want, and now he will have it, too.

He moves back into my field of view, bare from the waist down, cock already glistening and ruddy, as if he has been waiting a thousand years just to perform this one act. He says nothing. Instead, he takes me by the hips, grips the rope that cinches my lower back, and, using the cord as a handle, tilts me so that my pelvis is the perfect receptacle. I let myself go boneless on purpose, every muscle unclenching into the rope like I’m pouring myself into a mould. He guides himself to my entrance, rubs the head up and down through the release that is leaking down my thigh, and then with one measured thrust, pushes inside.




It is a new claiming every time—different pressure, different angle, the same deliberate inevitability. The rope bites into the outer flesh, and his cock fills the interior to the limit. The sensation is doubled, tripled—inside, outside, everywhere at once. Each push hammers the knot on my clit, which is still a raw, exposed wire, and also pounds the knots at my nipples as the whole web tugs and shifts with the motion. I am a suspension bridge in a hurricane, straining and shuddering but somehow holding together.

He goes slow at first. Not out of mercy, but so he can savor every moment. He pulls all the way out, then thrusts in again, each time stretching the flesh around the knot until the pain and pleasure blend into something that must be experienced to be believed. My head drops forward, chin to my chest, and I see my own body—a spectacle, a ragdoll, a perfect captive. My breasts bounce with every impact, sweat rolling off the tips of my nipples, dripping down onto his knuckles where he still grips the rope. The air is hot, dry, full of the animal smell of both of us. I moan, a series of small, broken syllables. I do not know what I am saying, or if it is even in a language.

He speeds up. The entire harness flexes, the suspension line creaking with each violent upward lift. My legs, uselessly wide, cannot resist or guide him; I am fully, blessedly passive. He fucks me like he means it, like it is the only thing left in the world that matters. The noise of the room is a steady drumbeat of rope against flesh, flesh against flesh, breath against breath.

He leans in and bites the top of my shoulder, not hard enough to break skin, but with enough force to remind me who is in control. The pain flares, then turns sweet, then fades into the background behind the flood of sensation between my legs. Every thrust pushes me higher, every withdrawal leaves a void that only he can fill. I am sweating, crying, laughing, and begging, all at once, the words bubbling up from my throat without conscious thought.

"Own me," I sob, the words ripped out of me by the rhythm. "Own me, please, I can’t—I can’t—"

He answers with another series of deep, claiming strokes. "You are mine," he grunts, the words almost lost in the slap and drag of bodies. "You always were."

I come again, harder than the first time. The climax is not neat, not pretty—it is a seizing, a convulsion, a total evacuation of self. The muscles in my cunt flutter around his cock, and the knots dig in so hard I feel bruises blossoming before I am even finished. My whole body spasms, twists, and yet the harness holds me, unyielding, so I am forced to feel every second of it, to ride the agony and delight without flinching.

He lets me finish, then fucks me through the aftershocks, relentless, until I am a limp puppet hanging from the ceiling. Only when he is sure I am empty does he slow, then stop. He steps back, his cock still twitching, and admires the result—a used, helpless, dripping thing, held together by nothing but rope and longing.

I am, in this moment, as happy as I have ever been.

***

He does not untie me. Not right away. Instead, he steps back, catching his breath, letting his cock wilt just enough that I can see the sticky trail still connecting us. I hang in the harness, body gone slack and heavy, the only movement the lazy swing of my feet as the aftershocks fade from my cunt. My face is wet with tears, sweat, maybe even drool; I have lost all track of dignity, which is precisely the point.

Meat-Hook walks behind me and tugs the suspension line, hoisting my hips higher, arching my back until the position is almost painful. My legs are too weak to protest. I can feel his eyes on me, roaming over the bruised, red-patterned skin, the splayed lips of my used cunt, the way the knot at my clit still glistens in the low light. For a long moment, he just looks. He drinks in the aftermath.

Then he steps close, lines himself up, and fucks me again.

There is no ceremony to it now, no gentle escalation—just raw, desperate rutting, as if he needs to leave a deeper mark before the night ends. The ropes dig harder than before; my body, battered and emptied, responds with a dull, bright ache that is almost as good as the orgasms that came before. He drives into me, lifting my entire body on each stroke, and I hang limp, a puppet on his strings, nothing left to offer but the wet, shuddering grip of my insides.

