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Once upon a time in midwinter, when the snowflakes were falling like feathers from heaven, a queen sat sewing at her window, which had a frame of black ebony wood. As she sewed she looked up at the snow and pricked her finger with her needle. Three drops of blood fell into the snow. The red on the white looked so beautiful that she thought to herself, "If only I had a child as white as snow, as red as blood, and as black as the wood in this frame."

Soon afterward she had a little daughter who was as white as snow, as red as blood, and as black as ebony wood, and therefore they called her Little Snow-White. And as soon as the child was born, the queen died.

JACOB AND WILHELM GRIMM
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THE TEMPTATION OF SNOW

I just wanted to get away from the world and escape my past.
So, I chose a place where the weather in the winter drops fifty degrees below zero. A place so close to the North Pole that there are no communication satellites because their orbit is below the horizon. A place that exists four months out of the year in complete darkness.
I chose the edge of nowhere.
I never expected to fall in love. And not just with one man.
But with . . . seven.




CHAPTER 1

SNOW

It was supposed to be the best day of my career.
At twenty-nine, I had sacrificed everything for academia. When my friends were out partying while we were in college, I was studying. When they went clubbing in their twenties, I was in graduate school. When they took bachelorette trips to Cabo and yoga retreats to Tulum to find themselves, I was home, researching Arctic terns and the effects of global warming on their natural habitat.
And when my friends walked down the aisle, I wasn’t even dating. “Oh Snow,” they would say, “always the bridesmaid.”
But finally, all my sacrifices would be worthwhile. I had finally found a great boyfriend, Lloyd. And after twelve years of struggling and proving myself as an academic, I would achieve my career goal. There was one position open for a tenure-track assistant professor at the University of California in San Diego, in Biology. I had done everything right. Graduated at the top of my class at Stanford, received my Ph.D. at Harvard, published papers, and even did a postdoc.
This job was mine.
I walked into the office in sunny La Jolla on this crisp fall day—well, crisp by San Diego standards. After living in New England for four years, I missed the color of the autumn leaves. In San Diego, the only way you knew the seasons had changed was if you spied a lone pop-up pumpkin patch. The millennials wore flip flops every day, and the sun still beamed brightly in the sky. With the absconding of the San Diego Chargers, there wasn’t even fall football to look forward to. Not that I cared about sports, but my boyfriend Lloyd was obsessed with fantasy football.
Martha, the office assistant, averted her gaze when she saw me.
Uh oh.
Why wasn’t she smiling? Or running up to congratulate me for receiving a promotion? Maybe she was having a bad day. Everyone had bad days.
“Hi, Martha. How are you? Isn’t it beautiful outside?”
She pursed her lips and gave me a curt smile.
What was going on?
I closed my eyes and brushed off her odd behavior.
She would not ruin my moment.
I walked over to the staff kitchen to pour myself a cup of coffee.
My eyes immediately focused on a pink dessert box on the table. Ah, how sweet. To celebrate, my fellow professors had ordered my favorite: a classic cinnamon apple pie. Really, they shouldn’t have, but they know how much I loved anything apple: apple pecan pie cronuts, apple pie cupcakes, caramel apple pie truffles, apple pie cookies, apple pie muffins, salted apple pie cheesecake and of course, appletinis. I couldn’t get enough of apple anything.
I opened the box, and a lump grew in my throat when I saw it was a cake and not a pie. The cake had a message scripted in blue icing.
“Congratulations Craig!”
Craig?! That wasn’t my name. It was Snow. What the hell did Craig do that deserved congratulations?
I took a step back from the cake, my mind racing.
I turned around and stormed into the head of the department’s office.
“Excuse me, Dr. Herschel. I just walked into the kitchen and saw a cake for Craig. Did he get promoted to assistant professor also? I thought there was only one position open.” But what I really wanted to ask was where was my cake.
Dr. Herschel was sitting behind the desk wearing a tweed jacket, corduroy pants, and a black turtleneck that was at odds with the San Diego sunshine. He bit his lip, and I knew what he was going to say before he opened his mouth.
Craig got the promotion . . . I hadn’t.
“Snow, my dear—”
“Don’t you ‘my dear’ me. Tell me. Did Craig get my position? How is that even possible? I have seven articles published. I went to Stanford and Harvard. I have the highest ratings for being a teaching assistant at this school. I’m your T.A.! I’m an expert in wildlife Arctic biology. Please explain to me what the fuck is going on?”
The second the word ‘fuck’ left my lips I knew I had gone too far. But I had zero fucks to give anymore. This job was my life. I had sacrificed everything to get here.
Well, not everything. I had a supportive boyfriend, at least. Lloyd loved me. He understood my commitment to my job. He used to work in the lab here until recently when my best friend Emma told him about a job opening at her hot biotech company. He was hired immediately. I was so happy for him.
“Snow, I’m sorry. The committee thought Craig was a better candidate for the job.”
My hand shook with rage. “That’s bullshit, and you know it. No one is more qualified than me. No one. I love this job. I would do anything for this school. How did this happen? Is it because I’m a woman?”
Dr. Herschel’s eye’s bulged, and he shook his head. “How could you say that, Snow? Accuse me of favoring men? I’ll have you know that I’m a feminist.”
I seethed. Up until this moment, I had never considered Dr. Herschel to favor men over women. He had given me the best classes to teach; the best opportunities for research. He had personally chosen me to be his T.A. Me. Not Craig.
It just didn’t make sense.
“Then tell me, dammit, why is Craig now an assistant professor, and I’m still a T.A.”
“You know exactly why, Snow. I fought for you. I did. But the committee couldn’t overlook your one shortcoming.”
I exhaled. My one flaw. My Achilles’ heel.
I was an Arctic researcher who had never been to the Arctic.
Fuck.
“Craig just returned from a year in the Arctic. His research about the reproduction of foxes is groundbreaking.”
Groundbreaking? There was nothing groundbreaking about his research. Hundreds of academics focused on foxes. I mean I got it. They were so cute and fuzzy. Some nights, I would go down the YouTube rabbit hole and spend hours watching videos of them frolicking in the show. But I was the foremost expert on the Arctic tern. These birds had the longest migration in the animal kingdom. The last thing Arctic ecology needed was more research on the Arctic fox.
“I understand about the research, but I have done everything else. I have published more articles than he has. Gone to better schools. I’m a better teacher. You know I get migraines, and the cold exacerbates them. I was always sick in Cambridge. This is discrimination.”
