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An Atlanta girl studying glaciers in Norway. Freezing, alone, and trapped. Committed to science, right?

Then I discovered the massive ice formation near our research station wasn't just geological. It was a prison. And the thing trapped inside had been aware, waiting, and apparently really bored for five hundred years.

One drop of blood on that ridiculously phallic-shaped ice tower, and I didn't just contaminate my sample. I released Eirik—an ice demon with blue skin, yellow eyes, and five centuries of pent-up frustration.

Now I'm snowed in with him. Freezing to death unless he keeps me warm. And absolutely discovering what a demon dreams about after 500 years of solitary confinement.

"You freed me. Now let me show you why they bound me in the first place."

I accidentally released a demon who says he'll worship me for my entire mortal lifetime.

And I’m going to let him.


CHAPTER ONE
KAMARA

Of all the places my PhD could have taken me, it had to be northern Norway in February. I checked my phone thermometer for the fifth time since arriving at the remote satellite station: -30°C.

That's -22°F for my American brain that still refused to think in Celsius despite two years of climate science research.

"Where the hell is everyone?" I muttered, pulling off my snow goggles in the station's arctic entry room. The place was dead silent except for the hum of the generator.

The satellite station was tiny, just a reinforced concrete box with scientific equipment, designed for day trips from the main research facility two hours away. I'd driven up on the snowmobile expecting to meet the team for our monthly data collection. Instead, I'd found it completely deserted.

My phone buzzed as it finally found a signal. Fourteen messages flooded in at once.

Group Chat - 3 hours ago: Lars: Storm moved up. Evacuating now. Petra: Someone remind Kamara Johan: I thought you texted her? Petra: Check your messages Kam!!

"Shit shit shit." I scrolled frantically.

Lars: ARE YOU AT THE STATION???

I typed back quickly: Just got here. Roads clear?

The response was immediate.

Lars: NO. Storm wall hit us 30 min ago. DO NOT ATTEMPT DRIVE BACK Petra: Stay put! We'll come when it passes Johan: 48 hours max. You have supplies?

I looked around the tiny station. Emergency rations, water, backup generator, one small space heater for the equipment room. I'd slept in worse places for research, though usually not in Arctic conditions.

Me: I'm good. See you in 48 hrs

I moved deeper into the station, cranking the small space heater to maximum. My breath still came out in white puffs. The main room had basic equipment for atmospheric readings, ice core analysis, and weather monitoring. Through the reinforced window, I could see the storm wall approaching—a solid grey mass that looked like God's own eraser coming to wipe the landscape clean.

"Forty-eight hours," I told myself, pulling out my laptop. "Might as well get some work done."

The wind hit the station like a freight train twenty minutes later. The whole building shuddered, and the lights flickered before the backup generator kicked in fully. I'd been through storms before, but nothing like this. The windows went completely white with driven snow.

I settled into analyzing the data I'd collected over the past week, trying to ignore how the temperature kept dropping despite the heater running full blast. My fingers were going numb even through my gloves.

***

Two hours in, I needed to check the external sensors. The readings were going haywire—temperature spikes that made no sense, pressure variations that should have been impossible. Maybe ice had damaged the equipment.

I bundled up in my full arctic gear and opened the door to the entry room where the manual readings were kept. The metal door to outside was covered in frost despite being insulated.

"Just a quick check," I muttered, pulling the door open.

The wind nearly knocked me over, but that wasn't what made me gasp. The sensor array was completely encased in ice—not normal ice, but a massive formation that jutted up from the ground at least eight feet tall. And it was shaped like...

"Is that a giant dick?" I said out loud, then immediately looked around as if someone might have heard me. The ice formation was absolutely, undeniably phallic. Thick base, veined shaft, bulbous head—like someone had carved the world's largest ice dildo right next to our atmospheric sensors.

I snorted with laughter despite the deadly cold. "No. No, I'm a scientist. It's clearly a... naturally occurring ice formation. Shaped by wind patterns and... fuck it, that's a penis."

The juvenile part of my brain that had never fully left middle school was delighted. Wait until I told the team about the dickberg. Dicksicle? Ice dong?

"Pull it together, Kamara," I muttered, but I was still grinning as I moved closer to check the sensors. "You have a PhD. You don't giggle at frozen phalluses."

I chipped at the ice with my multi-tool, trying to free the temperature sensor. The metal slipped, slicing through my thermal glove and into my palm.

"Fuck!" Blood welled up, steaming in the frigid air. A few drops hit the ice before I could pull my hand back.

The ice where my blood touched began to crack. Not melt—crack, spreading outward in patterns that looked almost like...writing? Ancient symbols that hurt to look at directly.

The wind suddenly stopped. Complete stillness, like the storm was holding its breath.

Then it returned with double force, slamming me back against the building. I scrambled inside, yanking the door shut and collapsing against it, cradling my bleeding hand.

"What the hell was that?"

The generator sputtered. The lights went out completely for three seconds before flickering back on at half power. According to the manual, the generator should run for a week. It had been three hours.

I bandaged my hand and tried to radio the main station. Static. Complete communication blackout.

The temperature inside was dropping fast. I dragged the emergency cot into the equipment room near the space heater, piling every blanket and spare clothing I could find on top. Even cocooned in layers, I was shivering violently.

The frost on the windows was forming patterns. Swirls and loops that looked deliberate, artistic. I was starting to hallucinate from the cold. Had to be.

Then I saw my breath in the air, crystallizing into shapes that definitely weren't natural. Letters. Words.

Finally.

"Oh fuck no." I sat up so fast I got dizzy. "Hypothermia hallucinations don't spell."

The temperature dropped another five degrees. My phone was dead despite being fully charged an hour ago. The heater made a grinding sound and died.

