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Run, little doe.

Fleeing my village's shame, I never expected to find salvation in cursed woods.

Marked by a gift that made me an outcast, I followed tavern tales into the deep forest where winter never ends. Where something ancient and hungry stalks between the trees. The Winter Beast doesn't just want to claim me like the village men who turned away in disgust.

He wants to worship what makes me different. To hunt me through snow-laden paths until he catches me, claims me, and shows me exactly what it means to surrender to a wendigo who's waited centuries for his perfect mate.

I should fear the monster with the bleached skull and burning eyes. But when he calls me his perfect doe, when his supernatural strength turns protective and his inhuman hunger becomes desperate need...

Maybe being claimed by a creature of legend is exactly what I was meant for.

A dark paranormal romance featuring a protective wendigo hero, lactation/nursing kink, breeding themes, primal hunt scenes, supernatural bonding, territorial claiming, size difference, and a HEA with pregnancy.
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CHAPTER ONE

"You're telling me the Winter Beast took her willing?" The gruff voice cut through the tavern's din like a blade, making me look up sharply from my barely touched mead.

The Frost's End Tavern reeked of unwashed bodies, spilled ale, and the bitter desperation that clung to men who spent their days hunting creatures that defied nature's laws. I had wedged myself into the darkest corner booth, trying to ignore how my bodice strained across swollen breasts that leaked despite my careful bindings.

Three days since I'd fled Millbrook. Three days of walking through increasingly wild country, following half-remembered tales and an inexplicable pull that grew stronger with each mile north. My milk had come in heavy this morning, soaking through the rough cloth I'd wrapped around my chest until every step reminded me of what made me different. What made me unwanted.

A cluster of hunters hunched over a table near the fire, their weathered faces serious in the flickering light. The speaker was a big man with gray threading his beard, leather armor scarred from countless encounters with things that fought back. His companions looked equally battle-worn—the kind of men who made their living tracking monsters through frozen wilderness.

"Aye, willing as you please," replied another hunter, younger but with the same cold, calculating eyes. "Found her footprints leading right into the Thornwood, neat as you like. No signs of struggle, no drag marks. She walked in there on her own two feet."

My breath caught. I'd heard whispers of the deep woods—endless forest where winter never broke, where something ancient and hungry roamed between the trees. Most people spoke of it in hushed tones, crossing themselves and changing the subject. The kind of place mothers used to frighten disobedient children.

"What kind of woman walks into those cursed woods?" Gray-beard shook his head, taking a long pull from his tankard. "Must be madness driving her."

"The kind that knows what waits in there," said a third man, smaller than his companions but with clever eyes and the sort of smile that suggested he trafficked in more than just monster parts. "They say the Winter Beast doesn't take just anyone. Only the ones who carry what he craves."

The tavern had grown quieter, other patrons leaning in to catch every word. Tales of monsters always drew crowds, especially when ale was flowing and the night was dark enough to make anything seem possible.

"And what's that supposed to mean?" Gray-beard demanded, though his tone suggested he already suspected the answer.

The knowing hunter glanced around, ensuring he had everyone's attention, then leaned forward conspiratorially. "My cousin heard tell of the girl who went into those woods last winter. Said she was... afflicted. Produced milk like she'd birthed a child, but never been touched by man." He paused dramatically. "Course, that's hearsay. Could be the story got embellished."

Ice flooded my veins. My hand moved instinctively to cover my chest, though the gesture was useless. Anyone looking closely would see the telltale fullness, the way I moved carefully to avoid jostling, the defensive crossing of arms that couldn't quite hide my condition.

I'd spent years perfecting the art of invisibility, of making myself forgettable. But in a place like this, among men who hunted the supernatural for coin, such secrets felt as fragile as spider silk.

"Cursed, then," gray-beard muttered, making a sign against evil. "Poor creature."

"Or blessed, depending on how you look at it," the knowing hunter continued, his voice taking on an almost reverent quality. "Because they say that's exactly what the Winter Beast hungers for. A woman whose body makes its own nectar, sweet and pure and flowing without end."

Heat blazed through me, pooling low in my belly in a way that made me squirm against the wooden bench. The way he spoke of my shameful condition—like it was something precious rather than the source of endless humiliation—sent unfamiliar sensations racing through my body.

In Millbrook, my condition had made me untouchable. Mothers pulled their children away when I passed, men crossed themselves and hurried past, even beggars seemed to sense wrongness in me. But this hunter spoke of my curse like it was treasure. Like something had been waiting centuries for exactly what I had to offer.

"How's that work, then?" asked the younger hunter, his voice rougher now, interested despite himself.

"Oh, it's more than drinking," the knowing hunter said with a dark chuckle that made several patrons lean closer. "They say he hunts them first. Chases them through the snow until they're running wild, hearts pounding, bodies burning despite the cold. Makes them feel like proper prey before he claims them."

My nipples tightened against my bindings, and I bit back a gasp. The image he painted—running through dark woods while something powerful and dangerous pursued me with singular focus—made my core clench with want I didn't understand. I'd never felt desired, never been chased except by creditors and angry villagers demanding I hide my "unnatural state." The thought of being hunted by something that actually wanted to catch me sent liquid heat pooling between my thighs.

"Claims them how?" The younger hunter's voice had gone rough with obvious interest.

The knowing hunter's smile turned predatory. "However he pleases. Against trees, in snowbanks, wherever he catches them. Takes his fill while he's claiming them, marks them as his with teeth and claws." He grinned wolfishly. "They say once he's had a taste, he never lets them go."

The casual violence should have horrified me. Instead, it sent another wave of heat through my body, making me hyperaware of every inch of skin beneath my clothes. I imagined rough bark against my back, cold air on exposed flesh, something powerful and inhuman holding me in place while it fed from my body.

The thought made my milk let down, soaking through my bindings with embarrassing speed. I hunched forward, trying to hide the growing wet spots, but the damage was already done. The knowing hunter's eyes found mine across the room, and his smile turned absolutely wicked.

"And they don't resist," added gray-beard, his tone thoughtful now. "That's the real strangeness of it. Whatever he does to them changes them, makes them crave the hunt, the capture, the rough claiming. They become as wild as he is."

"Aye," the knowing hunter nodded sagely, never breaking eye contact with me. "You can sometimes hear them at night, calling out challenges to their beast. Begging him to hunt them again, to take them harder than before. Once you've been claimed by something that powerful, civilized men just... can't compare anymore."

The words hit me, stealing my breath and making my skin burn with recognition. Wasn't that exactly what I'd been feeling? This growing restlessness, this certainty that something was missing from my life? In Millbrook, I'd tried to be what the village expected—quiet, ashamed, grateful for scraps of charity. But deep down, hadn't I always known I was meant for something more raw, more honest?

"Where in the forest does this beast make his territory?" I heard myself asking before I could stop the words.

The entire tavern seemed to pause, conversations dying as every eye turned toward my shadowed corner. I realized I'd spoken louder than intended, my voice carrying clearly across the room. Heat flooded my cheeks, but I lifted my chin defiantly. I was tired of hiding, tired of being ashamed of what I was.

"Well now," the knowing hunter said slowly, rising from his seat with liquid grace. "Seems we've got ourselves an interested party."

He approached my table with the careful steps of a man who knew how to read prey, his companions following behind. Up close, I could see the silver threading his dark hair, the network of scars that spoke of countless dangerous encounters. His eyes were pale blue, almost colorless, and they seemed to see straight through to my core.

"Pretty thing like you shouldn't be asking about dangerous creatures," he said, sliding uninvited into the seat across from me. "Unless you've got particular reasons for wanting to know."

I should have looked away, should have made some excuse and fled. Instead, I met his gaze steadily, something reckless and wild uncurling in my chest. "I asked where."

Gray-beard whistled low. "Got spine, doesn't she?"

"That she does," the knowing hunter agreed, studying me with new intensity. His gaze dropped to my chest, where the wet spots were becoming impossible to ignore despite my attempts to hide them. "And unless I miss my guess, she's got exactly what our Winter Beast is looking for."

Shame and arousal warred in my chest as he called attention to my condition so bluntly. But alongside the familiar burn of embarrassment came a thrill at being seen, at having my secret acknowledged without disgust or pity.

"Deepest part of the wood," gray-beard said finally, apparently deciding I was serious. "Where the old growth is so thick, sunlight never touches the ground. Follow the game trails north until you reach the circle of standing stones—you'll know them when you see them, ancient things covered in symbols that make your eyes water. From there, head east toward the frozen falls."

I committed every word to memory, my heart hammering with each new detail. This was real. They were giving me actual directions to find a creature of legend.

"But only during the dark moon," added the younger hunter, glancing nervously toward the window. "They say he only appears when the night is blackest, when his power is strongest. Any other time, you're just walking into cursed woods to die of cold."

I followed his gaze to the tavern's small window, where moonless sky pressed against the glass like black velvet. "Tonight?"

"Aye, tonight." The knowing hunter's voice had gone soft, almost hypnotic. "If you were the type of woman brave enough to seek out such a beast. If you were the type who craved something more than civilized men could offer."

"What makes you think I'm that type?" I asked, though we both knew the answer.

His smile was slow and predatory. "Because civilized women don't ask for directions to monsters' lairs. Because civilized women don't get aroused listening to tales of rough claiming in snowy forests." His eyes dropped meaningfully to my chest again. "And because civilized women certainly don't leak milk just from hearing about what the Winter Beast does to his prey."

Heat blazed across my skin at his blunt assessment. There was no point in denying it—the evidence was soaking through my dress, marking me as clearly as any brand. But instead of shame, I felt a strange sort of relief. Finally, someone who saw what I was and wasn't disgusted by it.

"Maybe I'm tired of being civilized," I said, surprising myself with the steadiness of my own voice.

"Now that," the knowing hunter said with obvious approval, "is exactly what a woman needs to be thinking before she goes calling on the Winter Beast."

"Dangerous thinking," gray-beard warned, though his eyes held more anticipation than concern. "Those woods are full of wolves and worse things. And that's before you get to what you're actually seeking."

"Maybe danger is exactly what I'm looking for," I heard myself say.

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with implication. I was admitting things I'd never said aloud, acknowledging desires I'd barely allowed myself to think. But this place, these men, this moment made confession feel like freedom rather than surrender.

"Then you'll want to dress light when you go calling," the knowing hunter advised, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "They say the beast likes his prey easy to catch, easy to claim. Thin fabric that tears away quick when he's ready to feed. Nothing to slow down the hunt."

The crude suggestion sent another wave of heat through me, and I had to bite my lip to keep from making an embarrassing sound. The thought of stripping down to almost nothing, of making myself vulnerable to whatever waited in those dark woods—it should have terrified me. Instead, it made my skin feel too tight, too hot.

"The cold—" I started to protest weakly.

"Won't be a problem once he's caught you," the younger hunter said with a knowing grin. "They say the Winter Beast burns hot enough to melt snow. Hot enough to keep his prey warm even in the deepest freeze."

"Hot enough to leave marks," added gray-beard. "Brands that never quite fade, reminders of who you belong to."

I stood abruptly before I could embarrass myself further, my legs unsteady beneath me. Every word they spoke painted clearer pictures in my mind, fed fantasies I'd never allowed myself to fully explore. The thought of being marked, branded, claimed so thoroughly that everyone would know what I was—it made my entire body throb with need.

"Thank you for the information," I managed, though my voice came out breathy and hot.

I made it halfway to the tavern door before the knowing hunter called out behind me: "Remember, girl—once you call the Winter Beast, there's no taking it back. Once you're marked as his prey, you belong to him completely. Body, milk, everything you are becomes his to claim whenever he pleases." He chuckled darkly. "If the stories are true, anyway."

If they’re true.

If the stories were true, I’d be claimed by the beast. If not, well, I’d freeze to death.

I paused at the threshold, my hand on the rough wooden door. The warning should have stopped me cold, should have sent me running back to safety. Instead, it sounded like the most beautiful promise I'd ever heard.

"Good," I said without turning around. "I'm tired of belonging to no one at all."


CHAPTER TWO

The forest path vanished after the first mile, swallowed by undergrowth and the kind of darkness that seemed to have weight and substance. I stumbled forward anyway, following animal trails and the increasingly insistent pull in my chest that had been drawing me north for days.

This forest bore no resemblance to the tame woods near my village. These trees had stood for millennia, their trunks so massive that ten men couldn't have wrapped their arms around them. Their branches wove together overhead in an impenetrable canopy, creating a living roof that blocked every trace of starlight. The air tasted of snow and something else, something primal that made my instincts whisper warnings I chose to ignore.

My thin shift already clung to my skin with moisture from the heavy air, outlining every curve and making my nipples peak against the fine fabric. The cloak helped ward off the worst of the cold, but I could feel the temperature dropping with each step deeper into this cursed place. By the time I found whatever I was seeking, I'd be half-frozen and completely vulnerable.

The thought should have terrified me. Instead, it sent another pulse of heat through my core.

This is madness, the rational part of my mind whispered. You're chasing tavern tales into a forest that could kill you in a dozen different ways.

But the rational part of my mind had never offered me anything better than a lifetime of shame and hiding. At least madness promised the possibility of something more.

I'd been walking for what felt like hours when I finally found them: the standing stones the gray-bearded hunter had described. They rose from a circular clearing like weathered sentinels, each one taller than a man and covered in symbols that made my eyes water when I tried to focus on them. The very air around them shimmered with power, and the hair on my arms rose as I approached.

Whatever had carved these stones hadn't been human. The symbols seemed to writhe and shift when I wasn't looking directly at them, and touching the nearest stone sent a shock of cold fire up my arm that made me gasp.

But there was no fear in the sensation, only recognition. These stones knew what I was, welcomed what I carried. The magic in them resonated with something deep in my bones, something that had been sleeping until I'd entered this place.

From here, the hunter had said to head east toward the frozen falls. I oriented myself as best I could in the darkness and plunged back into the trees, following what might have been a deer path.

The deeper I went, the more the forest changed around me. Ice began to glitter on the branches despite the fact that it was barely autumn outside these woods. My breath misted in the air, and frost crunched under my bare feet with each step. The eternal winter the hunters had spoken of was real, and I was walking directly into its heart.

My cloak became more burden than protection as exertion warmed my body. Finally I stopped to unwrap it entirely, folding it carefully and leaving it beside a distinctive tree. The cold air hit my skin like a slap, making me gasp, but underneath the shock was something else. Something that made my nipples tighten against my shift and sent liquid heat pooling between my thighs.

I was exposed now, practically naked in the winter wilderness, exactly as the knowing hunter had suggested. The shift was so fine that it hid nothing, clinging to my swollen breasts and outlining my body like a second skin. If anything was watching from the shadows, it would see exactly what I was offering.

The thought made me shiver with more than cold.

The sound of falling water reached me before I saw the falls themselves: a constant rushing that grew louder with each step. When I finally pushed through a curtain of ice-heavy branches, the sight that greeted me stole what little breath the cold had left me.

The falls were magnificent and terrible, a sheet of water perhaps fifty feet wide cascading down black rock into a pool that should have been solid ice but somehow remained liquid. Steam rose from the water's surface, and I realized there must be hot springs feeding the pool from below, keeping it from freezing even in this supernatural winter.

But it wasn't the falls that made me stop breathing. It was the figure standing at their base.

He was massive, unnaturally tall with limbs that seemed slightly too long for any human frame. Pale skin stretched tight over a gaunt but powerful build, revealing the sharp angles of bones beneath. His hair hung like white silk past shoulders that were broad but lean, predatory rather than bulky. But it was his face that made my breath catch in my throat.

Where a human head should have been, the bleached white skull of a great stag perched on his shoulders. Empty eye sockets burned with pale blue fire, and his elongated maw was filled with rows of sharp teeth that had never belonged to any herbivore. The antlers that crowned his skull were massive, branching like winter trees, and they gleamed with ice that never melted.

This was the Winter Beast. This was a wendigo, creature of nightmare and legend, something that had once been human but had been twisted into a thing of hunger and hunting. Beautiful in the way that avalanches were beautiful, terrifying and magnificent and utterly beyond mortal comprehension.

Every instinct I possessed screamed at me to run, to flee before that terrible skull turned its burning gaze upon me. But my body responded to the danger with a rush of heat that shamed and thrilled me in equal measure.

We stared at each other across the clearing, predator and potential prey sizing each other up. He was naked from the waist up, seemingly unbothered by the cold that was making me shake despite my arousal. His chest was broad and sculpted, marked with what looked like ritual scars that formed patterns I couldn't decipher. Lower, he wore leather pants that clung to powerful thighs and left little to the imagination.

He looked like a god of winter given flesh. And I was standing before him in a shift so thin it might as well have been vapor.

"You shouldn't be here," he said finally, his voice a low growl that seemed to echo from within the skull itself. The sound was wrong somehow, as if it emerged from empty bone rather than a living throat. "This place is not for your kind."

There was no welcome in his tone, no recognition of what the hunters had claimed he craved. When he spoke, that terrible maw opened to reveal rows of predator's teeth that gleamed wetly in the moonlight.

My heart sank even as my body continued to respond to his overwhelming presence. The hunters had been wrong. Their tales had been nothing but embellished rumors, stories told in taverns to impress gullible women. I'd walked into the wilderness chasing fantasies, and now I was going to die for my foolishness.

