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Playlist








Hurricane - I Prevail


Limits - Bad Omens


Like A Villain - Bad Omens


Emergence - Sleep Token


Gethsemane - Sleep Token


W. D. Y. W. F. M? - The Neighborhood


Ultraviolence - Lana Del Rey


She's My Collar (feat. Kali Uchis) - Gorillaz, Kali Uchis


Stop The World I Wanna Get Off - Arctic Monkeys


Pretty When You Cry - Lana Del Rey
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Content warning





Please be mindful of the fact this novella is a short, quick read that's light on plot and heavy on smut.
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Stalking Somnophilia


Consensual Non-Consent/Dubious Consent


Primal Play


Body Modification


Ice Play


Breeding


Spitting


BDSM


Bondage


(Very) Graphic Sexual Descriptions
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Dedication











To the girls who waited patiently for their favorite guardian to grow up so he could finally put them in their place and call them a good girl.
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One





Creaking wood always made me uncomfortable. 

Like something out of a horror movie—female lead locked up in a cabin in the woods, no sign of civilization or human contact for miles on end, with nothing but her books and the crackling flames to keep her company.

Precisely like me.

Should I be scared? Probably. Or, maybe this is just the effect all those aesthetic horror films have had on me.

Creak. I jump in my seat.

Definitely the effect those films have had on me. 

I'm not sure why I watch them when I'm alone. Perhaps it's the thrill of what would happen if I ran… Or what would happen if I was caught.

Would I be the captor's next victim? Or would my darkest, most concealed fantasies play out?

My fingers grip my dark romance book tighter, thighs clenching at the image of the primal chase scene I’m reading about.

Only, in my mind, it's me running. 

Me being stalked.

Me being pushed to the ground, forced to take everything my captor had to offer. 

The blood in my veins runs hotter as an idea forms in my head; my hand fumbles blindly for my phone and earbuds on the coffee table. 

My audio book blares to life within moments, like a new log added to a dying fire, sending a chilling thrill down my spine as muscle memory takes over. 

I know the chapter, the exact scene, down to the second. The narrator's voice washes over me—slow, dangerous—whispering praise in my ear, calling me a good girl for following his instructions.

I've done this a hundred times.

On those lonely nights when I was needy, weeping, and my hand was simply not enough. When I ached for something—or someone—more. When I craved to be chased, hunted, claimed, and owned.

My hand begins its descent, the pace tantalizingly slow, when a kiss of ice-cold… nothing stills my hand.

What. The. Fuck.

My eyes fly open just as swiftly as the door, the howling wind bringing a flurry of snow into the once-toasty family room.

All hint of desire is forgotten as I rush out of my armchair to close the door. Weird—I was sure I’d locked it. Once the latch clicks successfully into place, my phone chimes with an alert of a new text.

Trembling, I return to my warm seat with a frown, an eerie feeling settling in my stomach. I shake it off, fixing my fuzzy pajamas back into place and checking my phone.


Dad


Hey, buttercup. You make it to the cabin okay?





Me


Yeah, just a couple hours ago. You guys getting here soon? It's freezing.





Dad


About that…




We didn't leave on time and almost got caught in the storm. We're going to stay at a hotel your mom found a few miles away until it passes.




Me


Are you serious?! So I'll just be stuck up here on my own?





Dad


I'm sorry, kiddo.




I put my phone down with a frustrated sigh.

This creepy fucking cabin has been in my family for decades—a wedding gift to my parents by theirs. We've come up here every year for as long as I can remember, and the weather is always terrible. They knew a blizzard was coming, but did they listen to me when I suggested they leave a bit earlier?

Evidently, no.

This is what you get for living alone, Viviane, I thought with a grimace.

I only moved out of our family home a few months ago—admittedly a bit late, considering I'm in my early twenties and most of my peers flocked away as soon as we were done with high school. I stayed. Posed it as a gap year, until one year turned to two.

And now, for the first time, I was going to experience that “coming home” feeling everyone spoke of, but I'm left alone.

Oh, joy.

