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CHAPTER ONE

The storm swallowed the ridge so fast it looked like the sky had dropped a fistful of chalk over the world. One second the trail was clear, the next it was a wall of white, wind howling loud enough to rattle the bones in my teeth.

I kept my goggles low and my hood tight, moving by memory more than sight, knowing damn well if I stopped I’d freeze before anyone found my body.

Then I heard it — someone cursing, the sound thin and ragged, carried by the wind like it was being torn apart.

My stomach twisted. I knew that voice.

Of course she’d be here. Of course she’d push past the safe turnaround point like a reckless, glory-hungry idiot.

Aurora Vale, the fastest climber on the trail this season, the woman who smirked at me three hours ago as she passed me on the incline with that little tilt of her head that said try harder, old man.

And now she was going to die in a whiteout.

I forced my way toward her voice, feeling the wind shove against me like a living thing. When I finally saw her, Aurora was hunched against a boulder, goggles iced over, one glove missing, shaking so violently her whole body jerked with each breath.

“Aurora!” I grabbed her shoulder.

She flinched hard, then tried to stand, legs buckling beneath her. “Fuck — don’t touch —”

“You’re welcome,” I growled, catching her before she face-planted into the snow. Her skin burned with cold even through her jacket. “You picked a great day to be cocky.”

She tried to swing at me with her bare hand — stupid, freezing, stubborn. “I don’t need —”

“You need to shut up and move.” I hauled her upright, slinging her arm over my shoulders. Her body pressed against mine in quick shuddering bursts, her breath coming sharp and shallow like pain.

There was only one option: the rock shelter carved into the cliffside thirty meters down. A cramped overhang barely big enough to crouch inside, but it would break the wind. If we could get there before she collapsed.

I dragged her through the white blur, each step a fight, her weight sagging heavier with every stumble. When the outline of the shelter finally appeared, a dark slit in the storm, I practically shoved her inside.

The wind died instantly, replaced by the dull roar of snow hitting stone. The space was tight, barely enough room to kneel. The cold still knifed in from every direction, but at least the wind wasn’t trying to peel our skin off.

She slumped against the back wall, chest heaving, eyes glazed with cold. Her lips were turning a dangerous shade.

“Give me your hand,” I said.

No reaction.

“Aurora.” I gripped her chin, forcing her eyes on mine. “You’re going hypothermic.”

“Screw you.” Her voice trembled, her teeth clicking together uncontrollably. “I’m fine.”

She wasn’t. Her fingers were stiff, her movements sloppy. Her pride was the only thing still alive in her.

I pulled off my glove and pressed the back of my hand to her cheek. She flinched again, but she didn’t pull away.

“Your face feels like marble,” I murmured. “If we don’t warm you up, you’re not making it off this mountain.”

Her eyes flicked to my mouth for a flash of a second. Maybe it was the cold. Maybe she thought I wouldn’t notice. But I did. I always noticed her.

I moved closer, knees nearly touching hers in the cramped space. Snow melted in slow icy lines down her jacket. Her blonde hair had escaped her hood, strands plastered against her face, dark and dripping.

“You’re shaking so hard you’re going to rattle this whole shelter apart.”

“Better than listening to you gloat,” she muttered, but her voice broke halfway through, softer, smaller.

I leaned in until her forehead brushed my collarbone. “I’m not gloating. I’m keeping you alive.”

Her breath hitched — just a small sound, but I felt it straight through me, hot despite the cold. She was trembling with more than just freezing limbs now; I could feel the tension, the stubbornness, the way she resisted leaning into me even as her body betrayed her inch by inch.

I wrapped my arm around her waist to keep her upright. “We’re going to have to get you out of those wet layers soon.”

Her breath caught.

And there, right there, I felt the shift. The storm outside was still screaming, but in the tiny hollow of rock and darkness, something else was building, thick and undeniable.

Her voice came low, hoarse. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you.”

“Saving your ass?” I asked. “No.”

My thumb slid along her hipbone, feeling the tremor that shot through her.

“But having you this close?” I breathed against her ear, letting the heat of my words brush her skin. Her body went rigid, then melted, the smallest surrender.

“That,” I said, “I’m not hating.”

Her jaw clenched against my collarbone, that familiar stubborn line sharpening even through the numbness. She pushed at my chest — not hard, just enough to pretend she still had control — but her hands were shaking too violently to make it convincing.

“Don’t act like you’re some hero,” she muttered, breath ghosting hot and fragile across my neck. “If I hadn’t waited up for you earlier, you never would’ve made the ridge before the gust shift.”

A humorless laugh scraped out of me. “You think I needed your pity pace? You were showing off. Same thing you always do.”

Her head lifted at that, eyes flashing despite the frost clinging to her lashes. “Maybe I was just proving you’re not the unstoppable legend everyone thinks you are.”

“Sweetheart,” I said, letting the nickname I knew she despised stick to the air like a challenge, “I never claimed to be unstoppable. But I don’t quit. That’s the difference.”

She bristled against me, a ripple of defiance rolling through her body like a spark under ice. “I don’t quit either.”

“You almost did tonight.”

That landed. Hard. I felt her breath stutter, felt the way her spine stiffened, not with pride this time but the deeper, quieter panic of someone who finally realizes how close they came to disappearing under a blanket of white.

And still — still — her chin lifted in that proud tilt I’d memorized long before today. “You’re only saying that because you hate that I’m better than you.”

“You’re not better than me.”

Her lips curved. Not a smile — something sharper, something that cut even while she trembled. “You keep telling yourself that.”

I leaned in until my forehead brushed hers, cold skin to cold skin, and her breath caught like I’d pressed a hand to her throat. “If you were better,” I murmured, “I wouldn’t have had to drag your frozen ass into this shelter.”

Her eyes sparked. “If you were faster, I wouldn’t have been alone long enough to get caught in the whiteout.”

God, she was infuriating. Infuriating and beautiful and stubborn enough to make a saint lose his temper. I felt the heat coil tight inside me, not lust, but something close, something raw and competitive, something that had lived under our sniping for months.

“You always do this,” I said, my voice low, steady, the kind of calm that made her breath hitch. “You push ahead because you want to see if I’ll chase you.”

Her fingers curled in my jacket, not gripping for warmth anymore, but in something closer to challenge. “Maybe I just like proving you can’t keep up.”

“You don’t want me behind you,” I murmured. “You want me right here.”

Her pupils widened — just a flicker, but in the cramped darkness I felt it as clearly as a pulse against my mouth.

“You wish,” she whispered, but there was no heat behind it, only shivering defiance and something that trembled underneath, something she didn’t know how to smother when we were pressed this close.

“Say whatever you want,” I said. “Your body’s telling the truth.”

Her breath faltered. She tried to twist away, but the shelter was too tight, the storm too loud, her body too weak from the cold to stop the way she swayed against me.

“You’re arrogant,” she breathed.

“You’re shaking.” My hand slid from her waist to her ribs, the thin layer of her jacket doing nothing to hide the quivering beneath. “And not just from freezing.”

She opened her mouth — maybe to argue, maybe to deny — but another violent shiver ripped through her and she collapsed closer, her forehead dropping to my throat.

I exhaled slowly, letting the warmth gather between us, letting the rivalry thicken into something hotter, something that felt like standing on the edge of a cliff with her and knowing she’d jump if I did.

“You piss me off,” she whispered into my skin.

“Good.” My fingers tightened on her hip, drawing her in until every breath brushed my chest. “You piss me off right back.”

For a moment we just breathed, locked in that narrow space, her pride battling her need, my restraint hanging by threads thinning with every second she trembled against me.