"I was told..." I started, then stopped. How could I possibly explain without sounding like the desperate fool I clearly was?

Those burning eye sockets narrowed, and within the empty spaces, pale fire seemed to dance. He was cataloging it all with a predator's assessment: the skull, the way it tilted as he studied my body, the obvious arousal I couldn't hide.

"You were told what?" he demanded. "That there was treasure here? A magical spring that grants wishes? Herbs that cure all ills?"

"No," I whispered, wrapping my arms around myself as much for emotional protection as warmth. "I was told there was someone here who might want what I am."

He was silent for a long moment, studying me with those unsettling eyes. When he spoke again, his voice was carefully neutral. "And what are you?"

The question hung between us like a challenge. I could lie, could make up some story about being lost or seeking shelter. Could preserve what little dignity I had left before I died of cold or wolves or whatever other dangers lurked in these woods.

Or I could tell the truth and face whatever came next.

"I'm cursed," I said finally, the words barely audible above the rushing water. "My body produces milk though I've never borne a child. I leak constantly, uncontrollably. No man has ever wanted me for longer than it takes to satisfy his curiosity."

I forced myself to meet his gaze, though every instinct screamed at me to look away. "I heard stories about someone in these woods who might appreciate such a gift. But I see now that those were just tales."

Something shifted in the skull's empty sockets, so subtle I almost missed it. A flash of hunger that made his maw part slightly, revealing the full extent of those terrible teeth that filled what should have been a herbivore's jaw.

"You came here seeking the Winter Beast," he said, and it wasn't a question.

"I came here seeking someone who wouldn't see me as broken," I admitted. "Someone who might want what I have to offer instead of being ashamed of it."

The silence stretched between us, broken only by the sound of falling water and my own ragged breathing. I was shaking now, from cold and embarrassment and the crushing realization that I'd been chasing fantasies.

Then he moved, and I understood why legends called him a beast.

One moment he was standing by the falls, the next he was directly in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his skin. I hadn't even seen him cross the distance. He'd simply been there, then here, as if he'd stepped through space itself.

"You know nothing of what you offer," he said, his voice rough with something I couldn't identify. "Nothing of what it would mean."

"Then tell me," I whispered, looking up at him. This close, I could see the sharp points of his canine teeth, the way his pupils dilated as he took in my scent. Whatever he was, he wasn't entirely human anymore.

His hands came up to frame my face, and I gasped at the contact. His fingers were too long, ending in yellowed claws that pricked against my skin. When his thumbs brushed across my cheekbones, I felt the sharp points clearly enough to know he could open my throat with barely any pressure at all.

"I am cursed," he said, echoing my earlier words. "Damned to eternal hunger that nothing has ever satisfied. I hunt these woods every night, seeking something to fill the emptiness inside me, but nothing works. Nothing helps."

His grip tightened slightly, not painful but possessive. "Do you understand what that means? What it would mean if you truly were what I've been seeking?"

"Tell me," I repeated, though my voice came out breathless.

"It would mean I could never let you go," he said simply. "It would mean you'd become mine completely: body, blood, every drop of sweetness you produce. I would hunt you through these woods until you understood exactly what you were to me. I would claim you in ways that would ruin you for any other touch."

Instead of the fear his words should have inspired, heat blazed through me. This was what I'd been hoping for, what I'd been craving without even understanding it. Not gentle acceptance but complete possession. Not tolerance but desperate need.

"I don't want to be let go," I whispered. "I don't want gentle. I want to be claimed."

Something feral and hungry flickered in those burning sockets. His maw parted in what might have been a smile, the bleached bone somehow conveying expression despite its stillness, revealing row upon row of sharp teeth designed for tearing meat. "You don't know what you're saying."

"Don't I?" I challenged, surprising myself with my boldness. "I came here half-naked in winter, following tavern tales, hoping to find someone who'd hunt me. Does that sound like someone who wants gentle?"

His nostrils flared, too wide, like a beast's, as he breathed in my scent, and I saw his pupils dilate until they were black pits in his skull. "You smell of arousal," he growled, his voice rougher now, more inhuman. "Of milk and need and something sweet I've never encountered before."

"Because I've never been so close to getting what I want," I admitted.

Then his claw brushed across my lower lip, and I tasted something wild and dangerous: metallic, like old blood and winter storms.

"If I hunt you," he said slowly, "there will be no mercy. No gentle claiming. I will chase you until you're wild with fear and need, and when I catch you, I will take everything you offer and more."

"Promise?" I breathed against his thumb.

The word seemed to break something in him. Those empty sockets flashed with predatory hunger, and when his skull tilted in what could generously be called a smile, I saw far too many teeth, yellowed fangs that could tear me apart without effort.

"Run," he said, stepping back from me. "Run now, little doe, and make it interesting. Because when I catch you, and I will catch you, you'll learn exactly what it means to feed a wendigo."

I should have been terrified. Instead, anticipation flooded through me like liquid fire. This was what I'd been craving, what my body had been preparing for without my conscious mind understanding.

I gathered my shift in my hands and ran.

Behind me, I heard him laugh: a sound like winter wind through dead branches, inhuman and chilling. Then there was silence, and I knew the wendigo was giving me a head start.

I plunged deeper into the forest, my bare feet silent on the frozen ground, my heart hammering with exhilaration rather than fear. Every instinct I possessed screamed that I was prey now, that something infinitely dangerous was about to hunt me through the darkness.

The hunt had begun.


CHAPTER THREE

The forest floor was treacherous beneath my bare feet: frozen roots and hidden stones that threatened to send me sprawling with each desperate step. But I didn't slow down. Couldn't slow down. The knowledge that something inhuman was hunting me through these dark woods sent liquid fire through my veins, making me feel more alive than I ever had before.

My thin shift caught on branches as I fled deeper into the wilderness, the fine fabric tearing in long strips that fluttered behind me like pale banners. The cold should have been unbearable, but my body burned with exertion and anticipation that made my skin hypersensitive to every brush of winter air.

Behind me, there was only silence. No crashing through underbrush, no heavy footsteps pursuing me. Just the eerie quiet of a predator who knew exactly how to move through his territory without making a sound. The knowledge that Migizi was back there somewhere, tracking me with inhuman senses, made my heart hammer against my ribs.

I veered left around a massive oak, its trunk so wide I lost sight of any path I might have been following. Not that it mattered. There was no path anymore, just endless forest and the growing certainty that I was being herded exactly where my hunter wanted me to go.

A branch snapped somewhere behind me, and I whirled around, scanning the shadows between the trees. Nothing. Just darkness and the pale gleam of snow on bark. But I could feel eyes watching me, could sense something circling just outside my vision.

"I know you're there," I called out, my voice echoing strangely in the winter air.

Silence answered me, broken only by the soft whisper of wind through bare branches. Then, from somewhere much closer than I'd expected, came that inhuman laugh: low and rough and filled with dark promise.

I spun toward the sound, but he was already gone, leaving only the impression of pale eyes gleaming in the darkness. My pulse jumped as I realized how close he'd been, how easily he could have taken me if he'd chosen to.

He was playing with me. Drawing out the hunt, letting my fear and anticipation build until I was wild with both. The realization should have terrified me. Instead, it sent another wave of heat through my core.

I ran again, crashing through a thicket of brambles that left thin scratches across my arms and legs. The minor pain only heightened my awareness, made every sensation more vivid. The burn in my lungs, the ache in my muscles, the way my shift clung damply to my overheated skin: all of it combined into something that felt almost like euphoria.

This was what I'd been craving without knowing it. Not just acceptance, but this wild dance between predator and prey. The knowledge that I was being hunted by something that could tear me apart, but chose instead to claim me.

A low growl echoed from my left, and I changed direction without thinking, plunging deeper into a grove of pines. Their needled branches hung low enough to brush my shoulders, and the air beneath them was thick with the scent of resin and wild masculinity that made my body respond in ways that shamed and thrilled me.

He was close now. I could feel his presence like electricity in the air, could sense the barely leashed power of something that had been holding back but was rapidly approaching the limits of its control.

My foot caught on a hidden root, and I went down hard, rolling across the frozen ground before fetching up against the base of an enormous tree. For a moment, I lay there gasping, my shift rucked up around my thighs and my hair a tangle of dark silk across the snow.

When I looked up, he was there.

Migizi stood perhaps ten feet away, perfectly still between two massive trunks. In the filtered moonlight, he looked like something carved from winter itself: pale and sharp and utterly inhuman. The bleached deer skull that served as his head was turned toward me, empty sockets burning with pale fire, and his maw was slightly parted to reveal the gleam of predator's teeth.

"Caught you," he said simply, and the rough satisfaction in his voice made liquid heat pool between my thighs.

I should have scrambled away, should have kept running. Instead, I found myself frozen in place, pinned by the weight of those burning sockets. There was something hypnotic about the pale fire that danced within the skull's empty spaces, something that made it impossible to look away even as every survival instinct screamed warnings.

"You let me catch you," he continued, moving closer with that unnaturally fluid grace. "You wanted to be caught."

"No," I whispered, though we both knew it was a lie.

His skull tilted in what might have been amusement. "Your scent tells a different story, little doe. You smell of arousal, of need, of a female ready to be claimed."

Heat blazed across my skin at his crude assessment, but I couldn't deny it. My body had been preparing for this from the moment I'd entered his territory, responding to the promise of danger and possession in ways I didn't fully understand.

He knelt beside me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his skin despite the winter air. Up close, he was even more terrifying: the massive antlers crowning his skull cast jagged shadows across the snow, and within the empty sockets, that pale fire burned with inhuman intensity.

"What are you?" I breathed, studying the inhuman beauty of his features.

"Cursed," he said simply. "Transformed by hunger into something that should not exist. I was human once, long ago, but that man died the night I became this."

His clawed fingers touched my face with surprising gentleness, tracing the line of my cheekbone. "And you, little doe? What curse brought you to my woods?"

"The same one that makes me leak without bearing children," I admitted. "The same one that makes decent men turn away in disgust."

Something shifted within the skull's empty sockets: not disgust, but hunger so intense it made my breath catch. "Show me," he commanded, his voice echoing from within bleached bone.

For a moment, I didn't understand. Then his attention shifted meaningfully to my chest, where my arousal and the cold had made my condition impossible to hide. Damp spots were spreading across the thin fabric of my shift, outlining my swollen breasts and marking me as clearly as any brand.

Shame and desire warred in my chest. No man had ever asked to see what made me different. They'd glimpsed it by accident, recoiled in horror, made excuses to leave. But Migizi was looking at me like I was exactly what he'd been searching for.

With trembling fingers, I reached for the ties of my shift. The fabric was so thin that untying it was barely necessary: it clung to my skin like a second layer, outlining every curve and making my arousal obvious to his burning gaze.

I pulled the shift over my head in one swift motion, baring myself completely to the winter air and his hungry eyes. The cold hit my overheated skin like a shock, making me gasp and arch instinctively. My nipples were already hard peaks, dark against my pale skin, and milk beaded at the tips from arousal and the rough treatment of my desperate flight.

Migizi went perfectly still, the skull somehow conveying reverence despite its bleached emptiness. The burning sockets traced every inch of my exposed body: the full curves of my breasts, heavy with milk and marked by the bindings I'd worn for days, the way my thighs pressed together in a futile attempt to hide my arousal.

"Exquisite," he breathed, and the word came out like a prayer. "You're absolutely exquisite."

Before I could respond, he moved with that supernatural speed, pinning me against the oak at my back. The bark was rough against my bare skin, but his body was burning hot against my front, creating a contrast that made me moan despite myself.

His clawed hands framed my face, tilting my head back so he could study my features in the moonlight. "I've waited so long," he said roughly. "Centuries of hunting, of hunger, of emptiness that nothing could fill. And here you are, offering exactly what I've been craving."

"Then take it," I whispered, boldness born of desperation making me brave. "Take what you need."

His maw stretched in that terrifying smile, all sharp teeth and predatory satisfaction. "Oh, little doe, I intend to take everything."

One clawed hand traced down my throat, over my collarbone, until his palm covered my left breast completely. The heat of his touch made me cry out, my back arching to press more firmly against him. Milk leaked steadily now, running over his fingers in warm streams that made him growl with satisfaction.

"So responsive," he murmured, his thumb brushing across my nipple and making me gasp. "So ready to give me what I need."

He lowered his head, and I felt the heat of his breath against my skin. When his tongue, longer and rougher than any human's, traced around my nipple, I nearly sobbed with the intensity of sensation. Then his maw closed around me, and I understood what it meant to feed a wendigo.

The suction was incredible, drawing milk from my body in steady pulls that sent lightning straight to my core. His tongue worked against my sensitive flesh while those terrible teeth remained carefully sheathed, and I realized that despite his monstrous appearance, he knew exactly how to touch me without causing harm.

"Oh gods," I moaned, my hands tangling in his long white hair. "That feels..."

He pulled back just enough to speak, milk glistening on his lips. "Like nothing you've ever experienced," he finished roughly. "Because no human male could ever understand what you truly are."

His free hand traced down my body, over my ribs and the curve of my waist, until his clawed fingers reached the juncture of my thighs. I tried to press my legs together, suddenly shy despite everything that had already happened, but he wouldn't let me hide.

"None of that," he said firmly, his palm pressing against my inner thigh. "You came here to be claimed, little doe. That means all of you."

When his fingers found my center, we both groaned. I was already soaked, my body having prepared itself for exactly this kind of claiming. He explored me with careful thoroughness, his inhuman anatomy allowing him to touch me in ways that made my vision blur.

"So wet for me," he said approvingly, his voice dropping to that inhuman growl. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still catching up."

He returned to my breast, nursing from me with increasing desperation while his fingers worked between my thighs. The dual stimulation was overwhelming: every pull of his mouth sent sparks through my entire body, while his careful touches built a fire in my core that threatened to consume me entirely.

I was dimly aware that I was making sounds: desperate little whimpers and moans that echoed through the winter forest. But I was beyond caring about dignity or shame. This was what I'd been made for, what my body had been preparing for without my conscious understanding.

"Please," I gasped, though I wasn't sure what I was begging for.

He seemed to understand anyway. His fingers found a particularly sensitive spot that made me cry out, while his mouth worked more aggressively at my breast. The combination of sensations built to an impossible peak, and when he pressed just right while nursing deeply, I shattered completely.

The climax hit me like lightning, stealing my breath and making my entire body convulse against him. I might have screamed; certainly the sound that tore from my throat was nothing civilized or human. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me while he continued to feed, drawing out my release until I was sobbing with the intensity of it.

When I finally came back to myself, I was slumped against him, my body trembling with aftershocks. He was still holding me against the tree, still nursing gently from my breast, but there was something different in his posture now. Less desperate, more satisfied.

"Better?" he asked, finally lifting his head to look at me.

I could only nod weakly, my voice apparently lost somewhere in the aftermath of what he'd done to me. But he was right: it was better. The constant ache in my breasts had eased, and for the first time in years, I felt truly satisfied.

"This is only the beginning," he said, his pale eyes burning with promise. "Now that I know what you taste like, what you feel like, I'll never let you go."

The possessive declaration should have terrified me. Instead, it sent another pulse of heat through my still-sensitive body.

"I don't want you to let me go," I admitted.

His skull tilted in that terrifying approximation of a smile, bone gleaming wetly in the moonlight. "Good. Because the hunt isn't over, little doe. This was just me getting my first taste."

Before I could ask what he meant, he was lifting me easily in his arms, my naked body pressed against his chest. I should have protested, should have demanded he put me down, but the feeling of being carried by something so powerful was intoxicating.

"Where are we going?" I managed to ask.

"Somewhere warmer," he said simply. "Somewhere I can take my time learning every inch of what belongs to me now."

The casual way he claimed ownership of my body should have sparked rebellion. Instead, it made me press closer to him, seeking more of his supernatural heat.

I'd come to these woods seeking someone who would want what I had to offer. I'd found something so much better: a creature who didn't just want my gift, but who needed it desperately enough to claim me completely.


CHAPTER FOUR

The cabin materialized through the trees like a vision conjured from my deepest longings: weathered logs darkened by countless winters, smoke curling from a stone chimney, warm amber light spilling from windows that shouldn't have been possible this deep in the cursed woods. But then again, nothing about this night had followed the rules of the possible.

Migizi carried me up the wooden steps with effortless grace, my naked body pressed against his chest while his clawed hands held me like precious cargo. The deer skull that served as his head turned toward the door, which swung open at our approach without him touching it. Magic responded to its master and welcomed him home.

The warmth hit me like a physical force after the bitter cold of the forest. I gasped as sensation flooded back into my numbed skin, making me hyperaware of every place his body touched mine. His chest was like a furnace against my side, supernatural heat that had nothing to do with mere body temperature.

The interior revealed a master's long habitation: rough-hewn furniture worn smooth by use, soft furs draped everywhere for comfort, shelves lined with books that looked older than kingdoms and strange artifacts I couldn't begin to identify. A massive fireplace dominated one wall, flames dancing merrily and casting warm light across everything. The air smelled of pine and wood smoke and wild masculinity that made my body respond despite having just been thoroughly claimed against that tree.

"Home," he said simply, setting me down on a thick bear pelt in front of the fire. "My sanctuary. Yours now, too."