I was going to freeze to death in this concrete box, and my last thought was going to be that my breath was trying to talk to me. They'd find my body in the spring and my obituary would read "Brilliant Climate Scientist Dies of Irony."

"I'm definitely losing it," I said to the empty room. "Great. Awesome. Love this for me."

Not madness. Though you may wish it were.

The air in front of me shimmered, and the temperature dropped so fast my next breath came out as ice crystals. Something was forming in the shimmer—tall, humanoid, but wrong in every way that mattered.

When it fully materialized, I forgot how to breathe. Not from cold, but from the impossibility standing in front of me.

He was devastatingly beautiful in the way avalanches and frozen waterfalls are beautiful: deadly, untouchable, and absolutely not meant for human appreciation. Skin the color of deep ice, blue as glacier cores, white hair like fresh snow, and black horns that curved back from his temples like obsidian crescents. His eyes burned yellow like trapped sunlight, the only warm color in his otherworldly palette. He wore something that might have been clothing or might have been frost shaped into the suggestion of a shirt and pants.

"Hello, little flame," he said, and his voice was like a winter wind twisted into words. "You're freezing to death. How tedious."

I grabbed the thermos of coffee I'd brought and threw it at his head. It passed straight through him, splattering against the wall and freezing instantly.

He raised one perfect white eyebrow. "That was your heat source?"

"What the fuck are you?"

"Eirik." He said it like it should mean something. "And you, Kamara Williams of Atlanta, Georgia, have accidentally begun freeing me from five centuries of imprisonment."

"I'm hallucinating."

"You're dying. There's a difference." He moved closer, and the air got colder. "Your blood on the ancient ice weakened my bindings. If you die, they'll restore themselves. So despite having no interest in human preservation, I find myself in the position of needing to keep you alive."

"How exactly?"

He smiled, showing teeth that looked sharp as icicles. "Body heat, of course. Mine for yours."

"You're literally made of ice."

"I'm made of much more than that." He held out one hand. "I can make myself warm enough to keep you alive. But I'll need to touch you. Constantly. Until this storm passes."

"The storm that you're causing?"

His smile widened. "Clever little flame. Not causing. I AM the storm. And it won't end until I say it does."

I was going to die either way: frozen by supernatural blizzard or frozen by whatever this thing was. At least if he killed me, it would probably be interesting.

"Fine," I said, too cold to argue. "But if you're some kind of ice vampire, I'm going to be really pissed."

"I'm much worse than a vampire," he said, pulling me against him.

His body was cold at first, then suddenly, blessedly warm. Like standing next to a fire after hours in the cold. I pressed closer instinctively, survival overriding sense.

"What are you then?"

"A demon. The locals used to call me the Winter King before that priest bound me in ice." His hand came up to tangle in my curls. "And you, little flame, are about to become very familiar with exactly what that means."

Outside, the storm screamed with renewed fury.


CHAPTER TWO
EIRIK

Five hundred years trapped in ice because I'd refused to kneel before a priest who smelled of sour wine and hypocrisy. Well, that and the small matter of freezing an entire monastery when they'd interrupted my revelry. And perhaps the incident with the archbishop's daughter. And the three villages I'd buried in snow for boring me.

The priest had been more clever than I'd given him credit for, using volcanic ash mixed with holy water for the binding. Fire and water, heaven and earth—a cage I couldn't break. He'd even shaped my prison to humiliate me, the bastard. A massive phallus of ice, "So all who see know what controlled the demon's actions."

For centuries, I'd been aware but immobile, feeling every chip of ice that broke away, every degree of temperature change. Climate change had been slowly weakening the binding, but I'd still been decades from freedom.

Until her blood hit the ice.

Kamara Williams. I'd only been vaguely aware of the researchers coming and going over the past months—their weak warmth barely registering through my prison. But when her blood touched the ice today, it was like lightning through my consciousness. And when I finally saw her as she threw that coffee at me, I forgot five centuries of rage in an instant.

She was magnificent. Skin like burnished bronze, darker than any human I'd encountered in my Nordic existence. Her hair was a glorious cloud around her head—coiled and dense, defying gravity in a way that seemed to capture light and shadow. And her eyes—deep brown, filled with fury instead of fear.

In my time, I'd only known pale, frightened villagers who crossed themselves when shadows moved. But she'd thrown hot coffee at a demon's head and called my prison a "dickberg."

"Stop staring at me like that," she said, pressed against my chest for warmth. "It's creepy."

"I've never seen anyone like you before." The admission came out more honest than I'd intended. "Your beauty is... unprecedented."

She snorted. "Right. The blue demon imprisoned in an ice dick is hitting on me. This is fine."

"You noticed the shape."

"Kind of hard to miss. Did you piss off the priest that much?"

"The good Father had a crude sense of poetic justice." I kept my arms around her, maintaining just enough heat to keep her alive."He thought it fitting, given my reputation."

"Which was?"

"I had a certain... enthusiasm for carnal pursuits."

"You were a fuckboy. A demon fuckboy."

"I'm unfamiliar with that term."

"It means you thought with your dick and now you're trapped in one. That's actually hilarious."

No one had ever mocked me before. Feared me, desired me, worshipped me, but never laughed at me. It should have enraged me. Instead, I found myself fighting a smile.

"You're not afraid of me," I observed.

"I'm too cold to be afraid. And you need me alive, so what's the point?" She shivered despite my warmth. "How long are you keeping this storm going?"

"Until I decide otherwise."

"That's not an answer."

"It's the only answer you'll get."

She pulled back slightly to glare at me, and I was struck again by her beauty. The way her dark skin seemed to glow with inner warmth, how her full lips pursed when annoyed. I'd bedded countless women in my time, but they'd all been so similar. She was like flame.