Her forehead stayed against my throat, her breath a shaky flutter I felt almost more intimately than I should’ve. The cold had sunk deep into her, but the tremors weren’t uniform anymore; some were shivers, some were something else — quicker, sharper, the kind that answered my touch instead of the temperature.

I eased back just enough to see her face. Her lashes were heavy with frost, lips pale but parted, the stubborn line of her jaw softened by exhaustion.

“Aurora,” I murmured. “We’re out of time. We need heat. Skin to skin.”

Her eyes flicked open with a slow, dangerous clarity, as if she’d woken up right on the edge of a cliff. “You’re… serious.”

“If you keep those wet layers on, you’re done. I’m not losing you in a rock hollow because you’re too proud to strip.”

Her breath hitched again — defiance and something else tangled together. “I’m not too proud.”

“Good,” I said, voice roughening. “Then let me help you.”

She swallowed, throat working, and when she nodded, it was the smallest movement — barely there — but it felt like a fuse lighting.

I slid my hands to the hem of her jacket. She didn’t fight me this time. Didn’t posture. She only breathed out, a thin, trembling sound that brushed the inside of my chest and made something low in me tighten.

I unzipped her slowly, careful with her numb fingers, careful with the stiffness in her shoulders. The cold clung to her clothes like a second skin. When the jacket peeled open, the sight of her damp thermal shirt sticking to her body punched the air out of my lungs.

Her breath quickened at the change in air, the thin fog of it rising between us. “Just get it off,” she whispered.

I did. My fingers skimmed the soaked fabric clinging to her ribs, and she shivered — sharp, involuntary, but followed by a softer tremor that felt entirely different. Her breasts pushed faintly against the wet fabric, hardened peaks visible through it, and she tried to cross her arms over her chest instinctively.

I caught her wrists gently. “No. You need warmth, not hiding.”

Her eyes closed, a flush appearing under her cold-paled skin, and she let me lift her shirt inch by inch, revealing taut stomach, the curve of her waist, the fine quiver running beneath her flesh. When the shirt cleared her head, she sucked in a tight breath, bare from the waist up except for the sports bra — black, soaked through, almost translucent in places.

She blinked up at me, and for a moment neither of us moved. The shelter felt smaller. Hotter. The storm outside sounded distant compared to the blood pounding in my ears.

“You next,” she said suddenly, voice thin but threaded with challenge, like she was clinging to the one piece of power she still had.

I almost smiled. “Yeah,” I murmured. “Fair.”

I shrugged off my jacket, the cold biting against my sweat-slick skin. Her eyes followed the movement, narrowing when the shirt dragged over my stomach. I saw the moment the heat touched her — her breath stuttered, her pupils widening as if the sight alone warmed her fingers.

“Come here,” I whispered.

I pulled her against me, chest to chest, skin meeting skin with a jolt that sank straight through the both of us. She gasped, a sharp “ah—” that she tried to swallow but couldn’t.

Her nipples pressed hard against my chest, little points of aching cold and gathering heat, and the contact drew another involuntary noise from her throat, something soft and startled that made my pulse slam.

The shock of her cold skin hit me first — but then, beneath it, warmth bloomed fast. Her arms circled me, tentative at first, then tighter, fingers digging into my back as if she had to hold on or she’d slide right down into the trembling of her own knees.

“Christ,” I breathed, heat surging low and heavy. “You’re freezing.”

“And you’re —” Her voice broke into a shudder as my hands slid up her spine. “— too warm.”

“Good.” I pressed my mouth to her temple, feeling her tilt into it, her body molding against mine in small, desperate lines. “Take it.”

Her breath caught, hot against my throat. The tremors weren’t cold now. Not all of them.

Her thigh brushed mine—not an accident. Not at this angle in a shelter this tight. Not with her breath coming faster, hotter, her body pressing closer like instinct was pulling her exactly where pride didn’t want her to go.

I guided her hands down to my waist so she could feel the solid heat of me, the living proof of how hard my body was working to warm her — and how hard it was becoming to pretend that was all this was.

Her voice slipped out in a whisper, barely sound at all. “We’re supposed to be… just keeping warm.”

“Yeah.” My lips grazed her ear, slow enough that she shivered again. “And we will.”

My fingers splayed over her back, lowering, circling her hip, drawing her even closer until we fit together like we’d been practicing this in secret for months.

“But you’re making it really hard,” I murmured, “to pretend that’s all we’re doing.”


CHAPTER TWO

Her breath rolled hot against my throat, too hot for someone who’d nearly frozen, too hot for someone who claimed she hated me. Every inhale dragged her chest against mine, soft points rubbing the hard line of my body, and the way she clung—tight, needy, almost grinding without realizing she was doing it — jammed something raw and electric down my spine.

I felt the moment it shifted.

The tremor she gave wasn’t cold. It was a soft, strangled stutter of want, her hips giving the smallest, helpless push forward like she was trying to soak heat from every inch of me. And when she realized she’d done it — when her breath caught, sharp and embarrassed — it broke whatever thin rope of patience I’d been choking myself with.

“Aurora,” I said, my voice low enough that it vibrated against her cheek.

She didn’t answer, just pressed her forehead harder into my collarbone, fingers curling at the waistband of my pants like she needed something to hold or she’d fall apart completely.

I tilted her face up with my hand at her jaw, not rough, not gentle, but firm enough she couldn’t look away. Her eyes were wide and dark, pupils blown open, lips parted like each breath was an admission.

“You’re not cold anymore,” I murmured.

Her pulse hammered under my fingertips. “Shut up.”

“You’re shaking,” I said, leaning in, letting my mouth brush the corner of hers, barely a touch, just enough to make her suck in air like I’d pressed a thumb to her clit. “And it isn’t the storm.”

Her throat worked, and the sound she made — god — tiny, caught between anger and arousal, the kind of sound that begged without meaning to.

“You’re impossible,” she whispered, but her fingers dug into my hips, pulling me in, not pushing me away.

“And you’re bad at pretending,” I breathed, my lips grazing her again, her breath hitting mine in short, uneven bursts.

That was the moment it snapped.

She surged up and kissed me — or maybe I kissed her, it didn’t matter — the collision was rough and hot and starving, her mouth trembling under mine like she’d wanted this for months and hated herself for every second of it. I gripped her waist, dragging her flush against me, swallowing the soft little gasp she tried to bite back when her body pressed to the hard shape straining against my pants.

Her hands slid up my spine, nails scraping lightly, and the sound she let out — mmh— small and hungry and involuntary — shot through me like heat lightning.

I pinned her gently against the rock wall, not enough to trap her, just enough to feel the way her breath hitched, how her thighs tensed around my knee. The cold stone behind her made her arch into me, chest brushing mine, nipples hard enough that each touch felt like shock.

“Say it,” I murmured against her lips, my breath slipping into her mouth with each word. “Say you feel this.”

She shook her head, but her hips rolled — slow, embarrassed, desperate — rubbing against my thigh with a quiet, bitten-off moan that betrayed her completely.

“Fuck,” she breathed, eyes fluttering shut, face tipping into my neck. “I — I can’t—”

“You can,” I said, my hand sliding under her damp sports bra, fingers brushing the warm swell of her breast, feeling the way she arched helplessly into my palm. “And you are.”

Her breath came out in a choked little cry when my thumb flicked over her nipple, her entire body jolting, melting, yielding in one long trembling line against mine. I felt her thighs press around my leg, grinding without even meaning to, her body chasing heat like it was oxygen.

The storm outside roared, but in the shelter all I heard was her — her gasps, her soft curses, the tiny whimper she tried to swallow when I kissed down her jaw and felt her pulse jump under my lips.

“You almost froze out there,” I murmured, dragging my mouth along the line of her throat as she tilted her head back for me, breath shaking. “Now look at you.”

Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer like she hated how much she needed it.