I knelt there, still trembling from cold and aftershocks, completely naked and utterly at his mercy. The firelight played across my skin, highlighting the marks he'd left on my throat and breasts during our encounter in the woods. I should have felt vulnerable, exposed. Instead, I felt treasured, like precious cargo he'd brought home to protect and cherish.

"How long have you lived here?" I asked, studying the cabin with new interest. Everything spoke of long habitation: worn spots in the wooden floor where he'd walked the same paths for years, books with pages softened by countless readings, tools hanging on pegs that had been shaped by decades of use.

"Centuries," he said, moving to add another log to the fire. Even that simple action was graceful, predatory. "This place exists outside normal time, sustained by the same magic that keeps winter eternal in my territory. I built it with my own hands after the transformation, when I realized I needed somewhere to retreat when the hunger became overwhelming."

"And you've been alone all this time?"

Pain flickered in those burning sockets, loneliness so deep it had become part of his bones. "Completely alone. The curse ensures that. I am too dangerous for human company, too changed to find acceptance among my own kind, if any of my kind still exist."

I moved closer to him, drawn by the ache in his voice. "You're not alone anymore."

He turned that terrible skull toward me, and for a moment I saw vulnerability in those empty spaces. "You say that now, little doe. But you don't understand what you're offering. The hunger never truly goes away. I will need to feed from you constantly, claim you repeatedly, mark you as mine in ways that will change you forever."

"Good," I said firmly. "I want to be changed. I want to be marked. I want to belong to something that actually values what I am."

He knelt before me on the furs, and even kneeling, he towered over my seated form. Those clawed hands came up to frame my face, surprisingly gentle despite their deadly potential.

"You're still hungry," I observed, watching the way those empty sockets tracked my every movement. Even after feeding from me so thoroughly in the woods, there was still that edge of desperate need in his posture.

"Always," he admitted, his voice rougher than before. "The curse ensures I'm never truly satisfied. But you ease it in ways I'd forgotten were possible. For the first time in centuries, the hunger is manageable rather than all-consuming."

I reached up to trace the edge of his skull with gentle fingers, marveling at the smoothness of the bone. "Then feed again. Take whatever you need."

"Are you certain? I took much from you already, and your body needs time to recover."

"My body is already producing again," I interrupted, gesturing to my breasts where milk was indeed beading at my nipples despite our recent encounter. "It's like it knows what you need and is trying to provide it."

His skull tilted as he studied the evidence of my body's eager response. "Incredible," he murmured. "You produce so much more than should be possible. It's as if your gift was designed specifically for someone like me."

"Maybe it was," I said softly. "Maybe we were both cursed so we could find each other."

He began to strip away what little clothing he wore: the leather pants that had somehow survived his transformation, boots that looked hand-crafted from some era long past. When he was as naked as I was, I had to bite back a gasp.

His body was magnificent and terrible: pale skin stretched over powerful muscles that spoke of supernatural strength, scars that told stories of violence and survival, and anatomy that was decidedly inhuman in all the ways that mattered. He was built for claiming, for breeding, for taking whatever he wanted and making it his completely. But more than that, he was built to endure: to survive centuries of solitude, to withstand the kind of hunger that would have driven a mortal man mad long ago.

"You're staring," he said, and I could hear amusement in that bone-deep voice.

"You're worth staring at," I replied honestly. "Even with that skull, you're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."

The empty sockets flared with surprise, perhaps, or deeper emotion. "Beautiful," he repeated slowly, as if the word were foreign to him. "No one has called me that in centuries. Most who see me flee in terror, if they survive the encounter at all."

"Then they were fools," I said firmly. "You're terrifying, yes. Dangerous. But also magnificent. Like a force of nature given form."

He moved toward me with that fluid grace, each step deliberate and predatory. When he knelt before me on the furs, we were nearly eye level despite his greater height, the skull tilted to study my face in the firelight.

"I want to feed again," he said roughly. "Properly this time. Without the cold, without the urgency. I want to take my time learning every inch of what belongs to me now."

"Then feed," I whispered, already arching toward him. "Learn everything you want to know."

His clawed hands came up to cup my breasts, and I moaned at the contact. My body had been producing steadily since our encounter in the woods, and I was full to the point of aching again. When his thumbs brushed across my nipples, milk beaded immediately, running over his fingers in warm streams that caught the firelight.

"So responsive," he murmured approvingly, his voice taking on that rough quality that spoke of barely leashed hunger. "So ready to give me exactly what I need."

He lowered that terrible skull toward my chest, and I felt the heat of his breath against my skin. When his maw opened, I could see his tongue: long, dark, and utterly inhuman. It emerged from between those predator teeth like a living thing, easily twice the length of any human tongue and covered in small ridges that promised incredible sensation.

"Oh," I breathed, understanding flooding through me.

He didn't close his maw around my nipple like a human would. Instead, that incredible tongue extended to lap at the milk beading there, the rough texture sending lightning through my entire body. Each stroke was deliberate, thorough, collecting every drop while those ridged surfaces stimulated nerve endings I didn't know I possessed.

"So sweet," he rumbled, his voice vibrating through the skull in a way that sent tremors through my chest. "Better than anything I've ever tasted. Like honey and starlight and everything pure in this world."

His tongue worked methodically, lapping at one breast while his clawed hands supported and massaged me, encouraging my body to let down more milk. The sensation was unlike anything I'd ever experienced: not the suction I'd expected, but direct stimulation, more thorough than any human mouth could provide. That long tongue could reach every sensitive spot, could stimulate areas no mortal man ever could.

I found myself making sounds I'd never made before: desperate little whimpers and moans that echoed through the cabin. But I was beyond caring about dignity or shame. This was what I'd been made for, what my body had been preparing for without my conscious understanding.

"More," I gasped, my hands tangling in his long white hair. "Please, I need more."

When he moved to my other breast, I nearly sobbed with relief. That long tongue traced circles around my nipple before lapping directly at the source, and I realized he could stimulate me in ways no human mouth ever could. The ridged texture, the incredible length, the way he could wrap it partially around my breast while still focusing on the most sensitive areas: it was overwhelming.

"Your body responds so beautifully," he said between licks, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Every touch makes you produce more, makes you arch toward me like you can't get enough."

He was right. My body was betraying me in the most wonderful way, leaking steadily for him while my back arched to offer more of myself. I'd never felt so completely desired, so thoroughly appreciated for exactly what I was.

"I can't get enough," I admitted breathlessly. "This feels better than anything ever has. I never want it to stop."

"Then we won't stop," he said simply. "I'll feed from you whenever you need relief, whenever the hunger becomes too much for either of us to bear."

His tongue found a particularly sensitive spot just above my nipple, and I cried out at the intensity of sensation. He focused his attention there, lapping and stroking until I was trembling with more than just the pleasure of being relieved. There was a growing pressure in my core, building toward release that had nothing to do with the physical act of feeding and everything to do with being so thoroughly worshipped.

"That's it," he encouraged, his free hand trailing down my body to rest on my hip. "Let yourself feel everything. Don't hold back."

When he found the perfect rhythm, long, slow laps that stimulated every nerve ending while drawing milk from my body in steady streams, I shattered completely. The climax hit me like lightning, stealing my breath and making my entire body convulse. I might have screamed; certainly the sound that tore from my throat was nothing civilized or controlled.

He never stopped feeding through my release, his tongue continuing its devastating work while I rode out wave after wave of pleasure. When I finally came back to myself, I was slumped against him, my body trembling with aftershocks.

"Beautiful," he murmured against my skin, his tongue gentling to soft, soothing strokes. "You're absolutely beautiful when you come apart for me."

"I didn't know," I gasped when I could finally speak again. "I didn't know it could feel like that."

"Because no human has ever understood what you truly are," he said, lifting his skull to look at me. "They see your gift as a burden to be hidden. But you were made to nourish, to sustain, to be treasured for exactly what you offer."

His words sent another pulse of heat through me. To be valued instead of shamed, treasured instead of hidden: it was everything I'd dreamed of but never dared hope for.

"Feed more," I whispered, surprised by my own boldness. "I'm still full, and you're still hungry."

Those burning sockets flared with renewed hunger. "Are you certain? I don't want to exhaust you."

"I want to be exhausted," I said firmly. "I want to give you everything I have."

He needed no further encouragement. His skull lowered to my breast again, and that incredible tongue resumed its devastating work. This time, he was even more thorough, lapping at every inch of sensitive skin while his hands roamed my body with increasing boldness.

When his clawed fingers found the juncture of my thighs, we both groaned. I was soaked, my body having prepared itself for whatever he wanted to take. He explored me with careful thoroughness, his inhuman anatomy allowing him to touch me in ways that made my vision blur.

"So responsive," he said approvingly, his voice muffled against my breast. "Every touch makes you wetter, makes you need more."

He was right. I was practically writhing against his hand, my hips moving of their own accord as he built a fire in my core that threatened to consume me entirely. The combination of his feeding and his intimate touches was driving me toward another peak with frightening speed.

"Please," I gasped, though I wasn't entirely sure what I was begging for.

He seemed to understand anyway. His fingers found a rhythm that matched his feeding, and when he pressed just right while lapping at a particularly sensitive spot, I came apart again. This climax was different: deeper, more intense, leaving me gasping and shaking in his arms.

"Again," he said roughly when I'd recovered enough to focus. "I want to feel you come apart again."

I should have protested, should have said I needed time to recover. Instead, I heard myself whispering, "Yes, please."

He moved to a different position, laying me back on the furs while he knelt between my spread thighs. From this angle, he could access both my breasts and my center simultaneously, and he took full advantage of the opportunity.

That incredible tongue worked at my breast while his clawed fingers explored between my legs, building sensation upon sensation until I was mindless with need. When he found the perfect combination, long, slow laps that drew milk from my body while his fingers worked that sensitive spot, I shattered for the third time, my release even more intense than before.

"Exquisite," he said with deep satisfaction, finally lifting his skull to look at me. "You're absolutely exquisite."

I lay there panting, my body thoroughly claimed and satisfied in ways I'd never imagined possible. My breasts felt wonderfully empty for the first time in days, and the rest of me felt like I was floating on clouds of pure contentment.

"Better?" he asked softly, his skull tilting as he studied my flushed face.

"Incredible," I breathed, meaning it completely. "I never knew it could feel like that."

"This is only the beginning," he said, gathering me against his chest with surprising gentleness. "When you're ready for everything I am, I'll show you pleasures you can't even imagine."

The promise in his words sent another shiver of anticipation through me. If this was just the beginning, I could hardly fathom what full claiming would feel like.

He arranged the furs around us, creating a nest of warmth and softness before the fire. When he pulled me against his side, I marveled at how perfectly I fit against him: my head on his shoulder, my hand splayed across his chest, our legs tangled together in intimate comfort.

"Tell me about the curse," I said softly, tracing patterns on his skin with my fingertips. "How did this happen to you?"

His chest rumbled with what might have been a sigh. "It was winter, much like this one. I was hunting with my tribe, tracking a herd of elk through forests that seemed to go on forever. We'd been traveling for days without finding game, and our food supplies were running dangerously low."

I could hear the pain in his voice, even filtered through bone and magic. This wasn't easy for him to share, but I sensed he needed to tell someone after centuries of solitude.

"The others wanted to turn back, but I was young and proud and certain I could find the elk if we just went a little further. I convinced them to follow me deeper into the wilderness, into places where the old spirits still held sway."

His clawed hand stroked through my hair, the gesture oddly soothing despite the deadly talons. "We found the elk, eventually. But by then, we were lost, and winter had closed in around us with supernatural fury. One by one, my companions began to fall to cold and starvation. And still I pushed forward, convinced I could find a way to save them."

"What happened?" I asked gently.

"I made a bargain," he said simply. "With a spirit that shouldn't have been listening to human prayers. I offered anything: my humanity, my soul, my very essence, in exchange for the power to save my people."

His voice grew rougher, more painful. "The spirit accepted my bargain, but not in the way I'd intended. Instead of saving my companions, it transformed me into something that could survive any winter, endure any hunger, but only by consuming others. I became the very thing that had been stalking us through the wilderness."

Understanding flooded through me. "You became wendigo to save your people, but the transformation made you a threat to them instead."

"I woke changed, with this skull and these claws and a hunger unlike anything human. My first instinct was to return to my people, to use my new power to help them. But when I reached our camp..." He trailed off, and I could feel the pain radiating from him even through his monstrous form.

"They tried to kill you," I said softly.

"They were right to," he said simply. "I was no longer the man who had left with them. I was dangerous and unnatural. Their fear was justified."

"But you didn't hurt them."

"No. I fled instead, deeper into the wilderness where I could harm no one. And I've been alone ever since, sustained by magic and cursed with hunger that nothing could satisfy." His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets intense in the firelight. "Until tonight."

"I'm sorry," I whispered, pressing closer to him. "That sounds like a terrible burden to carry alone."

"It was," he admitted. "But finding you changes everything. For the first time in centuries, I feel hope."

We lay together in comfortable silence for a while, watching the fire dance and listening to the wind howl outside. But gradually, I became aware that the contentment in his posture was shifting to need. That edge of hunger was returning, the curse reasserting itself despite his recent satisfaction.

"You need to feed again," I observed.

"I'm trying to give you time to recover," he said, though I could hear the strain in his voice.

"I don't need time," I said, shifting to straddle his chest. "Look."

My breasts had indeed filled again, milk beading at my nipples in clear invitation. My body seemed determined to provide everything he needed, producing at a rate that should have been impossible.

"Incredible," he breathed, his hands coming up to cup my breasts. "It's like your body knows exactly what I require."

"Then take it," I said, leaning down to bring myself within reach of that amazing tongue. "Take everything you need."

What followed was even more intense than before. From this position, he could reach every sensitive spot while I controlled the pressure and rhythm. His tongue worked magic against my skin, lapping and stroking and driving me to heights of pleasure I hadn't known existed.

When I climaxed this time, it was with his name on my lips and my body pouring milk like an offering to some ancient god. And in a way, perhaps that's exactly what it was: worship given and received, two cursed beings finding salvation in each other's touch.

By the time exhaustion finally claimed us both, the fire had burned low and dawn was threatening somewhere beyond the eternal winter of his territory. I lay sprawled across his chest, thoroughly satisfied and completely claimed, while he stroked my hair with surprising tenderness.

"Sleep, little doe," he murmured. "Tomorrow, I'll teach you more about what it means to be mine."

"Promise?" I asked sleepily.

"Promise," he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice despite the skull that hid his expressions.

I drifted off to sleep in the arms of my monster, safe and satisfied and eager to discover what new pleasures tomorrow would bring.


CHAPTER FIVE

I woke to the sensation of that incredible tongue lapping gently at my breast, drawing me from sleep with the most exquisite pleasure I'd ever experienced. Dawn light filtered through the cabin windows, though in this place of eternal winter, I suspected it was more magical illumination than actual sunrise.

"Good morning," Migizi rumbled against my skin, his voice vibrating through the skull in a way that sent delicious tremors through my chest.

"Is it morning?" I asked drowsily, arching into his touch. My body had produced more milk while I slept, and he was taking care of the pleasant fullness with obvious enjoyment.

"Time moves differently here," he said between licks. "Day and night exist only because my magic maintains them. But you slept for several hours, and your body has been very productive."

He was right. I was fuller than I'd ever been, as if my gift had increased overnight. Every touch of his tongue sent sparks through my system, and I could feel arousal building despite having just awakened.

"It's like my body knows what you need," I mused, running my fingers through his long white hair.

"Perhaps it does," he said, lifting his skull to look at me. "Magic recognizes magic, and your gift is definitely supernatural in nature. It may be adapting to my presence, optimizing itself to sustain me better."

The thought should have worried me: my body changing to accommodate his needs. Instead, it sent a thrill through me. To be so perfectly suited to someone, so ideally matched that even my biology was adjusting itself, felt like destiny rather than curse.

"I want to try directing this," I said, surprising myself with my boldness.

"What did you have in mind?"

Instead of answering with words, I pushed gently at his shoulders until he lay back on the furs. Then I straddled his chest, bringing my breasts directly over that terrible skull with its burning eyes.

"I want to control the feeding," I said, lowering myself until I was just within reach of his tongue.

The position changed everything. From here, I could watch his every reaction, could control how much contact he had and where. When that long tongue extended to lap at me, I gasped at the intensity of sensation: I was more sensitive from this angle, more vulnerable to his incredible touch.

"Excellent view," he said approvingly, his clawed hands coming up to steady my hips. "I can see every expression you make, every response to my touch."

He was right. From this position, he could watch my face while he fed, could see exactly what made me gasp and moan and arch toward him. The intimacy of it was overwhelming: being so completely observed while receiving such incredible pleasure.

"Tell me what feels best," he said, his tongue working in long, slow strokes that made me shiver. "What do you want more of?"

"Everything," I breathed, my hands bracing against the furs on either side of his skull. "I want everything you can give me."

He took me at my word, that amazing tongue exploring every inch of my breasts with systematic thoroughness. The ridged texture stimulated nerve endings I didn't know existed, while the incredible length allowed him to reach places that made me cry out in surprised pleasure.

When I came apart above him, it was with an intensity that left me shaking. But instead of moving away, I stayed where I was, offering myself for more.

"Again," I whispered, and felt rather than saw his approval.

"Greedy little doe," he said, that tongue already working me toward another peak. "I like that about you."