But deep down, I knew he was right. I would never become the head of a department unless I did some research using something other than books.
And clearly, I would never become an assistant professor at this university.
Dr. Herschel stood up and embraced me, and I didn’t push him away. He was like a father figure to me. I had always latched on to him. Probably because my own dad had died when I was young.
“Snow, you are the most brilliant academic I know. I knew you’d be upset which is why I went ahead and secured you a placement at CFS Alert starting in a few weeks, so you can conduct research and qualify for a promotion.”
My jaw dropped. “Wait, what?” CFS in the Arctic, as in thousands of miles away from Lloyd?
“Don’t worry. I’ve already put you on sabbatical starting tomorrow. That should give you time to get your life squared away. It would only be for six months, and then you would be able to return. And we will be opening another assistant professor position this summer. But you need to do this, or you will only ever be a non-tenure track lecturer.”
“But, I … um..” Would Lloyd come with me? Would Lloyd visit me? Or could I return back regularly to visit him here in our home? Our home where our life together was. “I don’t think I can.”
“Of course, you can if you want a promotion, and I know you do. What’s holding you back?”
Well, my health for one. But he knew about that. My migraines had become a little better with the Botox injections in the back of my head and a new medication that I stabbed into my ass monthly.
But the real reason was despite all my amazing educational accomplishments, deep down I was a pathetic woman.
I didn’t want to leave Lloyd.
God, I hated to admit that to myself.
Lloyd. My boyfriend. I hoped he would soon propose to me. I mean, we were perfect together. He was a nerd like me. He loved that I was smart and preferred to spend my days with my nose in a book. My intelligence didn’t threaten him. Hell, even my mom liked him, which was no easy task.
Especially because she didn’t even like me.
And Lloyd was a change from the typical flakey reefer you found in San Diego. While most of the men here were too busy surfing to work, Lloyd had goals. He wanted to be a top researcher. He was ambitious, hard-working, and sweet.
And I was sappy enough to choose love over my career. Emma said my dependence on Lloyd was because I was seeking male attention because I had never known my father.
She was probably right. But I couldn’t help myself.
“Thank you for the opportunity, Dr. Herschel, but I can’t accept your offer. I will get the qualifications I need on my own here in San Diego. Maybe I can do another research paper at the San Diego Zoo in their polar exhibit. I just can’t go to the Arctic with my health problems.”
I walked out of that room and stuffed my ego into my pocket.
A wave of sadness poured over me. This was what failure tasted like—bitter, despondent, almost metallic. It was a taste that was foreign to me. For a girl that had always been a winner—best of her class, perfect SAT score, valedictorian, Magna Cum Laude—this taste was hard to swallow.
Before I left the building, I had to make one more stop. I was anything if not gracious.
I walked over to Craig’s office and forced myself to congratulate him.
“Congratulations Craig.”
His nose crinkled, and he pushed back his glasses. “Thanks, Snow. That means a lot to me. I’m sure you will get it next time.”
I nodded, knowing he was lying. Knowing that he knew I didn’t have a chance to get an assistant professor position unless I went to the Arctic.
In other words, the edge of nowhere.
A place where the weather in the winter dropped fifty degrees below zero. A place so close to the North Pole that there were no communication satellites because their orbit was below the horizon. A place that existed four months out of the year in complete darkness.
I took a step out of his office and then turned back.
“What’s the Arctic like? I mean I know from books but what was it like living there?”
A shudder seemed to pass through his body—possibly a physical remembrance of his time at the farthest end of the earth.
“I’m not going to lie, Snow, it’s brutal. It’s completely dark outside. I kept tripping, thinking I was trapped in the film Thirty Days of Night. Like zombies were going to attack us or something. I mean, the base isn’t even that secure. It’s the least defended area in the world. There are no other buildings for thousands of miles, and the planes can’t even touch down there for months on end. It was totally claustrophobic, and I was convinced I was going to die out there alone.”
Oh —well, on that note, it sounded amazing. Sign me up.
Maybe Lloyd would come with me, and we could build a home out there, and plant a garden and have parties on the weekends. It would be his dream life.
Not.
Who would go there voluntarily? I knew I shouldn’t have focused my research on Arctic terns. I wish I could go back in time and study sand crabs and starfish. Or maybe sea lions indigenous to La Jolla Shores. What the fuck had I been thinking?
Craig continued. “It’s not all bad. You grow some crazy close friendships there. People that you will be close to for the rest of your life. And I found my soulmate there.”
He showed me a picture of his wife, a Russian born researcher he had met at CFS Alert.
“Well, I’m glad it worked out for you like Tinder. But I already have a soulmate. And I don’t know if I want to be away from him for half a year.”
Craig’s brow crinkled. “Why not?”
His question irked me. “Because I’d miss him, that’s why not.”
Craig let out a laugh. “Sure, you would. You think he would cheat on you while you were gone, or you would go. I know how ambitious you are, Snow. If your relationship isn’t strong enough to survive a brief long-distance separation for you to achieve your lifelong dreams, how can you get through the harder things in life? Marina went home to Russia for a year until she got her K-1 visa. We survived because we love each other. We trust each other. The distance was a small sacrifice for us to make to be together for the rest of our lives.”
I rolled my eyes. “Well don’t you have a perfect life. Supportive wife, a tenure-track professorship. Must be nice.”
“You should go, Snow. We both know you deserved this job over me. But I got it because I went to the Arctic, and you stayed here with your boyfriend. I mean, he’s not even your fiancé.”
Ouch. What...now he was going to psychoanalyze me? I didn’t need his relationship advice. Especially since he stole my job.
“Thanks for the tip, Craig. Enjoy your cake.”
I couldn’t be civil anymore. I just needed to get out of here. I walked out of the office to my car. I would head home and take a mental health day. I considered calling Lloyd but didn’t want to bother him at work. I had already tried Emma multiple times, but her phone was going right to voicemail. She was probably in a meeting or something, too.
Craig was wrong about Lloyd and me. I may not have an Assistant Professor position, but Lloyd would be there for me forever. And true love was worth more than any job.