I can feel it when he’s close. His rhythm changes—short, animalistic pumps, breath coming in ragged bursts. He wraps one arm around my waist, clings to the harness, and with a final, shuddering thrust, buries himself to the hilt. I can feel the flood of him, hot and thick, pooling inside me until it leaks out around the edges. He holds me there, spasming, every muscle in his arms and chest going taut.

He does not pull out. Instead, he cradles my pelvis in one hand, supporting the dead weight of me, and with the other hand he begins to undo the knots. The process is slow, ritualistic. He loosens the cord at my chest, releasing the pressure, and I inhale a shuddering breath, almost a sob. He unties my thighs, one after the other, gently massaging the deep marks left behind. My ankles are last. When the rope goes slack, I collapse, but he catches me, holding my limp form against his chest.

He lays me down on the rug, soft and careful now, and kneels beside me. One by one, he unwinds the harness, kissing each stripe and dent as he exposes it. My skin is a map of red and white, some places already blooming with deep purple. He licks the sweat from my collarbone, nuzzles the spot just above my navel, and whispers something low and affectionate in a language I do not understand. I do not need to.

When I am finally free of the cords, he gathers the lengths in his fist and holds them up, an offering or a trophy. I want to say thank you, but my mouth is too tired. Instead, I reach up, grip his wrist, and pull him down to me. We do not kiss—this is not that kind of fairy tale—but our foreheads touch, and I feel his breath mingling with mine.

He stands, shrugs his coat back over his shoulders, and pads barefoot to the door. Just before he steps out into the darkness, he turns and speaks, voice gentle and final: "Tomorrow you will not need ropes to surrender."

He is gone. The silence returns, but this time it is a comfort, a shelter. I curl up on the rug, rope-burned and leaking, and let myself drift. The marks will last for days, but the memory will last forever.

***

The first thing I notice is the cold. Not the prickling kind that raises gooseflesh, but a deep, muscle-soaking ache—like the aftertaste of fear, or the echo of an old wound. I wake up on the living room floor, half-buried in a heap of red rope, cheek mashed into the rug that smells faintly of paraffin and old milk. Every inch of my skin throbs. My wrists and ankles are encircled by bands of pink and purple, raw but clean, a souvenir from the previous night’s work.

I sit up, slowly. The room is in disarray: tinsel shredded and strewn like party favors, the Christmas tree lopsided and leaking needles onto the table, a single empty mug abandoned beside the blackout window. Meat-Hook is gone, of course. I am alone except for the persistent hum of the radiators, ticking and clicking like the second hand of a clock counting down to the end of the world.

I stretch, cat-like, arms overhead, testing the range of motion. The ache is everywhere, but it is a good ache—a reminder that my body belongs to me, at least until tonight. I brush a hand across my chest, feeling the ridges of leftover rope, then down to my belly, where a hand-shaped bruise is blooming, purple and blue. Lower still, between my legs, the lips are still tender, my cunt swollen and hot. I slide two fingers along the seam, press them inside. The walls are sore, but I can still feel the ghost of last night’s knots. A slow, involuntary clench. I shiver, but do not stop.

I stand and pad, naked, to the window. It is not yet sunrise, but already the pale sky is bruising toward orange. Across the street, the neighbor’s lights are on; I imagine them sipping coffee, scrolling their phones, no idea that just meters away I am licking the taste of dried blood from the inside of my cheek, preparing to be undone all over again.

On the ceiling, the hook Meat-Hook installed is now a permanent part of the architecture. It stares down at me like a blank, impassive eye. I want to feel resentment, or maybe embarrassment, but what settles in my chest is something else: pride, maybe, or a sense of royalty. The marks are not wounds; they are decorations, evidence of my own capacity to endure and to enjoy. I run my thumb over a wrist bruise and imagine it as a bracelet, a coronation gift.

There is only one night left. The final visitor. The real Santa, as my mother used to joke, the king above the little men who came before.

I am not afraid. I am not even anxious. There is a strange, delighted anticipation curdling in my gut, a knowledge that the best is yet to come. I want it—I want him—to break me open in some new way, to find a piece of myself I have not yet mapped.

I kneel on the rug, facing the ceiling hook. With both hands, I spread my knees wide, bare and bold in the weak dawn light. My cunt flutters, still hungry. I wet four fingers in my mouth, then push them deep inside, knuckles straining the limits of what I can hold. The fullness is almost too much, but I keep going, working my wrist until I am split and panting and moist.

The cold is gone. In its place is a heat that fills the room, that lifts my spine and my chin and sets a grin on my face.