The second climax built more slowly, each stroke drawing out the sensation until I was trembling above him. When it finally crested, I threw my head back and cried out his name to the cabin's rafters.

"I love watching you come undone for me," he said roughly when I'd recovered enough to focus. "I could feed from you like this for hours."

"Then do it," I challenged, meeting those burning sockets boldly. "See how many times you can make me climax just from feeding."

Predatory hunger flickered in those empty spaces. "Careful what you ask for, little doe. I have supernatural stamina, and your challenge sounds like a dare."

"Maybe it is," I said, surprising myself with my own boldness. "Maybe I want to see what my wendigo is truly capable of."

The possessive pronoun seemed to affect him deeply. His clawed hands tightened on my hips, and his tongue worked with renewed vigor, driving me toward another peak with frightening efficiency.

What followed was the most intense hour of my life. True to his word, Migizi had stamina that no human could match, and he used every bit of it to explore what my body could handle. By the time he finally relented, I'd lost count of how many times I'd climaxed from his tongue alone.

"Enough," he said finally, when I was trembling with exhaustion and oversensitivity. "You need food and rest before we continue."

I slumped forward against him, boneless and thoroughly satisfied. "That was incredible."

"That was just the beginning," he said, gathering me against his chest. "When you're ready for more, I'll show you what full claiming feels like."

The promise sent a shiver of anticipation through me despite my exhaustion. If this was just the appetizer, I could hardly imagine what the main course would be like.

He carried me to a small kitchen area I hadn't noticed the night before, setting me gently on a wooden chair while he moved around the space with easy familiarity. Watching him prepare food was surreal: this creature of nightmare and legend performing such domestic tasks with careful precision.

"You don't need to eat?" I asked, accepting the bowl of warm stew he offered.

"Not conventional food," he said, settling into the chair across from me. "Your milk sustains me more completely than anything else ever has. But I enjoy the ritual of cooking, the normalcy of it. It helps me remember what I used to be."

There was sadness in his voice that made my chest tighten. "Do you miss it? Being human?"

He was quiet for a long moment, those burning sockets staring into the fire. "I used to," he said finally. "For the first century or so, I raged against what I'd become, tried desperately to find a way to reverse the curse. But eventually, I realized that this form has its own advantages."

"Such as?"

"Immortality, for one. Strength that allows me to protect what's mine. Senses sharp enough to track anything through these woods." His skull turned toward me. "And now, the ability to appreciate you in ways no mortal man ever could."

Heat flooded through me at his words. "Show me," I said boldly.

"Finish your food first," he said firmly. "You'll need your strength for what I have planned."

The promise in his voice made me eat faster than was probably wise, but I couldn't help myself. Every moment we spent not touching felt like time wasted. When I finally pushed the empty bowl away, he was on me in an instant.

This time, he lifted me onto the wooden table, spreading my thighs wide so he could kneel between them. The position left me completely exposed to his burning gaze, vulnerable in ways that should have embarrassed me but instead sent liquid heat pooling between my legs.

"Exquisite," he said approvingly, his clawed hands stroking up my inner thighs. "I want to taste every inch of you, little doe."

When his tongue found my center, I nearly sobbed with the intensity of sensation. The same ridged texture that felt incredible against my breasts was absolutely devastating between my legs, stimulating me in ways that bordered on too much but never quite crossed that line.

"God," I gasped, my hands fisting in his hair. "That feels so good."

"Better than any human tongue could," he said roughly, never stopping his ministrations. "Because no mortal man could ever touch you like this."

He was right. The length and flexibility of his tongue allowed him to reach places that made me see stars, while those ridges provided constant stimulation that built a fire in my core unlike anything I'd ever felt.

When I climaxed, it was with a force that left me crying his name. But he didn't stop there: he continued his devastating work until I came apart twice more, each release more intense than the last.

"Please," I finally gasped when I couldn't take any more stimulation. "I need you inside me. I need to feel you claim me completely."

His skull lifted from between my thighs, those burning sockets fixed on my face. "Are you certain? Once I take you fully, there will be no going back. You'll know exactly what it means to belong to a wendigo."

"I've belonged to you since the moment I entered these woods," I said firmly. "Please, Migizi. I need to feel complete."

Primal possessiveness flickered in those empty spaces. He rose to his full height, towering over me where I lay spread across his table, and I got my first clear look at his inhuman anatomy.

He was magnificent and intimidating in equal measure: his length was impossibly long and narrow, more like a beast's than any human's, with ridges along the shaft that promised incredible sensation. Every inch of him spoke of supernatural power barely held in check, anatomy designed for claiming and breeding and complete possession.

"Look at me," he commanded as he positioned himself at my entrance. "I want to see your face when I make you mine."

I met those burning sockets as he began to press forward, his size requiring careful patience despite how desperately wet I was. The sensation was incredible: a fullness I'd never experienced, a claiming that went beyond the physical into realms deeper.

"Fuck, you're exquisite," he growled when he was fully seated inside me. "So tight around my length. Like you were made exactly for me."

When he began to move, I understood what it meant to be rutted by a wendigo. Every thrust was deliberate, powerful, that inhuman length reaching places no human ever could. The ridges along his shaft created incredible friction, stimulating me in ways that would ruin me for any other touch.

"Harder," I begged, my body arching to meet his thrusts. "Please, I need more."

He obliged, his pace increasing until the table creaked beneath us. Every stroke hit places inside me that made me scream with pleasure, building pressure that threatened to tear me apart.

"Come on my length," he commanded, one clawed hand moving to tease my clit while he continued his relentless rhythm. "Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze me."

The dual stimulation was my undoing. I shattered with a cry that echoed through the cabin, my body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crashed through me. He continued moving through my climax, drawing out every sensation until I was sobbing with the intensity of it.

But he was far from finished. With supernatural stamina and centuries of pent-up need driving him, he rutted me thoroughly and repeatedly, taking me to heights of pleasure I hadn't known existed. By the time his own release finally claimed him, I was boneless and thoroughly marked as his in every way that mattered.

"Mine," he said simply as he gathered me against his chest, both of us breathing hard from our exertions.

"Yours," I agreed without hesitation. "Completely and willingly yours."

He carried me back to the furs before the fire, arranging us so I could rest against his chest while we both recovered. The cabin felt different now: not just his sanctuary, but ours. A place where we could explore this incredible connection without shame or fear.

"What happens now?" I asked softly, tracing patterns on his chest with my fingertips.

"Now we learn each other completely," he said, his voice rich with satisfaction and promise. "I teach you to hunt as well as be hunted. You discover all the ways I can claim you, and I explore every response your incredible body can give me."

"That sounds ideal," I murmured, already imagining the possibilities.

"There's one more thing," he said, his skull turning toward me. "You should know that my territory extends for miles in every direction. If you ever want to trigger a hunt, all you have to do is run. I'll always find you, always catch you, always bring you back here to worship you properly."

The thought of being able to initiate our chases, of having that kind of power over when and how he hunted me, sent a thrill through my exhausted body. "Really?"

"Really. You're not my captive, little doe. You're my willing prey, my treasured source of sustenance, my partner in every game we can devise. This territory is as much yours as mine now."

As I drifted toward sleep in his arms, I marveled at how completely my life had changed. Days ago, I'd been running from everything that made me different. Now I was exactly where I belonged: claimed by a creature who didn't just accept my gift, but treasured it beyond measure.

The hunt was far from over. If anything, it was just beginning. And I couldn't wait to discover what other games we could play in this sanctuary we'd built together.


CHAPTER SIX

The sound reached us first: a steady drip-drip-drip that had no place in the eternal winter of Migizi's territory. I looked up from where I'd been lazily trailing my fingers through his hair, both of us still tangled in furs after another marathon feeding session.

"Listen," he said, his skull tilted toward the cabin windows with an intensity that made my stomach clench.

I strained my ears, trying to pick out whatever had caught his attention. At first, all I heard was the usual sound of wind through the trees, the crackle of our fire, the normal quiet of his domain. Then I caught it: water hitting stone in a rhythm that shouldn't exist here.

"Snow melting," he confirmed grimly, rising from the furs with fluid grace. "For the first time in over three centuries."

My blood chilled. I scrambled to the window, pressing my face against the glass, and saw the impossible: drops of water sliding down the icicles that had decorated the cabin's eaves since I'd arrived. The snow on the ground looked softer somehow, less pristine, marked with small patches where it had begun to give way to muddy earth beneath.

"How is this happening?" I asked, though part of me already suspected the answer.

"My magic is failing," he said heavily, moving to join me at the window. "The curse that maintains eternal winter feeds on hunger, on desperation, on the constant need that drove me for centuries. But since you've been here..."

"You've been satisfied," I finished, understanding flooding through me. "The magic draws power from your suffering, and I've been taking that away."

"Not taking it away," he corrected, his clawed hand finding my shoulder. "Replacing it with joy. But the magic doesn't understand the difference between satisfaction and weakness."

I watched him pace the length of the cabin, his movements agitated in a way I'd never seen before. The skull kept turning toward the windows, tracking sounds I couldn't hear, cataloging changes I couldn't perceive.

"What does this mean?" I asked, though I was afraid I already knew.

"My barriers are weakening," he said grimly. "The magical defenses that have kept humans away for centuries are failing. Soon, this place will be just another forest that hunters and trappers can enter freely."

The thought of other people invading our sanctuary, of having our perfect isolation shattered by the outside world, made panic rise in my throat. "Can you strengthen the magic? Make the winter permanent again?"

"Not through hunger," he said, his voice rough with frustration. "I won't give up what we have, won't return to centuries of emptiness just to maintain the barriers. There has to be another way."

"Then we find one," I said firmly, moving to stand beside him. "There has to be another source that can feed the magic."

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets considering. "There might be," he said slowly. "The curse responds to intensity, to desperation, to primal forces. If we could generate enough raw magical energy through other means..."

"What kind of other means?"

Instead of answering with words, he pulled me against him, his clawed hands framing my face. "The same forces that transformed me into this creature. Hunger, yes, but also claiming, possession, the primal drive to take and be taken."

Heat flooded through me as I understood his meaning. "You think we can strengthen the magic through our bond? Through what we do together?"

"It's worth trying," he said, his voice dropping to that rough growl that never failed to make me wet. "But it would require intensity beyond anything we've shared so far. Complete surrender, total claiming, pushing boundaries we've only begun to explore."

"Then let's push them," I said without hesitation. "I'll do whatever it takes to protect our home."

Fierce possessiveness flared in those empty sockets. "You don't know what you're offering. To generate that kind of magical energy, I'd have to claim you in ways that might break you. Rut you with a desperation that makes our previous encounters look gentle."

"Good," I said boldly. "I want you desperate. I want you wild. I want you to claim me so thoroughly that even the magic itself recognizes what I am to you."

His skull tilted, studying my face with predatory intensity. "You're certain? Because once I start, I won't be able to stop until the magic is satisfied. You'll be completely at my mercy."

"I've been at your mercy since the night I entered these woods," I pointed out. "The only difference is now we have a reason to see exactly how far we can push each other."

That was all the permission he needed. With supernatural speed, he lifted me against him, his mouth finding mine in a kiss that was more claiming than affection. When he pulled back, his voice was rough with barely controlled need.

"Strip," he commanded. "Everything. Now."

I obeyed without hesitation, letting my shift fall to the floor in a puddle of fabric. The air was warmer than it should have been, another sign that his magic was failing, but his gaze burned hotter than any fire.

"Exquisite," he said, his clawed hands tracing patterns on my skin that left trails of sensation in their wake. "My beautiful little doe, ready to save our territory with her body."

The possessive words sent liquid heat pooling between my thighs. "How do you want me?"

"Every way I can have you," he said simply. "Starting now."

He lifted me onto the cabin's main table, spreading my legs wide so he could position himself between them. But instead of the careful preparation I'd grown accustomed to, he was urgent, desperate, his tongue working at my center with an intensity that stole my breath.

"God, yes," I gasped, my hands fisting in his hair. "Just like that."

But this time felt different. There was an electric quality to his touch, a sense that power was building between us in more than just physical ways. I could feel magic gathering in the air around us, responding to our connection.

When I came apart under his tongue, it was with a force that seemed to shake the cabin itself. But instead of giving me time to recover, he was already positioning his ridged length at my entrance.

"Hold on," he warned, and then he was inside me with one powerful thrust that made me scream.

The claiming that followed was unlike anything we'd shared before. He rutted me with a desperation that spoke of genuine need, not just for pleasure but for the magical energy our joining could create. Every stroke was deep and demanding, that inhuman length reaching places that made sparks dance behind my eyelids.

"Feel that?" he asked roughly, his pace relentless. "Feel the magic building?"

I could. The air around us was crackling with power, responding to the intensity of our coupling. With each thrust, each cry of pleasure, energy grew stronger, not just between us, but in the very foundation of his territory.

"More," I begged, my body arching to meet his rhythm. "Whatever you need, take more."

He obliged, his claiming becoming even more intense. When his claws pricked at my skin, drawing tiny beads of blood, the magic in the air flared brighter. When I came apart around him with a scream that echoed through the forest, I felt the power surge outward like a wave.

But he wasn't finished. With supernatural stamina driving him, he claimed me again and again, each coupling more desperate than the last. By the time his own release finally claimed him, we were both soaked with sweat despite the cold, and the magical energy around us was so thick I could practically taste it.

"Did it work?" I gasped when I could finally speak again.

He carried me to the window, both of us still breathing hard from our exertions. Outside, the evidence was clear: snow was falling again, heavy and thick, already covering the patches of mud that had appeared earlier. The icicles on the eaves were growing longer, and the air itself looked crisp and sharp with supernatural cold.

"For now," he said, though his voice held satisfaction. "The barriers are strengthening again. But this isn't a permanent solution."

"What do you mean?"

"The magic we just generated will hold for a few days, maybe a week if we're lucky," he explained. "But it will fade unless we keep feeding it. And each time, it will require more intensity, more desperation, more complete surrender."

The thought should have daunted me. Instead, it sent another pulse of heat through my exhausted body. "Then we keep feeding it," I said simply. "However often it takes, whatever it requires."

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets bright with amazement. "You understand what that means? What you're committing to?"

"I'm committing to us," I said firmly. "To protecting what we've built here. If the magic needs intensity, we'll give it intensity. If it needs desperation, we'll give it desperation. Whatever it takes."

"Even if it means I'll have to claim you in ways that push your limits? Use you in ways that might frighten you?"

"Especially then," I said boldly. "I want to see exactly how far we can go together."

Predatory hunger flared in those empty sockets. "Careful what you wish for, little doe. You have no idea what a wendigo is capable of when truly desperate."

"Then show me," I challenged. "The magic is already starting to fade again, isn't it? I can feel it in the air."

He was quiet for a moment, those burning eyes fixed on the windows. When he spoke again, his voice was rough with renewed hunger.

"You're right. It's weakening faster than I expected." His skull turned toward me, predatory focus making my breath catch. "Which means we need to generate more power, and we need to do it soon."

"How soon?"

"Now," he said, moving toward the door with purpose. "But not here. The magic needs to be fed throughout the entire territory, not just at the cabin. We need a hunt that covers every boundary, every sacred space."

I followed him, already anticipating what he had in mind. "A territorial hunt?"

"The most intense one we've ever attempted," he confirmed, pausing at the threshold. "But this won't be like our games, little doe. This will be primal, desperate, designed to generate magical energy rather than just pleasure."

"What do you need me to do?"

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets intense with predatory focus. "Strip completely. Everything off."

"But it's freezing outside..."

"The cold will make your heart race, make your body produce adrenaline, make every sensation more intense," he explained. "The magic feeds on raw emotion, on primal fear and arousal. I need you naked, vulnerable, running through my territory like the perfect prey you are."

Heat flooded through me despite the chill already seeping through the open door. "Naked? Through the entire forest?"

"Barefoot too," he added, his voice dropping to that rough growl that made my pussy clench. "I want you to feel every branch, every stone, every patch of snow. I want your body hyperaware of everything around it."

The thought was terrifying and arousing in equal measure. Running naked through winter forest, completely exposed to the elements and his hunting, would push every boundary I had.

"How long?" I asked, already reaching for the ties of my shift.

"Until the barriers are strong enough to hold," he said simply. "Could be an hour, could be all night. Depends on how much energy we can generate."

I stripped without another word, letting my clothing fall to the floor until I stood completely naked before him. The cold air from the open door hit my skin like a slap, making my nipples tighten and my breath mist in white clouds.

"Exquisite," he said approvingly, his gaze tracing every inch of my exposed body. "You look like something wild already."

"How much of a head start?" I asked, stepping toward the door on trembling legs.

"None," he said, and predatory hunger flashed in those empty sockets. "You run, I hunt immediately. This isn't a game anymore, little doe. This is survival."

The words sent electric anticipation through my veins. Without another moment's hesitation, I bolted into the winter night.

The cold hit me like a physical force, stealing my breath and making every inch of skin burn with sudden shock. Snow crunched under my bare feet, sharp and unforgiving, while winter air cut through my lungs like ice. But underneath the discomfort was pure, primal exhilaration.

I was naked and exposed in supernatural winter, about to be hunted by a creature of legend through territory that belonged to us both. My heart hammered against my ribs, pumping adrenaline through my system that made every sensation more vivid.

