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Chapter One

The massive glacier loomed ahead, its icy surface glistening in the sun. I leaned against the ship's railing. The wind blew my dark hair back from my face, cold enough to make my eyes water, and I took a deep breath. The air was far fresher than what I was used to. It carried nothing but the crisp scent of ice and salt.

Around me, the other tourists were taking pictures and excitedly chattering to each other. My gaze drifted to the tan line on my finger and I scowled. A two-year engagement, a five-year relationship, flushed down the toilet all because Michael could not keep it in his pants. A new intern starts at the firm and he just loses his mind.

"You're brooding again." Sarah's voice carried a gentle reproach. She joined me at the railing, her bright yellow windbreaker a shock of color against all the blue and white. "This trip is supposed to help you get over him, remember?"

I sighed and nodded, letting my gaze wander. Below us, the fjord's water was a deep, inky blue, so dark it appeared almost solid. Occasionally, subtle flashes of movement flickered beneath the surface, suggesting the presence of life. But from above, they remained shadows—formless, nameless creatures that appeared briefly before vanishing into the abyss.

"First group heading to shore," called Marcus, our guide. His weathered face broke into an easy smile as he gestured toward the waiting Zodiac. "Let's get you lot acquainted with Patagonia."

Twenty minutes later, the dinghy's rubber side pressed cold against my thigh as we bounced across the choppy water. The freezing water misting my face was invigorating, or maybe it was just the knowledge that I was so far away from my life. I took a deep breath, the air cold and sharp in my lungs.

The boat bumped up on the beach. Six of us clambered out, our boots crunching on black volcanic sand. I glanced around while Sarah spoke with the older couple beside us. Further inland, rough grass pushed through the rocky soil and trees clung to the hillside.

"Watch your step," Marcus warned as we started up the trail. "The rocks can be loose here."

Sarah kept pace beside me, her breathing slightly labored on the steep sections. The group spread out naturally - the eager photographers in front, the more cautious hikers bringing up the rear. My muscles burned pleasantly with the effort, the physical strain pushing thoughts of Michael to the back of my mind.

The view from the ridge stole what little breath I had left. The fjord stretched out below us, our ship tiny against the vastness. Clouds cast moving shadows on the water's surface, and the glacier's face caught the light like diamonds.

"Worth the climb?" Sarah nudged my shoulder.

For the first time in weeks, I smiled genuinely. "Worth it."

The sun was setting as we piled back into the Zodiac for our return trip, painting the sky in shades of pink and gold. A few yards from the shore, a dark head popped up beside our Zodiac, whiskers twitching as it regarded us with large, curious eyes. Its sleek fur gleamed in the fading light, spotted darker on top and fading to cream underneath.

"Oh, look!" Sarah leaned forward, delighted. "It's so cute!"

"Antarctic fur seal," Marcus said, his voice gentle to avoid startling the creature. "They're naturally curious about boats. This one's young - probably its first season on its own." He slowed the boat for the group to take pictures.

The seal dipped beneath the surface, only to reappear on the other side of the dinghy. Its movements were impossibly graceful, despite its plump body. Each time it surfaced, we caught glimpses of those endearing eyes, almost dog-like in their intelligence.

"They were nearly hunted to extinction," Marcus continued as the seal circled us. "But they're making a comeback now. Though they still face natural predators, of course."

As if summoned by his words, a sharp trill shattered the evening calm. The fur seal's head whipped around, its playful demeanor vanishing instantly. It dove, swimming rapidly away from our boat.

The attack happened so fast that it was jarring. A massive shape, more than twice the size of our curious visitor, exploded from the water. Sleek, serpentine, with a reptilian head that seemed too large for its body. The leopard seal's jaws clamped around the fur seal's throat, cutting off its desperate cry.

The water erupted around them. The fur seal thrashed, its previous grace turned to desperate contortions. Those eyes that had charmed us moments ago now rolled in terror. Blood bloomed in the water, spreading like spilled wine.