“Shut up,” she whispered, but her voice broke on the last word, and she rocked into me again, hotter this time, hungrier.

“No,” I said softly, my hand sliding down her stomach, stopping just above the waistband of her thermal pants. “Not when you’re this warm in my hands.”

She shuddered — one long, uncontrollable tremble that had nothing to do with the cold — and her mouth fell open against my shoulder, her breath spilling out in a soft, desperate little ah.

And I knew there was no going back.

I slid my hand under the waistband of her soaked thermals, and she lifted her hips for me, a tiny motion but enough to send a hard pulse low through my stomach. I peeled them down, revealing warm skin inch by inch, her thighs brushing mine, her breath catching with every slow, deliberate touch.

By the time I worked them off completely, she was trembling in a way that had nothing to do with the storm.

I stripped my own layers off just as quickly, cold air hitting my back while her heat soaked into the front of me. When our bare skin met fully, she gasped — sharp, helpless — her hands flying to my shoulders as she pulled me in.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, the words barely holding together.

I kissed her hard, swallowing the little moan that slipped out when my hand slid up her side, cupping her breast through the thin, wet sports bra. She arched into me instantly, chest to chest, nipples brushing my skin, her breath shuddering in broken bursts.

I braced her against the rock wall, not pinning her — just holding her steady as she wrapped her legs around my hips. The shelter was too tight for wasted movement; her body pressed everywhere against mine, hot and yielding.

Her hips rolled up into me, slow, instinctual, and her breath came out in a soft, desperate cry that tore straight through me.

“Tell me you want this,” I murmured into her mouth.

Her eyes opened, pupils blown wide. “I want you. Now.”

I guided her down onto the bundle of our discarded clothes, her thighs parting as naturally as breath, her hands pulling me with her. The heat of her met me directly now—no fabric, no layers, nothing between us but the thin, trembling line of restraint I was rapidly losing.

She reached up, fingers gripping my jaw, her body lifting into mine with a need she wasn’t pretending to hide anymore.

“Please,” she whispered.

Her legs tightened around me again.

Her breath hitched.

That was the moment.
The line breaking.
The shift from heat to hunger.

I captured her mouth again, our tongues tangling, teeth clashing in our shared desperation. She moaned into the kiss, her body undulating beneath mine and clearly seeking release.

I obliged, pulling back just enough to guide myself to the entrance between her legs. I teased her slightly, pressing in before quickly retreating.

"Please," she panted, her eyes locked onto mine, her pupils dilated with desire. "No more games, Cade. I need you."

Hearing my name on her lips, like a plea, a prayer, caused the hunger inside me to overtake. I surged forward, filling her with my cock in one long, smooth thrust.

Her breath left her in a choked gasp, her hands clutching at my back as her head tilted back, exposing the long line of her throat.

I felt her body stretch to accommodate me as she pulled me in with a fierce, helpless urgency that made the whole shelter feel like it tilted around us.

I held her close, my forehead pressed to hers, feeling every shiver, every rise of her breath, every quiet sound she tried and failed to swallow. I paused, giving her a moment to adjust and allowing myself the chance to savor the feel of her.

She was hot and tight. Her body clenched around me like she never wanted to let go. I could feel her heart pounding, matching the rhythm of mine.

"More," she whispered, her hips lifting, urging me on. "Harder."

I withdrew my hard dick slowly, then slammed back into her, setting a steady, relentless pace. Our bodies slapped together and our breaths echoed in ragged gasps.

Her hips rose and fell in a rhythm that was as natural as it was intoxicating, like a wave crashing against the shore. She rode me with a fierce determination, her eyes locked onto mine.

Her movements were deliberate, each thrust calculated to draw out her own pleasure, to make me feel every inch of her. She leaned back, her hands braced on my thighs, her back arched and breasts thrust out. The sight of her, wild and uninhibited, was enough to make me groan.

Her breath came in short, sharp gasps, her moans filling the small space. She was close, I could tell.

I reached up, my hands finding and cupping breasts her breasts as I brushed against her nipples. She cried out and our moans echoed in the small space.

Her legs wrapped around me, her heels digging into my ass, urging me to go deeper.

I obliged, my hips pistoning, my body slapping against hers. I could feel her getting close, her body tensing, her breath hitching.

"Cade," she gasped, her nails digging into my back.

Her lips brushed my throat, her breath catching in soft, climbing whispers that turned to shaking, breathless sounds as she wrapped tighter around me.

In the dark shelter, with the cold hitting stone all around us, she was fire.
And she took everything.

"Come for me, Aurora," I growled, my voice barely recognizable. "I want you to come apart on my cock."


CHAPTER THREE

Her whole body tightened under mine, her breath catching in my mouth in one sharp, breaking gasp. For a heartbeat she went completely still—eyes closed, lashes trembling, her fingers hooked hard into the back of my neck like she was bracing for impact.

Then she unraveled.

A soft, helpless sound spilled out of her as her thighs locked around my hips, her back arching beneath me, her body shuddering in a slow wave that I felt everywhere we touched.

"Come for me, Aurora," I whispered again. "Let me feel you come all over my cock."

My words sent her over the edge. She cried out and her body convulsed, her internal muscles clenching around me like a vice. I felt her orgasm pulse through her, felt her body milking mine, and it was all I could do to hold back my own release.

I held her through it, one arm under her back as her breath broke against my throat, her body melting into mine inch by inch. Not out of gentleness. Out of something fiercer. Something territorial and impossible to swallow down now that I’d felt her fall apart in my hands.

She sagged against me as the last tremor slipped through her, her forehead pressed to my shoulder, fingers still tangled in my hair like she’d forgotten how to let go.

Outside, the storm clawed at the mountain.
Inside, the only sound was her breathing coming back in soft, shaky pulls.

I ran my thumb along her waist, slow, steady, feeling her twitch at the touch.

She let out a shaky exhale. “I didn’t… that wasn’t…” Her voice caught again, another faint tremor moving through her. “God.”

I kissed the top of her hair, unable to stop the rough little smile tugging at my mouth. “You okay?”

Her response was a small, breathless noise that did nothing to hide how undone she looked when she finally lifted her head. Her lips were parted, red and swollen, eyes hazy with warmth she would absolutely deny in five minutes. She looked wrecked and proud at the same time.

“Don’t,” she whispered.

“Don’t what?” I let my hand slide up her spine.

She swallowed. “Don’t act like you… like you did me a favor.”

I laughed under my breath. “Trust me, Aurora. That didn’t feel like a favor.”

She glared—weak, unfocused—but the second she realized her hands were still clinging to me, she jerked as if to pull away.

I caught her wrists gently.

Not to restrain.
Just to make her look at me.

“You don’t have to pretend with me,” I said quietly.

A tiny shiver went through her—nothing to do with cold.

“I don’t pretend,” she said, but the words were soft, unraveling at the edges.

“No?” I leaned in until my breath brushed her cheek. “Then tell me what that was.”

Her lips parted, but instead of speaking she grabbed my jaw, dragged me down, and kissed me—hard, hungry, claiming.

Her body rose to meet mine again, heat flaring between us, her nails scraping lightly down my back as she pulled me closer.

I flipped her over onto her hands and knees, positioning myself behind her.

"Again," I said, my voice rough, my hands gripping her hips. "I want to feel you come again."

She looked back at me, her hair a wild mess, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure. She bit her lip, a challenge in her eyes. "Make me."

I accepted, surging back into her, my hips slapping against her ass. I reached around, my hand finding her clit, rubbing in time with my thrusts.

She moaned, her head dropping forward, her body already chasing another orgasm. She let out another moan.

I felt her body tense, felt her breath hitch. I leaned forward, my lips finding her ear. "Come for me, Aurora," I whispered. "Let me feel you come all over my cock."