Behind me, I heard his howl: that inhuman sound that promised claiming and possession and things that would either destroy me or make me his completely. But this time, there was desperation in it, something that spoke of genuine need rather than just desire.

I ran harder.

The forest floor was treacherous under my bare feet: frozen roots and hidden stones that made every step a risk. But I pushed through the pain, following paths we'd used for previous hunts while my body adapted to the harsh conditions. Steam rose from my overheated skin, creating small clouds in the frigid air that marked my passage as clearly as footprints.

I could feel him behind me already, closer than he'd ever been at the start of a hunt. The urgency was different this time, the stakes higher. This wasn't about pleasure or games: this was about protecting everything we'd built together.

As I ran, I became aware of power building in the air around me. Not just cold, but energy, raw magical force that seemed to respond to my racing heart and the fear-arousal cocktail flooding my system. Every step I took left traces of that energy behind, like I was painting mystical sigils with my very presence.

"I can smell your excitement," his voice carried impossibly through the wind, though he was still nowhere to be seen. "Your fear and arousal are feeding the magic already."

He was right. I could feel it building with every desperate breath, every spike of adrenaline when a branch cracked nearby. The combination of nakedness, cold, and the knowledge that something inhuman was hunting me with supernatural focus was creating exactly the kind of intensity the magic craved.

The first sacred grove was ahead: a circle of oaks where he'd told me the original magic was strongest. If I could reach it, maybe I could trigger something more, generate the kind of energy he needed through sheer desperation and arousal.

But as I reached the grove's edge, I saw him.

Migizi stood at the treeline, perfectly still between two massive oaks. But he looked different somehow: more feral, more dangerous. The skull seemed to gleam brighter in the moonlight, and his antlers cast jagged shadows across the snow. This wasn't the careful lover who fed from me in the cabin. This was a wendigo in full hunt mode, driven by magical desperation.

"Caught you," he said simply, and lunged.

I dodged at the last second, his claws missing me by inches as I rolled away across the frozen ground. The near-miss sent my heart rate spiking even higher, and I felt the magical energy around us flare in response.

"You have to catch me properly," I panted, scrambling to my feet. "Not just corner me."

His skull tilted in what might have been amusement. "Playing by rules now, are we?"

"Playing to win," I corrected, already moving toward the grove's far edge. "The magic needs a real hunt, not just a quick grab."

He let me reach the treeline before pursuing, but when he moved, it was with speed that no human could match. I crashed through undergrowth that tore at my skin, leaving thin scratches that stung in the cold air. But the pain only heightened my awareness, made every sensation more vivid.

What followed was the most intense night of my life. He hunted me to every sacred location in his territory: stone circles older than memory, groves where the trees grew in impossible patterns, clearings where the snow never quite looked natural. At each site, he claimed me with increasing desperation, the magical energy building exponentially with every coupling.

By the third location, I was sobbing from overstimulation and cold and the incredible intensity of being rutted by a creature driven by supernatural need. By the fifth, I was beyond coherent thought, existing purely in sensation as he used my body to generate the power his territory required.

"Last one," he panted as he carried me toward a circle of standing stones that predated human memory. "Give me everything you have left."

I barely had anything left to give, but when he laid me down among the monuments and positioned himself above me, I found reserves of strength I didn't know existed. The stones themselves seemed to pulse with power, responding to our presence with energy that made the very air vibrate.

This final claiming was different from all the others. Not just desperate but transcendent, as if we were channeling forces older than civilization itself. When we came apart together, the magical explosion was visible for miles: a pillar of light that shot from the stone circle into the winter sky.

"It's done," he said when we could both finally breathe again. "The barriers are stronger than they've been in decades."

I looked around and saw he was right. The snow was falling more heavily, the cold was more bitter, and there was a sense of absolute separation from the outside world that hadn't been there before.

"How long will it hold?" I asked weakly.

"Longer than before," he said, gathering me against his chest. "What we just generated... that was power on a scale I've never accessed before. It should hold for weeks, maybe even months."

As he carried me back toward the cabin, I marveled at what we'd accomplished. We'd literally reshaped reality through the intensity of our bond, generated magical energy through pure desperation and desire.

But even as warmth began to return to my numbed limbs, I couldn't shake the feeling that this was just the beginning. If the magic was weakening this quickly, it would only be a matter of time before we'd need to do this again.

For now, though, we were safe.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The dripping returned three weeks later, louder this time and accompanied by the sound of ice cracking under its own weight. I looked up from mending a torn fur to find Migizi standing rigid by the window, his skull turned toward the forest with the kind of focus that meant danger.

"The barriers are failing again," he said without preamble. "Faster than before."

I set down my needle and thread, moving to join him at the window. The sight that greeted me was worse than last time: not just melting icicles, but actual patches of bare earth showing through the snow, steam rising from what should have been frozen ground. The eternal winter that defined his territory was retreating before my eyes.

"How long do we have?" I asked, already knowing the answer wouldn't be good.

"Hours, maybe less," he said grimly. "The magical energy we generated is dissipating at an accelerated rate. Each time we reinforce the barriers, they hold for less time and require more power to maintain."

"Then we generate more power," I said simply, already reaching for the ties of my dress.

His clawed hand caught my wrist, stopping me. "Wait. There's more you need to understand about what's happening."

I studied his posture, the way his skull kept turning toward the windows as if tracking movement I couldn't see. "What aren't you telling me?"

"The weakening barriers aren't just letting warmth in," he said carefully. "They're letting other things through as well. Scents, sounds, magical signatures that haven't been able to penetrate my territory for centuries."

My stomach clenched. "What kind of other things?"

"Humans, for one. But also creatures that hunt during the spring melt, predators that follow the retreating winter to claim new territory." His burning sockets fixed on me. "And something else. Something that's been drawn here by the magical fluctuations we've been creating."

"What do you mean?"

Instead of answering directly, he moved to a wooden chest I hadn't paid much attention to before, pulling out items that made my breath catch: iron chains thick enough to bind a man, strange symbols carved into metal discs, weapons that looked designed for hunting supernatural creatures.

"Hunters," I breathed, understanding flooding through me. "Professional ones."

"The kind that specialize in tracking magical disturbances," he confirmed grimly. "The energy we've been generating to maintain the barriers is also acting like a beacon, drawing exactly the kind of attention we can't afford."

The irony wasn't lost on me: our efforts to protect our sanctuary were simultaneously alerting people to its existence. "How close are they?"

"Close enough that I can smell their iron and blessed silver," he said, returning the weapons to their chest. "Close enough that we have maybe an hour before they breach the outer defenses."

"Then we run," I said immediately. "Pack what we need and head deeper into the territory where they can't follow."

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets intense with emotion I couldn't quite read. "There is no deeper, little doe. This valley, this cabin, these woods: they're the extent of my domain. Beyond here, my power fades to nothing, and we'd be as vulnerable as any mortal travelers."

"Then we fight."

"Six professional hunters with weapons designed specifically for creatures like me?" He shook his head. "I'm powerful, but I'm not invincible. And if they have a mage with them, someone who understands how to disrupt supernatural abilities..."

He didn't need to finish. I could see the calculation in his posture, the way he was already preparing for a battle he wasn't certain he could win.

"There is another option," he said slowly, his voice taking on that rough quality that meant he was about to suggest something I might not like.

"Tell me."

"We could try to generate enough magical energy to not just maintain the barriers, but to actively repel the intrusion. Create a surge of power so intense that it forces them back, makes them think this place is too dangerous to approach."

"That sounds ideal," I said, though something in his tone warned me there was more.

"It would require..." He paused, choosing his words carefully. "It would require the kind of magical working I've never attempted before. Raw, primal energy channeled through the most intense physical and emotional connection we can achieve."

Heat began to build in my core despite the seriousness of our situation. "How intense?"

"Complete surrender," he said bluntly. "Total claiming in ways we've only begun to explore. I would have to claim you not just sexually, but in every way that matters: body, mind, spirit. Mark you so thoroughly that the magic recognizes you as an extension of my power rather than a separate being."

"That sounds..." I swallowed hard, arousal warring with nervousness. "Permanent."

"Very permanent," he confirmed. "Once that kind of bond is forged, it can never be broken. You would be mine in ways that go beyond anything humans understand, connected to me so completely that my magic flows through you as naturally as your own blood."

"And the alternative is losing everything we've built together," I said, the choice becoming clear.

"The alternative is watching hunters destroy our sanctuary and very likely kill me in the process," he said grimly. "This magical working might save us both, but it will change you forever."

I moved closer to him, studying the terrible beauty of his skull in the firelight. "Will it hurt?"

"The transformation itself? No. But the process of achieving it..." His voice dropped to that inhuman growl that never failed to make me wet. "It will require me to claim you with an intensity that pushes every limit we've discovered. I'll have to take you in ways that might break your mind with pleasure, rut you with a desperation that makes our previous encounters look gentle."

"And if I can't handle it?"

"Then the working fails, the hunters breach our defenses, and we face whatever comes next together," he said simply. "But little doe, if anyone can handle what I'm capable of when truly unleashed, it's you."

The confidence in his voice sent a thrill through me. "How long do we have to decide?"

"The decision is made," I said firmly. "I didn't come this far, didn't find this perfect life, just to lose it to hunters. Do whatever you need to do. Claim me however you need to claim me. Make me yours in every way that matters."

Predatory hunger flared in those burning sockets, mixed with something deeper that might have been love. "You understand what you're agreeing to? Once this bond is complete, you'll be as much wendigo as human. Your body, your magic, your very essence will be tied to mine forever."

"Good," I said, already beginning to undress. "I'm tired of being human anyway."

The words seemed to break the last of his control. With supernatural speed, he was on me, tearing away my clothes with desperate efficiency while his mouth found mine in a kiss that was more claiming than affection.

"The bed," he said roughly, lifting me in his arms. "This needs to be done properly."

He carried me to our sleeping area, but instead of the soft furs I expected, he laid me down on a section of floor that had been carved with symbols I'd never noticed before. The moment my bare skin touched the carved stone, power flared around us like invisible fire.

"A binding circle," he explained, seeing my surprise. "Built into the cabin's foundation for exactly this purpose. I always hoped I might someday find someone worthy of this ritual."

"What do I need to do?" I asked, though my body was already responding to the magic flowing through the carved symbols.

"Surrender completely," he said, beginning to strip away his own clothes. "Give me everything: your fear, your desire, your trust, your soul. Hold nothing back."

When he was naked, I marveled again at the inhuman beauty of his form. But tonight, there was something different about him, something more primal and dangerous than I'd ever seen before. This wasn't just Migizi preparing to claim me: this was a wendigo about to perform the most intimate magic of his kind.

"Ready?" he asked, positioning himself above me.

"Make me yours," I said simply.

What followed was beyond anything I could have imagined. He claimed me with a desperation that bordered on violence, his ridged length stretching me to my limits while his claws left territorial marks on my skin. But it wasn't just physical: with each thrust, each cry of pleasure he drew from me, I could feel something deeper happening.

Magic flowed between us like liquid fire, reshaping me from the inside out. My body began to change in subtle ways: enhanced strength, sharper senses, an awareness of the supernatural world that I'd never possessed before. But more than that, I could feel his presence in my mind, his power flowing through me like a second heartbeat.

"More," he snarled, his pace becoming even more intense. "I need more surrender, more trust. Give me access to everything you are."

"Take it," I gasped, my body arching beneath him. "Take all of it."

The moment I spoke those words, the transformation accelerated. Power crashed through me in waves, rewriting my very essence until I could feel his magic as clearly as my own breath. When I looked at him through eyes that were no longer entirely human, I saw the wonder in his expression.

"Beautiful," he breathed, his movements becoming more reverent despite their intensity. "You're becoming something magnificent."

I could feel it: the change spreading through every cell of my body, connecting me to him in ways that went beyond the physical. When he rutted me now, I felt not just my own pleasure but his as well, our sensations amplifying each other until the boundary between us began to blur.

"Almost there," he said roughly, his rhythm becoming erratic with approaching climax. "Hold on, little doe. Let me finish what we started."

When his release hit, it was with a roar that shook the entire cabin. But instead of just feeling him come apart inside me, I felt the magic itself reach completion. Power exploded outward from our joined bodies, racing through the carved symbols and into the very foundation of his territory.

Outside, I heard the sound of the hunters' approach suddenly halt, followed by shouts of confusion and fear. The magical surge we'd generated was so intense it had become visible: a pillar of pure energy shooting up from our cabin into the night sky.

"It worked," Migizi said wonderingly, still buried deep inside me. "The barriers aren't just restored, they're stronger than they've ever been."

I could feel it too: the magical defenses spreading outward like ripples in a pond, creating layers of protection that would keep unwanted visitors away for decades. But more than that, I could feel the territory itself responding to my presence, recognizing me as its co-guardian rather than just a guest.

"How do you feel?" he asked softly, his clawed hands gentle on my face.

I took inventory of the changes, marveling at how natural they felt. "Different. Stronger. Like I'm finally exactly what I was meant to be."

"And you are," he said, pressing a tender kiss to my forehead. "My perfect mate, my partner in every sense, my equal in magic and power."

"Equal?" I asked, testing the word.

"The bond works both ways," he explained, slowly withdrawing from my body. "You can feel my magic now, but I can also access yours. Your gift for producing milk, your natural connection to nurturing forces: they're amplifying my own abilities in ways I never expected."

I could sense what he meant: the way our powers had intertwined, creating something greater than the sum of its parts. We were no longer just wendigo and human who happened to be compatible. We were something new entirely.

"The hunters?" I asked, remembering what had started this entire ritual.

"Gone," he said with satisfaction. "The magical surge we generated would have been visible for miles, but more importantly, it would have felt actively hostile to anyone with harmful intentions. They'll report back that this place is too dangerous to approach, protected by forces beyond their ability to counter."

"And if they don't believe the reports?"

"Then they'll send someone to investigate, encounter the same hostile magical environment, and reach the same conclusion," he said simply. "The barriers we've created don't just hide this place anymore. They actively repel anyone who might threaten what we've built."

I stretched experimentally, marveling at how my body felt simultaneously the same and completely transformed. "So we're safe?"

"We're more than safe," he said, gathering me against his chest. "We're home, in every sense that matters. And now that the bond is complete, the barriers will be self-sustaining. We won't need to perform emergency rituals every few weeks just to maintain our privacy."

"What will we do with all that free time?" I asked teasingly.

His skull tilted in that terrifying approximation of a smile. "Oh, I have plenty of ideas. Starting with exploring what other abilities you might have developed during the transformation."

The promise in his voice sent heat racing through my changed body. "What kind of abilities?"

"Enhanced healing, supernatural stamina, the ability to channel my power through your own body," he listed, his hands beginning to roam my skin with obvious intent. "And since you're no longer entirely human, I can claim you with the full extent of my supernatural abilities without worrying about breaking you."

"Meaning?"

"Meaning we can finally explore what it's like when a wendigo claims his mate without holding anything back," he said roughly, already hardening against my hip.

The thought sent liquid fire through my transformed body. "Show me," I said boldly.

"Gladly," he said, moving over me again. "We have all night and no magical crises to interrupt us. Let me show you what it means to be claimed by your true equal."

His claiming this time was different from anything we'd shared before. With the bond complete, he could access the full extent of his supernatural abilities without restraint, and I could feel every sensation amplified through our connection.

"You can take everything now," he said roughly, positioning himself at my entrance. "No more holding back, no more careful restraint."

When he entered me, it was with a force that would have broken a human woman. But my transformed body welcomed every inch of his ridged length, stretching to accommodate him perfectly while supernatural healing ensured I felt only pleasure from his intensity.

"Fuck, you feel incredible," he growled, setting a pace that was brutal and perfect. "Like your body was redesigned specifically for this."

"It was," I gasped, my enhanced senses allowing me to feel not just my own pleasure but his as well through our bond. The dual sensation was overwhelming, each thrust hitting places inside me that made stars explode behind my eyes while I simultaneously felt what it was like to be buried deep in tight, welcoming heat.

"Feel that?" he asked, his claws leaving deliberate marks on my hips. "Feel how perfectly we fit together now?"

I could feel everything: his desperate hunger, his supernatural strength, the magic flowing between us like molten gold. When I came apart around him, the pleasure crashed through both our bodies simultaneously, making him roar with satisfaction as my climax triggered his own enhanced senses.

But he was far from finished. With supernatural stamina and no need to be gentle, he claimed me again immediately, flipping me onto my hands and knees to take me from behind with renewed vigor.

"Mine," he snarled, his pace even more intense from this angle. "Every inch of you, every drop of milk you produce, every breath you take."

"Yours," I sobbed, my transformed body already building toward another peak. "Completely yours."

This position let him go even deeper, his inhuman length reaching places that made me scream with pleasure. But more than that, I could feel his dominance through our bond, could experience the primal satisfaction he took in claiming his mate so thoroughly.

When my second climax hit, it was with such force that magic flared visibly around us, the carved symbols in the floor glowing with the power we were generating. He followed me over the edge with a roar that rattled the cabin windows, filling me with heat while our shared pleasure crashed through both our transformed bodies.

"Again," he said roughly, already hardening inside me. "I want to see how many times I can make you come before dawn."