"You're still staring."

"You're still beautiful."

"Wow, five hundred years didn't teach you any better lines?"

"I told you, I've never seen—"

"A Black woman. Yeah, I got that." She rolled her eyes. "Welcome to the twenty-first century. We exist."

"That's not what I meant."

"Then what?"

How could I explain that it wasn't just her appearance—though she was the most stunning creature I'd encountered in my entire existence. It was her fire. Trapped in a frozen wasteland, probably going to die, and she'd thrown coffee at a demon's head. Made jokes about my prison. Challenged me instead of cowering.

"You're unafraid," I said finally. "You glow with warmth. You look at me like I'm merely inconvenient rather than terrifying. You're entirely unlike any human I've known."

"Stockholm syndrome setting in already?"

"What?"

"Nothing. Modern psychology term. Look, are you actually going to keep me alive, or is this elaborate foreplay before you eat my soul or whatever?"

"I don't eat souls. That's devils. Completely different taxonomy."

"There's a taxonomy of evil?"

"Of course. I'm a demon—specially an ice demon of the Nordic tradition. Devils are Judeo-Christian, focused on sin and damnation. Entirely different methodology."

She actually looked interested. "So what do demons focus on?"

"Chaos. Pleasure. Natural forces unbound by morality." I let my hand slide up to her neck, feeling her pulse race. "I could freeze your blood in your veins or give you pleasure beyond mortal comprehension. Both would be equally entertaining."

"But you won't freeze me because you need me."

"Correct."

"And the pleasure thing?"

I smiled, letting her see the inhuman sharpness of my teeth. "That depends entirely on you, little flame."

"Stop calling me that."

"Why? You burn so bright against all this cold. Your skin radiates heat, your eyes spark when you're angry. You're the warmest thing I've felt in five centuries."

She was quiet for a moment, processing. Then: "This is insane. I'm cuddling with a demon for survival while trapped in a blizzard he's creating, and he's stuck here around his ice prison shaped like a massive penis."

"When you put it that way, it does sound rather absurd."

"Rather absurd? It's completely fucking ridiculous." But she pressed closer to me, seeking more warmth. "How long can you keep this up? The heat, I mean."

"As long as necessary. Though it requires significant effort."

"What happens when you get tired?"

"We'll need to find other ways to generate heat."

Her eyes narrowed. "If you're suggesting what I think you're suggesting—"

"Body heat is body heat. But I was actually going to suggest we move closer to your equipment. The machines generate some warmth."

"Oh." She looked almost disappointed. "Right. That makes sense."

Interesting. The attraction wasn't entirely one-sided then.

"Tell me about your research," I said, genuinely curious. "You're studying the ice?"

"Climate change. How the warming affects the glacier." She laughed bitterly. "Ironic, right? I'm trying to save the ice that's been your prison."

"The irony isn't lost on me."

"If the glacier melts naturally, what happens to you?"

"I'd be free but formless. Weak. It's the blood magic that will restore my physical form, not just the melting."

"My blood."

"Yes. A few drops weakened the binding. More would break it entirely."

"But then you wouldn't need me alive."

I was quiet for a moment. The truth was, I didn't know what I'd do once freed. My old self would have drained her warmth and left her frozen. But that was before I'd seen her, felt her pressed against me, heard her laugh at my prison.

"Perhaps I'd keep you anyway," I said. "As entertaining as you are."

"You can't just say things like that."

"Why not? I've had five centuries to practice pretty words. Though apparently my lines need work."

"Your everything needs work." But she was fighting a smile. "Starting with this storm. How about you dial it back a little? Just enough so my friends don't worry?"

"No."

"Why not?"

"Because once they come for you, you'll leave. And I'll be alone again."

The honesty of it surprised us both. I hadn't meant to admit the loneliness, the crushing weight of centuries spent aware but unable to move, speak, touch.

"Eirik..."

"Sleep," I commanded, putting a touch of compulsion into it. "You need rest."

She tried to fight it but couldn't. As she drifted off in my arms, I held her tighter, memorizing the feel of her warmth, the scent of her hair, the way her breath misted in the cold air.


CHAPTER THREE
KAMARA

I woke up actually warm for the first time since arriving in Norway. It took me a moment to remember why… oh right, the ice demon wrapped around me like a possessive octopus.

"You're awake," Eirik said against my hair.

"How long was I out?"

"Six hours. The storm has worsened."

I pulled back to look out the window. Pure white, not even the suggestion of shapes beyond the glass. "You're doing that on purpose."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"I told you. When it ends, you leave."

"I can't stay here forever."

"Why not?" His hand slid up my arm, leaving trails that felt like mint and menthol under my skin. "What awaits you out there that's better than this?"

"My life? My research? Indoor plumbing that doesn't freeze?"

"Mundane concerns."

"Easy to say when you don't need to pee."

He laughed. It sounded like ice cracking on a lake. "The facilities still work, though the seat will be rather cold."

I extracted myself to use said facilities, and when I came back, he'd moved to stand by the window. The storm had created patterns in the frost that looked like ancient script.

"You're writing on the windows?"

"Old habits. I used to leave messages in frost. Warnings. Promises." He traced one pattern with his finger. "This one says 'mine.'"

"Possessive much?"

He turned to me, and his eyes were brighter, more blue flame than ice. "I've been frozen for five centuries. You can't imagine the hunger."

"For warmth?"

"For everything. Sensation. Pleasure. The feeling of skin that yields instead of shatters."

The way he said it made heat pulse through my body. "Eirik..."

He moved faster than my eyes could track, pressing me back against the wall. But where I expected cold, his body radiated heat.