I am ready. More than ready. I am a queen in a palace of pain and pleasure, and tonight the true king will claim his tribute.

“Come claim what’s already yours,” I whisper, and this time I mean it. “I’m ready to be bred.”


Chapter 13

The clock on the mantle has just struck midnight, which is a lie—it is 23:57, but time distorts on Christmas Eve. The kindling has burned low, radiating only the sort of lazy, dusky warmth that makes you forget your toes exist. I’m stretched on the bearskin by the hearth, still redolent with last night’s afterglow and candlewax, still raw from the week-long parade of “presents” the lads left in my boot: leather bridle, ginger root, four liters of Icelandic whipped cream, and the wax stamp of every prank-obsessed, goblin-hearted ancestor I never knew I had.

Outside, Reykjavík is a pink-cold smear, the kind of snowstorm that carves human skin from windward and makes all street lamps into floating, honeyed ghosts. My only light is the fireplace, and I watch it hungrily, as if the next log might spit out another hot, hungry Yule Lad. A flick of the tongue, a slither of shadow, a squelch and squirm, and I’d be full again—every orifice, every thought, plugged with magic. I can’t even stand to think about tomorrow’s hangover, because tonight I am going to get bred by the wildest fairy tale the Nordic world ever spewed into being.

At 00:00, the flames invert. What had been orange becomes venom-green, shot with icy blue and gold, coiling like aurora in a pint glass. The hearth expands—literally breathes—sucking in the room’s chill and ballooning outward until the brickwork trembles. A sound comes with it, but not a sound: the cold song of the deep interior, a draft from beyond the world. My nipples glass over, and I crawl toward the hearth without realizing I’ve moved. My knees leave little sweat-dark impressions on the bear, and my left palm is sticky from the earlier fun, the fingers still splayed like they’re expecting to be pinned down again any second.

He steps through the fire. No warning, no preparatory scent of peppermint or sage, just a rip and a shuffle and the tallest thing I have ever seen scraping antlers against my ceiling.

He must be eight feet, easy. Antlers in a massive, symmetric spread, polished black with velvet still clinging like cobwebs. His face is human, but only as an insult to men—cheekbones for days, jaw you could split logs with, lips made for nothing except suckling the marrow from all your resistance. Eyes: not blue, not green, but the specific pale glimmer of winter dawn over the ocean, a pupil like a ripple of light. His skin is gold, not like a tan but like the heart of fresh honey, poured into the mold of a Norse god. Naked, obviously, except for the soot-black belt cinching his waist, and the impossibly thick cock laying against one thigh, still half-sheathed in what I can only process as honest-to-god reindeer fur.

Jólasveinn himself.

He does not ask. He doesn’t need to. I am up on my knees, wrists presented like a gift, throat already open and straining for whatever feral urge he wants to press down it. He smells like wet earth and cloves and the tang of hot metal, like the inside of a smithy’s mouth. My own body gives an answering shudder; my cunt clenches so hard I gasp, and the sound makes him smile, a slow draw of teeth and tongue that promises everything.

He does not touch my hands or my neck. He just slides one palm under my ass and lifts. One movement, no effort. I weigh one hundred twenty-five kilos and most of it is hips and tits; he hoists me like a newborn kitten, then lays me back on a new bed of white furs I know were not there yesterday. His antlers frame the world above me, curving like cathedral spires, and when he kneels I feel the seismic presence of the rest of him, cock dragging over my calf with a shudder that leaves me marked, fur-lined, claimed.

He could split me in two and I would say thank you. Instead he starts with my left nipple, mouth enveloping it so gently I weep into the pelt. He hums, a low vibration, and I can feel the sound through every tooth in his head; he draws with lips and tongue, first soft, then insistent, until my areola swells and throbs with heat. My tit aches, but in a way I never knew possible—like fullness, like something pouring from me into him, like a warm current in the vein. He suckles until milk beads on the tip, and when he lets go, a perfect drop stands out, illuminated by the Christmas-lit room. Then he does the other, and I almost pass out from the overstimulation, the weird, predatory care of it. He makes the “mmm” noise again, this time into the flesh, and the sensation ricochets to my clit in a direct line, no stops.

He works his way down, pausing over every mark on my torso. I see his tongue, wet and heavy, tracing the scar from my appendix, then the rope burns (still angry-pink) from my week’s adventures. He licks each one like a religious relic, then whispers to them—not to me, to the wounds themselves—in a tongue I don’t know. I imagine it is some old Sami or Finnic, but it feels more like the grammar of animals, or the last language spoken before the world froze solid. I can feel each word in my bones, the “r”s rolling so deeply my teeth chatter along.