The next hour was a blur of pleasure and claiming as he explored what my enhanced body could handle. He took me against the wall, his supernatural strength holding me up while he rutted me with abandon. Then bent over the table, his claws leaving territorial marks on my back while I begged for more. Finally on the floor before the fire, with me riding him while he used his enhanced abilities to stimulate places no human man could reach.

Each position brought new sensations, new ways for our bond to amplify what we were feeling. By the time the first light of dawn began to filter through the windows, I was boneless and thoroughly claimed, my body marked inside and out as belonging to him completely.

"How many?" I asked weakly, unable to count the number of times he'd brought me to climax.

"Enough to ensure the barriers will hold for decades," he said with satisfaction, gathering me against his chest. "And enough to prove that you can handle everything I am when unleashed."


CHAPTER EIGHT

The sound of steel traps snapping shut echoed through the forest like gunshots, jolting me awake from where I'd been dozing against Migizi's chest. His skull immediately turned toward the windows, those burning sockets flaring with alarm.

"They breached the outer perimeter," he said grimly, rising from the furs with deadly grace.

My blood turned to ice. "That's impossible. We just reinforced the barriers weeks ago."

"Apparently these hunters came prepared," he said, moving to peer through the cabin windows. "They're using iron stakes to anchor bypass runes, creating corridors through the magical defenses rather than trying to overwhelm them."

I joined him at the window, and what I saw made my stomach clench with dread. Through the trees, I could make out the flicker of torches moving in coordinated patterns, the disciplined advance of figures in dark clothing. They moved like soldiers, not the rough trappers or bounty hunters I'd imagined.

"How many?" I whispered.

"Six, maybe seven," he said, his voice taking on that inhuman growl that meant he was preparing for violence. "Well-armed and organized. They know exactly what they're doing."

"What do they want?"

"Me, obviously," he said, tracking their movement through the forest. "Probably have contracts from half a dozen villages offering bounties for proof of the Winter Beast's death."

The casual way he said it made my chest tight with fear. These weren't curious villagers or lost travelers: they were here specifically to kill him. To destroy everything we'd built together.

"We run deeper into the territory," I said, already moving toward our supplies. "Find somewhere they can't follow."

"No." His voice was flat, absolute. "This is my domain. I don't flee from mortals."

"But there are seven of them, and they're armed with weapons designed specifically for—"

"And I'm a wendigo," he said simply, as if that settled everything. "They're the ones who should be running."

I could see the predatory tension building in his posture, the way his claws were extending slightly, how his skull tilted as he tracked sounds I couldn't hear. He was preparing to hunt them, to defend his territory with the kind of violence these woods hadn't seen in centuries.

"You can't just slaughter them," I said, though part of me wanted exactly that. "More will come. Entire armies if a professional hunting party disappears."

"Then what do you suggest?" he asked, though his attention was clearly divided between me and the approaching threat.

"We hide," I said firmly. "Let them search, find nothing significant, leave disappointed. Eventually they'll give up and spread word that the reports were exaggerated."

His skull turned toward me fully, those burning sockets considering. "You want to cower in caves while mortals desecrate our sanctuary?"

"I want us both to survive this," I said honestly. "I want to still have a home when they're gone."

Another trap snapped in the distance, closer this time, and he reached a decision.

"Very well," he said grimly. "But if they threaten you directly, I'm killing them all."

"Agreed," I said, already grabbing essentials. "Where can we hide?"

"There's a cave system about two miles north," he said, moving with supernatural efficiency as he gathered supplies. "Hidden behind a waterfall, accessible only to someone who knows exactly where to look. We can wait them out there."

I dressed quickly in my warmest clothes while he extinguished the fire and covered any obvious signs of habitation. Within minutes, the cabin looked abandoned, as if no one had lived there for years.

"Ready?" he asked, shouldering a pack that contained everything we'd need for several days.

"Ready," I said, though my heart was hammering with anxiety.

He led me out the back of the cabin, into forest so thick the hunters' torches were barely visible through the trees. But even at this distance, I could hear them clearly: the methodical crunch of boots on snow, the low murmur of voices discussing strategy, the occasional clink of professional equipment.

"This way," Migizi whispered, his voice barely audible even to me. "Stay close, step where I step, and don't make any noise."

Moving through the forest with a wendigo was like being guided by winter itself. He flowed between trees without disturbing a single branch, found paths through undergrowth that I would have sworn didn't exist. I followed as best I could, but even my most careful steps seemed thunderously loud compared to his supernatural stealth.

We'd made it perhaps half a mile when voices echoed through the trees behind us, much closer than they should have been.

"Tracks here," someone called out, the voice carrying clearly through the winter air. "Fresh ones. Leading away from that cabin."

Fear spiked through my system. They'd found our trail despite Migizi's precautions.

Migizi went perfectly still, his skull turning toward the sounds with predatory focus. "They found the cabin faster than expected," he said grimly. "And they know how to track in supernatural terrain."

"Can we lose them?"

"Not easily," he admitted. "Professional monster hunters know how to follow a trail, even in conditions like this. But we have advantages they don't."

"Such as?"

"I know every inch of this territory," he said simply. "And they're about to learn why humans avoided these woods for centuries."

Instead of continuing toward the cave, he changed direction, leading me toward terrain that was treacherous even for someone familiar with it. Fallen logs created obstacle courses that required careful navigation, and patches of unstable snow hid sinkholes that could trap the unwary.

Behind us, I heard cursing as the hunters encountered their first real difficulties. One of them had apparently stepped through a snow-covered hole, and his companions were struggling to pull him out.

"That'll slow them down," Migizi said with grim satisfaction.

But not for long. Within minutes, they were moving again, their pace only slightly reduced. These men knew what they were doing, and they weren't going to be deterred by a few obstacles.

"There," one of them called out, his voice carrying clearly through the winter air. "Movement ahead. Two figures."

My blood turned to ice. They'd spotted us.

"Run," Migizi said simply, and suddenly we were crashing through the forest at a pace that left me gasping.

What followed was the most terrifying hour of my life. The hunters pursued us with professional determination, using skills and equipment that gradually closed the distance despite Migizi's supernatural advantages. They had crossbows that could punch through tree trunks, nets that seemed designed specifically for capturing large prey, and a coordination that spoke of long experience hunting dangerous creatures.

"The cave," Migizi said as we finally reached the waterfall he'd mentioned. "Behind the ice sheet, there's an opening just wide enough for us to squeeze through."

I could barely see what he was talking about: the falling water had frozen into a curtain of ice that looked solid and impenetrable. But when he led me behind it, I found a gap just large enough for a human body.

"Inside," he said, helping me through the opening. "Quickly."

The cave beyond was warmer than the outside air, heated by underground springs that kept it habitable even in supernatural winter. But more importantly, it was completely hidden from view. Unless someone knew exactly where to look, they'd never find the entrance.

We huddled together in the darkness, listening to the hunters search the area around the waterfall. Their voices echoed strangely off the ice, making it impossible to tell exactly where they were.

"Nothing here," one of them said finally. "Tracks disappear at the water's edge."

"Check upstream," another voice commanded, clearly the leader. "They might have crossed to throw us off."

"What about downstream?"

"Thompson and Martinez are covering that approach. If they went that way, we'll know within the hour."

I pressed closer to Migizi, taking comfort in his solid presence. His arm tightened around me, claws carefully controlled to avoid piercing my clothes.

"They're thorough," he whispered, barely audible even in the confined space.

"Professional," I agreed softly. "This isn't their first supernatural hunt."

We waited in tense silence as the voices gradually moved away, the hunters expanding their search pattern to cover more ground. But even when we could no longer hear them directly, neither of us relaxed. Men like that didn't give up easily.

"How long do we wait?" I asked after what felt like hours.

"Until we're certain they've moved on," he said grimly. "Could be tonight, could be several days. Depends on how determined they are."

As if in answer to his words, a new voice echoed from somewhere uncomfortably close to our hiding spot.

"Captain! Found something you need to see!"

My heart stopped. They'd discovered evidence of our presence, tracks or signs of habitation that proved their quarry was real and nearby.

"What is it?" came the commanding voice I'd heard before.

"Cabin's been lived in recently. Fire was banked, not cold. And there are personal items. Women's clothing."

The silence that followed was somehow more terrifying than shouting would have been.

"Women's clothing," the captain repeated slowly. "Interesting. Legends say the Winter Beast takes females for specific purposes."

"Think she's still alive?"

"If the stories are true, she's more than alive," the captain said grimly. "She's exactly what we need to draw him out."

Terror flooded through me as I understood what they were planning. They were going to use me as bait, counting on Migizi's protective instincts to override his caution.

And the worst part was, they were probably right.

"We set up a perimeter around the cabin," the captain continued. "If she returns for supplies or shelter, we take her. If the beast comes to reclaim her, we're ready."

"And if neither happens?"

"Then we burn the cabin and everything in it," he said simply. "Force them to come to us or watch their sanctuary burn."

The casual threat to our home sent rage flooding through my system. These men were talking about destroying everything we'd built together, turning our perfect sanctuary into ash and char.

Beside me, Migizi had gone perfectly still in a way that spoke of barely controlled violence. I could feel tension radiating from him, could sense the predatory focus that meant he was preparing to do something terrible.

"No," I whispered, catching his arm. "You said we'd wait them out."

"That was before they threatened to burn our home," he said roughly. "Before they decided to use you as bait."

"The cabin isn't worth your life," I said firmly. "We can rebuild. We can't bring you back from the dead."

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets intense with emotion that might have been love. "You'd give up our sanctuary? Everything we've built together?"

"To keep you safe? In a heartbeat," I said without hesitation. "Home isn't the cabin, Migizi. Home is wherever we're together."

For a long moment, we simply stared at each other in the darkness of our hiding place. Then, slowly, some of the violent tension left his posture.

"You're right," he said finally. "But if they hurt you, if they so much as touch you, I'm killing them all."

"Fair enough," I said, settling more comfortably against his side. "But let's hope it doesn't come to that."

Outside our cave, the hunters continued their methodical search. But we were safe for now, hidden behind ice and stone and the kind of love that was strong enough to choose survival over vengeance.

The real test would come later, when we emerged to find out what was left of our sanctuary. But whatever we faced, we'd face it together.

And that was worth more than any cabin, any territory, any amount of magical power.

That was worth everything.


CHAPTER NINE

We'd been hiding in the cave for two days when the smell of smoke reached us.

Migizi went rigid beside me, his skull turning toward the cave entrance with predatory focus. "They're burning something," he said, his voice deadly calm.

My heart clenched with dread. "The cabin?"

"Can't tell from here," he said, already moving toward the opening. "But if they've destroyed our home..."

I caught his arm before he could leave our hiding spot. "Wait. Let me look first. They might be watching for exactly this kind of reaction."

"Absolutely not," he said firmly. "If there are humans out there with crossbows, you're not exposing yourself."

"But they're not hunting me," I pointed out. "They want the Winter Beast. If they see a woman alone, they might just think I'm a lost traveler."

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets flaring with terror and admiration in equal measure. "You want to scout them? Find out what they're doing?"

"I want to know if our home is gone," I said honestly. "And if it is, I want to know what we're dealing with before you go charging into whatever trap they've set."

For a moment, I thought he'd refuse. Then he reached some internal decision.

"Five minutes," he said grimly. "You get five minutes to observe and report back. If you're not here by then, I'm coming after you, and anyone between me and you dies screaming."

"Understood," I said, already moving toward the cave mouth.

Emerging from behind the ice curtain felt like stepping into a different world. The forest was quieter than it should have been: no bird calls, no rustling of small animals, just the unnatural silence that spoke of predators nearby.

I moved carefully through the trees, following paths Migizi had shown me during our hunts. The smoke smell was getting stronger, and underneath it was the scent of men who'd been living rough in the wilderness for days.

When I finally got close enough to see our cabin, my heart broke.

They hadn't just burned it: they'd destroyed it systematically. The walls had been torn down, the roof collapsed, everything we'd built together reduced to charred timber and ash. Smoke still rose from the ruins, and I could see hunters moving through the wreckage, searching for anything that might tell them about their quarry.

"Nothing useful," one of them called out to a man who was clearly their leader. "Whoever lived here cleared out before we arrived."

The captain was a hard-faced man with graying hair and the kind of scars that spoke of long experience hunting dangerous things. He studied the destroyed cabin with professional assessment, clearly disappointed by what they'd found.

"Sir," another hunter approached, carrying items that made my blood freeze. "Found these in what's left of the bedroom."

My shift, the one I'd been wearing the night I first met Migizi. Somehow it had survived the fire, though it was scorched and torn beyond recognition. Along with it, several other personal items that marked this place as recently inhabited.

"Definitely a woman," the captain said, examining the fabric. "And recently. This cloth is good quality, not something that's been here for months."

"Think she's still alive?"

"If the legends are true, she's exactly what we need," the captain said grimly. "Beast like that doesn't keep women for conversation. She's either dead or worse, and either way, he'll come for whoever threatens her."

I pressed back against the tree I was hiding behind, my heart hammering with terror. They were planning to use me as bait, just as they'd threatened. And from the methodical way they were searching the area, they had no intention of leaving until they found what they were looking for.

"Set up the snares around the perimeter," the captain ordered. "If the beast comes looking for his woman, I want him caught before he knows what hit him."

"What about the woman herself?"

"We find her, we take her," he said simply. "Dead or alive, she's leverage. And if she's been claimed by that thing for any length of time, she's probably mad anyway. Putting her down might be a mercy."

Rage flooded through me at the casual dismissal of my life, my choices, my happiness. These men saw me as either a victim to be saved or a corrupted thing to be destroyed. The idea that I might have chosen my monster, might have found exactly what I was looking for in his arms, was beyond their comprehension.

I'd heard enough. More than enough.

I made it back to the cave in record time, slipping through the ice curtain to find Migizi waiting exactly where I'd left him. His posture was tense, predatory, ready for violence.

"They burned it," I said without preamble. "Destroyed everything. The cabin, our furniture, everything we built together."

Deadly rage flickered in those burning sockets: not just anger, but cold, calculated fury. "Everything?"

"They're setting up snares around the ruins," I continued. "Planning to use me as bait to draw you into a trap. And if they catch me..." I swallowed hard. "They think I'm either dead or insane. Either way, they're planning to 'put me down' as a mercy."

The silence that followed was somehow more terrifying than any roar would have been. When Migizi finally spoke, his voice was absolutely arctic.

"They want to kill my doe," he said simply. "My perfect, willing prey who chose me over everything else in the world."

"Migizi—"

"No," he said, rising to his full height. "I was willing to let them live as long as they left us alone. I was even willing to let them destroy our home as long as you were safe. But threatening to kill you crosses a line that can never be uncrossed."

I could feel the change in him, could sense the wendigo rising to the surface in ways I'd never experienced. This wasn't the careful predator who hunted me through the woods for pleasure. This was the apex hunter who'd terrorized these forests for centuries, and he was preparing for war.

"What are you going to do?" I asked, though I was afraid of the answer.

"What I should have done the moment they entered my territory," he said grimly. "I'm going to remind them why humans fear the dark."

"All of them?"

"Every last one," he confirmed. "They came here to hunt the Winter Beast. Tonight, they're going to discover exactly what that means."

The cold certainty in his voice sent chills through me. This wasn't rage or temporary anger: this was calculated decision to eliminate a threat permanently.

"Take me with you," I said suddenly.

His skull snapped toward me, those burning sockets flaring with alarm. "Absolutely not. You're staying here where it's safe."

"Safe for how long?" I challenged. "You think more hunters won't come when these ones don't return? You think word won't spread that there really is something supernatural in these woods?"

"Then I'll kill them too," he said simply.

"All of them? Every hunter, every bounty seeker, every curious villager who decides to investigate? How many people are you willing to kill to keep this secret?"

He was quiet for a moment, clearly not having considered the long-term implications. "What are you suggesting?"

"Let me help," I said firmly. "Not with the killing, but with making sure there are no survivors to tell tales. With making this look like natural hazards rather than supernatural predation."

"How?"

"Make it look like they fell victim to the wilderness itself," I explained. "Avalanche, thin ice, wild animals. Things that happen to hunters who venture too deep into dangerous territory."

His skull tilted as he considered my suggestion. "You want to help me murder six men."

"I want to protect our future," I said honestly. "These men came here to destroy everything we've built. They burned our home, threatened to kill me, and they'll keep coming until one of us is dead. So yes, I want to help you eliminate the threat."

The empty sockets studied me with something between admiration and grim respect. "You understand what that makes you? What you'll become if you help me do this?"

"It makes me your partner," I said simply. "In everything, including protecting what's ours."

"And you can live with that? Knowing you helped kill six men?"

I thought about our destroyed cabin, about the casual way they'd discussed murdering me, about the future we'd lose if this threat wasn't eliminated permanently.

"I can live with it," I said firmly. "The question is, can you live with letting me help?"

He studied me for a long moment, those burning sockets intense with emotion that might have been love. "You're sure about this? Once we cross this line together, there's no going back."

"I crossed that line the night I entered your territory," I said honestly. "Everything since then has just been deciding how far I'm willing to go for us."

"Very well," he said finally. "But you follow my lead completely. No heroics, no unnecessary risks. If I tell you to run, you run."

"Agreed," I said. "What's the plan?"

"We wait until full dark," he said, settling back among the cave's shadows. "Then we hunt them one by one, making each death look like accident or misadventure. By dawn, there will be no evidence that the Winter Beast was ever more than legend."