"Let me show you something," he said, and pressed his palm flat against my stomach through my thermal shirt.

Cold spread from his touch, but not unpleasant cold. It was like the sensation of peppermint, but through my whole body—tingling, awakening nerves I didn't know I had. When he pulled his hand away, I could see my breath, but I wasn't cold. I was burning.

"What was that?"

"Ice that doesn't freeze. Cold that enhances instead of numbs. Would you like to know what else I can do?"

I should have said no. Instead, I pulled off my thermal shirt.

His intake of breath was sharp. "Kamara..."

"Show me."

He touched me with one finger, drawing a line from my throat to my navel. Where his finger passed, my skin erupted in what felt like crystallized pleasure—sharp and sweet at once. By the time he reached my waistband, I was panting.

"The cold makes everything more sensitive," he explained, voice clinical even as his eyes burned. "Every nerve ending becomes hyperaware."

"Stop talking like a textbook and fuck me."

"Such language from a scientist."

I pulled him down for a kiss, and this time he didn't hold back the cold. It was like kissing winter itself—his tongue bringing that same mint-burn sensation that had my whole mouth tingling. When he bit my lower lip, it felt like ice crystals blooming under my skin.

My clothes disappeared in pieces—not removed, but literally frosted away, disintegrating into powder.

He lifted me easily, carrying me to the cot. But instead of laying me on it, he created something else—a surface of smooth ice that should have been freezing but felt like silk against my skin.

"Trust me," he said when I tensed.

He started at my ankles, breathing cold up my legs. Where his breath touched, my skin prickled with that same impossible sensation—cold that made me hotter. By the time he reached my thighs, I was writhing.

"Stay still," he commanded, and ice formed around my wrists. It wasn’t painful, not even truly cold, just solid. Immobilizing.

"I can make ice that doesn't melt from heat," he said, settling between my thighs. "Ice that only melts from pleasure. The more aroused you get, the more it gives way."

He demonstrated with his tongue, and I nearly came off the ice platform. It was like he could control exactly how each nerve responded—some firing with cold, some with heat, creating patterns of sensation that had me incoherent in minutes.

"Five hundred years I've imagined this," he said against me. "A woman warm enough to withstand me. Do you know what happens when ice meets that much heat?"

"Steam?" I managed.

"Explosion."

He slid two fingers inside me, and they were impossibly cold, but the cold made everything else burn hotter. The contrast had me seeing stars. The ice around my wrists was starting to crack.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Melt for me."

When I came, the ice shattered completely, and he caught me as I convulsed. But he wasn't done. He flipped me over, and I felt him press against me—ridged and cold and impossible. He pushed inside, and I understood. His cock pulsed with waves of temperature, with cold at the entrance, warming as he went deeper, creating a sensation like being fucked by winter itself turning into spring. The ridges were textured like frost patterns, creating drag that had me biting the pillow to muffle my screams.

"Let them hear," he said, fisting his hand in my afro. "Let the mountains know I'm finally free."

He set a rhythm unlike anything I’d ever felt. It was like being fucked by an avalanche in slow motion—inevitable, overwhelming, complete. Each thrust brought new temperature variations, and I could actually see frost patterns spreading from where our bodies joined, creating fractals across my skin that pulsed with each heartbeat.

When I came the second time, actual snow fell from nowhere, dusting us both. When he followed, it was like taking a blizzard inside my body. Cold and wild and infinite.

We collapsed together on the now-regular cot, the ice platform having dissolved completely. I could feel something different in my body—a cool presence that wasn't unpleasant, like I'd swallowed winter and it had decided to stay.

"Did you just... is part of you inside me now?"

"In a way. You've taken some of my essence. You won't feel cold the same way anymore."

"That would have been nice to know before."

"Would you have said no?"

I thought about it. "Probably not."

"Then nothing's lost." He pulled me against him, and I noticed the storm outside had quieted to gentle snowfall. "Interesting."

"What?"

"The storm responds to my emotional state. And right now, I'm actually... content."

"From one orgasm? Your standards are low for a demon."

"From you," he corrected. "I didn't know that was possible."

I don’t know what to say.


CHAPTER FOUR
EIRIK

I was nowhere near done with her.

"My legs are shaking," Kamara gasped, still trembling from her last orgasm.

"Good." I flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up. "They'll be doing more than that soon."

I pushed into her from behind. Her body had adapted to mine remarkably quickly—taking my size, craving my cold, responding to every ridge and variation in my cock like she'd been designed for it.

"How are you still so hard?" she managed between moans.

"Demon physiology. We don't work like humans."

I fucked her through two more orgasms before flipping her onto her back, never once withdrawing. The new angle had her screaming, nails raking down my blue skin hard enough to leave marks that healed instantly.

"I want to try something," I said, slowing my thrusts to deep, deliberate strokes.

"If you stop right now, I'll murder you."

"Not stopping." I let my form shift slightly—nothing dramatic, but enough that my cock gained extra ridges, and became slightly thicker. "Tell me if it's too much."

Her eyes went wide as she felt the change inside her. "You can shapeshift?"

"Limited amounts. Small adjustments." I demonstrated by adding a curve that pressed against her front wall perfectly.

"That's—oh god, right there!"

Her pussy clenched around me so tight I saw stars. I adjusted the ridges to hit different spots with each thrust, watching her face to see what made her eyes roll back.

"I’m going to ruin you for human men," I growled.

"Bold of you to assume I'd even want a human after this."

Her phone buzzed insistently on the floor. Then rang. Then buzzed again.

"I should—" she started.

"No." I increased my pace, making her forget about the phone. But it kept ringing.

"It might be important," she gasped, reaching for it without dismounting.

She answered on speaker, trying to sound normal even as I continued moving inside her. "Hello?"