"Oh God," Sarah whispered beside me, gripping my arm.

I should have looked away, wanted to look away, but I could not. The leopard seal's power was mesmerizing - the savage efficiency of its attack, the primal certainty of its movements. This was not cruelty. This was nature, stripped of all pretense.

The fur seal's struggles weakened. Its blood formed dark clouds in the water, spreading outward in hypnotic patterns. As it thrashed one final time, the leopard seal's head turned toward our boat.

Its eyes met mine. They were solid black, but not sweet like the fur seal’s gaze had been. They were colder and darker than the abyss. I shivered.

Then the real horror began. The leopard seal started thrashing its head from side to side, using its massive jaws to wrench and tear. The fur seal's limp form jerked like a rag doll in its grip. Each violent shake sent another spray of blood across the water. A chunk of dark flesh tore free, disappearing into the leopard seal's maw. Another shake, another tear, another swallow.

The sound of ripping flesh carried across the water.

Jennifer, one of the other tourists, doubled over the side of the Zodiac, retching. The rest of us sat frozen, unable to look away from the savage display of nature's brutality. The leopard seal continued its feast, methodically reducing its prey to smaller, manageable pieces, its powerful body twisting and rolling in the bloodied water.

The motor's roar seemed muted on our return trip, everyone lost in their own thoughts. Even Sarah, usually chatty, sat in silence beside me. The metallic scent of blood lingered in my nose, though we had left the carnage far behind.

Dinner in the ship's small galley was a quiet affair. Jennifer's seat remained empty. The others talked in hushed voices about camera settings and tomorrow's weather, carefully avoiding any mention of what we had witnessed.

But I could not stop thinking about it. Not the gore - though that was vivid enough - but the leopard seal's eyes. That ancient, predatory intelligence that had sized me up across the evolutionary divide.

Later, in my narrow bunk, I listened to the ship's gentle creaking. The porthole showed nothing but darkness. Sarah's steady breathing from the bunk above told me she had found sleep.

The sound came just as I was drifting off - a familiar trill, followed by a short-lived scream and splashing. Then the unmistakable sounds of thrashing, of tearing. Somewhere in the darkness, another seal was meeting its end.

I pressed my pillow over my ears, but couldn't shut it out. Could not stop imagining those black eyes watching from the depths.

Sleep, when it finally came, was filled with dreams of dark water and teeth.
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Chapter Two

My muscles ached pleasantly from the day's hike as I followed Sarah into the galley. The evening wind had picked up, driving us all inside after watching the sunset paint the glacier in shades of rose and gold. Today's trek along the rocky coastline had been beautiful enough to almost make me forget about yesterday's violence. Almost.

"Wine?" Captain Rodriguez was already pouring generous glasses, his weather-beaten face ruddy in the galley's warm light. "Nothing better after a long day on your feet."

The small space quickly filled with our group, everyone talking over each other about the day's adventures. The close quarters and shared wine created an intimacy that pushed back against the vast wilderness outside. Even Jennifer seemed more relaxed, though she had given the water's edge a wide berth during our coastal walk.

"Those elephant seals we saw today," Marcus said, accepting a glass of whiskey from the captain. "Magnificent creatures. Did you see the size of that bull? Must have been over three thousand kilos."

Sarah nudged me, passing a plate of cheese. "Better than watching Netflix and crying over Michael's Instagram, right?"

I had to admit she was right. Here, surrounded by lamplight and laughter, with the day's exercise settling into my bones and wine warming my blood, my broken engagement felt like it belonged to another life.

"You think those elephant seals were impressive?" Captain Rodriguez leaned forward, eyes twinkling. "Let me tell you about the time I saw something straight out of your worst nightmares.”

The captain settled back in his chair, the gesture of a man who knew he had captured his audience. Steam rose from the fresh coffee Marcus had just poured him, mixing with the whiskey's aroma. Outside the portholes, darkness pressed close, making our little circle of lamplight feel even more intimate.