"And then?"

"Then we find a new place to build our home," he said simply. "Somewhere deeper in the territory, better hidden, harder for humans to find even if the barriers fail again."

I curled against his side, taking comfort in his solid presence while we waited for darkness to fall. Outside our cave, six men were preparing to hunt my monster, certain they had the advantage of numbers and superior weapons.

They had no idea they were about to become prey themselves.

When full darkness finally arrived, Migizi moved with the fluid grace of a born killer. I followed as quietly as I could, staying close enough to help but far enough back to avoid interfering with his supernatural hunting skills.

The first hunter died without ever knowing he was in danger. One moment he was checking snares around the cabin ruins, the next he was face-down in the snow with his neck broken. Migizi arranged the body to look like he'd slipped on ice and hit his head on a rock.

I watched from the shadows, my stomach clenching as I saw the life leave the man's eyes. He'd had a family somewhere, probably. People who cared about him, who were waiting for him to come home. But he'd also come here to kill Migizi, to destroy everything we'd built together.

"One down," Migizi whispered, already moving toward the next target.

My hands were shaking as I followed him. I'd agreed to this, knew it was necessary, but seeing it happen was different from planning it. This was a man's life ending, and I was complicit in it.

The second hunter was standing guard at the forest's edge, crossbow ready, scanning the trees for any sign of movement. He never saw the wendigo approach from above, dropping from the canopy like pale death. This one they positioned near a known sinkhole, making it look like he'd fallen through unstable snow.

"Two," I breathed, adrenaline and nausea warring in my system.

The hunter had been young, maybe barely twenty. Had he volunteered for this hunt, or been conscripted? Had he known what he was truly facing when he followed the others into these woods?

"Are you all right?" Migizi asked quietly, studying my face with concern.

"I will be," I said, though my voice sounded hollow even to me. "It's just... they were people. With lives, families."

"People who came here to kill me," he reminded me gently. "Who planned to murder you as a 'mercy.' Who burned our home to force us into the open."

"I know," I said, taking a shaky breath. "I know it's necessary. It's just harder than I expected."

He touched my face with surprising gentleness. "We can stop. I can finish this alone."

"No," I said firmly, surprised by my own resolve. "We're in this together. All of it."

By the time the remaining hunters realized they were being stalked, half their number was already dead. I felt each death like a weight settling in my chest, but alongside the horror was grim satisfaction. These men had come to destroy us. Whatever happened to them now, they'd brought on themselves.

The captain started shouting orders, trying to maintain formation, but fighting a supernatural predator in his own territory was like trying to hold back the tide.

The third hunter died in his bedroll, throat torn out so quickly he never had time to scream. The fourth was taken while relieving himself behind a tree, his body arranged to suggest a wild animal attack.

I closed my eyes during the fourth kill, unable to watch another life end. When I opened them, Migizi was beside me, his burning gaze full of understanding.

"This is who we are now," I said quietly, as much to myself as to him. "This is what we do to protect what's ours."

"Yes," he said simply. "And I'm sorry it has to be this way."

"I'm not sorry," I realized with surprise. "I'm sad for them, but I'm not sorry. They chose this path when they decided to hunt you."

That left only two: the captain and one remaining subordinate, both now huddled back-to-back near the cabin ruins with weapons drawn and terror in their eyes.

"Show yourself, beast!" the captain shouted into the darkness. "Face me like a man!"

Migizi materialized from the shadows like winter given form: pale skin gleaming in the moonlight, antlers casting jagged silhouettes, that terrible skull fixed on the surviving humans with predatory focus.

"You wanted to hunt the Winter Beast," he said, his voice carrying clearly through the winter air. "Congratulations. You found him."

The remaining hunter's nerve broke completely. He fired his crossbow wildly, the bolt going wide, then turned and ran into the forest. He made it perhaps twenty yards before Migizi caught him, the kill quick and merciful.

That left only the captain, standing alone among the ruins of our home with nothing but courage and a useless weapon between him and death.

"You're not what the legends describe," he said, studying Migizi with professional assessment even in the face of certain death.

"Legends rarely capture the full truth," Migizi agreed, moving closer with predatory patience.

"The woman," the captain said suddenly. "Where is she? What did you do to her?"

"I gave her exactly what she was looking for," Migizi said simply. "What she chose freely, what she defends willingly."

The captain's eyes widened as understanding dawned. "She's here by choice? She's helping you?"

"Every step of the way," I said, stepping out of the shadows where I'd been watching. "These are my woods too now. My territory to protect."

"You're mad," the captain breathed, looking between us with horror. "Completely insane."

"Maybe," I said calmly. "But I'm also exactly where I belong."

Migizi moved then, quick and decisive. The captain's death was swift, and within minutes, his body was positioned to suggest he'd died fighting wild animals, which, in a way, was exactly what had happened.

"It's done," Migizi said, surveying the scene with satisfaction. "By the time anyone finds them, it'll look like a hunting expedition that went tragically wrong."

"How long before people come looking for them?"

"Weeks, maybe months," he said, gathering me against his chest. "And when they do, they'll find exactly what we want them to find: evidence that the deep woods are dangerous, but nothing supernatural."

As he carried me away from the carnage, I felt a strange sense of completion. We'd defended our territory, eliminated the threat, and done it in a way that would discourage future incursions.

"Where to now?" I asked.

"I know a place," he said, his voice warm with promise. "Deeper in the territory, better hidden. Somewhere we can build a new sanctuary that no human will ever find."

"Sounds ideal," I said, settling more comfortably in his arms.

Behind us, snow began to fall more heavily, already starting to cover the evidence of what we'd done. By morning, there would be nothing left but a mystery that would become another cautionary tale about the dangers of venturing too deep into cursed woods.

And somewhere in those same woods, a wendigo and his willing prey would be building a new home, planning new hunts, creating the kind of love that was worth killing for.

It was exactly what I'd been searching for since the night I'd first entered his territory. It was everything I'd never dared hope for.


CHAPTER TEN

"North," Migizi said simply, shouldering the pack he'd assembled from our cave supplies and the hunters' abandoned gear. "Toward the deep wilderness where no human has set foot in living memory."

I adjusted my own smaller pack, grateful for the sturdy clothes and boots we'd scavenged from the hunters' camp. Taking their supplies had felt like justice after they'd destroyed everything we owned.

"How far north?" I asked, looking up at him where he stood silhouetted against the dawn sky.

"Until we find the right place," he said, his skull turning toward distant mountains barely visible through the trees. "Until we're so far from civilization that even the most determined hunter would turn back rather than follow."

We'd been walking for three days already, leaving the ruins of our old territory behind in favor of truly untouched wilderness. Each step took us further from the human world, deeper into places where magic still held sway and primordial forces slept undisturbed.

I should have been exhausted by the constant travel, the sleeping rough, the uncertainty of our destination. Instead, I felt more alive than ever. There was intoxication in this journey: just the two of us against the wilderness, carrying everything we owned and heading toward an unknown future together.

"Tell me about the deep places," I said as we navigated around a frozen lake that stretched beyond the horizon. "What's up there that makes it so safe?"

"Older magic," he said, his voice taking on that reverent tone he used when discussing truly ancient power. "The kind that existed before humans learned to shape the world to their will. Up there, the spirits still rule, and they don't welcome intruders."

"But they'll welcome us?"

"They'll welcome me," he corrected. "I'm a creature of winter and hunger, born from the same primal forces they represent. And you..." He paused to look at me, those burning sockets intense with wonder. "You're marked by me so thoroughly that you might as well be one of them yourself."

The thought sent a thrill through me. To be so changed by our bond that I registered as supernatural rather than human felt like the natural conclusion to everything that had happened since I'd entered his territory.

"How much further?" I asked, though I wasn't really eager to stop traveling. These days of walking together, sharing the hardships and simple pleasures of wilderness survival, had brought us closer than even our most intimate encounters.

"See those peaks?" He pointed toward mountains that looked impossibly distant, their tops lost in clouds. "Beyond them. There are valleys up there that exist outside normal geography, places where winter never ends and the hunting is always perfect."

"Sounds like paradise," I said honestly.

"For creatures like us, it will be," he agreed. "No humans, no interference, nothing but endless territory to explore and claim."

That night, we made camp in a grove of pines so ancient they seemed to whisper secrets to each other in languages that predated human speech. Migizi built our fire with practiced efficiency while I arranged our sleeping furs, both of us moving with the easy coordination of partners who'd learned each other's rhythms.

"I've been thinking," I said as we settled together before the flames. "About what the captain said. About me being mad for choosing this life."

His skull turned toward me, waiting for me to continue.

"He wasn't wrong," I said honestly. "From a human perspective, everything about this is insane. Following a monster into cursed woods, letting him claim me completely, helping him kill six men to protect our territory."

"Do you regret it?" he asked, and I could hear carefully controlled emotion in his voice.

"Not for a second," I said firmly. "But I understand now that I'm not human anymore. Not really. Whatever I was before, that woman died the night I entered your territory. What I am now is yours entirely."

"What are you now?" he asked softly.

"Yours," I said simply. "Completely, permanently yours in ways that go beyond just physical claiming. I'm your partner in violence, your willing prey, your perfect mate. I'm whatever you need me to be."

The empty sockets flared with deep satisfaction. "And I am yours," he said, his voice rough with emotion. "Your devoted hunter, your eternal protector, your monster who will kill anyone who threatens what we've built."

"Good," I said, moving to straddle his lap. "Because I plan to need all of those things for a very long time."

His clawed hands came up to frame my face, those burning sockets studying me in the firelight. "My perfect doe," he said softly. "My willing prey who became so much more."

When he kissed me, it was with a gentleness I rarely experienced from him: no desperate hunger, no magical urgency, just pure affection and possession. His tongue traced my lips before delving deeper, claiming my mouth with thorough patience.

"I want you," I whispered against his maw. "Here, by the fire. I want to feel your length stretching me while the flames warm my skin."

"Always," he said, his hands moving to tear away my clothing with deliberate roughness. "We have all night to rut properly."

He stripped me with efficient hunger, his claws leaving thin scratches on my skin that made me gasp. When his maw found my breast, the sensation was devastating: that incredible tongue working my nipple while milk beaded for him instantly.

"So responsive," he murmured, his voice dropping to that inhuman growl. "Your body knows what it needs."

His clawed hands explored me with possessive thoroughness, finding every spot that made me arch toward him. When his fingers finally found my pussy, I was already soaked and aching for him.

"Please," I breathed, spreading my thighs wider. "I need your cock inside me."

He positioned himself at my entrance, that ridged length pressing against my slick folds. When he thrust into me, it was with one powerful stroke that made me cry out at the incredible fullness.

"Fuck, you're tight," he growled, immediately setting a rhythm that was anything but gentle. "Your pussy grips my cock like it was made for this."

"It was," I gasped, my hips rising to meet his increasingly brutal thrusts. "I was made to be rutted by you."

The firelight played across our joined bodies as he claimed me with supernatural intensity. Each stroke of his ridged length hit places inside me that made me see stars, while his claws left territorial marks on my skin.

"That's it," he snarled when I began to shake beneath him. "Come on my cock. Let me feel that tight cunt squeeze me."

His words sent me over the edge hard. I came with a scream that echoed through the ancient grove, my pussy clamping down on him so tight he roared in response.

"Mine," he growled, his pace becoming erratic as his own release approached. "My perfect little doe, taking my cock so well."

When he came, it was with a force that filled me completely, his seed flooding my core while I milked every drop from his throbbing length. We stayed locked together afterward, both breathing hard from the intensity.

"My beautiful monster," I whispered against his throat, feeling utterly claimed and satisfied.

"I love you," I whispered against his throat when we were both spent and satisfied.

"And I love you," he replied, the words somehow carrying perfectly despite emerging from a skull. "More than I ever thought possible."

We continued north for another week, each day taking us deeper into territory that felt more wild, more magical, more perfectly suited to what we'd become. The trees here were larger, older, their branches heavy with snow that never melted. The very air tasted of ancient power and untouched wilderness.

The weather grew more severe as we climbed higher into the mountains, but my transformed body handled the cold better than it should have. I could feel Migizi's magic flowing through me, protecting me from the worst of the elements while enhancing my strength and endurance.

"There," Migizi said on the tenth day of our journey, pointing toward a gap between two towering peaks. "Through that pass lies what we're looking for."

The climb through the mountain pass was treacherous, requiring careful navigation of ice-slicked rocks and narrow ledges. But when we finally crested the ridge and looked down into the valley beyond, I understood why he'd brought us so far.

The valley was perfectly circular, surrounded by peaks so high their tops disappeared into perpetual clouds. And in the center, nestled among trees that looked like they'd been growing since the dawn of time, was a lake that gleamed like black glass under the eternal winter sky.

"Perfect," Migizi breathed, and I could hear awe in his voice.

"It's beautiful," I agreed, though beautiful felt inadequate to describe what lay before us.

"More than beautiful," he said, beginning the descent into the valley. "It's home."

The magic here was unlike anything I'd ever experienced: not wild or chaotic, but ancient and stable and perfectly balanced. It welcomed us as we approached, recognizing us as creatures that belonged in such a place.

"There," Migizi pointed toward a rise on the lake's far shore, where a natural clearing offered perfect views in all directions. "We'll build there."

"Build what?" I asked, following his gaze.

"Everything," he said simply. "A new cabin, larger than the last. Hunting paths that cover the entire valley. A sanctuary that no human will ever find, no matter how determined they are."

As we walked around the lake toward our chosen site, I marveled at the absolute solitude. There were no human sounds here, no evidence that anyone had ever set foot in this valley. Just pristine wilderness and the kind of eternal winter that would keep unwanted visitors away forever.

"How do you know no one will find us here?" I asked.

"Because this place exists partially outside normal reality," he explained. "The valleys beyond the peaks are protected by magic older than my curse, older than human civilization. Only supernatural creatures can find their way here, and most of those know better than to trespass on a wendigo's territory."

"So we're completely safe?"

"Completely," he confirmed. "Free to hunt and claim and live exactly as we choose, without any fear of interference."

That evening, as we made camp on the rise that would become our new home, I felt a sense of completion I'd never experienced before. We'd traveled for days through some of the most beautiful and dangerous wilderness on earth, and found a place that was perfect for creatures like us.

"What do we do first?" I asked, curled against his side before our fire.

"We establish our territory properly," he said, his voice taking on that predatory edge I loved. "Hunt you through every inch of this valley until my scent marks every tree, every stone, every path."

"That could take weeks," I pointed out, though the prospect sent heat pooling between my thighs.

"Months," he corrected. "This valley is enormous, and I intend to claim you thoroughly at every significant location. By the time we're finished, the magic here will recognize us as the undisputed masters of this domain."

"And then?"

"Then we build our new home," he said simply. "And spend the rest of eternity discovering just how perfect our life together can be."

As I drifted toward sleep in his arms, surrounded by the most beautiful and isolated wilderness I'd ever seen, I knew we'd found exactly what we'd been searching for. Not just safety, but the kind of perfect solitude that would let us explore every aspect of our bond without restraint.

Tomorrow, the real claiming would begin. Tomorrow, we'd start the process of making this magical valley truly ours.

But tonight, we were simply two beings who'd found their perfect place in the world, ready to build a future that would last forever.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

The yurt we'd built together stood like a perfect sanctuary against the valley's eternal winter, its curved walls covered in thick furs and its interior warmed by a central fire pit that never went cold. A month of careful construction had created another home better than our old cabin: circular walls that curved like embracing arms, a domed roof that shed snow effortlessly, and interior space that felt both cozy and expansive.

But it wasn't the physical structure that made this place perfect. It was what we'd built inside it: a life completely our own, free from any outside interference.

"You're different today," I observed, watching Migizi pace restlessly around our home's perimeter. His movements held an edge I hadn't seen since our first encounters, a predatory tension that spoke of barely controlled need.

"The season's changing," he said, his skull turning toward me with burning intensity. "I can feel it in the magic, in the very air itself."

"What kind of change?"

"Breeding season," he said simply, and the words sent liquid heat straight to my core. "My body knows it's time to claim you completely, to ensure the survival of what we've built together."

I set down the fur I'd been mending, my full attention focused on him now. "You mean..."

"I mean my instincts are demanding I get you pregnant," he said bluntly. "To rut you thoroughly and repeatedly until there's no doubt you're carrying my young."

The crude directness of his words made my pussy clench with want. We'd been careful during our previous encounters, always pulling out or using other methods to prevent pregnancy. But the thought of letting him finish inside me, of carrying his child, sent arousal flooding through my system.

"Is that what you want?" I asked, studying his increasingly agitated posture.

"Want doesn't begin to cover it," he said roughly. "I need to breed you, little doe. Need to fill you with my seed until it takes, until your body shows everyone who you belong to."

"Then breed me," I said boldly, already moving toward the furs that covered our sleeping area. "Claim me completely."

Something snapped in his control. One moment he was across the yurt, the next he was on me, his clawed hands tearing away my clothes with desperate efficiency. But underneath the urgency was reverence, a sense that this claiming would be different from all the others.

"You're certain?" he asked, even as his hands roamed my exposed body with obvious hunger. "Once I breed you properly, there will be no going back. You'll be mine in ways that go beyond just claiming."