Her breath hitched in a soft, rising sound as she moved beneath me. Without saying a word, she clenched herself around me.

This time, I let myself go, a wave of pleasure ripping through, causing my entire body to jerk as my cum filed her insides.

We collapsed onto the floor, our bodies slick with sweat, our breaths coming in ragged gasps.

I pulled her close, her back to my front, our bodies fitting together like two pieces of a puzzle as the storm outside screamed against the rock.

Inside, her body answered me with every trembling rush of breath, every tightening of her legs around my hips, every small, broken sound she tried to swallow.

And we didn’t stop.

She didn’t give me a second to breathe—she yanked me back down by the collar of my shirt, kissing me like she was furious at how badly she needed me. Her mouth opened under mine instantly, hot and hungry, her breath spilling into me in sharp, uneven bursts.

Her tongue darted out, licking along my bottom lip, demanding entry. I groaned, opening for her, our tongues dueling, as she explored my mouth with a ferocity that made my cock throb.

Her legs snapped around my hips, dragging me in hard and aligning our bodies with a precision that made my pulse slam. I could feel the heat of her pussy and she ground against me, her clit rubbing against my length, her breath hitching as she sought friction.

Her hips tilted up, her core pressing against me,as he folds parting to reveal her slick entrance. I could feel the heat radiating from her, the dampness dripping on my skin, marking me. I reached down, my fingers finding her, sliding along her slit, and felt her wetness coat my skin. She moaned into my mouth, her hips rolling, as she fucked my fingers while I teased her.

When her hips rose to meet mine—fast, needy, sure—the shock of it stole the sound right out of my throat. I could feel her, every inch of her, her body demanding min, raw and primal.

She moved again.

Harder.

Needier.

Her hips rolled up again in a demanding motion and her breath hitched as she chased the pleasure building inside her. She was getting wetter, her body preparing itself for me, and her juices coated my fingers as I thrust them deeper inside her, moving in a rotating motion as I explored every inch of her cavity.

"God—" she whispered, voice shredding, her head tilting back, exposing the long line of her throat. I leaned down, my lips finding her pulse, sucking and biting, as I guided her with my hands on her waist.*

I grabbed her. My fingers dug into her soft flesh, pulling her tight, guiding her movements. Her body was primed and ready. Her pussy was dripping with need.

I angled my hips, pressed into her, and felt her open up for me.

She was so close. I could feel her stretching around me, clenching as she tried to pull me in further. I slid a hand between us and gently traced her clit, my fingers circling it in time with our movements.

She arched — back bowing, breasts lifting to meet my mouth, nipples hard — and I latched onto her with a growl, sucking one tight peak between my lips while she cried out a sharp, broken ahh that echoed off the stone.

Her breath stuttered, coming in short, sharp gasps. Her nails scraped down my back and the sting of it sent a jolt of pleasure to my cock. I could feel cum leaking from the tip as my body ached to fully release inside her.

"You feel that?" I murmured, my lips against her ear. "How you’re moving for me, how your body knows what it needs?"

She let out a broken sound—too raw to hide—and rocked up again, harder, like she wanted more, deeper, faster.

Her thighs trembled around my hips, desperate.

Her hands slid lower on my back, fingers crawling at my ass, and she pulled me in with frantic insistence.

Our bodies slammed together and the sound of our flesh meeting filled the small shelter. Her heart was pounding against my chest, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

I pushed her down onto the floor, my hands pinning her wrists above her head as I thrust into her, hard and deep. She cried out as she took me in. SHe was stretching around me, her pussy clenching as I filled her.

Every time I met her, she gasped—short, sharp sounds she couldn’t bite back.

The shelter was too small for this.
Too hot.
Too dark.

Her fingers clenched at my shoulders, urging me faster.

Her head tilted back, lips parted, as I kissed along her throat, feeling her pulse hammer under my mouth. She arched into me again—hard—and moaned.

Our bodies moved in perfect sync, each thrust meeting her upward grind, each roll of her hips pushing me deeper. The pressure was building inside me, my release coiling at the base of my spine. I reached between us again, my fingers finding her clit once more and rubbing it in tight circles as I thrust into her. My thumb pressed down, applying just the right amount of pressure to send her spiraling.

“Look at me,” I said.

She lifted her face, eyes blown wide, pupils swallowing the dark. She was so close.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, voice trembling.

"I won’t," I growled slamming my body into hers, my cock filling her, stretching her, fucking her exactly how she begged.

She moved with me then—instinctive, frantic—her hips rising to meet every surge of my body, her breath breaking into fast, needy gasps.

She moved with me then—instinctive, frantic—her hips rising to meet every surge of my body, her breath breaking into fast, needy gasps.

Our movements became more urgent, more desperate. I could feel her body tightening around me as she got closer and closer to the edge. I leaned down, fiercely kissed her lips, swallowing her moans as I thrust into her.

Harder. Faster. A strangled whimper tore out of her.

Her thighs clamped around me.

Her breath hitched.
Her whole body tightened.

“You’re close,” I said into her ear as my fingers grabbed onto her hips, holding her in place as I pounded into her

Her fingers dug deeper.
Her hips bucked.
Her breath fell apart.

“I—I can’t—” she gasped.

“You can. I’ve got you,” I growled. “Come for me, Aurora. Now."

Her body jerked under me, the tension inside her pulled taut.

“Please—” she whispered, voice cracking.

That one word snapped everything.

She broke.

Her cry tore out of her as her back arched hard, her hips surging into mine in one frantic, helpless wave.

Her body convulsed around me and her inner muscles clenched and released in waves as she came. I could feel her pulsing around me, her pussy milking my cock and drawing out my own release.

I groaned, tensing as I spilled into her. My movements slowed as I rode out my orgasm, my cock throbbing as I filled her with my hot cum.

She shook, gripping me like she needed to hold on to survive the moment.

Her breath shattered into gasps.
Her nails dug into my skin.
Her legs locked tight around me.

I held her through every tremor.

When she sagged against me, boneless, her cheek pressed warm to my neck, she whispered into my skin:

“…don’t let go.”

I wrapped both arms around her, pulling her close enough that our breaths synced. My cock was still inside her, hard again and ready for more. I rolled my hips, feeling her stretch around me again, her body still sensitive from her orgasm. She moaned and her fingers tightened on my back as I began to move again.

“Never,” I promised as I started to fuck her again.


CHAPTER FOUR

I was buried deep in her warmth when the storm decided to tear the mountain apart.

Her legs were locked tight around my hips, her breath hot and uneven against my throat, every small movement of her body pulling me in closer like she was afraid if she loosened even a fraction, the cold or the fear would rush back in. The shelter felt impossibly small now, packed tight with heat and breath and the steady, undeniable connection between us.

I rolled my hips slowly, attentively noting every inch of her as I moved. She was so wet, so ready. Her body gripped me tightly and pulled me deeper with each thrust.

I could feel her clit rubbing against me. Her breath hitched every time I hit that spot inside her that made her eyes flutter closed.

I took my time, savoring the feel of her and the way her body responded to mine. Her fingers dug into my back, her nails scraping lightly, urging me on.

She shifted beneath me, a soft, involuntary sound slipping out of her mouth as her hips tipped up, drawing a rough breath from my chest. I braced one hand beside her head, the other gripping her thigh, moving with her as naturally as breathing.

Then the mountain cracked.

The sound ripped through the shelter like thunder at arm’s length. Stone groaned overhead, dust and snow raining down as the wind punched through a new fracture in the rock wall. The temperature dropped instantly, cold knifing across my back even as the front of my body burned with her heat.

She gasped, sharp and startled, fingers digging into my shoulders. “What was that?”