By the time he has licked his way to my inner thigh, I am weeping in a completely new way: slow, steady tears that bead at the corner of my eye and then vanish into the pelt. My hands are fisted in the fur, but my legs are wide, knees splayed with a lack of shame that should be humiliating but is only pure, apex heat.

His breath at my vulva is like a balm, but also like threat: the air is alive, ozone and musk, and when his tongue lands it is both soft and rough, like a velvet glove lined with sandpaper. He doesn’t lap. He settles in, buries his face in the center of me, and does not break for air or reprieve. His tongue pulses and twists, searching up and under, teasing my clit but never giving it the direct hit. He wants me writhing, so I writhe. He wants me begging, so I let out every pleading noise I have ever had in me: the whimper, the keening, the full-body groan that sounds like an animal being slaughtered.

He suckles at my clit, finally, and the moment is so direct and deliberate that I hear my own heartbeat in my ears. I come, almost instantly, but he does not slow or let up; he keeps working, drawing out every convulsion, every aftershock, until I can’t even feel my own limbs. He keeps licking. He does not ever stop.

Eventually, he releases me, and I lay there, utterly open, leaking, marked as his by every sense organ I have. He comes up and, for the first time, meets my eyes. There is a joke there, something only he gets, a little twist to his mouth. His voice is midnight and honey, saturated with warmth but edged with something dangerous.

“Look what my brothers and I have awakened…” he murmurs, running the back of his knuckle down my jaw with a delicacy that makes me want to sob. “The most perfect woman in Midgard.”

He doesn’t blink when he says it. He does not smile, not really, but the corners of his mouth turn up, just slightly, as if he knows I will do anything for him—right now, right here, in front of the whole frozen city. The moment hangs, brittle and gold and utterly final.

I swallow, once, and nod. I am ready for the next stage.

***

He wants me, but not the way boys want a girl when they are desperate and drunk. He wants me the way a wolf wants the last marrow in the world, the way a god wants a sacrifice. He spreads my thighs—no, he parts them, palms so wide I feel his heat behind my knees, the animal pads of his hands pressing prints into my skin that I suspect will last until next Yule. The reverence in his motion is so total that for a moment I’m not sure if I’m meant to be a meal or an altar.

My pussy is shaved clean for this occasion, but even the act of prepping for him (the shave, the oil, the icing after) is now a pale shadow. His mouth lands on my cunt, lips and tongue flattening against the labia with a temperature and softness that unmans me. He inhales, and I swear I hear him groan; he’s savoring it, the way men savor bourbon or women savor newborns. The tongue is pointed and long, with a flex that lets him draw circles, endless tight spirals around my clit until it’s a bead of mercury, rolling and dancing under his command.

He eats me with a devotion I have never once suspected a man capable of. He’s methodical, pushing two thumbs into the soft skin at the top of my thighs to keep me spread. The tongue darts, then lingers. He hums as he works, the vibration traveling up my core, into the hollow above my pussy, then out through my nipples, where they stand glossy-wet and needy. I gush and he moans in satisfaction, lowering his face so my juices can lubricate his nose and lips. I can’t help it. I grab his antlers, pulling his face harder into me; I expect protest or resistance, but he only chuckles—wicked, proud—and goes harder, spreading my ass cheeks so he can tongue right up to the edge of my other hole.

“God,” I gasp, but it is not God at all, and I know it. “Please, please, please—” and it is the only prayer I can remember, my mind blotted of language, my body hot and cold and not quite my own.

He pulls back and stares at me, eyes swirling with those strange pale colors, boreal and infinite. Then he lifts me, again without any sense of strain, and rolls me onto my side. The fur is so plush I sink into it; I am an animal now, preyed upon and loving it. I feel a warm bottle in his hand, something glass and fancy, and hear the glug as he pours oil into his palm. He slathers his cock with it, a motion I can hear in the slick, rhythmic strokes, then dabs the tip in the cleft of my ass. He leans over, mouth near my ear, and whispers, “Are you ready, little one?” in that same honeyed, freezing voice.