CHAPTER 2

SNOW

I drove along the San Diego coast over the bridge to Coronado. I loved this little island. So quaint and cozy. Every time I spied the tree-lined streets, the little libraries posted near the mailboxes, and the cute beach cottages, my heart leaped with joy. I had begged Lloyd to move here with me, but he had been reluctant at first. He had wanted to live in Banker’s Hill, closer to downtown, which I had always found odd since neither of us was a party animal. Whatever, I had won that battle, and we now lived in a little guest house near the beach. We spent our weekends blissfully biking around the island, walking hand in hand through the town, and strolling Bay Books for a good read.
Before I headed home, I needed a minute to clear my head. I parked my car and walked toward the beach. Armed with an iced macchiato and anger, I flicked off my shoes and dug my feet into the sand.
Ahh. Heaven.
The grainy texture soothed my toes and my spirit. My career wasn’t over. I’d find a way to get an assistant professor position without setting foot in the Arctic. There had to be a way to get ahead in my career without sacrificing my love life.
But my moment of rumination was quickly cut short when sand flew into my eyes. I tried to blink it out, but I was gagging from the combination of beach and coffee.
Once I regained vision, I immediately tried to figure out who had ruined my buzz. I noticed seven of the hottest men running in front of me as if I was in a dream, their boots kicking up sand with every step.
Seven Navy SEALs.
Dammit.
Couldn’t escape them in this town.
They were almost worse than the basic bros from San Diego who lived on fantasy football, beer, and trucker hats.
The SEAL alpha males dominated this island, and, if I was honest, my dreams with their broad shoulders, incredible arms, and ripped abs. Who wouldn’t want one of those plastered all over them?
But it didn't matter how hot they were. Those guys were total jerks. If they weren’t trolling for unsuspecting co-ed’s, they had one-night-stands with anyone naive enough to think they cared. No, thanks. I didn’t want a player. I had everything I wanted in Lloyd.
Well, maybe not everything. Our sex life was a bit dull. But I’m sure that was because I compared him to the heroes in my favorite romance novels. Men in real life weren’t truly like that in bed, were they?
I bet those SEALs I just saw were savage animals in bed. Too bad I’d never know because I would be with Lloyd forever.
Time to head home.
I was only a few blocks away from our place, so I decided to walk.
When I turned on our street, I was shocked to see Emma’s car out front.
That was weird.
If she was at my place, why didn’t she answer my calls or respond to my texts? Were we supposed to hang out today? Emma was one of the first friends I had made when I arrived in San Diego, and now she was my best friend. We always met for lunch on Wednesdays, but I told her that on this particular Wednesday, I would be busy celebrating my new promotion, so we’d have to skip it. Maybe she got confused and thought we were supposed to meet at the apartment.
I turned my key to open the door and saw a huge dessert box on the kitchen island.
Aww, Emma! She was the most fabulous friend ever. It was a celebratory apple pie. And unlike the one in the office, this one was a pie and not a cake and it had my name on it in decorative white sugar crystals. She naturally assumed that I had scored the promotion this morning at work and must have dropped it off early so I’d see it when I got home.
I broke off some of the cinnamon crumble crust goodness and savored it.
Mmmm! Deep dish apple crumb pie, my favorite. And if I guessed right, there was a huge tub of Cold Stone Cake Batter Ice Cream to pair with it. I opened the freezer and did a little happy dance when I saw it.
Wow, this was so wonderful.
My boss was crazy. There was no way I was leaving San Diego for the Arctic. San Diego was where my heart was. It was home to the world’s most wonderful boyfriend and the most thoughtful and caring best friend. Screw the Arctic. I loved my life here.
“Emma?” I called out.
I thought I heard a moan coming from the bedroom.
That was odd.
“Yes, Lloyd! Yes! Fuck me! Harder! I’m going to come!”
What the fuck?
I raced into the bedroom to find Emma’s thick head of blond curls bouncing up and down while riding Lloyd.
“Lloyd?” I asked as if that might somehow clarify things or remove this horrible scene that was now burned into my brain forever.
“Fuck, Snow! What the fuck are you doing here?”
Oh my God. Oh my GOD! My throat tightened and my eyes watered, and it wasn’t from the residual sand I hadn’t wiped out of my eye.
“Me? I live here! What the fuck are you two doing here? Emma, what are you doing with my boyfriend?”
Even as the words left my mouth, I realized how ridiculous they were, but a small part of me was still hoping this was all just a terrible nightmare. Or that there might be a perfectly reasonable explanation for why my best friend was sitting naked on top of my boyfriend.
Emma hopped off of Lloyd and hid behind the sheets.
“I’m so sorry, Snow. We were going to tell you earlier, but Lloyd wanted to wait until after your promotion.”
“Earlier? As in, this wasn’t the first time?”
There I went again, with the stupid questions. I certainly didn’t have a Ph.D. in relationships, romantic, platonic, or familial ones. I had been duped by the love of my life, my closest friend in the whole world had betrayed me, and my mother was cold and evil.
“I brought you your favorite apple pie and ice cream,” said Emma, with a cheerful smile. Because that would make up for fucking my boyfriend.
“Fuck the pie, Emma. I don’t give a fuck about your dumbass desserts for a promotion I didn’t even get. Something you would’ve known if you had answered my calls from earlier while you were fucking my boyfriend.”
Emma had the audacity to look hurt. She wrapped the sheet around her body and ran to the bathroom.
Lloyd just sat there, his pencil dick already at half-mast. It looked broken and pathetic. Like my heart.
My voice trembled, and I broke into sobs. “My best friend? How long has this been going on?”
“Doesn’t matter, Snow. It’s over between you and me. I tried to tell you, but you’ve been so wrapped up in getting this promotion that I didn’t want to bother you.”
Oh, thanks for being so considerate.
Emma emerged from the bathroom, now dressed in a white shirt with no bra and jeans.
“We never wanted you to find out like this. I wanted to tell you earlier.”
How did that make it better? “Wonderful! In that case, you’re still in the running for the best friend of the year.”
“It just happened, Snow. We didn’t mean to fall in love, but we’re soulmates. It was inevitable.”
Words wouldn’t come as rage built inside me. I’d never felt so betrayed in my life.
Emma turned and walked out the door.
I ran after her.
“Hey Emma, you forgot something.”
She turned around.
I picked up her deep-dish apple pie and hurled it across the room at her.
She gasped as it landed on her chest.
“So mature, Snow. No wonder you didn’t get promoted.”
Oh my God! Did she just insult me?
I would’ve thrown the ice cream at her, too, but she was already out the door.
I headed back to the bedroom to confront Lloyd.
Lloyd had now pulled up his boxers. In my anger, I compared his scrawny hairless chest to the massive chests of the beasts I had just seen running down the beach.
Lloyd looked like a little boy in comparison.
But I still loved him. How could he do this?
“I’m sorry Snow. I never meant to hurt you.”
I rolled my eyes. “You are such an asshole. I’ve given up everything for you. Why? I thought we had something special?”
“Special?” he laughed. “Is that what you call this pathetic excuse for a relationship? It’s like Groundhog’s Day around here. We go to work, we come home, we eat some lame, tasteless dinner, followed by your stupid Netflix queue, and finally, end our miserably predictable days with the world’s most boring sex.”
Boring? Fuck this guy. His idea of great sex was a blow job while watching sports center.
“But I thought you loved me? Are you for real?”
It was like someone was a stabbing a knife in my heart. I couldn’t believe what he was saying.
“You want real? You really don’t turn me on anymore. I really want someone new, someone exciting, someone . . .”
“My best friend? Don’t you dare blame me for boring. I have suggested plenty of new and exciting stuff to try out in the bedroom, but you turned it down every time. You yourself told me you liked our sex life exactly the way it was because it felt more loving than all of the random hookups you’ve had in the past. Now it’s my fault that you come in one-minute flat? You are unbelievable.”
“Yeah, I said that. But things changed. You changed. I refuse to be stuck with someone who doesn’t turn me on anymore. I want something better. I deserve it.”
What he deserved was a kick in the ass, which was what I was about to tell him. I opened my mouth to speak, but something stopped me. What was the point? I didn’t need this. And I didn’t need Lloyd.
And that was it. I was never going to beg a man to stay.
I couldn’t believe that I almost sacrificed my career for this fool.
To be honest with myself, I had sacrificed my career for him.
Never again. Not for Lloyd or any other man.
And now, I knew exactly what I had to do.
I walked over to the closet, grabbed my suitcase, and started packing.
“You don’t have to go. I can stay with Emma for a while until you move out.”
Emma. I never wanted to hear that name again.
I turned to him. “No, you and your soulmate can stay here. I’m leaving.”
His brow raised. “Where are you going to go? We both know you don’t have any friends besides Emma. Even your mom doesn’t really like you.”
Damn, he was going low. I never knew he thought I was so pathetic.
I looked him straight in the eye. “Sorry I couldn’t provide more soulmates for you to fuck. But I’m leaving for someplace better. More exciting. I deserve it.”
Arctic, here I come.




