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As the snowstorm raged on, Silvya trudged through the thick blanket of snow, her wings weighed down by the icy crystals that clung to them. The swirling winds howled around her, biting at her skin and freezing her to the core. She knew she had to find shelter soon before it was too late. Just as despair began to creep into her heart, a faint glow caught her eye in the distance. With renewed hope, she followed the light through the blinding storm, her determination guiding her through the cold night. Finally, she arrived at a small cottage nestled among the frosted trees, its warm hearth flickering invitingly through the windowpanes. Silvya hurried towards the door, relief flooding her as she realized she had found a safe haven in this icy wilderness. She knocked softly, praying for whoever lived inside to have a kind heart and offer her sanctuary from the storm.

To her surprise, the door creaked open slowly to reveal a towering figure silhouetted against the fire's glow. The Snow Beast stood before her, its massive form covered in a coat of shimmering frost, its eyes gleaming with a curious light. Silvya's heart raced in fear, unsure of what to expect from this mythical creature known to roam these snow-covered lands.

But instead of roaring or baring its teeth, the Snow Beast tilted its head, studying her with a gentle gaze. A deep rumble emanated from its chest as it spoke in a voice like the whisper of a winter breeze, "Little fae, what brings you to my doorstep on this treacherous night?"

Silvya took a step back, her wings quivering with both cold and awe at the sight before her. Summoning her courage, she replied, "I am Silvya, stranded in this storm and seeking shelter. Please, kind Snow Beast, may I rest here for the night and warm myself by your fire?" The Snow Beast's eyes softened even further at her words, and it stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter the cozy cottage. Silvya hesitated for a moment, still unsure of this creature's intentions, but the warmth emanating from inside was too tempting to resist. As she crossed the threshold, the Snow Beast closed the door behind her with a gentle thud.

The interior of the cottage was nothing like Silvya had expected. The walls were adorned with intricate ice carvings that glistened in the firelight, casting a mesmerizing display of shadows around the room. A pot bubbled merrily over the flames, filling the air with a comforting aroma of herbs and spices. Silvya turned to thank the Snow Beast for its hospitality but found herself speechless at the sight of the Snow Beast without the intimidating frost covering its features. The creature stood tall and imposing, with muscles rippling beneath its frost-coated skin. His face was rugged yet handsome, framed by icicles that clung to his hair, and his eyes were a piercing bright blue that seemed to hold the essence of the winter sky itself. Silvya felt a strange warmth spread through her despite the cold that still lingered in her bones. 

The Snow Beast inclined his head slightly, a small smile playing on his lips as he gestured to a seat by the fire. "Please, make yourself comfortable," he rumbled in that soft voice that belied his massive form. Silvya sank gratefully onto the chair, reveling in the heat that seeped into her frozen limbs. As she thawed by the fire, she stole glances at her host, finding herself inexplicably drawn to him. There was a sense of calm and safety in his presence, a stark contrast to the fierce reputation that had preceded him in the fae tales she had heard as a child. The Snow Beast moved with a grace that belied his size, tending to the bubbling pot on the hearth with practiced ease. Silvya watched him in silent fascination, her curiosity piqued by the mystery of this enigmatic creature who had shown her such unexpected kindness.

After a moment of comfortable silence, the Snow Beast turned to her, his piercing gaze meeting hers. "You must be hungry after your journey through the storm," he said, his voice gentle yet carrying an underlying strength that made Silvya shiver in a different way. "I have stew simmering that should warm you from the inside out."

Silvya nodded gratefully, accepting the bowl he offered her with hands that still trembled slightly from the cold. The first spoonful was like a taste of comfort itself, warming her from the inside out. The Snow Beast watched her with a soft expression, his eyes reflecting a glimmer of something that Silvya couldn't quite decipher. As she ate, the tension that had gripped her since she had stumbled upon this mysterious cottage began to melt away, replaced by a sense of peace that she rarely felt in the harsh world she inhabited.

After finishing her meal, Silvya found herself drawn to the Snow Beast, compelled to learn more about him and why he had shown her such unexpected kindness. With a hesitant voice, she spoke up, "Thank you for your generosity and for taking me in on this stormy night. But may I ask...what brings you to these lands? And why did you open your door to me, a stranger in need?"

The Snow Beast regarded her for a moment, his gaze searching hers as if weighing his words carefully. Finally, he spoke in a voice that held a tinge of sorrow, "I am bound to these lands by a curse that has plagued me for centuries. Long ago, I was a prince of a distant kingdom, beloved by my people and feared by our enemies. But in my arrogance and thirst for power, I made a deal with a dark entity that promised me eternal dominion over these icy lands in exchange for my humanity." Silvya listened with rapt attention, her heart aching for the being before her who had sacrificed so much for power. The Snow Beast continued, his voice heavy with regret, "The curse transformed me into this form you see now, trapping me in a cycle of solitude and bitter winter. Few have ventured into these lands, and even fewer have shown me kindness as you have tonight."

Silvya reached out a hand to touch his frost-kissed skin, her touch light and warm against the cold that encased him. "You may bear the curse of winter, but I see warmth in your eyes and kindness in your heart," she said, her words imbued with sincerity that echoed through the cozy cottage. The Snow Beast's gaze softened at her touch, a flicker of something akin to hope dancing in his piercing blue eyes. Silvya felt a connection forming between them, a bond that transcended the icy curse that had ensnared him for so long. There was a raw vulnerability in his expression, a silent plea for understanding and acceptance that tugged at her own heartstrings.

As they sat by the fire, Silvya felt drawn to the Snow Beast, her curiosity mixing with the warmth that emanated from him. She couldn't help but reach out and gently touch his hand, marveling at the contrast between her soft skin and his frost-covered exterior. The Snow Beast looked at her with surprise, but then a slow smile spread across his face, causing Silvya's heart to flutter.

"Your kindness touches me deeply, Silvya," he said softly, leaning in closer to her. "I have not felt such warmth in ages."

Unsure of what to do, Silvya held her breath as the Snow Beast tenderly brushed a strand of hair away from her face. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, but this time it wasn't from the cold. She closed her eyes and leaned into his touch, allowing herself to feel the intimacy of the moment.

Their lips met in a gentle kiss, a mingling of warmth and frost that sent sparks flying between them. Silvya felt a surge of emotions she had never experienced before, a mix of desire, compassion, and understanding that seemed to transcend the curse that bound the Snow Beast. His arms enveloped her in a strong yet gentle embrace, pulling her closer as if afraid she would disappear like a fleeting dream.

The fire crackled merrily beside them, casting flickering shadows on the walls that seemed to dance in time with the beating of their hearts. Silvya's fingertips traced the contours of the Snow Beast's face, marveling at the roughness of his icy skin and the underlying warmth that pulsed beneath. In that moment, there were no curses or barriers between them, only two souls connecting in a way that defied logic and reason.

As they deepened their kiss, the world outside faded into obscurity, leaving only the two of them and the unspoken bond that grew stronger with each passing moment. The creature’s fingers found her breast, gently probing and then slowly drawing it into his mouth. Silvya gasped






























d2d_images/cover.jpg
K.C.HENSLEY - -

STRANDED WITH THE

Snow Beast






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