I nod, biting my lip, and try to arch into him. The cock is thick, yes, but that’s not the half of it; the head is broad and rounded, and when it pushes against my asshole, I feel every millimeter. He rubs circles on my clit as he enters, but not quickly—he’s determined to open me, to let me feel every stage. The pain is real, and I shudder, but the pleasure threads through it, gold and sharp and overwhelming. I bear down, and he slips in another inch, the rest of him pressed tight against my back, the heat of his chest and thighs a blanket that pins me, seals me, makes me a vessel for whatever will come.

The pressure is too much, not enough, all at once. He keeps rubbing my clit, lazy and relentless, and his other hand slides under to cup my breast, squeezing just hard enough to hurt. I feel myself stretching around him, the oil warm, the burn sublime. He praises me the whole time: “So tight, so perfect, so brave, so hungry,” like a chant, the words stitched with pride and want. When he’s halfway in, I think I’m going to die; when he bottoms out, I do, in a way. My cunt clenches, spasms, and I come—harder than I thought possible, the kind of come that rips the sound from your lungs and leaves you sobbing on the pelt.

He holds still, waiting for me to finish. Then he starts to move, gentle at first, but gaining rhythm. The sound of his cock in me is wet and filthy, oil and slippery and the faintest sound of skin slapping. He keeps rubbing my clit, making sure I am always right on the edge, never once letting me lose the thread. I come again, and this time I scream, tears streaming down my face and soaking into the white fur. My body writhes, but he pins me down, a perfect counterweight to my want, my shame.

He fucks my ass for a long time, changing speed and angle, sometimes just grinding in place so I can feel the ridge of his head, sometimes drawing almost all the way out and slamming back in. With every thrust, I feel myself giving up something. Maybe it’s shame, maybe it’s dignity, but I feel lighter, better, more like a creature who deserves this.

I sense when he’s getting close; the voice in my ear grows rougher, the hands on my hips grip tighter, and his whole body goes tense, a vibrating, antler-crowned machine. He says, “Mine. Mine forever,” and pulls out with a wet pop, then rolls me over onto my knees. I know what he wants. I twist, open my mouth, and let him push his cock straight onto my tongue. The taste is bitter, wild, but I love it. I clean him the way a wolf cleans the bones of its kill—ravenous, scraping my tongue up and down his shaft, hollowing my cheeks around the tip.

He jerks, and I feel it coming: the pulse, the salt, the burn. He unloads into my mouth, and it is copious, more than I have ever tasted from a man. I don’t spill a drop; I swallow and then clean him again, licking the head and the shaft until every trace is gone. He keeps his hand on my head, not forcing, just stroking, as if to say, “Good girl, good girl.” I believe him, and I feel a pride that is wild and sick and wonderful.

When he’s finished, he doesn’t release me right away. He pulls me up against him, cradling my body in his arms. I am limp, but I love the way he wraps me, one palm flat over my belly and the other smoothing down my hip. He nuzzles my neck, mouth just at the lobe, and says, “You are perfect, Elísabet. You are the best of every world.”

I laugh, a little, and then I start to cry again, because I know it is true, and because I am so fucking happy to be this creature, this offering, this good girl.

Tomorrow, I think, what will I be tomorrow?

But right now, I am full, I am used, and I am entirely his.

***

For a while there is nothing but breath: mine, fast and uneven, and his, slow and grounding, each exhale ruffling the hair at my neck and reminding me that I have survived, that I am alive, that my body is a vessel and a victory. The oil seeps between my thighs, slicking every fold and freckle, and I bask in the deep, animal ache blooming in my ass, the afterburn that says I’ve been well and truly used.

Then, without a word, he shifts me, one hand braced at the small of my back and the other at my hip, and positions himself above me. The antlers cast long, living shadows over my face, and his eyes—fuck, those eyes—lock on to mine, pinning me more thoroughly than any rope ever did.

I think he’s going to take me right away, but he waits. He smooths the hair from my forehead and tucks it behind my ear, then traces my jaw with a single finger, reverent as a priest at a relic. His cock, still hard and glistening with oil and spit, drags up my inner thigh, teasing, smearing lines of heat and wetness that make me squirm. I try to move, to angle my hips up and force the issue, but he just smiles—a soft, impossible thing—and keeps me pinned with the gentle weight of his hand.

He aligns himself, and I brace for the stretch, for the force. Instead he pushes in so slowly I almost scream from the anticipation. The head slides past my entrance, and I feel myself parting, blooming open, my walls flaring with heat as he inches in. Every ridge, every vein, is catalogued by my body; I am hyperaware of everything, every friction and every tremor. He holds my gaze as he does it, and the intensity makes me feel naked in a new way, stripped of all but the urge to take him all the way, to let him root himself in me until nothing else matters.