CHAPTER 3

SNOW

“Thank you, doctor,” I said, grabbing my mother’s anxiety pill subscription. I dragged my mom towards the exit doors, so she didn’t embarrass me further.
I had only been back home in Miami for a few days with my mother, but it felt like an eternity. This was our fifth trip to the ER this week.
“He’s wrong, Snejanichka. It was the heart attack.” She pounded her chest for extra emphasis. “I could die at any moment. A good daughter would listen to her mama.”
“Mamichka, he ran every test they had. Twice.” I held up two fingers. “And you made four different doctors review the results.” I held up four fingers on my other hand. “You are not, nor have you ever, had a heart attack.”
“I am. It is true.”
I let out an exasperated sigh. “You are ridiculous.”
You’d think I’d be used to this by now. Without fail, every time I even hinted at leaving the country, mama would miraculously come down with some life-threatening illness that had us running to the emergency room. Or the birth certificate that I needed to apply for a passport would suddenly go missing.
“But I could at any moment. Stay here in Miami with your mama. There are many good universities here you can work at. Many that will give you an assistant professor job, for sure.”
Not a chance I was going to move back home. That would be the ultimate in post-breakup revenge failure: not getting promoted, quitting my job and moving back home and in with my mama.
“San Diego is my home, and I will get an assistant professor position there after completing research in the Arctic.” I loved San Diego. I was not going to let Lloyd and Emma ruin an entire city for me. The weather was perfect—sunny year-round but not humid like Miami. There were so many cool coastal towns to explore, not that I had ever really got out much. I had been bound to Lloyd. But not anymore. After I completed my sentence in the Arctic, I would return to San Diego triumphantly. Get a new place in Coronado, spend my weekends embracing the SoCal life. Lloyd did me a favor by fucking my best friend. For now, I would be able to live the life of my dreams.
Even with my new hope, my heart still ached.
“You can’t even leave the country; you don’t have a passport.”
I outsmarted her this time. I had stolen my birth certificate from under her mattress, applied for an overnight passport and was booked on a red-eye tonight back to San Diego and then onto the Arctic in the morning. I would leave her a note after sneaking out at midnight tonight. Like a goddamn teenager. Except I was a twenty-nine-year-old woman.
I drove us back home where she continued on her anti-Arctic campaign. I would’ve escaped up to my room as soon as we got home but there was a bourbon apple pie and vanilla bean ice cream waiting for me for as my reward for enduring dinner with her. She knew me too well. I’d pretty much do anything for apple pie. That was the biggest perk to visiting her. She always had an apple pie dessert of some variation stocked in the kitchen for me.
After dessert, my mom placed her arms on my shoulders, a pleading look on her weary face. “Please, Snejana, I beg to you to reconsider. You don’t need to do this. You don’t need to go to there. You can go somewhere else to do the research. Hawai’i, Alaska, Puerto Rico. I work so hard to get us into this country, and all you want to do is leave it.”
Even after living in this country for over a quarter of a century, my mama still spoke with her thick Russian accent. She had immigrated to the States when I was just a child so that we could stay together. She had been one of Russia’s most promising scientists, but she gave up everything to sneak us out of the country.  
My father had been a high-ranking official in the corrupt government, and if anyone was going to win custody, it was him. Not because he loved me, but simply to spite her. She had to cut off ties with everyone and change our identities, so he wouldn’t discover us.
But that’s fine. From all the stories she told, he was a monster and didn’t care about me in the least. He died a few years after we left Russia, but she still feared his extended family might try to separate us, so we stayed in the US. If anyone could understand sacrificing happiness in pursuit of long-term success, it should be my mother.
I swallowed a lump in my throat. “Why don’t you get some rest and we can talk about it in the morning.”
I felt terrible lying to her, but she left me no choice.
She nodded her head as if satisfied with my answer. I could already see the wheels turning, dreaming up a new malady we’d need to drive to the ER for tomorrow.
My mama gave me a strong embrace. “Ya lyublyu tebya, Janichka.”
“I love you, too, Mama.”
When she finally released me, she wiped a tear away. She retired to bed, and I quietly finished packing even though I still felt a huge pang of guilt. But I had to go tonight while she was sleeping. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity, and she would do everything in her power to manipulate me into staying.
As a wildlife biologist, I would finally be able to observe the Arctic terns in their native environment. And there was absolutely no reason to turn it down. Sure, I had a great job as a lecturer at UCSD. But what’s the point if I could never get an assistant professor position? Even if Dr. Herschel hadn’t made that abundantly clear, any other respectable university would, despite my mama’s protests that Miami wouldn’t.
Plus, I had no boyfriend, no best friend, no home of my own, hell, I didn’t even have a dog because my dumbass ex hated them. That should’ve been my first tip that Lloyd was a tool. What kind of man hates dogs?
Ever since I left our place, I had been staying with my mama in Miami. Despite the incessant nagging and wasted trips to the ER, our time together had been surprisingly pleasant. We had bonded for the first time in my adult life over how much men sucked. I never realized all of the terrible things my father had put her through. Any sadness I had before of not knowing him disappeared when she told me that he had cheated on her with many women. And the huge scar on her hand where he had burned her for her first unsuccessful attempt at escaping with me.
I knew she only wanted to keep me safe by not letting me leave the country, but I was an adult now, and this was my dream. I wasn’t going to seek out my father’s side of the family. I was going to study Arctic terns. She’d be mad, but she’d understand.
I left a note by the front door before stashing some oatmeal apple bars in my bag and then silently slipping out a few hours later. I was back in San Diego by the next morning. One more Uber ride later, and I was ready for my last and final flight for the next six months.