“The shelter’s shifting,” I said, teeth clenched, holding myself steady over her as another violent gust slammed into us. “It’s breaking.”

Another crack split the air, louder, closer. Snow blasted through the widening seam in the rock, stinging my skin.

Her body tensed—

Then tightened.

Instead of pulling away, she rolled her hips up into mine, breath breaking against my mouth as she clung to me harder, like instinct had chosen heat over fear.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, voice shaking—but not with panic.

I swore under my breath. “We might have to move.”

“Then move with me,” she shot back, dragging me down into a desperate kiss, teeth grazing my lower lip as her body surged up again.

I gripped her thigh harder, my thrusts becoming more urgent, more demanding.

Her breath came in short, sharp gasps as her fingers clawed at my back. I pulled back slightly, looking down at her—her face flushed, her lips parted, her eyes locked onto mine.

I slammed into her, hard, drawing a cry from her lips. I did it again, and again, each thrust met with a surge of her hips as her body met mine with equal fervor.

The danger sharpened everything. The way she moved, the way her breath stuttered every time our bodies pressed together, the way the storm howled like it was trying to rip us apart—it all tangled into something feral and reckless in my chest.

The shelter shuddered again, stone grinding overhead.

Her nails scraped down my back as she rocked up, breath spilling out in soft, broken sounds she didn’t bother hiding anymore.

“This is insane,” she gasped.

“Yeah,” I said, pressing my forehead to hers, still moving with her. “You started it.”

She let out a breathless laugh that broke halfway through as another crack echoed above us.

The mountain groaned.

I felt it then—not just fear, but the weight of the truth I’d been sitting on for months.

“You don’t just end up like this by accident,” she said suddenly, eyes locking onto mine. “You don’t just show up on the same routes. The same ridges.”

Her body tightened around me as she spoke.

I swallowed, breath coming rough. “You want the truth?”

Her lips parted. She nodded once.

“I’ve been tracking your climbs,” I admitted, the words dragged out of me raw. “Your routes. Your times. I know which peaks you favor. I knew you’d be on this ridge tonight.”

Her breath hitched sharply—not pulling away, not breaking us apart.

“You’ve been following me?” she whispered.

“Watching,” I said. “Planning my ascents around yours. Pretending it was a coincidence when it wasn’t.” My jaw clenched. “I’ve been obsessed with you longer than I should admit.”

Another violent gust tore through the shelter, snow swirling around us.

For half a heartbeat, she just stared at me.

Then she surged up into me, hard and reckless, a sharp sound tearing out of her throat.

Her body clamped down on mine and muscles convulsed as she came with a sudden, intense force. I could feel her pulsing around me so I thrust into her, hard and deep, drawing out her orgasm.

My own release was building with each movement. 
She cried out, her body arched into mine and her climax triggering my own. I groaned, feeling my body tense as I filled her with my hot cum.

She sagged against me, her body still shuddering with aftershocks, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I held her close, my body still joined with hers, our hearts pounding in sync.

“Idiot,” she breathed, voice wrecked, her body clinging to mine like she’d decided something dangerous and wasn’t backing down. “I wondered why you were always there.”

The rock wall cracked again, stone dust raining down as the storm screamed its fury through the gap.

I held her tight, moving with her despite everything shaking around us, despite the mountain threatening to tear us loose.

“If we survive this,” I said into her ear, voice rough, “we’re going to have a long conversation.”

She bit lightly at my shoulder, breath shuddering. “If we survive this—don’t you dare stop.”

The shelter groaned again.
The storm howled.
And neither of us was ready to let go.

But she was the one who broke first.

Not with words—she’d already burned through those—but with movement, deliberate and unhurried despite the chaos around us. Her hands slid down my sides, fingers tracing heat over skin made too sensitive by cold and adrenaline, until she pushed gently at my hips.

“Wait,” she murmured, eyes never leaving mine.

I barely had time to register the shift before she slipped free of me, the sudden loss of her heat a sharp, aching shock. The air rushed in where she’d been, cold biting hard enough to pull a low sound from my throat.

She didn’t look away as she sank lower between my legs, the stormlight catching in her eyes, her mouth soft and parted, expression intent in a way that made my pulse slam painfully hard.

I braced one hand against the rock wall as she leaned in, breath hot against my skin, her fingers steady on my thighs while the rest of the world seemed to fall away.

Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and guided me to her mouth. I felt the softness of her lips, the wet warmth of her tongue as she flicked it out, lightly tasting me.

I groaned, my hips jerking involuntarily as she took me in.

Her mouth was tight around me as she moved slowly and deliberately, her tongue swirling around me. Her lips tightened as she slid up and down. She looked up at me, her eyes dark and hungry, and my cock hardened even more.

“Jesus—” I breathed, head tipping back despite myself.

She made a small, satisfied sound, like she liked the way my body reacted, like she’d chosen this deliberately. Her hair brushed my stomach as she moved closer, slower than I wanted, dragging the moment out until my hands clenched into fists.

Her head bobbed up and down rhythmically, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. She took me in so deep that her throat convulsed around me. She pulled back and swirled her tongue around the head of my cock.

She varied her pace, sometimes slow and tantalizing, other times fast and eager, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

The storm chose that moment to remind us where we were.

A violent crack split the air above us, louder than before, stone screaming as part of the shelter ceiling gave way. Snow and debris poured down in a sudden rush, pelting my shoulders, scattering across her back and hair as she froze—then didn’t pull away.

“Fuck—” I snapped, grabbing for her shoulders. “The shelter—”

Another chunk of rock sheared off the edge of the overhang, slamming into the snow beside us. Wind howled through the widening break, shrieking like something alive, tearing heat from the space in seconds.

She looked up at me then, snow dusting her lashes, mouth flushed, eyes dark and steady.

“Still here,” she said, voice calm in a way that made my chest tighten. “Still you.”

Then she leaned back in.

She took me back into her mouth, more urgently now. Her hand pumped me in time with her mouth. She swirled her tongue around me as her lips tightened around my shaft while she moved up and down.

The combination of it—the storm, the cold, the way she refused to stop—hit me harder than anything that night. I swore, fingers digging into the stone as she worked me with focused intent, her hands gripping my thighs like anchors while the mountain threatened to tear itself apart around us.

Another shudder ripped through the shelter. More stone cracked loose, part of the rock lip collapsing inward with a roar that sent snow cascading over our legs.

“We’re losing this place,” I said hoarsely.

She didn’t deny it. She just pressed closer, breath hot, movements unbroken.

I felt it building fast now, too fast, my whole body wound tight between fear and heat and the way she had me exactly where she wanted me. My hands slid into her hair, not to force, just to hold, grounding myself in the reality of her there while everything else shook.

“Aurora,” I warned, voice breaking. “If this goes—”

She pulled back just enough to look up at me, mouth swollen, eyes blazing. “Then you remember this.”

Then she took me back into her mouth with renewed determination.

She moved faster, her hand pumping me harder, her mouth still tight around me. My cock was deep in her throat as her other hand cupped my balls, massaging them gently. I groaned, my hips bucking, my body tensing as I felt my release building.

She didn’t let up, her movements relentless, her mouth and hand working in perfect sync. I could feel it coming. My body was coiling tight, my breath nothing more than short gasps.

"Aurora—" I gasped, my hands tightening in her hair.

She moaned around me and vibrations pushed me over the edge. I came with a groan, my entire body jerking against the rock as I spilled into her mouth.

She swallowed, keeping her hands still moving around my thickness and she drew out my orgasm.

I sagged back against the wall, my body spent, my breath coming in ragged gasps. She sat up, wiped her mouth and locked her eyes onto mine.