"Kamara? You okay? The storm's gotten worse again." Lars's voice, concerned.

"I'm—" I thrust particularly deep, and she bit her lip hard. "I'm fine. Generator's working."

"We can't get to you for at least another 48 hours. This weather is insane. Are you sure you're alright? You sound strange."

I chose that moment to reach around and press my thumb against her clit, cold enough to make her gasp.

"Just cold," she lied. "I'll be fine. I have supplies."

"Stay inside. Don't try to check the equipment."

"Understood." The last word came out as a squeak as I hit that perfect spot inside her.

She hung up and immediately came, cursing my name in three languages.

"You're an asshole," she panted.

"I'm a demon." I carried her to the desk, sweeping equipment to the floor. "Now, let me show you what else I can do with temperature variation."

I created ice that wasn't quite ice—solid enough to hold her wrists above her head but not cold enough to hurt. Then I fucked her slowly while alternating the temperature of my cock with each stroke. Freezing cold on the pull out, burning hot on the push in.

"Fuck, that's intense," she moaned.

"Your body's changing," I told her, watching frost patterns bloom across her skin wherever I touched. "Taking my essence is altering you."

"Into what?"

"Something that can survive me."

I moved us to the floor, creating a bed of that same not-quite-ice beneath us. She rode me while I played with temperature across her entire body—cold hands on her breasts, warm mouth on her neck, ice-cold cock that turned molten at random intervals.

"The storm," she gasped during a brief rest. "You're making it worse."

"It responds to my emotional state."

"And what's your emotional state?"

"Ravenous."

I proved it by spending the next hour with my head between her thighs, my tongue doing things that no human tongue could do—splitting into two, becoming longer, changing temperature mid-lick. She came so many times she lost count, and when she begged for mercy, I gave her my cock instead.

"I can't," she finally gasped, limp in my arms. "I literally cannot come again."

"Want to bet?" I could smell her arousal still burning.

I pressed her against the window, the cold glass making her gasp. From this angle, I could go impossibly deep, and when I reached around to stroke her clit with ice-cold fingers, she proved me right by coming harder than before.

The orgasm triggered something profound. Outside, the penis-shaped ice prison exploded into powder with a sound like thunder.

"What was that?" she asked, feeling the change in the air.

"Freedom," I said, still moving inside her. "Your pleasure broke the binding entirely."

"So you could leave now?"

"I could go anywhere in the world." I pulled out and turned her to face me, lifting her easily. "But why would I leave when you're here?"

She wrapped her legs around me as I entered her again. "I'm mortal, Eirik. I'll get old. Die."

"Then I'll worship you for every second you're alive." I pressed deeper, making her gasp. "I'll make you my ice queen. Give you pleasures no human has ever experienced."

"Ice queen?"

"You'll rule this glacier with me. Every winter, I'll create palaces of ice for you. Sculptures that capture your beauty. Storms that dance to your moods."

"That's... romantic? I think?"

"I've had five hundred years to plan what I'd do if I ever found something worth cherishing." I carried her back to the cot. "You freed me. Not with magic or transformation, but just by wanting me. By taking me as I am."

"So I'm not turning into something else?"

"No. You're perfect exactly as you are. Mortal, warm, achingly human." I kissed her deeply. "I don't want to change you. I want to worship you. Learn every way to make you scream. Map every inch of your skin with my tongue."

"For how long?"

"For as long as you'll have me. Fifty years, sixty, whatever human lifetime you get." I traced her cheekbone with one claw, careful not to scratch. "And I'll make every winter a paradise for you."

She laughed. "I hate the cold."

"Not my cold. Never my cold." I demonstrated by creating patterns of temperature across her skin that had her arching beneath me. "I'll make you love winter. Associate it with pleasure so intense you'll crave snow."

"Bold claim."

"I have decades to prove it."

Her phone rang again. She ignored it, pulling me down for another kiss. "What happens when I die?"

"I'll freeze again. Voluntarily this time. Wait for the world to end or you to be reborn, whichever comes first."

"That's depressing."

"That's devotion." I thrust into her again, slow and deep. "But let's not think about endings when we're just beginning."

"The storm needs to stop eventually."

"It will. Tomorrow. After I've had you at least a dozen more times."

"My colleagues—"

"Will wait. And when they arrive, I'll disappear. Watch you from the shadows. Keep you warm when they're not looking." I increased my pace. "Then when you come back for research, I'll fuck you on every surface of this station until you can't remember why you ever wanted to leave."

"My research—"

"I'll give you data about this glacier that no one else could access. Five hundred years of ice memory." I punctuated each promise with a thrust. "Make you the most celebrated climate scientist of your generation."

"By fucking me?"

"By giving you everything. My knowledge, my devotion, my cock whenever you want it."

She came again then, and I felt the storm outside finally beginning to calm. Not because of magic or transformation, but because I was finally, truly satisfied.

"You really want to be with a mortal?" she asked later, curled against me on the cot. "No magic binding, no transformation, just... me?"

"Just you is everything," I said simply. "You threw coffee at a demon's head. Laughed at my prison. Chose to fuck me instead of run. You're already more than any immortal I've ever known."

"So what now?"

"Now I spend the next few decades proving I'm worth keeping around. Starting with making you come at least three more times before dawn."

She laughed, but spread her legs again. "For science?"

"For pleasure. Pure, mortal, perfect pleasure."

And I kept my word. By the time the storm cleared, she could barely walk, but she was smiling.

And I was completely, irrevocably hers.


CHAPTER FIVE
KAMARA

Day three of being snowed in, and I'd lost count of how many times Eirik had made me come. My body was sore in the best way, and I'd given up on wearing clothes entirely. What was the point when he'd just frost them off anyway?