CHAPTER 4

SNOW

This was it!
The first day of the rest of my new life.
I boarded the plane and silently bid farewell to San Diego and my non-assistant professor life.
I stepped onto the military cargo plane. CFS Alert used to be a Canadian military base, but nowadays it was primarily run by civilians. American military operations often trained up there to acclimate to the extreme weather conditions. Apparently, a group of military men would also be flying to the Arctic today, so Dr. Herschel had secured me a ride with them. But the last thing that was on my mind was meeting any men.
This plane was like nothing I had ever flown in. First class, it wasn’t, more like no class. There was a row of the world’s ugliest jump seats against the wall. Like you needed any more encouragement to leave this plane. How long was this stupid flight again? I was regretting my decision already.
I took the seat in the back of the plane and grabbed a book to read when eight of the hottest men I had ever seen walked onto the plane. Holy shit, were these some of the same men I saw running on the beach in Coronado the day I caught Lloyd in bed with Emma? Could I ask them to strip down topless for verification?
I immediately felt eight pairs of eyes laser focused on me. I instinctively fluffed my hair and straightened my posture to appear thinner.
One of the men sat way too close to me. His eyes were a piercing shade of green. My heart raced.
“What’s your name, sweetheart?”
Normally I would cringe at the term sweetheart, but I was high on testosterone. “Snow,” I managed to make out, trying not to drool.
He laughed. “Snow White? Well, you are the fairest in the land.”
I smirked. “Real original. Haven’t heard that one before. What’s your name?”
“Nod. And these are my men, Shy, Stone, Lucky, Cross, Sleazy, and Tor.” He pointed to the other beautiful men.
I rolled my eyes. “Funny. Because I’ve never heard that one before either.”
“No, seriously. Those are our nicknames,” he said with a smirk.
“And they just happen to be Snow White’s Seven Dwarfs? Come on, did someone put you up to this? Was it Craig?”
He was the only one that knew the route to CFS and that I’d have to fly in a military plane with some random dudes. I was sure he thought it would be hilarious to make them pretend their names were the seven dwarfs.
“Who the fuck is Craig … your boyfriend?” the one Nod pointed at as Stone asked.
“Hell, no! He’s just my coworker. Actually, my competition. He got the job I wanted. He went to the Arctic last year, so I thought maybe he was playing a prank.” I realized how petty I sounded. I was going to drop the topic, but I wanted to emphasize to these men that I was single. Not that I wanted to be in a relationship, but I would be open to having a hot SEAL as a plaything while I was stuck in the Arctic. “As for a boyfriend, big no. I’d rather die alone an old spinster surrounded by fifty cats than to ever date again. And even if I were to start dating again, it would not be Craig. He’s married.”
Nod just laughed at me. “Okay, single-forever lady. Those are our nicknames. The seven of us are thick as thieves. And for all we know someone could’ve put you up to pretending your name is Snow because of our nicknames.”
“Well, Snow is short for Snejana. It’s a very popular Russian name. You can probably Google it if you don’t believe me.”
“Well, I guess it’s Kismet then because my real name is Sebastian Etienne Wilson. Google that. SEALs always use nicknames.”
“Okay, okay. I get the picture,” I cut him off. “Some military thing. But there are eight of you. What’s his name?” I pointed to the loner dude in the corner who looked like the teacher had sent him away to take a time-out.
“Oh him? Don’t worry about him. We call him Tin because just like the Tin Man, he doesn’t have a fucking heart.”
Tin got in his face. “Fuck you, man. Not my fault I’m the only one on this Team who thinks for himself.” Tin leaned up close to me. “Hey, Snow, want to join the mile-high club with me? I will tear you up.”
What the fuck? My jaw slacked. I wasn’t used to such an overt come-on. I had never spent my time in clubs and bars. Suddenly, I felt very vulnerable on a plane alone with these savages.
Nod jumped up and decked Tin. “Stay the fuck away from her. Got it, heartless?” The other six SEALs crowded around Nod to back him up.
To protect me.
Swoon. I was so fucking wet already, and this plane hadn’t even taken off. Maybe I could join the mile-high club today, but definitely not with Tin. If all the men in his Team hated him, there had to be something wrong with him.
Tin wiped the blood off his mouth and turned around from the group. He then sat in the very front of the plane. Away from the rest of the men.
Well, this should be interesting.
“Wow, thanks. You didn’t have to but uh, thank you. Is your hand okay?”
Nod looked down at his hand and shook it. “SEALs don’t get hurt.”
I noticed he was wearing a thin, string bracelet, like the friendship ones I had made as a kid. I wondered what the story behind this strong man wearing a flimsy bracelet was.
Nod sat next to me and warmth filled my core. “So, Snow, why is a beautiful young woman like you leaving San Diego and heading to the Arctic?”
I blinked back a tear and thought of Lloyd. No matter how much I tried, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I hated myself for even still having Lloyd in my thoughts. But I knew too well that I couldn’t control my mind.
Only my actions.
So, if I had to go to the end of the universe to escape Lloyd, I would do that.
I looked Nod dead in the eye and he met my gaze. I quickly turned away. It was too intimate. Too intense. I wasn’t ready to have someone peer into my soul. Not now. Maybe not ever. “To study Arctic terns. They are birds. I’m a scientist.”
Nod leaned closer to me and reached his hand out. It landed on my shoulder, and I didn’t pull it away. “It’s okay, Snow. I want to get away from my pain, too.”