The shelter groaned again, a deep, ominous sound that rolled through the stone beneath us. Snow blasted in sideways, the gap overhead now wide enough that moonlight spilled through it in jagged streaks.

I was shaking—not just from cold now—as I hauled her up against me abruptly, foreheads touching, breath mixing wild and uneven.

“We’re moving,” I said. “Now. Before this whole thing comes down.”

She nodded once, sharp, already reaching for her gear, already shifting back into the climber who never panicked—but her hand squeezed my thigh once more before she pulled away, a promise and a warning wrapped together.

The mountain roared.

And whatever we’d started here wasn’t finished.


CHAPTER FIVE

The shelter didn’t give us a countdown.

It just failed.

Stone screamed overhead, a deep tearing sound that sent ice skittering across the ground and forced me to lunge for her without thinking. I caught her arm and hauled her upright as another chunk of rock sheared off the lip of the overhang and vanished into the white below.

“Move,” I barked, already reaching for my pack. “Now.”

She didn’t argue. That was the thing about her—when it was time to climb or die, the heat vanished behind focus like it had never existed. She was already shrugging into her harness, fingers moving fast and sure despite the cold and the chaos, hair plastered to her face with snow.

I tried to do the same.

Tried.

My hands weren’t shaking from the cold alone. My body still felt too aware of itself, pulse too loud, skin too tight, like I’d been dropped into a fight without enough air. The memory of her mouth, her hands, the way she’d looked up at me with the storm tearing the world apart—it all sat heavy and distracting in my gut.

“Clip in,” she snapped, noticing my hesitation. “Don’t drift on me now.”

“I’m good,” I said, though my voice came out rougher than I meant it to.

Another crack thundered behind us, closer than before.

She went first, as she always did. Fast, efficient, fearless. She anchored the rope to a jagged outcrop and tested it once, twice, before throwing me a sharp look.

“You follow exactly,” she said. “No hero moves.”

I nodded and clipped in behind her, forcing my focus down into muscle memory. Harness tight. Carabiner locked. Rope clean. The storm tore at us the second we stepped out of the ruined shelter, wind screaming loud enough to drown out thought.

Snow erased depth and distance. The mountain felt unreal, like we were suspended inside a shaken globe.

She descended fast, boots finding holds by instinct alone. I followed, every movement precise, controlled—except my body refused to forget how close she’d been, how warm, how much she’d undone me. My breath kept catching at the wrong moments, heat flaring low when it had no business doing so.

“Eyes up,” she called back. “Not on me.”

I gritted my teeth. “Hard not to notice the person keeping me alive.”

A pause. Just a half-second.

Then she laughed—short, sharp, breathless—and kept moving.

The rope went taut suddenly as the ledge beneath her crumbled, a slab of snow and rock peeling away and vanishing into the white. She swore and swung hard, boots scraping stone before she caught herself.

My heart slammed into my throat.

“You good?” I shouted.

“I’m fine,” she snapped back, already correcting, already moving. “Keep coming.”

I did. Every step burned now—cold, fear, adrenaline, and something else tangled together so tightly I couldn’t separate them. When I reached her level, we were forced close again by the narrow ledge, shoulders brushing, her breath puffing white in front of my face.

For one dangerous second, my hands hovered at her waist instead of the rope.

She noticed.

Her eyes flicked down, then back up, something dark and knowing flashing through them. “Later,” she said quietly. “If there is one.”

That snapped me back hard.

I nodded once. “Lead on.”

We moved together after that, clipped close, bodies aligned by necessity, every shift of weight precise. Snow stung my face raw. The wind tried to peel us off the mountain. Somewhere above us, the shelter gave another long, final groan and collapsed completely.

She didn’t look back.

Neither did I.

The mountain didn’t care about desire or rivalry or confession. It only cared about momentum.

And we were still moving. She slipped on black ice.

It wasn’t dramatic at first—just a sudden loss of purchase, a sharp intake of breath—but the ledge beneath her boots sheared away immediately after, a clean break that sent snow and stone spilling into the white nothing below.

“Shit—”

I didn’t think. I lunged.

My hand closed around her harness strap and hauled hard, momentum yanking both of us sideways as the rope snapped taut with a violent jolt. My shoulder slammed into the rock wall, pain flaring bright and hot, but I locked my grip and dragged her back against me, boots scraping stone as we fought gravity together.

She collided with my chest, breath bursting out of her in a sharp gasp, her body pressed flush to mine as the rope steadied and the mountain finally stopped trying to kill us for half a second.

We froze like that.

Too close.
Too tight.
My arm locked around her waist, her hands fisted in my jacket, her helmet tucked under my chin as she sucked in air in short, shaky bursts.

“You good?” I asked, voice rough.

She nodded once, then again, slower. “Yeah. Yeah—I’ve got it.”

Neither of us moved.

The storm roared around us, snow blasting sideways, but all I could feel was her—solid, warm, shaking just enough to tell me how close that had been. My hand was still splayed over her hip, fingers dug in through layers of gear like I was afraid if I loosened my grip she’d vanish.

She noticed.

Her breath stuttered—not from the cold.

“Hey,” she said quietly. “You can let go.”

I didn’t.

Not right away.

My pulse was still hammering too hard, blood roaring in my ears, the afterimage of her falling burned into my vision. And underneath that—worse—was the awareness of her body pressed fully against mine, the echo of everything we’d just done, everything she’d just done to me, lighting up my nerves at the worst possible moment.

“I’ve got you,” I said instead.

Her helmet tipped slightly as she looked up at me. Snow clung to her lashes, her cheeks flushed raw from cold and adrenaline, eyes dark and sharp and very much alive.

“I know,” she said.

The rope shifted with the wind, forcing us closer still, chest to chest now, her thigh wedged between mine for balance. She inhaled sharply, then exhaled just as slowly, like she was grounding herself—or daring herself not to.

“This is a bad time,” she murmured.

“Yeah,” I agreed, because understatement felt safer than honesty.

Her fingers tightened in my jacket. Just a little.

“Your hands are shaking,” she added.

“Yours too.”

That earned a brief, breathless huff of laughter—gone as quickly as it came. The mountain groaned somewhere above us, reminding us we weren’t done yet.

She shifted first, careful this time, easing back just enough to put space between us without breaking contact entirely. My hand slid reluctantly from her hip to the rope, fingers flexing like they didn’t want to let go of either.

“Next anchor’s ten meters down,” she said, voice steady again. “I’ll go first.”

I nodded, forcing my focus back where it belonged. “I’m right behind you.”

She hesitated, just for a second, then leaned in—not a kiss, not even close—just her forehead brushing my collarbone as she murmured, so softly the storm nearly stole it:

“Don’t lose focus because of me.”

I swallowed. “Don’t fall.”

Her mouth curved—sharp, dangerous. “Then keep grabbing me like that.”

She turned and descended, confident, precise.

I followed, heart still racing, body still too aware, the ghost of her weight in my arms lingering long after the rope went taut again.

The mountain hadn’t won yet, but neither had we.

We reached a ledge on a staggered breath, the rope finally slackening as the wind broke just enough to give us a pocket of silence, the mountain easing its grip like it was deciding—temporarily—to let us live.

But the ledge was barely more than a scar in the rock. Wide enough for two people if they trusted each other. Sheltered just enough that the wind didn’t peel the skin off our faces immediately. Snow piled thick along the edges, but the stone beneath our boots held.

“Here,” she said, breathless, anchoring the rope and testing it twice before finally unclipping. “This’ll hold for a bit.”

I followed her in, muscles screaming as I unclipped and collapsed back against the rock wall beside her. For a long moment neither of us spoke. The storm still raged above and below us, but the ledge felt like an island—small, precarious, and dangerously intimate.

Her hands were shaking now. Not badly. But enough.