Another chill strokes my skin, and I gasp. My eyes flit around the room—door locked, windows shut, nobody here.

I could have sworn this almost felt like snow.

Still panting, I keep checking every corner of the open space—from the fireplace to the worn plaid couches, to the vintage kitchen right behind me, and back again. A small breath of relief leaves me when my search comes up empty, only for me to suck it back in.

There. In the glass patio doors, leading to the frozen-over lake behind the cabin.

Is that… a figure?

Adrenaline floods my veins, surging through me in a white-hot burst and burning across my skin before collapsing into an icy shiver.

Gone just as soon as I noticed it, but I keep staring at the landscape. Searching. Waiting. It feels as though my mind is playing tricks on me—making up a scenario from one of my books or movies. I force my gaze back to the fireplace in front of me.

There's no one up here. I'm snowed in.

With a quick sniffle and a small wiggle of my shoulders, I ignore the shiver of cold stroking my skin despite the blazing flames. Must be a draft. I pick up my book, tracing my fingers over the foiled letters on the cover, attempting to soothe myself. The smooth feeling is familiar, comforting, and I dive back into the story.

Or, I try to.

Minutes later, I'm still stuck on the same page. My eyes have been scanning a single paragraph like a broken camera, reading words but catching no meaning as my mind travels everywhere all at once. Restlessness hums beneath my skin, pulling my attention back to the patio—to what I thought I saw.

I swallow heavily. The weight of the unknown is suddenly too delicious for me to ignore any longer. Steeling my spine, I toss my book down and head straight to the rack of clothes. Seconds later, I've slid on my snow boots and slipped into my jacket, ready to face whatever surprise awaits me.

Step by step, I inch closer to the patio doors, reaching out a trembling hand to slide them open. One glance to the left. Another to the right. Nothing.

 It suddenly makes complete sense to me why the protagonists in horror movies explore whenever something feels wrong. It's something so simple and mundane, it's curiosity, and yet its pull is magnetic—holding onto me until all rational thought is erased.

My only hope now—despite the oxymoron of this situation—is that the storm has truly left me here alone.

Not something I'd usually consider positive, but here I am.

The snow crunches under the weight of my boots—or my thoughts, I can’t be sure—and keeps me literally grounded. Fear is pointless now. The sound of my steps is loud—anyone else would be revealed within seconds.

Finally, I slow to a stop right where I saw the figure, but only the bench is visible now. My parents’ favorite place.

With a small look around me, I can understand why.

The afternoon sun catches on the snow with an almost magical sparkle—a true winter wonderland. Each ray kisses every flake, making them shine like microscopic rainbows. And the main attraction… the icy lake coming alive under the light, its blue hues enchanting the day itself.

I sigh, a soft smile pulling at my lips as I picture my parents huddling close every evening to watch the sunset.

I take in the sight for a couple more seconds, resigning to the fact I'm probably going mad with a shake of my head.

Seeing figures. What's next? Imagining a man by my bed?

A self-deprecating laugh leaves my throat. Curiosity officially sated, I turn back around and head inside, crashing from the adrenaline rush.

Looks like a hot shower and an early night for me.
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Two





Wonder is a mysterious thing. 

My sense of marvel, curiosity, and fun is what got me killed in the first place—on a cold winter morning, I drowned in a frozen lake—only for it to leave me stranded, billowing my way through the world like a draft of wind. Empty and pointless.

It's been over four centuries since I was reborn as a spirit under the Moon’s glow. Since I gained control over nature's most beautiful force of ruin and creation. And yet, I have never seen anything as captivating as her.

Hair the color of coal falling in waves down her back with every step. Skin as pale as a snowflake, decorated with pink from my cold’s bite. Eyes of ice, taking in her surroundings as she searches and searches to no avail. Curves of sin protruding over her dark leggings and through her knit sweater, begging for my palms on them.

She is… a wonder to behold.

A single wisp of my invisible touch earlier, and she was gasping. One little glimpse of the cold, and she abandoned the book she’d been so lost in with purpose written on her stunning features.