CHAPTER 5

SNOW

I did my best to ignore the seven ridiculously hot men on the plane for what seemed like the world’s longest flight ever. We stopped to refuel not once but twice on this epic journey. I tried to read a book, tried to listen to music on my phone, hell I even tried to do some research. But the only research I wanted to do was on the seven SEALs in front of me.
Nod had been right—the seven of them were a tight knit crew. Sitting together, laughing, all crowded around a laptop watching a movie. Watching them interact was like watching a porno made just for me. Their incredible rock-hard bodies, their devilish grins, the testosterone oozing out of their pores. What was it like to be with men like them? Men who were so alpha and virile. I would never know. None of them was my type at all. I usually went for the quiet, intellectual man, not the meathead.
Even so, it was nice to look at them.
I guess fighting a war together bonded them for life. I also noticed that none of the seven wore wedding rings. But that definitely didn’t mean that they were single. Maybe SEALs weren’t allowed to wear rings. It could interfere with their weapons.
Tin spent his time away from the rest of the Team. And thanks to Nod, away from me, too. I wondered what he had done to piss them all off, besides hit on me. Luckily for me, I wasn’t attracted to Tin—I had never been one to like a man so crude.
Shy had been staring at me for most of the plane ride. I was hypnotized by his blue eyes and, well, bashful grin. He was so hot but more in a pretty boy way than his Teammates. With his blonde hair and bedroom eyes, I was totally taken.
He stood up and sat by me. I reminded myself again not to drool.
“So, Snow, tell me why you decided to study Arctic terns. A bit random of a career choice.”
Was this man actually interested in me as a human? Or was he just pretending so he could get into my pants? He didn’t need to pretend. I was single. He was so ridiculously hot that he could smile my way and I’d drop to my knees to suck his cock. Either way, I’d play his game for now.
“It wasn’t so random. My mom was a scientist.”
“That’s great. I barely knew my mom. I always admire people who follow in their parents’ footsteps.”
“I’m sorry.” I wasn’t sure if it was okay to ask what happened to her or if that would be rude, so I left it at that but added, “I never knew my dad.”
“I’m sorry,” said Shy.
“Don’t be. From what my mom told me; he was pretty terrible. I’m lucky not to have known him. What about your dad?”
“Never knew him, either.” Shy shrugged his shoulders, giving the impression that he didn’t care but that had to hurt, growing up without any parents. Some of the other guys were in earshot so I didn’t press him further and Shy didn’t offer up any more details.
“You know what?” I asked. “I have a theory.”
Shy leaned in with a friendly smile and responded with, “What’s that?”
“Learning to grow up without a dad made me a stronger and more self-reliant person. You know, because I had no dad to go to, so I had to support myself in all those situations where other girls would normally go crying to their dad. I’m stronger than all of my friends who grew up with both. And because you grew up without either, that means you’re twice as strong as everybody else.”
Shy seemed to ponder that theory for a minute and then nodded in agreement. “I like that theory, Snow.”
Shy wrapped a friendly arm around my shoulder and gave me an affectionate squeeze. Nothing sexual, even though he was smoking hot. But more of an appreciative hug over our shared absentee parental status.
Nod must have overheard the entire conversation because he looked over and gave me an approving nod when Shy wasn’t looking.
“So, tell me more about your mom’s inspiration for your interest in Arctic terns,” said Shy.
“She emigrated from Russia when I was a kid. In first grade, I did a science project about animals in the Arctic, and I fell in love with the Arctic terns. They are fascinating birds, and they migrate more than any other animal. They fly from the Arctic to the Antarctic and back again each year. They fly over forty-four thousand miles a year, and they can live up to thirty-four years.” His eyes were beginning to glaze over, so I decided to cut the details.
Be cool, Snow. You are a total nerd.
I took a deep breath and tried to act normal. It was a daily struggle. “I studied ecology at Stanford and then got my Ph.D. at Harvard. Then I started teaching at UCSD. But I actually have never been to the Arctic. This will be a first for me.”
His eyes widened. “Well, you always remember your first time.”
I closed my eyes, and my cheeks burned. How had he turned this conversation sexual? Or maybe I had. Everything on this plane was such a blur.
“What about you? What are you guys doing at CFS Alert?”
He bit his lip—dude was going to lie to me. “Training.”
Sure, buddy. Training must be the code word for killing people. But at least they only killed bad guys.
Oh my god. Were there terrorists at CFS Alert? A shudder took over my body. But I couldn’t fault him for not telling me the truth. I knew SEALs had to be secretive about their jobs.
Too bad I wanted to know everything about him.
After an eternity, our plane finally began its descent. As much as I had been dreading coming here, a strong sense of calm washed over me when I looked out of the plane. The land was blanketed in snow, like a true winter wonderland. Flurries fell from the sky, and I took a moment to appreciate the beauty of this place.
For years I had been so afraid to go to the Arctic. Afraid I would be bored, afraid I would be cold and miserable, afraid Lloyd would leave me. But for the first time ever, I felt truly blessed to be given this opportunity.
Well, it may have also been that I was basking in the attention of the seven SEALs on this plane.
After a rough landing, our plane safely reached its final destination.
Our final destination.
Holy mother of God! I had refused to buy fur and was instead clad in a hideous down-filled parka the saleslady nagged me into getting. After my four years in New England, I had vowed never to be cold again, but I clearly broke that rule. The weather had exacerbated my migraines, and now I was completely acclimated to the San Diego weather. Like when it was sixty degrees out, I would turn on the heater and dig out my only pair of closed toes shoes. There should’ve been a special weather orientation for Arctic newbies where they made you stand naked in a freezer, so you didn’t have total shellshock when you landed.
Then it hit me.
Winter was coming.
The silence. The darkness. Another chill passed over me, and this one wasn’t from the Arctic air. We were in the middle of nowhere. Soon planes wouldn’t even be able to land here. I tried to push the fear out of my brain, but my whole body shook. Why did I feel like my life was in danger? Was I just afraid of the unknown?
“Are you okay?” the SEAL called Tor asked.
“Yup, just cold. I’m not used to wearing anything but flip flops.”
The men laughed, and I immediately felt foolish. What a princess I must’ve sounded like.
The sexy man they called Stone walked over to me and whispered in my ear. “I’ll keep you warm, Snow.”
Once in the hangar, the men gathered the gear. I had strict orders to report to the lab immediately, but unlike the SEALs, I wasn’t in the military. So, I didn’t have to follow orders.
Shy grabbed my luggage and opened his mouth as if to speak, but Stone beat him to the punch.
“Snow, we have to check in, but I . . .” Shy hit Stone’s arm, “I mean we can’t wait to get to know you better.”