"It was a night much like this, almost twenty years ago. Different boat, but these same waters." He took a slow sip of his spiked coffee. "The glacier was calving - you know, when huge chunks break off? The sound can carry for miles. Like artillery fire. We were anchored about where we are now, watching the show."

His voice dropped lower, making us lean in. "The water was clear that night, the moon full. I was watching the ice when I saw something move beneath the surface. At first, I thought it was a seal, but..." He shook his head. "The upper half... it looked almost human. Just for a moment, mind you, before it dove deeper. The lower half was something like a seal's flipper, but bigger than any seal I've ever seen. By the time I called my first mate over, it was gone."

"What do you think it was?" Jennifer asked, her earlier reserve melting under the influence of wine and storytelling.

"In thirty years of sailing these waters, I've seen many strange things." The captain gestured toward the darkness beyond the portholes. "The old tribes that lived here, they had stories about creatures in the deep fjords. Things that were neither seal nor human, that would lure--" He caught himself, glancing at Jennifer, perhaps remembering her reaction to yesterday's violence. "But those are tales for another night."

Marcus jumped in with a lighter story about a particularly determined penguin, and the conversation shifted to safer waters. But the captain's unfinished tale lingered in my mind, mixing with the wine to create strange possibilities. I found myself thinking of the leopard seal's eyes yesterday - that unsettling intelligence, that moment of connection.

Two glasses later, the galley had grown almost uncomfortably warm. Sarah was deep in conversation with one of the other tourists, something about camera equipment. The captain and Marcus had moved on to comparing their favorite ports across South America. The wine had left me pleasantly fuzzy, but restless.

"I need some air," I announced, though no one seemed to notice except Sarah, who gave me a distracted nod.

The night air hit me like a shock after the galley's warmth. The ship's gentle movement felt almost dreamlike. Above, stars scattered across the sky like diamonds on black velvet, more than I had ever seen. The moon had risen, full and bright, casting everything in silvery light.

I made my way to the stern, where the glacier loomed like a ghost in the darkness. The ice had turned ethereal in the moonlight, ancient and otherworldly. Below, the water was so dark it seemed solid enough to walk on. The wine made everything feel slightly unreal, as if I were watching myself from a distance.

That is when I heard the splash.

At first, I thought it was ice falling from the glacier - a common enough sound out here. But there was something deliberate about the ripples spreading across the moonlit surface. Something that made my skin prickle despite the wine's warmth.

I leaned forward, gripping the railing as I peered into the darkness below. The water seemed to absorb the moonlight rather than reflect it, creating depths that could hide anything. Movement caught my eye - just a shadow, a suggestion of something large passing beneath the surface.

My heart began to beat faster. I should go back inside. Should rejoin the warmth and laughter of the galley. But I remained frozen, watching the water with a mixture of fear and fascination.

The creature surfaced silently right beside the ship, close enough that I could have reached down and touched it. In the moonlight, its upper body could almost pass for human - broad shoulders, powerful arms. But the similarity ended there. Its skin was mottled, moon pale blended with large splotches of darkness.

I caught a glimpse of dark eyes, intelligent and cunning. Before I could process what I was seeing, it surged upward. Long, impossibly strong arms wrapped around my waist, and I had no time to scream. One moment I was at the railing, the next I was airborne, pulled toward the sea.

The water hit like a thousand knives, driving the breath from my lungs. Through the icy shock, I felt a solid body against mine. Strong hands gripped me tighter, pulling me deeper into the black water.

Water rushed past me, pulling at my clothes as the creature dragged me through the darkness. Its grip was iron-strong around my waist, its body curved against my back as we cut through the water. The speed was incredible - like being pulled behind a motorboat, but smoother, deeper.

