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Cold. That was the first thought that came to Danielle’s mind as she slowly drifted back to consciousness. Where was she?

Slowly, she pushed herself up onto her elbows, brushing dark curls from her eyes to look around her. Snow. She was laying on her stomach in the snow. That and the too-tight red ski suit she wore made the memories come flooding back to her mind. She’d driven to the ski lodge with her friends Erica and Michelle. Dani had overslept, and been in a hurry, so she’d had to borrow outdoor gear from her friends. Unfortunately, neither of them were gifted with the kind of breasts Dani had, and the suit was an almost painfully tight fit. The zipper barely contained her cleavage. The guys working at the ski lodge sure hadn’t minded the view, though.

Dani would have worried about her friends, but she remembered where they’d parted ways—she had been flying down the slopes, thrilled by the adrenalin, and swerved off to a much higher jump than either of them were willing to take. For a few glorious moments it had been as close to flying as she would ever get, and then there was only snow and silence.

And now here she was, alone. Her blue ski goggles were laying in the snow nearby. She sat up carefully, assessing that she wasn’t hurt. The snow must have cushioned her fall.

“Damn,” Dani sighed to herself, unbuckling the skis from her boots one by one. Climbing to her feet and starting to dust herself off, she was grateful for her fur-cuffed gloves and the boots. She had no idea how long she had been unconscious, but the cold hadn’t hurt her during that time. The sky had that grayish tinge it got toward sundown on a really snowy day, and a crisp wintery smell to it. Tiny flakes were starting to drift down. 

Erica and Michelle must be worried sick about her if she had been missing until dusk. It couldn’t be helped—cell reception wasn’t a thing up here in the mountains, and none of them had brought their phones along since they had known it, too. The jump had been one big arc, though, a straight line. Dani would find her way back, she was sure of it.

A gust of wind blew up, and she shivered, rubbing at her arms. The ski suit covered all the way to her ankles and wrists, and she still had her boots and gloves, but it wasn’t going to be enough to keep her warm in any blizzards. Especially not at night, when the temperatures plummeted. She couldn’t be that far from the trail, but it wasn’t worth the risk. She’d find a place to hunker down for the night, she decided, and climb her way back to the lodge in the morning. 

That meant spending the night with her boobs in this damned tight suit, though, didn’t it?

“Shit,” Dani grumbled, risking a little heat loss to unzip the front of the suit down to below her chest. Just for a few minutes, then she would cinch back in. As her full breasts immediately spilled over and out of the suit, she ran her hands over the thin cotton of her bra and massaged herself, groaning softly. Jesus, she needed to bring her own suit next time—wearing this one this long actually hurt. 

The wind washed over her again, and she shivered as the icy touch slipped down her shirt. Very reluctantly, she got started on squeezing her cleavage back into the suit enough to zip it up. Another breeze whispered off to one side, and she nearly shivered out of reflex before realizing that it hadn’t been cold. 

The air had felt WARM.

Instinct said to freeze in place, but Dani played it casual, continuing to adjust her chest and glancing in that direction with just her eyes. 

The ‘breeze’ came again, and this time she saw it puff in the chill evening air—breath, something breathing. Something so close she could feel it. 

The creature blended into the white snowy landscape so well that Dani barely saw it at first. The puffs of breath helped her find the nose, though, and the big soft-looking pale mouth beneath it. The face was ape-like, yet hauntingly close to human, with intelligent pale eyes that watched her hands closely. Its body was covered in thick white fur, and even though it was hunched down low behind a couple of trees far too thin to conceal it, Dani could tell that the creature was huge. 

The abominable creature. 

Dani knew that the yeti wasn’t real, but it was hard to deny what was sitting right there, staring at her like some perverted peeping tom. 

Giving up on her zipper, Dani took a big step backward away from the creature, shivering as the wind made her nipples tingle through her thin bra. The yeti, because damn it that’s what it was whether it was supposed to be here or not, immediately rose to its feet and scrambled backward as well. It was an impressive nine feet tall, towering over Dani’s five-foot-seven, so when she realized the thing was actually spooked by her moving, Dani nearly laughed. 