After centuries, something close to my previous sense of marvel lights in my soul—thawing the cold bit by bit.

A soul of ash, a survival of woe and destruction, existing merely for the purpose. For the endless search of… nothing.

A soul as dark as the night, morbid as the winter, consuming as a storm.

A soul that came alive when she stepped outside to look for me.

And now? Oh, now she's mine for the taking.

"Let's play, Snowflake.”

Tension radiates through my body at the game we're soon to be taking part in, shoulders locking, muscles winding as my new toy glances in my direction.

Did she hear me?

The thought has something warm and thrilling run through my blood, flooding my senses with a feeling I have forgotten the name of. I think it's… excitement?

Yes. That's it.

I hope she heard me. I hope she notices me. She looks like a good runner, with those thick, strong legs. My mouth salivates, a different feeling altogether, making my ice-cold body heat up.

No, I think. Not yet. She needs to feel me before she sees me. To need me. To gasp for me. I have to prepare her for my arrival.

With a swift flick of a finger, my body morphs—cells rearranging, flesh being erased—until my entire existence is the very thing that defines me forevermore.

Snow.

This is the first time I'm actually finding a use for this skill my passing into a spirit offered me. The logistics behind it have always been too difficult for me to fully comprehend, but I must admit being able to see her up close—even in this form—has specific benefits.

Like watching my Snowflake’s every move, completely undetectable.

My gaze remains glued on her shape as she moves through the house, muttering something nonsensical, seemingly as lost as I feel, and something in me rejoices at knowing that.

Like her soul recognizes mine.

Her movements are unhurried as she enters her bedroom and sheds her clothes—first her sweater, then her leggings—only to don a long-sleeved night shirt, once again concealing her milky-white skin.

It was barely a glimpse, but sufficient to make me ache. No matter. There will come a time when she learns no amount of layering can keep me from her.

This newfound obsession is unlike anything I have ever known. Years of my previously joyous heart have been erased, leaving nothing but all I am in its wake—cold, ice, darkness.

The trifecta now known as Jack Frost.

My little Snowflake busies herself with seemingly aimless business, crossing from one corner of her bedroom to the other, gathering scattered items, and haphazardly leaving them in a different spot. There is something mesmerizing in the way she moves, the way she breathes. The way she exists.

Trying with everything she has to shake the feel of me. Of my eyes piercing her. Of my presence, my freezing cold.

It's pointless to hide how much I need her to feel it—to crave the searing kiss of my frost.

And my glee is palpable when I notice she dances just at the edge of my reach—not too far, yet not quite brave enough to let my icy grip take hold.

That's okay, I think. I have time.

Of course, that doesn't make it any easier for me. When she heads to the bathroom, the restraint required for me not to skurry along behind her rivals that of an addict.

I, Jack Frost, who patiently waits nine months each year for the world to fall back at my feet and under my influence.

And all it takes is a glance at her naked thighs for me to almost lose all semblance of control.

Over her.

She's gone for seconds. Minutes. A lifetime. And all the while, I inch closer to the door—almost like something is pulling me towards her. As if she were my true North, and I am nothing if not hers.

Just when I'm close to abandoning all logic, the bathroom door opens, revealing a very flustered, very sexy woman.

My gaze burns a path up her bare legs, only stopping at the hem of her long-sleeved dark red shirt. It fits loosely, hiding those sensual curves from my sight. She's so close I can almost touch her, taste her in the air, and when she takes another step in my direction, my entire being reaches out to her.

It's uncomfortable. Wrong. So why does it feel so right?

My perusal makes the room temperature drop, and her nipples harden into twin peaks, her head lulling back with a husky moan from her sinful little mouth.

We're at a standstill now.

Her, panting for me. Me, waiting for her. Frozen in time, suspended in this moment, with nothing but a few inches between us.

I am seconds away from returning to my body, but I pull back. Barely.

I need to draw this out—to make her beg for my touch, for me. For that, I must deprive myself of her, if only for the sake of the game. There is little in this life—or the next—as sweet as witnessing this beautiful human begging on her knees while she chokes on my cock will be.
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