My lungs screamed for air. The rush of water filled my ears, drowning out everything except my thundering heartbeat. Just when I felt myself fading, the creature's muscles bunched against me, and we shot upward.

We exploded through the surface, and I greedily sucked in lungfuls of air. The creature's long, sinewy fingers clamped around my jaw, keeping my head steady above the waves. Its skin was searing hot, a stark contrast to the icy water that enveloped us. I shivered.

When my vision cleared, I realized we were nestled in a secluded cove. The silvery moonlight illuminated the steep, dark rock walls that loomed around us on three sides. I felt the light prick of claws, as the creature adjusted its hold on me, and we were suddenly face to face.

My eyes roamed over the inhuman features. From what I could see, it was entirely hairless, its skin carrying a pattern similar to a leopard seal’s. The shape of its face was nearly human but with a slightly protruding nose and mouth. Between a pair of plump dark lips, I saw a flash of sharp teeth as it licked its lips.

It studied me, head tilted. Its free hand came up, clammy fingertips brushing over my cheekbone. The touch was careful, controlled - a predator aware of its own strength.

I should have been screaming. Should have been thrashing to get away. Instead, I stared back, caught in its dark gaze, aware of every point where our bodies touched in the icy water. I was not a small woman, but the creature was easily twice my size. Its torso nearly the full length of my body.

Down by my feet, I felt the hint of movement. The creature’s flipper keeping us afloat. The long fingers released my jaw to grip the back of my neck, pulling me forward until our bodies were flush. I was not sure what to do with my hands. Whatever the creature intended, it did not seem to want to cause me immediate harm.

I gingerly rested my hands against its flanks. The creature moved through the water again, keeping my head above the surface. A few seconds later, I felt the drag of rocks against the heels of my shoes. The creature surged forward, dragging us both onto the beach with one arm and its powerful flipper. Water streamed from my clothes as I lay there, my entire body shivering from the cold.

I slowly pushed myself upright. In the moonlight, I could finally see all of it. Its upper body was broad with wide shoulders and thick, defined muscles rippling beneath a coat of soft, sleek fur. From the waist down, its body transitioned into a seal flipper, with a smooth, streamlined shape. Its body stretched down into the water, massive and powerful.

The frigid air hit my wet clothes, making me shiver violently. The creature pulled itself closer, that furnace-like heat radiating from its body. When it reached out, my eyes followed the movements of its hand. Long fingers, twice the length and width of mine, found the hem of my sweater.

I should have felt terror. The creature was inhuman and dangerous. It could easily kill me. I should have screamed and fled up the beach. Instead, I nodded.
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Chapter Three

The creature’s hands were so hot, I hissed when they touched the chilled skin of my belly. I gasped, arching my back involuntarily, as long fingers reached my bra and traced the fabric. The creature cocked its head. If it were less terrifying, the movement would have been cute.

I slowly reached behind myself to unhook my bra and lifted my sweater over my head. The creature propped itself up on its elbow to look me over. The cold made my nipples hard little peaks and covered my brown skin with goosebumps. Those long fingers reached out to gently grasp one of my nipples, and the sensation went straight to my pussy.

I gasped, eyes wide. The creature smiled, revealing two rows of shark-like teeth. It leaned over me to fasten its lips around my other nipple. Even with the horrifying teeth so close to my delicate skin, I could not hold back a moan. It sucked hard before a slick, burning-hot tongue rasped over my sensitive skin.

I was being loud, I could hear myself, but there was nothing I could do to stop it. My nipples had always been sensitive, and the creature was licking, sucking, and fondling them like no one ever had before. I had no defense against it.

I squirmed against the creature’s large body, pressing my thighs together. The creature seemed to sense my growing arousal and released my nipple with a light graze of teeth. Its black eyes moved over me, taking in my heaving chest, swollen nipples, and sweaty face. It licked its lips.

Its hot breath fanned across my chest, making me shiver and squirm. One of its huge hands skimmed down my body to cup my pussy through my pants. It bared its teeth at the whimper I could not hold back.

