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The mountains shrink a man down to size.

Pine-heavy air fills the lungs but leaves the chest hollow. The cabin creaks under the hush of dusk, shadows stretching long across the floor like fingers reaching for something they’ll never catch. I brought Sasha here hoping the quiet would fix us. Instead, the distance between us only widened with the altitude.

Three years of marriage, and I’d never felt further from her than when she stood at the window, her gaze pinned to the tree line like something out there had called her by name.

I watch her from the doorway. Her dark hair falls in loose waves, catching the last amber light of the sun. She’s beautiful in a way that hurts—like the ache of pressing on a bruise just to feel it again.

“We could try tonight,” I say quietly. “Just us.”

She turns. There’s a hollowness in her eyes that makes my throat tighten. “I’m tired of trying, Michael.”

The words land with quiet violence. Truth finally spoken, too late to soften.

She needs something I don’t know how to give—dominance, surrender, the freedom to be overwhelmed. I’ve seen it in the way she arches under me with her eyes closed, somewhere else entirely. Chasing a hunger I’ve never been able to satisfy. A hunger for someone rougher. Wilder.

The knock on the door comes just as twilight swallows the last of the light.

He stands there like he owns the mountain. Tall—taller than me by half a head—with a presence that fills the threshold. His eyes gleam gold under the porch light. Elias. Alpha of the local shifter pack. We didn’t realize the land belonged to them when we rented the cabin. But that doesn’t matter now.

“May I come in?” His voice is equal parts gravel and silk.
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