“You’re soaked,” I said, eyes tracking the darkened fabric clinging to her body. Snowmelt. Sweat. Melted ice.

“So are you,” she shot back, but her teeth clicked once, betraying her.

I didn’t argue.

I stepped closer, the ledge forcing us chest to chest again, and reached for the buckle at her jacket. She stiffened for half a heartbeat—pride, habit—then exhaled and let it happen.

“Hypothermia doesn’t care who leads,” I said quietly.

She huffed a weak breath. “Still bossy.”

“Still alive,” I replied, and tugged.

The jacket came free, heavy and wet. I tossed it aside, then went for the next layer, fingers working fast now, more practiced than gentle. She watched my face as I worked, eyes dark, breath uneven, the storm whining like it disapproved.

When I peeled her midlayer up and over her head, cold air rushed in and she sucked in a sharp breath, shoulders tensing. I immediately stepped closer, blocking the wind with my body, hands settling on her arms to steady her.

“Easy,” I murmured. “I’ve got you.”

Her gaze dropped—then lifted again—tracking the movement of my hands as they slid lower, checking her skin, assessing damage, warmth, tremor. Goosebumps bloomed instantly across her bare flesh.

“You always like stripping me down on mountains?” she asked, voice thin, trying for bite and landing somewhere softer.

“Only when you scare the hell out of me,” I said.

I peeled off the rest carefully, methodically, until she stood there with nothing between her skin and the storm but me. Snow dusted her shoulders, melted instantly against her warmth. Her breath came fast now, shallow, her body reacting to cold and closeness in ways she didn’t try to hide.

I shrugged out of my own soaked layers next, the cold hitting hard, but the moment I stepped back in front of her, chest to chest, the shock eased. Her hands came up on instinct, fingers curling into my sides, seeking heat.

“Still think this is just survival?” she murmured.

I rested my forehead against hers, breath fogging between us. “Ask me again when we’re not shaking.”

She laughed softly—one short breath—and leaned fully into me, skin against skin, trusting me with her balance on a ledge that would kill us both if either of us slipped.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tight, sharing warmth, sharing breath, sharing the quiet knowledge that if the mountain decided to test us again, we’d meet it together.

Her mouth brushed my collarbone as she settled, voice barely audible under the storm.

“This is the stupidest place I’ve ever wanted someone.”

I smiled despite myself, tightening my grip. “You always pick bad timing.”

She tilted her head, lips hovering just below my jaw. “You never seem to mind.”

She started it quietly. Not with words—she was done wasting those—but with her hands sliding over my sides, slow and deliberate, fingers tracing heat across skin still chilled by the storm. She leaned in, mouth brushing my throat, her breath warm and unsteady as dawn crept faintly into the sky beyond the ledge.

“You’re thinking too much,” she murmured.

Before I could answer, her knee nudged between mine, her body pressing closer, her mouth grazing my jaw with intent that made my pulse spike all over again.

I hissed in a breath, hand tightening reflexively at her waist.  For a second, I let her have it—let her set the pace, let her remind me how easily she could undo me even here, even now, balanced above a killing drop.

Her fingers found my hardening cock through my pants, stroking me firmly, confidently, making me groan.

Then I caught her wrist.

Firm.
Certain.

Her eyes snapped up to mine, dark and bright and very awake.

“My turn,” I said.

I guided her back against the rock wall, not rough but unmistakably in control, lowering myself slowly until I was kneeling between her thighs. The cold stone at her back made her shiver—and then she gasped as I leaned in, mouth brushing heat instead of skin and my tongue flicking out to taste her.

“Wait—” she breathed.

I looked up at her, lips hovering. “You trust me?”

Her fingers slid into my hair. “I wouldn’t be standing here if I didn’t.”

That was all I needed.

I leaned in and took my time, deliberate and unhurried, letting the storm-cooled air contrast with the warmth of my mouth on her. Her head tipped back, breath breaking apart as she clutched at the rock behind her for balance.

Her breath came in short, sharp gasps as I explored her with my tongue, tracing her clit, dipping inside her, tasting her wetness.

She made a sound that had nothing left of rivalry in it—low, unguarded—and it went straight through me. I braced her thigh over my shoulder, holding her steady as I worked her open with patience that bordered on cruel.

My tongue flicked against her clit and I sucked it into my mouth, feeling her body tense and shake.

Her hands tangled in my hair, hips shifting instinctively, chasing pressure, chasing relief.

I slid one finger inside her, then another, curling them to find that spot that made her gasp and sent her hips bucking against my hand.

I continued like that, adding a third finger, moving them in and out of her, my tongue never stopping its relentless assault on her clit. Her breath became ragged, her body tensing, her thighs clamping around my head as she let out a sharp, broken cry.

She was shaking now—once again not from the cold. The storm had softened overnight. The wind still hissed across the mountain, but it no longer screamed. Pale light seeped across the snowfields beyond us, painting the world in cold blue and silver.

"Oh—fuck—" she gasped, voice splintering. “I’m—”

I didn’t stop.

I doubled down, steady and relentless, until her breath fractured completely and her body tightened against the rock, thighs clamping around my head as she came undone with a sharp, broken cry.

“Oh—” she gasped.

I held her through it, hands firm on her hips as she shook, my fingers still moving inside her and my tongue working her clit. Her breath came in stuttering bursts and her forehead dropping to mine when she finally came back to herself.

For a moment, we just breathed.

The sun edged higher, the storm retreating grudgingly as light spilled fully across the ridge.

Then she looked at me—slow, dangerous smile tugging at her mouth.

“Don’t you dare think that means you’re done,” she said.

I rose, pressing her back against the rock wall again, hands gripping her thigh as I felt her wetness on my fingers. Heat flared instantly between us as I lined us up, my cock hard and ready.

“Not even close.”

I lifted her easily, her legs wrapping around my waist as I guided us together again, both of us gasping at the feel of my cock sliding inside her.

The heat flaring back to life as if it had never cooled and her tight warmth enveloped me completely.

She rocked against me. Her hips met mine and she took me deeper with each thrust. I held her steady, hands gripping her ass, and moving with her as our bodies slammed together.

She laughed breathlessly, forehead pressed to mine as dawn fully broke behind her. “We’re insane.”

“Yeah,” I said, moving with her, slow at first, savoring it as light spilled over her skin. “But we survived.”

She rocked against me, urgency returning fast. She let out a soft moan and her head tilted back, her breasts pressing against my chest, her nipples hard and erect. I leaned down, taking one into my mouth, sucking hard, feeling her body clench around me in response.

I continued to thrust into her, my hips moving with a steady, powerful rhythm. She moved with me, her hips meeting each thrust.

I could feel her body tensing again, her muscles clenching around my cock as another orgasm built inside her. I reached down, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles, feeling her body respond to my touch.

Our movements became more urgent, more desperate, as the sound of our bodies slamming together and our flesh meeting filled the air. I could feel my own orgasm building, my body tensing, my breath coming in short gasps.

She came with a cry, her body convulsing around me, her nails digging into my back.

“Cade,” she yelled out. I like the way she says my name.

I followed her over the edge, deliberately pulsing my cock inside her until I filled her with my hot cum. I grasped her ass cheeks as my body jolted into her three times, gripping so tightly that without a doubt I left a mark.

The mountain glowed gold and white around us, the storm finally retreating as we held each other on that narrow ledge. Our bodies were pressed together and our breath came in ragged gasps.

Dawn found us tangled together, breathless and alive, the world opening up below us as if daring us to keep going. 


CHAPTER SIX

Daylight made everything sharper. The mountain looked almost innocent now—white slopes glowing under a pale sun, wind gentled to a steady hiss instead of a scream. From a distance, it might’ve looked like nothing had happened at all. No shelter torn apart. No night spent clawing heat from each other just to stay alive.