When he bottoms out, it’s not a jolt but a blooming, a pressure against my deepest self. I can feel his cock curving inside me, the weight of his balls heavy against my ass. I bite my lip and try to steady my voice, but it comes out ragged anyway: “Oh, god, oh, fuck, you’re so—”

He shuts me up by leaning down and kissing me, slow and deep. His tongue tastes of the wild, of resin and salt and the faintest trace of me. He pulls back and says, “You are made for this. You are perfect.”

He starts to move, slow at first, but then building to a rhythm that is all power and inevitability. Every stroke glides and then drags, hitting places I didn’t know I had. He props himself on his elbows so his whole torso presses into mine, furrowing the white pelt beneath us and locking me in place with the mass of his body. I wrap my legs around his waist and dig my heels into his back, desperate to keep him as close as possible.

He fucks me deep and unhurried, savoring every twitch, every shiver that runs up my spine. His balls slap against me, heavy and perfect, a metronome to his pulse and mine. Sweat beads on his forehead and trickles down the side of his neck, dripping onto my collarbone and rolling into the valley between my tits. I watch his face as he works—there is a wildness there, but also a total focus, as if his only mission on this earth is to keep me filled and coming.

He says things as he fucks me, but not in the crude, forced way most men do. It is like a chant, a hymn:

“Your cunt milks me. No one has ever been like you. No one ever will.”

“You take me so perfectly, Elísabet. You were born for this, you were born for me.”

“My balls are so full for you, girl. You want to be filled, don’t you? You want it all?”

I do. I do. I arch up into him, my fingers clawing at his shoulders, and I can feel myself coming apart at the seams. The orgasm starts in my toes and claws up my legs, a flash flood that seizes my entire body and then detonates in my core. I clamp around him, milking him, and he groans in response, a low, animal sound that vibrates through my chest and into my teeth.

He doesn’t slow. He keeps going, riding out my orgasm and drawing out every last pulse. I come again, smaller this time but sharper, like being shocked with electricity. I am sobbing into his neck, half from pleasure, half from the sheer overwhelming love of being fucked so well, so right.

I want to tell him everything: that he’s the only one, that I want this forever, that I want to be smashed to bits by him and then rebuilt. But all that comes out is, “Please, please, please,” and then, “Make me a mother, Santa. Breed me, please. Put your baby in me.” The words sound wild, hysterical, but I mean them. I want to be marked, to be changed, to be claimed.

He laughs, not cruel but delighted, and then his eyes go flat with focus. He grips my hips so hard it feels like bruises blooming, and drives into me with a new force. I feel his cock thicken inside me, the flare at the end, and then the heat as he empties himself, wave after wave, not stopping until I feel bloated, overfull, truly seeded.

He collapses onto me, pressing his whole self into mine, and lets out a long, shuddering sigh. His cock stays inside, softening only slightly, and I keep my legs locked around him, unwilling to let go. He kisses my forehead, then my cheek, then the tip of my nose.

“You are perfect,” he says again. “The best of all possible girls.”

I close my eyes and bask in the warmth, in the fullness, in the utter certainty that I have done what I was meant to do. I feel the seed inside me, thick and warm, pooling at my core and settling there like a promise.

I stroke his back and whisper, “Thank you,” not sure if I mean it for him, for myself, or for whatever force decided I should be so blessed.

The room glows, soft and gold, and I feel myself already changing.

Tomorrow, I think, I will wake up a new thing.

But tonight, I am his, and I am finally home.

***

I could have drifted away on that first aftershock, high and warm and starlit, but he refuses to let the moment cool. He stays inside me, heavy and throbbing, refusing to cede a single millimeter of flesh. He cradles my back with one arm and threads the other hand through my hair, tilting my head so he can breathe straight into my ear. The warmth of him is total, enveloping. I am less a woman than a locus of sensation—every inch of skin a live wire, every nerve tuned to the frequency of his hunger.

He moves again, so slow, so steady, rolling his hips until I feel the pressure at the far end of my cunt. He is not gentle now, but he is not cruel; he is inevitable, a glacier carving out a new valley. His cock stirs the pool of semen he just left in me, and I can feel every ripple, every shift in volume. I’m so full, so wet, that the sound of it is delightful: a smacking, gurgling mess that makes me laugh, giddy and wild, until the pleasure overtakes and reconfigures it into a scream.