Was I going to do this? I had not been with anyone but Michael in five years. Now, I was considering letting a monster fuck me. I reached down to unfasten my pants. If I survived the encounter, I guess I could consider myself over my ex.

With shaky hands, I pushed my pants and panties down over my hips, my eyes locked with the creature's. Its inhuman gaze burned into me, dark and predatory. When I toed off my shoes and kicked the last of my clothes aside, the creature reared up to look me over.

Its gaze fastened on the apex of my thighs. It reached out to run its fingers over my pubic mound, seemingly fascinated by the tight curls. Its claws tickled as they slid down to lightly stroke my dewy folds. A deep, guttural sound came from the creature’s chest, almost a purr.

I spread my legs to give it more space to explore. Those sharp claws teased between my slick folds and tapped my clit before retreating. I watched with wide eyes and the creature sucked its wet fingers into its mouth to taste me. It growled.

I had no chance to do anything before it grabbed me and buried its face between my thighs. Its tongue was wide and flat, easily licking the full length of my slit over and over. Huge palms cupped my ass, as thick thumbs parted my folds. The tip of the creature’s tongue found my entrance and I arched, crying out as it forced its way inside.

My pussy clenched on the slick muscle as it slid deep before retreating. A terrifying growl rumbled in the creature’s chest, and it plunged its tongue back inside me. Again and again, spreading me wide each time, adding thick saliva to the wetness of my arousal. I clawed at the sand beneath me, as the pleasure built.

I gasped a plea, and the creature’s lips settled on my clit and sucked. I arched, hips jerking as the pleasure crashed over me. My sharp scream was cut off by the huge hand that covered my mouth. I shook through my orgasm, moaning loudly against the creature’s palm.

I was still coming down when the world flipped and I found myself straddling the creature’s waist. The hand left my face, one finger tapping against my lips in the universal sign for quiet. I blinked and looked around. The beach and nearby water looked deserted, but I nodded.

With the creature between my thighs, my toes barely touched the sand. Every shift of its body rubbed my oversensitive clit against the velvety softness of its fur. I pressed my palms to the hard muscle of its belly and rocked my hips. Long clawed fingers trailed up my thighs to grip my waist, stilling my movements, and I whined.

Between one moment at the next, something burning hot and slick poked at my entrance. I stilled. Unable to see what it was, I could only feel the heat and the wetness coating my folds. Instinctively, I clenched around nothing. The creature growled again, low and dangerous.

It, or rather he, flexed his hips, and his cock began to stretch me open. I bit my lower lip, trying to stifle a moan as he continued to push and my body struggled to open wide enough. I was soaking wet, but it felt like he was trying to fit a fist inside me. I shuddered and started to move away.

The creature growled, all of his teeth on display, and his hands grabbed me. One on my waist, the fingers long enough to almost touch, and the other wrapping around my throat. I whined as he jerked me downward at the same time his body rolled. The bulbous tip of his cock popped inside me and I cried out.

The sound was choked off halfway through by his tight grip. The bulge slid deeper, rubbing against my walls. It stopped after a moment, just past my g-spot and I shuddered. I could handle that. I was achingly stretched but in no danger of him hitting the end of my channel.

Then my eyes met his and he smiled. My heart lurched, as more hot flesh slid out of his body, the shaft widening again. I writhed on top of him, trying desperately to escape the relentless stretching of my body. I whimpered, twisting my head to avoid his gaze. The creature only tightened his grip around my neck, holding me in place as he continued to force himself inside me.

It was too much. My pussy felt stretched to capacity. Any more and I would break. Just as I thought it, he stopped. I sobbed, and the creature purred at the sound.

He gave me a moment to stop shaking before he rolled us over. Even with most of his weight on his arms, he was impossibly heavy. There was no escape from the heat of his body and the aching fullness of his cock. He shifted and slid deeper.