It was shy. The yeti was shy.

“Let’s not do anything crazy,” she told the creature in a warm, coaxing tone. Maybe that would keep it from any violent outbursts. The stories she heard about yetis weren’t fun ones, but this guy didn’t seem so bad. Dani was downright shaking now from the cold, and it was starting to get dim out. The yeti looked warm in all of its—his?—fur. 

When she spoke to it, the creature peered over at her with longing and made a low, mournful sound, almost like a sigh. Dani looked up at the huge flakes that had started to flutter down from the sky and made her decision. A night with the yeti might just save her life while satisfying her curiosity at the same time.

“It’s okay, you don’t have to hide from me,” she said to the creature, holding out a hand. When the yeti didn’t move, Dani reminded herself that it had been fascinated by her best assets. She unzipped the ski suit down to her waist and shrugged her arms out of it, shivering. Her nipples went hard immediately, and the tiny cotton bra was useless anyway, so she pulled it up to let her full breasts hang free. “You like these, don’t you?” She teased. The monster actually licked its lips, taking a few steps toward her. It was working!

“C’mon, big boy, you can touch if you want to,” Dani coaxed, stepping toward him and cupping the bottoms of her breasts in her hands. They were too big to really hold, and spilled over her fingers somewhere. The yeti made a low hooting noise, almost a grunt, and came over to stand in front of her. Dani smiled up at the immense creature, trembling from the cold. The monster’s furry form blocked the wind from that side, but snowflakes were landing on her bare chest and shoulders and back, and she wasn’t sure how much longer she could resist pulling the ski suit back on.

Up close, the yeti had a strong musky scent, undeniably masculine. Dani gazed up at him as he reached out and caressed one breast with huge fingers. They felt rough with callouses, and that against her smooth, sensitive skin made Dani gasp softly. The survival part of her plan was quickly losing importance—curiosity usually won out with her, and now was no different. 

“You like that?” She decided to keep talking to the creature, hoping her tone of voice would translate even though words clearly would not. The yeti seemed smart, and definitely recognized that she was offering herself to him. He ran a hand across her other breast, then bowed his head to lap at it with a thick, purple tongue. It was hot and slick to the touch, and felt amazing. Dani panted softly as tingles washed over her nipple and between her legs, bracing a hand on the furry wall of the creature’s chest. She felt a more urgent throb of arousal as she realized how muscular he was beneath the fur. This creature was massive, built like a tank, and intently interested in her body.

Just what was she getting herself into?

Whatever it was, she had to be honest with herself—she’d regret it if she didn’t follow through and see what happened. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity to experience this creature, and he seemed eager to experience her, too. Nobody was going to believe her when she got back to her friends, so she may as well make the story a really outlandish one. She knew that somebody was going to demand to know how she survived in the snow out here at night. Right here, right now, she got to decide what her answer was going to be.

Dani knew what she WANTED the answer to be. She wanted to toss the survival concerns to the wind, in fact, but the wind was literally getting dangerous by now. The cold made her shake, and she couldn’t help stepping closer and pressing to the yeti’s furry body to steal some of his warmth. He didn’t just feel warm, he felt hot—not bothered one bit by the ice and snow, his blood running even hotter thanks to Dani’s presence. She felt his arms go around her, covering her back completely in a muscular hold wrapped in soft, thick fur. 

The scent of him was everywhere, musky and intoxicating. She never would’ve imagined finding a creature like this sexy, but here he was, and here she was getting awfully wet in her tight ski suit. Dani felt something dragging against said ski suit just below her chest. Tugging off her gloves, she felt downward with one hand and bit her bottom lip as her fingers touched bare, heated skin. Apparently every part of the yeti was huge—his cock was bigger than any man’s she had ever gotten to play with, purple veined and crowned with a
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