CHAPTER 6

SNOW

I never really understood the concept of a wet dream until I woke up that first morning in the Arctic. Despite the below freezing temperatures, I was drenched in sweat like I had just competed on American Ninja Warrior.
I dreamt about not one, but all seven of the gorgeous testosterone-filled men who I was now surrounded with at this base. Who knew men could be that hot? Lloyd always stayed in shape, but nothing like these men. These men were built like The Rock, but a lethal version that could melt the panties right off of you.
Moans came from the other side of my thin wall. “Yes! Yes! Right there, I’m going to come, yes! Yes! Yes!”
Well, I clearly wasn’t the only woman on this base. And whoever was sharing a wall with me was definitely enjoying herself. Probably with one of the SEALs. I was so jealous and also sleep-deprived. The over the top bedroom banter next door didn’t end until six in the morning.
I closed my eyes. I felt a migraine coming with the telltale flashing through my head. Great. I knew I was due for one—weather change, long plane ride, lack of sleep. I was doomed.
I needed to take a bath and dunk my head under the water, but this old base only had showers. I headed into the ladies’ restroom with my shower caddy.
No one was in here. Thank God. This was not how I wanted to meet my new coworkers. I stepped into the shower and adjusted the nozzle more toward cold and tried to stop thinking about the SEALs. The last thing I needed was to get sidetracked by another man, or seven. Plus, after Lloyd’s assessment of our lackluster sex life, it was safe to say this whole wet dream thing was a one-sided attraction on my part. No use in embarrassing myself with my inferior bedroom moves. I was certain these men were beasts in bed. Sure, they flirted with me on the plane, but it was probably because I was the only woman on the plane.
And there was another woman on this base who had already won the attention of at least one of them.
I covered myself with a towel, put on my flip-flops, and walked out of the shower, and bumped right into a naked Vegas showgirl lookalike in the dressing room wearing nothing but rose gold slippers. I jumped about two feet in the air. This whole group shower thing was going to take some getting used to. It was like college dorm living all over again with girls on one floor and boys on the next. But I guess that was how military bases were set up.
“I’m so sorry,” I said, backing up to get out of her way. I tripped over the doorway threshold bump and my shower caddy and all its contents went flying in the air. But more importantly, so did my towel and me.
“Jesus, are you okay?”
She leaned down to help me back up to standing. This was so awkward. Wasn’t there some unspoken rule about girls’ locker rooms in high school that translated to the adult world? Nakedness only lasted milliseconds, if that. You put on your panties and bra while your towel was still fully intact, and only then did you drop it to put on the rest of your clothes.
And you never ran around stark naked, and you definitely never leaned down to help another naked person to get up.
“Yes, I’m fine, thanks.”
I wrapped the towel tightly around me, making sure to cinch it in place before leaning over to pick up my shower caddy items.
“I’m new here,” I said like that might explain everything.
Her hair was wild, and her cheeks were flush. She was probably the girl who kept me up all night.
She stared at me for a second. “Hey, new girl, did you bring any tampons?”
Tampons? Had she fucked that guy all night while bleeding? Were men into that? Lloyd wouldn’t touch me when I had been on my period, which was one of the reasons I went on depo.
“No, sorry. I’m on depo, so I haven’t had a period in almost a year.”
That might have been the only perk to having dated Lloyd. That and finding out that I was terrible in bed. And realizing that my best friend was a traitor.
“Bummer. I was hoping you might have brought some. There are only three of us on base, and we’re all tapped out. They forgot to bring a fresh supply last time.”
“There are only three women on this base?” I asked.
Well, that would explain why the hottest men on the planet all tripped over themselves to flirt with me. Slim pickings.
“With you, that makes four,” she said. “I’m Dorothy, by the way.”
She extended a perfectly manicured hand my way. It was soft and smooth. Her expertly applied makeup accentuated her already perfect features and wavy brown hair.
I rethought my plain Jane haircut and eyeliner only look if that was what the other three women looked like. For some reason, I pictured them all being tomboys since it was a military installation.
“Hi, I’m Snow.”
“Snow,” said Dorothy with a snicker. “That’s an interesting name. It’s like you were meant to be here on this freezing tundra.”
It was like a train wreck. I knew I should look away, but I was mesmerized by the Playboy centerfold standing next to me. She was tall, thin and oozing confidence out of every pore. I was almost eye level with her perky boobs that didn’t even look like silicon, sitting on top of the world’s tautest set of abs that were held up by legs for days.
“Can I get you a towel?” I asked feeling very uncomfortable.
“Thanks. I like to air dry. My skin stays softer that way. I’m going to take a quick shower, and then I can show you around. It’ll be fun to have another woman on base.”
Lucky me. I didn’t trust women anymore after Emma betrayed me. But I’d attempt to make a new friend, not that I had a choice.
After she emerged from the shower, she quickly dressed and told me to follow her. She gave me a tour of the kitchen which she called the Mess Hall. I didn’t care what they called it as long as it had coffee in it. I stumbled along, barely able to keep my eyes open and yawning every five seconds. God, I hoped this coffee zapped my migraine.
What happened to four months of darkness? Outside, maybe, but the fluorescent lights in this hallway were blinding. I would not survive here.
I could smell the freshly brewed Starbucks blonde roast from across the room. I inhaled a surprisingly delicious apple turnover while she nibbled on a piece of lettuce that I thought was just a garnish. That would explain why only one of us had a washboard core.
“Are you here doing research, too?” I asked.
“I wish. No, I manage the base. But since you are a researcher, you get to work with Dr. Hottie AKA Tor. You should totally go for him.”
“Oh, is he good-looking?” I asked. “I hadn’t noticed.”
She flicked my shoulder and did an eye roll. “Girl, you’d have to be blind not to notice that.”
“Well, he’s all yours. I’m done with men . . . completely.”
Her disposition softened. “Oh no. What’s his name?”
“Scum of the Earth,” I said. I wasn’t sure I was ready to start a new friendship after losing my best friend.
“Oh, well it sounds like we dated the same person because that’s the name of my ex, too.”
We both laughed. She seemed so nice that I decided to ask her the burning question on my mind.
“I hope you don’t mind me asking but . . . I think I have the room next to yours. I kind of heard you last night. Who did you sleep with? Was it Tor? Sorry, I don’t mean to be nosy, but I don’t want to hit on him if he’s into you. My best friend fucked my boyfriend and I would never hit on another woman’s man.”
She laughed. “Oh no, that wasn’t Tor. He’s hot, but not really my type. I was with another one of the SEALs. Tin. But who knows who I’ll fuck tonight.”
Tin…the SEAL without a heart? I didn’t ask that. But I had to ask her another question. “Wait, now I’m confused. Please don’t think I’m judging you because I’m not at all. I’m actually in awe of how open and cool you are. But if you spent the night with Tin, why do you want to be with another one of the SEALs? Did Tin suck in bed?”
“Oh God no. Tin was incredible! Who needs a heart with a cock like that?” Her lips spread into a sly smile. “Girl, society’s rules don’t apply here. There are all these men and only a few of us women. Actually, only the two of us are even eligible, if you want to get real. Gina is a lesbian, and Tonya is married and faithful to her husband. I had a blast with last month’s SEAL Team. Don’t hold back. You have six months here. Enjoy yourself.”
Oh my God! Wow. At first, I felt shocked. But then it almost felt liberating. I had seen the Arctic as this constricting place. But in actuality, it could be some sort of awakening for me.
Dorothy offered to walk with me to the lab. My eyes immediately fell on Tor, and I couldn’t help but stare. He was gorgeous but in the strong, sexy type of way. He wore glasses which covered his brown eyes and his dark hair skimmed his forehead. His body was perfection, but I was more intrigued by his mind.
After a few minutes, Dorothy hugged me goodbye. She was genuine, and I really liked her. I hoped that I would get over Emma’s betrayal and possibly make a new friend.
Once I was alone with Tor,
“So,” I said to Tor once we were alone, “she’s really great, right?”
“Sure, she’s nice. Just not my type,” said Tor.
“What’s your type?”
He gave me a funny look which brought me back to the realization that I barely knew this guy. I barely knew Dorothy. I should be focusing on my research. I blamed it on the lack of sleep and my impending migraine. He must’ve thought I was so lame.
I quickly changed the subject back to work. “So . . . what exactly do you do here?”
“I’m a medic, a Navy Corpsman, and a SEAL. I take care of all my men and any of the employees or researchers on the base. But one day I want to go back to school to get my Ph.D./M.D. So, while I’m here, I like to help out the researchers.”
I almost raised my hand in the air like I was in class. Pick me! I’m a researcher!
“Well, that’s great. I’m just here to study the Arctic terns and the other animals. You are welcome to help me.” All night long. Please, help me.
He placed his hand on my back and chills went through my body. “Let me show you something.”