I wailed. Most of the sound was caught by his hand. My thighs shook on either side of his thick waist, toes curling as he began to roll his body. He leaned over me enough to run his hot tongue up the side of my throat and nip my jaw. He went deep and hard, and I screamed into the hand that muffled my cries.

It hurt, but I was not sure if I wanted him to stop. Below the pain, I could already feel a deep pleasure building. I had never liked pain with my pleasure, but I was so turned on I could barely breathe. I reached up to tug on the creature’s hand that covered my mouth.

He snapped his teeth inches from my nose. I jerked back against the sand. His narrowed eyes stayed on mine, as he moved faster. The wet, sloppy sounds of my pussy filled the small beach. I had no choice but to struggle to draw breath through my nose, but it was not enough.

I felt light-headed. It only added to my arousal. The deep, pounding thrusts pushed me toward an orgasm, and I squeezed my eyes closed. My eyes burned with tears as the pleasure built and built. I could feel the edge. So close, but I could not get over it.

I sobbed in need, writhing as much as I could under the creature’s bulk. He seemed to sense my distress and adjusted his angle slightly. The thick bulge in his cock insistently slid back and forth over my g-spot and I went tense. Pleasure, deep and pulsing, swept over me.

I arched, screaming, as the bone-melting ecstasy. The creature rumbled and moved faster. Another wave crashed over me, so strong I dug my nails into the creature’s back to keep him in place. It was like nothing I had ever felt before.

My entire body was shaking and still I moaned for more. The creature purred, his relentless thrusting drawing out my climax until I was a sobbing mess beneath him. By the time I felt his come spill deep inside me, I was boneless. I moaned weakly when he shifted, heaving his weight to the side and dragging his monstrous cock out of me.

Every inch of me ached and my insides felt bruised, but I had never come so hard in my life. As the sweat dried on my skin, I felt the cold again. I shivered and rolled closer to the heat of his large body. A long, clawed finger trailed over my hip.

I needed to get back before I was missed. I looked up at the moon. It had moved a quarter of the way across the sky. How many hours was that? I was still contemplating, when the creature reached over to pick up my pile of clothes and drop them in my lap.

Getting back into them was like embracing ice and my teeth started chattering before I was done. The creature watched me dress, his dark eyes unreadable now. When I finished, he pulled me back into the water in one smooth motion. The cold shocked a gasp from my lungs, but his body curled around mine again, sharing its heat.

The ship appeared ahead, looking exactly as we had left it. Music and laughter still drifted from the galley - the party had continued, no one aware I'd been gone. I smiled humorlessly. Good thing I had not fallen overboard.

The creature brought us alongside the hull where a ladder hung down to the water. As I climbed, his hands lingered on my waist. When I reached the deck, I was shaking again. Without the heat of his body, it was freezing. I turned to look over the railing, but he had already slipped beneath the surface, leaving only ripples in the black water.

Had that just happened? I had gone insane. That was the only explanation. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. So many things could have gone wrong.

The creature could have killed me. Eaten me. I giggled to myself, a little hysterical. After a few minutes to calm myself, I ducked into the galley. A few people waved vaguely in my direction, but none of them were in any shape to notice my appearance.

I hurried to my cabin and shed my wet clothes, quickly climbing into the tiny shower. Soaping up a rag, I looked down at myself and gasped. My nipples looked like they had been gnawed on. Shallow scratches covered my breasts, hips, and thighs, vivid red on my brown skin. And something pearlescent blue was sliding down my thighs.

I leaned against the shower stall and laughed, feeling oddly light. It was probably not the way Sarah intended for me to get over my ex, but it had certainly worked. I was already mentally calculating how to come back next month.




Thank you for reading! :) If you enjoyed the story, I would love a review. If you would like to buy the entire Dark Season Collection, it is available here. And consider joining me over on Facebook or my Mailing List.
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