"Tell me about the ice," I said, currently riding him at a slow, lazy pace. "You said you have five hundred years of memories from the glacier."

"Now?" He thrust up, making me gasp. "You want to discuss glaciology while I'm inside you?"

"Multitasking. I'm a scientist."

He laughed, that sound like cracking ice I'd grown to love. "What do you want to know?"

"Everything. Temperature variations, melt patterns, atmospheric conditions." I clenched around him. "Give me your data."

His yellow eyes flared brighter. "I can do better than tell you. I can show you."

"How?"

He sat up, keeping me in his lap, and pressed his palm flat against my chest between my breasts. "The ice remembers everything. Every degree of temperature change, every storm, every season for five centuries. I can share those memories through touch."

"That's impossible."

"So is a demon fucking you in a research station." He thrust up again. "Do you want to see?"

"Yes."

"It might be overwhelming. The amount of information—"

"I can take it."

"I know you can." He began moving inside me more deliberately. "But it works better if you're... receptive. Open. The more pleasure you feel, the more clearly the memories transfer."

"Are you saying you need to make me come to download glacier data into my brain?"

"Essentially."

"That's the most ridiculous thing I've ever—oh fuck!"

He'd started doing that thing where he changed temperature along his cock, cold at the base, burning hot at the tip. At the same time, images flooded my mind—not my thoughts, but memories of ice. I could see decades flashing by in seconds, feel the subtle temperature shifts that preceded major melt events, understand patterns that would have taken years of study to recognize.

"More," I gasped, riding him harder.

"Greedy for data or for cock?"

"Both. Give me everything."

He flipped us over, pounding into me while his hand stayed pressed to my chest. The memories came faster now—centuries of winter storms, the precise molecular structure of ancient ice, chemical compositions that told stories of volcanic eruptions and meteor impacts.

"This is incredible," I moaned, my brain trying to process the scientific goldmine while my body climbed toward orgasm.

"Come for me," he commanded. "Take it all."

When I shattered, the data transfer intensified. I saw the exact moment the climate began changing, understood the cyclic patterns everyone had missed, felt the glacier's slow death in my bones. It was too much and not enough, pleasure and knowledge mixing until I couldn't tell them apart.

"Fuck," I gasped when it was over, my head spinning. "I need to write this down. I need—this changes everything."

"Later." He was still hard inside me. "We're not done."

My phone crackled—the radio app connecting. "Kamara? You there?" Lars's voice.

I reached for it without thinking, still impaled on demon cock. "I'm here."

"Weather's clearing. We'll be there tomorrow morning."

"Tomorrow?" I couldn't keep the disappointment from my voice.

"Yeah, finally. You must be going crazy alone up there."

Eirik chose that moment to thrust, and I had to bite my lip. "It's been... eventful."

"Well, hang in there. Twelve more hours."

I disconnected and glared at Eirik. "You're impossible."

"You love it." He pulled out and flipped me onto my hands and knees. "Twelve hours. Better make them count."

He fucked me for the next three hours straight, in every position possible, creating furniture and toys from ice as we went. An ice bench that vibrated with some kind of demon magic. Frozen restraints that responded to my arousal, tightening when I was close and releasing when I came. A dildo made of that special not-cold ice that he used on my ass while fucking my pussy.

"I want to try something," he said as dawn approached.

"Haven't we tried everything?"

"Not even close." He pulled out and stood, his form shimmering. "Watch."

His cock changed—not just the ridges adjusting, but actually splitting into two.

"Is that... are those both functional?"

"Fully. Want to see?"

"That's physically impossible."

"I'm a demon. Physics are negotiable."

He positioned me on my back, legs spread wide, and slowly pushed both cocks inside—one in each hole. The feeling was indescribable. Full didn't begin to cover it.

"Holy fuck," I whimpered.

"Indeed." He began to move, both cocks perfectly synchronized. "Five hundred years to imagine everything I wanted to do. This was high on the list."

I came so hard I nearly blacked out, and when he followed, the amount of cum was ridiculous. I could feel it leaking from both holes, and my stomach actually swelled slightly from the volume.

"They'll be here soon," I said when I could speak again.

"I know." He pulled me against him. "I'll stay invisible. Close enough to touch but hidden from their sight."

"And after they leave?"

"I'll still be here. Waiting for you to return."

"What if I didn't?"

"You will." He kissed me deeply. "You need the data I can provide. And you need me."

"Arrogant demon."

"Your arrogant demon."

The sound of snowmobiles in the distance made us both tense.

"Quick shower," I said. "I can't meet them covered in demon cum."

"I like you covered in my cum."

"I'm sure you do."

He followed me to the tiny shower, and of course we fucked one more time under the lukewarm water. By the time my colleagues arrived, I was clean, dressed, and trying to look like I'd had a miserable three days alone.

"Kamara!" Petra hugged me. "You look... actually you look great. The isolation didn't get to you?"

"I kept busy," I said, very aware of Eirik standing invisibly right behind me, his cold breath on my neck. "Collected some interesting data actually."

"In this weather?"

"The equipment picked up some unusual patterns. I'll show you when we get back."

As they helped me pack up, Eirik whispered in my ear, "Next month. Come alone."

I nodded slightly, and felt his invisible lips brush my cheek.

The ride back to the main station felt like leaving part of myself behind.


CHAPTER SIX
EIRICK

She kept her promise.

One month later, she returned alone with "specialized equipment" to study "anomalous ice formations." What she really brought was camping gear and enough supplies to stay a week.

I'd been preparing.

The moment her snowmobile appeared on the horizon, I began crafting. By the time she reached the station, I'd created an entire palace of ice in the glacier—rooms and halls, furniture and art, all from frozen water. My own domain where I could show her everything I was capable of.