He murmurs at my temple, the words as cold and clear as moonlight on snow: “Come for Santa now, darling. Come as I fill you. Make your cervix kiss my cock and drink every drop. Let Daddy Santa breed his perfect girl.” The words are a key in a lock. I detonate, the orgasm a violent, strobing thing that knocks the air from my lungs and leaves me boneless, spasming against him.

He drives in, locking us together at the deepest possible point, and the flood is instant: thick, warm, endless, a current that surges up into me and overflows, leaking down my thighs and soaking into the pelt below. The sensation is so much I nearly black out, but he holds me there, grinding his cock against my cervix as if to brand me from the inside out. My cunt clenches, then flutters, milking him for everything he has. He’s right, too, his cock is pumping sperm straight into my uterus. Somehow I can feel it penetrating my gasping little cervical opening.

He bites down on my earlobe—not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to make me remember my own name—and then he just holds me, breathing in perfect tandem, both of us still twitching with aftershocks. I feel the pulse of it in my womb, a molten golden thing, pooling, rooting, already changing me.

I know, before he even says it, that this is not a storybook. This is not the kind of tale that ends at midnight with a pumpkin and a sigh. This is a curse, a blessing, a new way of being, and I have been chosen for it.

He runs a thumb along my cheek, and for the first time there is a note of tenderness, real and unguarded. He says, “You will carry greatness, Elísabet. You will make the world again.”

And I believe him.

The final spasms wring out of me, like a cloth being twisted dry, and then all is quiet except the ticking of the clock, the dying embers of the fire, and the thick, honeyed breath we share.

I do not want to move. I want to stay here, brimming with his seed and his promise, until the sun rises over the snow and I can see what I have become.

But even as I think it, I feel the first flicker of new life inside me—a tiny, electric ripple, a shiver of possibility. I stroke my belly and wonder if I will dream of antlers, or of Christmas lights, or of a child with eyes the color of morning over the ocean.

I close my eyes and let the golden pulse bloom behind my navel, a sun that will never set.

I am bred, and I am perfect, and I am at peace.

***

Christmas morning comes like a secret. I wake with my cheek pressed to the pelt—no, not pelt anymore, it’s just the hardwood, the fur gone as if it were never there. There are no footprints, no reindeer shit, no evidence of a magical fuck session except for the ruins of my own body. My thighs are spotted with dried come. My breasts ache and tingle as if someone’s still suckling at them. My belly, when I roll over and inspect it in the white December light, is ever so slightly rounded, a hemisphere soft as pastry. I try to laugh, but it comes out as a high, shocked yelp.

My tits are the first thing I really notice. They are heavy, like they’re swelling by the minute, the nipples so sensitive I can’t even touch them without shivering. My skin glows—not the “holiday glow” every magazine peddles, but an honest-to-god inner radiance, like I swallowed a lightning bug or, maybe, a tiny star. I touch my stomach again. I swear I can feel something, not a flutter, not yet, but a slow golden heat that says: You are not alone.

For a while, I lay on my back and try to map the events of last night onto the woman who now exists in this apartment. Every mark is gone—no more rope burns, no more bite marks, not even the faint scar from my childhood bike accident. I am clear and clean and humming with energy. I flex my toes. I laugh again, louder now, because I finally get it: I am going to be the hottest, horniest, most legendary motherfucker in all of Iceland.

I stagger to the bathroom, take a monster piss, and spend five minutes just standing in front of the mirror, hands on my hips, watching myself twist and turn in the morning light. I stick my tongue out. I squeeze my own breasts, gasping at the shock. I press down on my belly, feeling the gentle, slow resistance. I run my hands up and down my torso, half expecting the magic to rub off, but it stays, persistent and inevitable.

By noon, I am at La Perla, Reykjavík’s most expensive lingerie boutique, armed with a black credit card and an attitude problem. I strip to my skin and try on every lacy, silky, utterly impractical thing they will let me touch. The saleswoman—a short, prim brunette with perfect nails and a judgy eyebrow—can’t stop staring at the way my tits spill out of the demi-cups, or how my ass has taken on a new, gravity-defying curve. I pose for her in the mirror, relishing her blush, and then buy six sets, three sizes larger than what I wore last week. I’m going to outgrow them in a month, but I want to feel beautiful at every phase.