We descended in silence at first.

Rope packed. Gear checked. Movements efficient, practiced. We were professionals again—two climbers sharing a route because it made sense, not because we’d memorized the shape of each other’s bodies in the dark.

That illusion lasted until we hit the lower trail.

Voices carried up first. Laughter. The metallic clink of carabiners. A ranger’s radio crackling through the thin air.

Civilization.

She stopped dead beside me, eyes flicking toward the sound. Her jaw tightened—not fear, not embarrassment, but something sharper. Awareness.

“Helmets on,” she said quietly. “Let’s look normal.”

I almost laughed.

We rounded the bend together, boots crunching on packed snow, and just like that we were visible again. Two climbers emerging from a storm-ravaged route. A couple of other mountaineers looked up, gave us quick once-overs, nods of recognition passing across their faces.

“Rough night?” one of them called.

She smiled. Cool. Controlled. The same smile she used on podiums and press photos. “Could’ve been worse.”

I caught the ranger’s eye as he stepped closer, scanning us for injuries. “Shelter on the upper ridge collapsed,” I said. “Might want to mark the area unstable.”

He nodded, already scribbling notes. “You two are lucky.”

Lucky.

Her shoulder brushed mine as we stood there, casual, unremarkable, and the contact lit a slow, dangerous burn in my gut. The memory of her breath breaking, her nails digging in, the way she’d come undone against the rock at dawn—it all sat right under the surface, waiting.

When the ranger finally waved us through, we moved off the trail together, following a narrow cut toward the equipment staging area. Out of sight. Mostly.

She stopped abruptly, turning on me.

“This is where we pretend last night didn’t happen,” she said.

I studied her face. The composure. The control. The way her hands flexed at her sides like she was holding herself still by force.

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

Her lips parted. Closed. She exhaled through her nose. “It’s what makes sense.”

I stepped closer anyway.

“Say it again,” I said quietly. “And mean it.”

She didn’t.

Instead, she grabbed the front of my jacket and yanked me into the shadow of a rock outcrop, mouth crashing into mine with a sharp, frustrated hunger that had nothing polite about it. The world didn’t disappear—but it blurred enough to stop mattering.

“Last time,” she muttered against my mouth. “Before we put the masks back on.”

I backed her up against the stone, blocking the view from the trail with my body, hands sliding over her hips with practiced familiarity. Her breath hitched immediately, the sound low and furious like she was angry at herself for how fast she melted.

I unzipped her jacket, pushed it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the snow. Her hands fumbled at my belt, yanking it open and allowing her fingers to find my hard cock through my pants.

She stroked me roughly and moaned, arching her tiny frame into me. Her body pressed against mine with desperate need.

I slipped my hand under her shirt, finding her breast, and brushed my thumb over her nipple, feeling it harden under my touch.

She bit her lip, trying to stay quiet, as her hips moved against mine, seeking friction.

I popped the button on her pants and slid my hand inside, stroking her clit before lightly tracing the outline of her opening.

Her head tipped back, teeth catching her lower lip as she clung to my shoulders, the danger of being seen sharpening every breath, every movement. I kept one ear tuned to the trail, one hand braced beside her head, the other guiding her closer.

I slipped a finger inside her, then another, moving them in and out until she gasped.

She pressed her forehead to mine, breathing hard. “You’re impossible.”

“You came back for more,” I said softly.

She laughed—breathless, a little wild—and kissed me again, deeper this time, like she was burning it into memory.

I added a third finger, moving the trio faster and harder than I did before.

Fuck. I love the way she tenses.

Her breath was coming in short gasps and I could feel her orgasm building as her pussy clenched around my fingers.

She let out a cry that I quickly muffled with my mouth. Her body convulsed as I moved my fingers deeper inside her. Her entire body shook with pleasure, her nails digging into my shoulders, as her entire cavity filled with hot, sticky fluid.

When she finally came down, she looked at me with desire.

"More," she whispered.

I unzipped my pants and pushed them down, freeing my hard cock into the crisp air. She reached for it, her hand wrapping around it and stroking me firmly. I groaned, my hips jerking forward.

She guided me to her entrance, pressed her body against mine and took me in inch by inch. We both groaned as I slid fully inside her, her tight warmth enveloping me completely. I pushed once more, ensuring I couldn’t go any deeper.

She let out a quick shiver as I thrust my hips forward, moving slowly at first, but quickly gaining momentum. I slid my cock in and out of her, but she met my thrusts – her body moving in sync with mine.

I reached down, found her clit and rubbed it in tight circles as I thrust into her. She moaned, her body tensing as she dug her nails into my shoulders.

Our bodies moved with increasing urgency, desperation driving each thrust, our hips meeting with force. My own climax began to build, my muscles tensing, breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

She cried out, her entire body trembling as her orgasm hit. My cock pulsed inside her as I filled her with my hot seed.

When it was over, we stayed there a moment longer than necessary, foreheads touching, breaths slowly syncing back to something manageable.

The world waited.

Finally, she stepped back first, straightening her jacket, smoothing her hair, rebuilding the armor piece by piece. By the time she looked up again, the fire was banked—but not gone.

“This doesn’t make us anything,” she said.

I nodded, my voice steady. "No, it doesn't."

Her eyes held mine for a long second. Then she turned and headed toward the staging area, stride steady, unmistakably herself.

I watched her go, knowing two things with absolute certainty.

First: this wasn’t finished.
Second: whatever came next wouldn’t be safe, simple, or forgettable. And I didn’t want it to be.

At the base station, gear clattered, radios crackled, people moved around us like we were just another pair of climbers who’d shared a route and lived to tell about it. She signed her name on the incident log with a steady hand. I watched the curve of her wrist like it meant something it didn’t.

We didn’t say goodbye.

Not really.

She didn’t look at me when she finished.

Neither did I.

That was the rule we never said out loud.

We went our separate directions after that. Different trucks. Different trails. Different futures, if you believed in clean lines and sensible endings.

I told myself it was over.

Then a week later, I checked the climbing board out of habit and saw her name penciled in beside a winter ascent I’d been thinking about since before the storm. A different mountain. Same difficulty. Same risk profile.

Coincidence?

I didn’t sign up.

Not right away.

But I pulled the topo map that night anyway. Traced the ridgeline with my thumb. Marked the choke points. The places the wind would hit hardest. The places two people would have to move close whether they wanted to or not.

I told myself it was professional curiosity.

A month later, I ran into her at a gear shop three states over. She was comparing ropes. I was pretending not to watch the way her mouth tightened when she focused.

She glanced up, caught my reflection in the polished metal rack, and didn’t look surprised.

“Didn’t think you shopped here,” she said lightly.

“I could say the same.”

We stood there too long. Not touching. Not moving. The air between us was tight with everything we weren’t acknowledging.

She picked up a rope. Tested its weight. “You climbing this season?”

I shrugged. “Depends on the mountain.”

Her mouth curved—not a smile. Something sharper. “Funny,” she said. “That’s what I was going to say.”

We didn’t exchange numbers.

We didn’t make plans.

But when I checked the registry for that winter ascent the next morning, her name was already there.

I added mine beneath it.

I didn’t tell myself it meant anything this time.
That lie didn’t even last the drive home.

By the time I added my name beneath hers, I already knew I would’ve followed her anywhere she wrote it—any ridge, any season, any storm stupid enough to take us both if it wanted. This wasn’t coincidence. It wasn’t rivalry. It wasn’t even desire anymore. It was pattern. Gravity. The kind of thing you don’t escape so much as keep answering until it buries you.

The mountain would decide the details.

I’d already decided the rest.
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