"Eirik?" she called out as she entered the station.

I materialized behind her, already pulling her against me. "You came back."

"I said I would." She turned in my arms. "I also brought better cold weather gear since someone destroyed half my clothes last time."

"I'll destroy these too."

"Later. I want to see—"

I kissed her, cutting off whatever scientific thing she was about to say. A month without her had been torture. The glacier had suffered my frustration—random ice spikes, sudden temperature drops, frost patterns that spelled her name in a dozen languages.

"Missed me?" she asked when I let her breathe.

"The mountain nearly cracked in half from my irritation."

"Drama queen."

"Ice king, technically." I started stripping her layers off. "And I have something to show you."

"If it's your cock, I've seen it."

"Something better."

Once she was down to her thermal underwear, I picked her up and carried her outside. The cold didn't affect me, and she trusted me to keep her warm enough.

"Where are we going?"

"My palace."

The entrance was hidden in the glacier itself, a crack that looked natural but opened into wonders. I'd crafted halls of blue ice that caught and reflected light like prisms. Frozen waterfalls that moved like liquid glass. A bedroom with a bed made of that special not-cold ice, covered in furs I'd acquired through means she didn't need to know about.

"This is incredible," she breathed, looking around in awe.

"This is ours. Our private space where no one can interrupt." I set her on the bed. "And where I can fuck you properly."

"As opposed to all the improper fucking last month?"

"That was just the beginning."

I demonstrated by creating ice sculptures that came alive at my command—hands that could hold her in place while I worked her body, mouths that could pleasure her while I watched, cocks of various sizes for when mine wasn't enough.

"This is insane," she gasped as ice hands held her spread eagle while I ate her out. "You can control all of them?"

"Every movement." I demonstrated by having the ice hands play with her nipples while a frozen mouth joined mine between her thighs. "I can give you pleasure from every angle."

She came screaming, echoing through the palace halls.

"I have more data for you," I said, replacing the ice constructs with my actual body. "Important data about the climate."

"Now? Seriously?"

"You'll want this." I pushed inside her slowly. "There's a pattern everyone's missed. A cycle that happens every 2,000 years. We're at the peak of it now."

"What kind of—oh fuck—what kind of cycle?"

I shared the memory through our connection, showing her centuries of subtle patterns that only made sense when viewed together. Temperature fluctuations that seemed random but weren't. Chemical signatures that told a story of the earth's natural rhythm.

"This could change everything," she gasped, both from the information and from how deep I was fucking her. "The models, the predictions—they're not accounting for this."

"Publish it. Become famous. Save your world." I increased my pace. "But always come back to me."

"Always?"

"I realized something while you were gone." I flipped her over, taking her from behind. "I can leave this glacier now. You freed me completely. But I choose to stay."

"Why?"

"Because this is where you'll always return. Your research site. Our place." I created a mirror of ice in front of us so she could see herself being fucked. "I'll make you queen of winter, Kamara. Every time you come here, I'll show you something new. Pleasure you in ways you haven't imagined yet."

"For how long?"

"For your lifetime. Sixty years, seventy if we're lucky."

"And then?"

"Then I'll freeze myself again. Wait for the world to end or you to be reborn."

She came at that, the romance of it hitting her as hard as my cock. I followed immediately, filling her with enough cum that it leaked out around my cock.

"I brought equipment to measure the glacier," she said when we could speak again. "Actual scientific equipment."

"I'll help. Show you exactly where to take samples for maximum impact." I was already hardening again inside her. "After."

"After what?"

"After I fuck you in every room of this palace."

***

There were twelve rooms. It took us three days. By the end, she had enough climate data to revolutionize the field and enough orgasms that she could barely walk.

"Next month?" she asked as she prepared to leave.

"I'll be here."

"You could come with me. See the world."

"I've seen the world. It disappointed me." I kissed her deeply. "You're the only thing worth seeing."

"Sentimental demon."

"Your sentimental demon."

She left with data that would change everything, and I stayed with memories of her moans echoing through ice halls. One month. I could survive one month.

The glacier only cracked a little bit this time.


CHAPTER SEVEN
KAMARA

Six months into our arrangement, and I'd become the rising star of climate science. My papers were getting published in major journals, my data was "impossibly comprehensive," and I'd been invited to speak at conferences worldwide.

All thanks to my demon boyfriend who lived in a glacier.

"You're distracted," Eirik said, currently balls deep inside me in his ice palace. "What's wrong?"

"Conference in Reykjavik next week. Big presentation about the 2,000-year cycle."

"And?"

"And I wish you could be there."

He paused. "I could be."

"What?"

"I told you, I can leave the glacier now. I just choose not to." He started moving again, slow and deep. "But for you, I'd make an exception."

"You'd come to Reykjavik?"

"I'd go anywhere for you." He created ice bonds around my wrists, pinning them above my head. "Though I'd probably have to fuck you in the hotel bathroom to stay calm around all those humans."

"That could be arranged."

The thought of him there, invisible to everyone but me, watching me present data he'd given me while thinking about fucking me later—it made me clench around him.

"You like that idea," he observed, increasing his pace. "Me in the audience, watching you be brilliant, knowing that afterwards I'll bend you over and remind you who you belong to."

"I don't belong to anyone."

"No," he agreed, surprising me. "You don't. You're free. Which makes it even better that you choose to come back to me."

The bonds melted as I came, and he followed immediately, pumping me full as always. We'd given up on protection—demon cum apparently wasn't compatible with human reproduction anyway. Different species, different rules.

"There's something else," I said as we lay tangled together. "The university in Tromsø offered me a permanent position. Fully funded research station near here."