The mall is chaos, last-minute shoppers stampeding for deals, but I drift through the throng, untouchable, incandescent, full of a power that has nothing to do with Christmas and everything to do with me. I grab a hot chocolate from a pop-up stall. The barista is young, all floppy hair and nervous energy, and when I smile at him he nearly drops the cup. He asks for my number, and I write it on the napkin in lipstick, then kiss the corner for effect. As I walk away, I know with total certainty that he’ll text me tonight, and that I’ll let him come over, and that I’ll spend the rest of this pregnancy worshipped, adored, and thoroughly fucked.

But not until I am ready. First, I go home, lay out my new haul of lingerie, and sink into the couch, sipping my hot chocolate and stroking the slow, golden swell of my stomach. I think about what I want to name the baby. I think about how, next year, I’ll have someone to dress up in tiny reindeer horns and parade through the snow. I think about how I will never again let a man tell me what kind of body is the right kind, or how to use it, or how to feel about it.

I pull on a sheer, black slip and parade through the living room, pausing to take selfies for the group chat. I caption the first one: Feeling festive. The second: Next year, I’ll have my own yule lad.

I am so happy, it feels like a fever. I laugh, I dance, I run my hands over my body until I am raw and then I do it again. I am a vessel, a weapon, a legend in the making. And as the afternoon turns blue and dusk falls over the city, I know that I have been given the greatest present in the world, and it’s not a baby, or even a lover—it’s the wild, shameless certainty that I am exactly who I am supposed to be.

I make a promise, right there, to always answer the door on Christmas Eve. To always leave my boots out, and my stockings up, and my heart open to whatever magic still stalks the winter.

And as I stride into the snow, hips swaying with my new weight, I whisper into the wind: Happy Christmas to us.

And I swear I hear, far off, the howl of a reindeer—or a man, or a monster—singing back.


Epilogue: The Mother of Yule

February in Reykjavík is usually a gray, punishing affair, a month where the snow turns to slush and the wind carries the smell of wet wool and despair. But not in my apartment. In my apartment, the radiators hum with a tropical ambition, and the air smells faintly of cloves, pine needles, and the rich, metallic tang of raw meat.

It has been two months since Christmas, but looking at me, you’d swear it had been six.




I stand in the kitchen, illuminated by the light of the open refrigerator. My appetite has become a legend in its own right. I am eating a leg of smoked lamb with my bare hands, tearing strips of the dark, salty meat and swallowing them whole. Beside the lamb sits a tub of skyr the size of a paint bucket, which I will likely finish before dawn.

I am naked, as I almost always am these days. Clothes are an insult to what I have become. My belly is a hard, high dome, swollen tight and gleaming with a golden, subterranean light that pulses in time with my heartbeat. It is heavy—impossibly so—but I carry it with a sway and a strut that feels ancient. My breasts are massive, veined with blue, leaking a rich, sweet colostrum that stains the sheets and drives the local stray cats wild with longing when I open the window.

I am not alone, not really.

The Lads are gone, retreated to their mountain caves to sleep off the season, but they have not abandoned their investment. I find things. A heavy silver spoon left on the pillow, polished to a mirror shine. A fresh side of beef hanging from the balcony railing, frozen solid in the night. A bowl of expensive chocolate on the nightstand.

They are watching.

They are waiting.

I finish the lamb and lick the grease from my fingers, savoring the animal fat. A kick ripples across my stomach—violent, strong, distinct. It doesn’t feel like a human foot. It feels like a hoof, or a heavy boot, or perhaps the blunt pressure of a growing antler.

I don’t flinch. I laugh. I rest my hand on the apex of my belly and push back.

"Patience," I coo, my voice lower now, thicker. "You'll get your turn to eat the world."

I walk to the window. The reflection that stares back is terrifying and magnificent. My eyes have shifted; the blue is gone, swallowed by that pale, winter-dawn gold of the father. My hair has grown inches in weeks, wild and thick. I look like a troll queen, like a fertility idol carved from driftwood and blood.

I press my hand to the glass, leaving a greasy print next to the ghostly outlines that still haven't quite faded from December.

The city sleeps below, oblivious. They think Christmas is over. They think the magic is packed away in boxes in the attic. They have no idea what is growing in the dark, fed on skyr and sex and the magic of the long night.

I feel another kick, strong enough to rock me on my heels. I smile, baring teeth that feel sharper than they used to be.

Spring is coming. And when my water breaks, I have a feeling it’s going to wash this whole city clean.


Thanks For Reading










I hope this book got you to relax a little, and if it did, please consider leaving an Amazon review to help others find it.




You can find more from me over on substack.




Happy holidays and love to you all!




Sara xxx
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