"I've been yours in every way that matters since the night we met," I said, guiding his hand to my breast where milk was already beading in anticipation. "Make it official."

His maw stretched in that terrifying smile, all sharp teeth and predatory satisfaction. "Gladly."

The rutting that followed was unlike anything we'd shared before. He positioned me on my hands and knees, his clawed hands gripping my hips with bruising force as he drove into me with relentless purpose.

"Going to breed you so fucking well," he snarled, his ridged length hitting places so deep I gasped and clawed at the furs beneath me. "Fill this tight pussy with so much seed you can't help but get pregnant."

"Yes," I sobbed, pushing back against his brutal thrusts. "Breed me properly. Fill me up."

His pace was punishing, each stroke designed to drive his seed as deep as possible. When his claws pricked my skin, leaving territorial marks, I came apart with a scream that echoed through the yurt.

"That's it," he growled, never slowing. "Come on my cock while I pump you full."

When his release hit, it was massive: hot seed flooding my core in what felt like gallons. But instead of the usual pullout, he stayed buried deep, grinding against me to ensure nothing escaped.

"More," he said roughly, already growing hard again inside me. "Need to make sure it takes."

The second round was even more intense. He flipped me onto my back, my legs spread wide as he rutted me with desperate hunger. His maw found my breast, that incredible tongue working my nipple while his length claimed me thoroughly.

"Look at all this milk," he said between licks. "Your body already knows what's coming. Already preparing to feed our young."

When he came again, the amount was staggering. I could feel it flooding me, mixing with his previous load, marking me as thoroughly bred. But he still wasn't finished.

"Again," he demanded, positioning me against the yurt's curved wall. "Every drop of seed I have belongs inside you."

By the fourth load, I was crying from overstimulation and the incredible fullness. Seed was leaking out despite his best efforts, running down my thighs in thick streams that only seemed to drive him more wild.

"Wasting it," he snarled, immediately dropping to his knees to tongue it back inside me. "Every drop stays where it belongs."

The sensation of his tongue working his own seed back into my pussy was so obscene, so perfectly dirty, that I came again just from that.

"Exquisite," he said finally, both of us breathing hard from the intensity. "My perfect breeding doe, full of my seed."

I could feel it leaking out of me despite his best efforts, but somehow that only seemed to encourage him more. "We should do this regularly," I said weakly. "To make sure it takes."

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets flaring with renewed hunger. "Oh, little doe, we're going to do this constantly. Multiple times a day until your body shows the first signs of pregnancy. And even then, I'll keep breeding you to ensure the strongest possible young."

The promise sent another pulse of heat through my exhausted body. "How often is multiple times a day?"

"As often as I can get hard," he said simply. "Which, given what's at stake, is going to be very often indeed."

Over the following days, Migizi proved true to his word. He claimed me with a frequency and intensity that left me in a constant state of arousal and satisfaction. Morning rutting to start the day, afternoon claiming when the mood struck him, evening breeding sessions that lasted for hours.

"You're insatiable," I panted after a particularly intense session that had left the yurt's walls trembling.

"Breeding season," he said unapologetically, already positioning himself for another round. "My body won't let me rest until I'm certain you're pregnant."

"And how will you know for certain?"

"When your scent changes," he said, his tongue working at my breast with renewed hunger. "When your milk becomes richer, sweeter, enhanced by the hormones of pregnancy. When your body starts showing the first signs of carrying my young."

The clinical way he described the changes my body would undergo was incredibly arousing. To be so thoroughly monitored, so carefully observed for signs of his successful breeding, made me feel utterly possessed.

"What if it doesn't take immediately?" I asked, though I was already arching toward his touch.

"Then we keep trying," he said simply. "Every day, multiple times, until my seed finds its mark. I have supernatural stamina and centuries of patience. I can breed you as long as it takes."

"Promise?"

"Promise," he said, and then he was claiming me again with the kind of desperate intensity that made rational thought impossible.

The hunting during this period became even more intense than our territorial claiming had been. Every chase ended with immediate breeding, often right where he caught me. Against trees, in snow banks, beside the frozen lake: anywhere his need overwhelmed his control.

"Run," he'd command after breakfast, and I'd bolt into the forest knowing that wherever he caught me, I'd be thoroughly rutted and filled with his seed.

"Caught," he'd say, pinning me against whatever surface was convenient, and then I'd feel his ridged length claiming me with single-minded purpose.

The combination of constant hunting and breeding was intoxicating. My body existed in a permanent state of arousal, always ready for his next claiming, always eager to receive another load of his seed. The milk production had increased dramatically too, as if my body was already preparing for the pregnancy we were working so hard to achieve.

"You're glowing," he observed one evening as we lay tangled together after another marathon breeding session. "There's a difference about you."

"Different how?" I asked, though I'd noticed changes myself: increased sensitivity, a constant warmth in my core, a sense of completion that went beyond just sexual satisfaction.

"Richer scent, more responsive body, increased milk production," he listed, his clawed hands stroking over my skin with possessive satisfaction. "All signs that my breeding efforts are having the desired effect."

"You think I'm pregnant?"

"I think your body is preparing for pregnancy," he said carefully. "Whether from this cycle or the next, but definitely responding to the constant influx of my seed."

The thought sent a thrill through me. To carry his child, to be marked as his in the most permanent way possible, was everything I'd never dared dream of.

"Good," I said, pulling him down for another kiss. "Because I want to give you everything. Not just my body, but a family. Children who'll grow up knowing exactly how much they're wanted."

The empty sockets flared with deep, abiding love. "Our children," he said reverently. "Little ones who'll inherit the best of both our natures."

"What will they be like?" I asked, imagining tiny beings with his strength and my determination.

"Strong," he said with certainty. "Magical. Perfectly adapted to life in this wilderness we've claimed as ours. And absolutely cherished by both their parents."

"I can't wait to meet them," I said honestly.

"Then let's make sure we give them every chance to exist," he said, already moving over me again. "More breeding, more claiming, more of my seed planted deep inside you."

"Yes," I gasped as he entered me once more, his ridged length stretching me perfectly. "Breed me until it takes. Make me the mother of your children."

This time he took me slowly, deliberately, each thrust designed to maximize the chance of conception. His clawed hands held my hips in place while he ground deep, ensuring his seed would be planted exactly where it needed to be.

"Feel how deep I am," he said roughly, his pace measured and purposeful. "Feel how perfectly your pussy grips my cock, like it's designed to milk every drop from me."

"God, yes," I moaned, my back arching as he hit that perfect spot. "So deep inside me. So close to where your seed needs to go."

"That's right," he growled, his rhythm becoming more urgent. "Going to pump you so full of cum that pregnancy is guaranteed. Going to breed this tight pussy until it's swollen with my young."

When his climax hit, it was with a roar that shook the yurt's walls. I felt his release flooding me: hot, thick streams that went on forever. The sensation of being so thoroughly filled, of receiving such a massive load designed specifically for breeding, triggered my own orgasm.

"Feel that?" he asked roughly, grinding against me to ensure nothing escaped. "Feel how much seed I'm giving you? That's going to grow into our child."

"I can feel it," I gasped, my pussy still clenching around him. "So warm inside me. So much of it."

He stayed buried deep, his length plugging me to prevent any precious seed from leaking out. "Every drop stays exactly where it belongs," he said with satisfaction. "Where it can do its job."

"Exquisite breeding doe," he said with deep satisfaction, never pulling out. "Soon you'll be round with my young, nursing me while you carry the next generation."

"I love the sound of that," I said honestly. "I love everything about the life we're building."

"Then let's keep building it," he said, his voice rough with renewed hunger. "One breeding session at a time."

As we settled into sleep, his length still buried inside me to prevent any precious seed from escaping, I marveled at how completely my life had changed. From a woman ashamed of her gifts to a creature perfectly designed for this supernatural life, claimed and bred and cherished by a monster who saw me as exactly what he needed.


CHAPTER TWELVE

"Careful," Migizi said for the hundredth time that day, his clawed hands hovering protectively as I shifted position on the pile of furs. "You shouldn't be moving so much."

I rolled my eyes at his overprotectiveness, though my heart warmed at the concern in his voice. "I'm pregnant, not made of glass," I pointed out, one hand resting on the prominent swell of my belly. "Our children are perfectly safe."

"Our children," he corrected gently, those burning sockets focused on my rounded form with reverence. "The healer confirmed it: twins, just like we hoped."

The memory of the ancient spirit who'd examined me still sent shivers through my system. She'd been older than the mountains themselves, a creature of ice and starlight who'd taken one look at my swollen belly and smiled with genuine approval.

"Strong young," she'd said in a voice like winter wind. "Born of old magic and new love. They will be magnificent."

That had been three months ago, when my pregnancy was just beginning to show. Now, at eight months along, I was so large that even simple movements required careful planning. But I'd never felt more beautiful, more complete, more perfectly matched to my life.

"They're active today," I said, feeling movement beneath my hand. "I think they're eager to meet their father."

Migizi's skull tilted toward my belly, those empty sockets somehow conveying intense emotion. Without hesitation, his clawed hands moved to where the babies were moving most vigorously.

The moment his palms touched my skin, both twins seemed to settle, as if recognizing their father's presence even through the barrier of flesh and blood. It was a daily ritual that never failed to move me: the way our unborn children responded to him, the way he spoke to them in languages older than human memory.

"They know you," I said softly, watching his careful attention. "They're going to love you so much."

"And I will love them," he said simply. "Protect them, teach them, give them everything this world has to offer."

"Including the hunt," I added with a smile.

His skull turned toward me, those burning sockets bright with amusement. "When they're old enough. When they can understand the difference between predator and prey, between claiming and violence."

"And until then?"

"Until then, they'll be the most protected cubs in the history of these mountains," he said firmly. "Nothing will threaten them, nothing will harm them, nothing will even come close to our territory without my permission."

The possessive declaration sent familiar heat through my system, though it was muted now by the advanced state of my pregnancy. My body had changed in ways that went beyond just the obvious swelling: my breasts were constantly full and sensitive, my skin more responsive to touch, every sensation heightened by the hormones flooding my system.

"I miss it sometimes," I admitted, shifting again to find a more comfortable position. "The hunting, the chasing, the way you used to claim me wherever you caught me."

"Soon," he said, his voice taking on that rough quality that never failed to make me wet. "Once the twins are born and you've recovered, we'll hunt like never before. I'll chase you through every inch of this territory until you're wild with need."

"Promise?"

"Promise," he said, leaning down to press a gentle kiss to my forehead. "I've been planning new games, new ways to catch and claim you. By the time you're ready, I'll have enough pent-up hunger to keep you satisfied for months."

The thought of returning to our intense chases sent anticipation racing through my veins. Pregnancy had been incredible: feeling our children grow inside me, being worshipped and cherished and protected every single day. But I missed the thrill of being prey, the exhilaration of being hunted by the creature I loved more than life itself.

"Tell me about the games," I said, settling more comfortably against his side.

"Longer chases," he said immediately, his voice warming with enthusiasm. "Multi-day hunts where I track you for miles before finally catching you. New terrain to explore, new ways to claim you when I do."

"Mmm," I hummed approvingly. "What else?"

"Breeding games," he said, his clawed hand moving to rest possessively on my belly. "Once your body has recovered, we'll play at making more children. Hunting you during your fertile times, claiming you with the specific goal of getting you pregnant again."

"Again?" I laughed, though the idea sent heat pooling between my thighs. "Let me birth these two first."

"Of course," he said quickly. "But afterward... I want this valley filled with our children, little doe. I want a whole pack of cubs who carry the best of both our natures."

The vision he painted was intoxicating: multiple children running through our territory, learning to hunt and be hunted, growing up knowing exactly how much they were wanted and loved.

"How many?" I asked, curious about his long-term plans.

"As many as you're willing to give me," he said honestly. "As many as your body can safely carry. I want to spend centuries breeding you, watching you grow round with my young again and again."

"Centuries," I repeated, marveling at the timeline. "Sometimes I forget that you're immortal."

"We're immortal," he corrected gently. "The transformation you've undergone, the way your body has adapted to this life: it's changed you on a fundamental level. You'll live as long as I do."

The casual revelation should have shocked me. Instead, it felt perfectly natural, the logical conclusion to everything that had happened since I'd entered his territory.

"Good," I said simply. "I can't imagine wanting to leave this life behind."

"Even when things get difficult? When our children are grown and making their own choices? When centuries of isolation start to feel overwhelming?"

"Especially then," I said firmly. "This life, this love, this perfect sanctuary we've built: it's everything I never dared hope for. I want to experience all of it, every joy and challenge and moment of contentment."

Deep satisfaction flickered in those burning sockets, love so intense it took my breath away. "My perfect mate," he said with quiet intensity. "My willing prey who became so much more."

A sharp pain across my belly made me gasp, one hand moving instinctively to where the sensation had originated. "Oh."

Migizi was immediately alert, those empty sockets fixed on my face with predatory intensity. "What is it? Are you hurt?"

"I think..." Another pain, stronger this time, radiating across my entire abdomen. "I think it's time."

The words seemed to galvanize him into action. Within moments, he was moving with supernatural efficiency, gathering supplies we'd prepared weeks ago, banking the fire to last through whatever came next.

"Are you certain?" he asked, though he was clearly already convinced.

"Very certain," I gasped as another contraction hit. "They're definitely coming."

What followed was the most intense experience of my life: hours of labor aided by Migizi's careful attention and the magical properties of our valley. When our children finally arrived, they were perfect in every way that mattered.

The first was a girl, pale as winter snow with her father's burning eyes and a cry that seemed to echo with supernatural power. The second was a boy, darker like me but with the same inhuman strength and presence that marked him as wendigo-born.

"They're beautiful," I breathed, cradling both babies against my chest while Migizi looked on with wonder.

"They're perfect," he agreed, his voice rough with emotion. "Absolutely perfect."

*****

2 MONTHS LATER

*****

The weeks that followed were a blur of feeding schedules, sleepless nights, and the kind of overwhelming love I'd never imagined possible. Both twins were healthy and strong, growing with supernatural speed that spoke of their mixed heritage.

But gradually, as they became more independent, I found myself growing restless. My body had recovered from childbirth, my energy was returning, and the familiar itch for adventure was making itself known.

"You're pacing," Migizi observed one evening as I made my third circuit around the yurt's interior.

"I'm restless," I admitted, pausing to check on our sleeping children. "My body feels ready for more activity."

His skull tilted in what I'd learned to recognize as interest. "What kind of activity?"

"The kind we used to do before I got too big to run properly," I said boldly. "I want to be hunted again, Migizi. I want to feel like prey instead of just a mother."

"Are you certain you're ready?" he asked, though I could hear hunger building in his voice. "It's only been two months since..."

"I'm ready," I interrupted firmly. "More than ready. I want to remember what it feels like to have your full attention focused on catching me."

Predatory hunger flickered in those burning sockets. "It would be different now," he warned. "Months of pent-up need, watching you grow round with my children, being forced to gentle myself when every instinct screamed to claim you roughly. I'm not sure I could hold back."

"Then don't hold back," I said, already moving toward the yurt's entrance. "Show me what I've been missing."

"The children..."

"Are perfectly safe in their enchanted cradles," I pointed out. "The magic here will protect them while we're gone. And we both know you'll be able to hear them if they need us."

He was quiet for a moment, clearly torn between protective instincts and the hunger I could see building in his posture. Then, slowly, he moved toward the entrance as well.

"How much of a head start do you want?" he asked, and I could hear the predator stirring in his voice.

"Enough to make it interesting," I said, already stripping off my clothes despite the cold air. "Enough to remind us both why we fell in love with this game."

"And when I catch you?"

"When you catch you," I said, stepping naked into the winter night, "you can do whatever you want to me. No limits, no holding back, no worry about being too rough."

His skull tilted in that terrifying approximation of a smile. "Dangerous words, little doe. You have no idea how much I've been wanting to hear them."

"Then stop talking," I said with a grin, "and start counting."

I turned and ran into the forest, my bare feet silent on the snow-covered ground. Behind me, I heard him begin to count, his voice carrying through the winter air with dark promise.

My heart hammered with excitement as I plunged deeper into our territory, following paths we'd established during our territorial claiming months ago. The cold air burned my lungs and made my skin hypersensitive, but underneath the discomfort was pure exhilaration.

I was prey again. I was being hunted by the creature I loved more than life itself, and when he caught me, not if but when, he was going to claim me with months of pent-up need driving him.

Behind me, his counting reached fifty, and I could hear the anticipation building in his voice. He was eager for this hunt, eager to reclaim what had always been his. And I was eager to be reclaimed, to remember what it felt like to be the perfect prey for my perfect predator.

Somewhere in our sanctuary, our children slept safely in their magical cradles. But here in the winter darkness, it was just predator and prey again, ready to rediscover all the reasons we'd fallen in love with each other.

His howl echoed through the forest as he reached one hundred, wild and hungry and full of dark promise. In response, I called back over my shoulder, my voice carrying clearly through the night:

"Come and get me, my beautiful monster. Let's see if you remember how to catch your willing prey."

The answering roar made the trees themselves tremble. Somewhere behind me, a wendigo was preparing to hunt, and ahead of me, endless possibilities for chase and capture and claiming waited to be explored.

I grinned and ran faster, my heart singing with joy. We were home. We were together. We were exactly where we belonged.

And the hunt was about to begin again.
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