He went very still. "Near here?"

"Twenty minutes by snowmobile. I could live there full time. Come see you whenever."

"You'd stay? In the Arctic? You hate the cold."

"I hate being cold. But you keep me warm." I traced patterns on his blue chest. "Plus, my research is here. The glacier that's going to save the world, remember?"

"This isn't just about research."

"No," I admitted. "It's about you. Us. This insane thing we have."

He rolled me beneath him, yellow eyes burning with intensity. "Say yes to them."

"Yeah?"

"Yes. Stay. Be my queen of ice properly." He kissed me deeply. "I'll heat your bed every night. Give you data that makes you famous. Fuck you until you forget what cold feels like."

"Romance, thy name is Eirik."

"Would you prefer poetry? I had five centuries to compose some truly terrible odes."

"God no."

"Then I'll stick to what I'm good at."

What he was good at took another four hours, and by the end I'd forgotten why I'd ever worried about staying in the Arctic.

"Yes," I gasped as he made me come for the eighth time. "I'll take the position."

"Good. Now let me show you what I've been working on for your presentation."

"More data?"

"Video evidence of the glacier's changes. I can manipulate ice to show past states."

"That's impossible."

"So is making you come just from temperature play, but I did that yesterday."

True. He'd spent an hour just running his hands over me, alternating hot and cold until I'd orgasmed without him touching me anywhere intimate.

"Show me," I demanded.

He created a wall of ice that became like a screen, showing the glacier's state from decades past. The detail was incredible—I could see individual crystals, measure exact recession rates.

"This will revolutionize glaciology," I breathed.

"You will revolutionize it. I'm just your secret weapon."

"My very secret, very naked weapon."

"The best kind."


CHAPTER EIGHT
KAMARA

One year later…

"And that's why the current climate models need to be adjusted for this 2,000-year cycle," I concluded, watching the audience of climate scientists lose their minds.

My presentation at the International Climate Summit had just shattered everything they thought they knew. The data was irrefutable, the implications staggering. We had a chance to actually fix things now that we understood the real patterns.

What they didn't know was that Eirik was standing invisible in the back, probably smirking at their shock.

Later, in my hotel room, he materialized the moment the door closed.

"That was magnificent," he said, already pulling me against him. "Watching you command that room, knowing I'm the only one who gets to see you come undone..."

"Proud of your protégé?"

"Proud of my queen." He lifted me easily, pressing me against the door. "Now let me reward you for that brilliant presentation."

The reward involved him fucking me against every surface in the hotel room, then creating an ice dildo that wouldn't melt so he could fuck both my holes while going down on me. I had to bite a pillow to muffle my screams.

"I have news," I said later, sprawled across his chest.

"More accolades? Another prize?"

"I bought a cabin. Near our glacier."

He stilled. "You what?"

"A research station of my own. Officially it's for long-term climate observation. Unofficially, it's so I can see you every day." I traced his black horns. "If you want."

"If I want?" He flipped me over, pinning me beneath him. "I've wanted that since the moment you threw coffee at my head."

"So that's a yes?"

"That's a 'fuck yes, now let me show you how much.'"

The showing took all night. By morning, I could barely walk, but I was grinning.

"No regrets?" he asked as I packed to return to Norway. "About choosing this? Me? A life in the Arctic with a demon?"

"Only one regret."

His face fell slightly.

"I can't tell anyone how amazing my boyfriend is. 'Sorry, can't make drinks, I'm flying home to fuck my ice demon' doesn't really work."

He laughed, that beautiful sound of breaking ice. "Your secret ice demon."

"My secret, possessive, insatiable ice demon who gives me world-changing climate data and orgasms that defy physics."

"When you put it that way, I sound like quite the catch."

"You are." I kissed him deeply. "Even if you did start as a giant ice penis."

"We don't talk about the ice penis."

"We definitely talk about the ice penis. I'm thinking of putting a photo in my next paper. 'Evidence of demonic imprisonment, figure 4.'"

"You wouldn't."

"Try me."

He did try me. Three more times before my flight. I had to waddle to the airport, but it was worth it.

Now I live in my Arctic cabin, doing research that's saving the world. Every night, Eirik appears to warm my bed and give me impossible pleasure. Every day, he helps me understand the ice in ways no one else can.

Last week, he figured out how to use a phone and now sends me dick pics made of frost on windows with captions like "thinking of you" and "miss your warmth." Technology has ruined him.

"Someone posted a photo of the ice formation online," I tell him, showing him my phone. "It's going viral. They're calling it 'Nature's Viagra Monument.'"

"Five hundred years of imprisonment and I'm internet famous for looking like a cock."

"At least it's a impressive cock. Look, someone estimated it at 30 feet tall."

"Thirty-two, actually."

"You measured your own prison?"

"I had five centuries. I measured everything." He takes my phone, zooming in on the photo. "They're making it a tourist attraction."

"Maybe we should charge admission."

"Maybe we should go fuck in front of it for old times' sake."

"It's minus forty outside."

"I'll keep you warm." He's already pulling me on top of him. "I always keep you warm."

***

In bed, in the field, in my heart. My ice demon who sends me glacier data and dick pics with equal enthusiasm. Who helped me save the world and ruin my bedsheets. Who makes me come hard enough to crack windows and loves me in the most gloriously obsessive way.

"The tour groups are going to be so annoying," I moan as he enters me.

"I'll freeze their cameras."

"That's illegal probably."

"I'm a demon. Legal doesn't apply to me."

"Good point. Freeze away."

We fuck until dawn, because that's what we do. And somewhere in the distance, tourists take selfies with a giant ice penis, never knowing it once held the demon currently making me scream with pleasure.

Best. Life. Ever.
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