CHAPTER 7

SNOW

Your cock?
No, I could never be that lucky. He, instead, took me to the rooftop where I had a perfect view of the land from all angles. I took in the beauty of my surroundings. Pure white snow everywhere, some more bunkers, and then nothing for as far as my eyes could see.
Tor handed me his binoculars. “You can come up here and watch the animals.”
“Wow, Tor. Thanks!”
I peered through the lenses. After a few moments, I saw an Arctic wolf! The wolf was so majestic. My heart beat strong in my chest. After years of seeing their pictures in books or visiting them in captivity, I finally had seen one in the wild. It was exhilarating.
After a few minutes of scouring the landscape, he decided to give me a tour of the lab. It was old but probably state of the art back when it was installed in the 1950s. There were stainless steel counters along the walls and a huge island in the middle with testing equipment, fossil samples, and various tools.
There were four separate rooms within the lab. One was an office, the other a supply room, the third was a medical dispensary that was a common shared area that led to the infirmary and the fourth was the lab itself.
I spread out my stuff on a table where the majority of the research books were. It looked like my predecessor had done the same. Luckily, he had left very detailed notes on his research on migratory habits that would be useful for me.
A few hours later, my head started pounding. I took a moment to put my forehead down on the table.
Tor put his hand on my back.
“If you want, you can take the rest of the day off. I know it’s hard for civilians to adjust to a military base.”
Another male voice spoke out. “I can help you with the whole sleeping thing,” said Stone. “Although, I can’t promise you’ll get any sleep.”
Stone must’ve come through via the infirmary because his head was peeking out of the medical dispensary closet.
He couldn’t possibly be talking to me. I was the least sexual being in the room.
“That reminds me, I should lock that door,” said Tor, heading toward Stone.
I caught Tor giving Stone a disapproving look as he neared.
“Is this visit official military business or social?” asked Tor.
“A little of both,” answered Stone.
Tor sighed. “Alright, what do you want?”
“That same shoulder injury has been acting up, but a little bit of that wouldn’t hurt,” said Stone, looking over my way.  
“Hold on,” said Tor. “I’ll get what you’re looking for.”
Tor went into the medical dispensary and vanished out of sight. Stone took that as a cue to move in closer. Personal space boundaries were pretty much gone. He wasn’t touching me but a few millimeters more and he would be.
But I didn’t care. Stone was like a magnet. I was inexplicably drawn to him. His incredible body, his hazel eyes, hell he even had a sexy scar across his right eyebrow. “So, Snow, how do you like it here? Maybe I can show you around.”
He was so ridiculously sexy. Being in his presence rendered me unable to speak.
Before I could regain my composure, Tor slapped a bottle of pills onto Stone’s chest and pushed him away from me.
“Don’t bother, man. Snow is way too smart for you.”
Stone laughed it off. “I’m all about welcoming the new members to the base. Especially beautiful women.”
Me? Beautiful? I guess they were closer than I thought. I, for sure, thought a fight was going to break out between the two of them. But then again, who would fight over me? Definitely not two of the hottest men on the planet.
Tor shot him a disapproving look. “Good night, Stone.”
Stone popped two of the pills into his mouth and shoved the bottle back into his pants. “Don’t worry, Snow. I’ll make sure to welcome you properly later this week.” He walked out of the lab, and I couldn’t help but stare at his fantastic ass.
I turned my attention back to Tor. “So, why does he need medicine? Does he have a ton of STDs, is that why you said women?”
“STDs? None of us have any. It’s a military requirement to get tested every four months, so should you decide to sleep with Stone, or me, or all of us, you’re covered. In fact, you could sleep with all of us and never get anything.” Tor had a smile on his face. I assumed he was kidding, or was he? I let out a nervous giggle.
Sleep with everyone? Wow, he really didn’t think much of me. Or maybe these men had become so used to that they just assumed all women wanted to be with more than one man.
“I would never sleep with more than one guy at the same time,” I said. “I was simply curious, that’s all.”
I didn’t know why I said that. It was stupid to think that Stone was actually into me. Of course, he wasn’t. He was just into anything that walked. He was probably sleeping with Dorothy at this very moment!
I was simply fresh meat. A new notch to add to his belt. Nothing and no one of consequence.
Although, maybe Dorothy had the right attitude. Wasn’t meaningless sex the perfect antidote for rebound sex? If Stone didn’t spell rebound sex, I didn’t know who did. Shy seemed to be the perfect boyfriend who’d listen to your problems and be there to support you. Tor was the kind of guy you marry because you could both geek out over the latest issue of Scientific America or Mental Floss.
“Did you . . . um . . . are you . . . is he someone you’re interested in?” asked Tor.
“Oh no, nothing like that,” I said. “It’s whatever. I’m here to do research and publish and go on to—”
“Bigger and better things?” asked Tor.
“No, not that. Back to . . . I don’t know. I don’t have anything to go back to. I mean I love San Diego and hope to secure an assistant professorship at UCSD. But I don’t have any close friends there.”
Lloyd and Emma were pretty much the only people I hung out with back home. I wasn’t exactly a social butterfly. I was friendly to other people, but they were simply acquaintances. No one I’d call a real friend. I could still feel the knife in my back Emma stabbed me with. Soulmates…p’shaw.
No one probably even noticed that I wasn’t there anymore. Except maybe Gretel from the Sugar Rush Bakery in Coronado. Without me there to buy one of her many apple pie confections, she probably noticed a dip in weekly sales.
“That’s okay. We’re a tight group here. We will be your friends. We are like brothers,” he said, leaning into me on the lab table.
“Is that why you joined the SEALs?” I asked.
“Sort of. My big brother was a SEAL, and I pretty much spent my entire life looking up to him. He was captain of the football team, prom king, valedictorian—it was unreal. There wasn’t anything he couldn’t do.”
“He sounds pretty amazing. What does he do now?” I asked.
“Nothing. He’s dead.”
“I’m so sorry, Tor.”
Tor’s shoulders slumped, and I knew the answer already. “There was one thing he couldn’t do. He couldn’t outrun an IED.” His voice became a little gruffer. “We were supposed to be in the SEALs together. Retire together in twenty years and spend the rest of our time sipping cocktails on the beach somewhere.”
“I didn’t mean to make you talk about anything painful.”
“It’s fine. I like talking about him.” He cleared his throat and shifted his weight. “How about you? What brought you out to an icebox in the middle of nowhere?”
No one close to me had ever died. I couldn’t imagine how horrible that must have been for Tor to be in a profession that was a constant reminder of what he had lost.
Suddenly, my whining over Lloyd and Emma and losing my promotion to Craig seemed petty and silly in comparison.
“Like I said, my research. I want to get a promotion at the university. The Arctic tern is such a fascinating animal.”
Tor rolled his eyes. “Come on, Snow. I shared the real reason why I’m here. Why take this job? Why now? I don’t have a choice. I go where the military sends me.”
I took a deep breath. “Well, if you must know, my boyfriend cheated on me. And normally in those situations, a girl would run to her best friend for comfort and a place to live, but in this case, the person he was cheating on me with was my best friend.”
For some reason, saying it out loud made it hurt a little less.
“Ouch,” said Tor.
“Yup,” I said.
“And the best form of revenge you could think of was running off to the Arctic?”
We both laughed.
“It was sort of an impulsive decision. I’m not sure what I was thinking, more like just reacting. But that’s okay. I’m glad I’m here, and I’m glad I met you and Dorothy and even Stone.”
“Me, too, Snow,” said Tor.




CHAPTER 8

SNOW

“You cannot wear that.”
Dorothy may not have been as sweet and soft-spoken as Emma, but at least, I knew she never lied to me. Even little white lies seemed beyond her.
I looked at myself in the full-length mirror in her room. Khaki pants, white button-down shirt under a cashmere sweater and loafers to go with it. We were going to a welcome reception. This seemed more than appropriate for a scientist to wear on a military compound.
And then I looked over at Dorothy. Cream silk dress with a plunging neckline and high slit up the thigh and patent leather rose gold, four-inch fuck-me pumps. If anyone was out of place, it was her.
“What’s wrong with this?” I asked. I was never really into fashion. I was more into casual and comfortable over flashy and flirtatious.
“There’s not enough time in the world for me to even begin to tell you what’s wrong with that.”
Dorothy tugged at my shirt collar in obvious repulsion, rolling the fabric between her fingers.
“Is that polyester?”
“It’s a blend. It was on sale.”
Dorothy gasped and then closed her eyes. She took in a large inhale, and her whole body shook like it had just been doused in cold water.
“First, you are no longer allowed to step inside the store you bought that at again.”
“But, I like—”
“Never!” Dorothy pointed her index finger in my eye. “Second, we’re going to go through your closet and throw out everything that hides your body. With the outfit you are wearing now, the only person at the reception who will give you a second glance is Gina.”
“Gina the lesbian?”
“Yes, and even that is doubtful. She usually goes for femmes. She’s awesome and has great taste.”
I bit my lip. “I give up. I’m just not sexy.”
Dorothy shook her head. “I’ve seen the goods,” as she motioned toward my chest, “I don’t know why you’re trying your hardest to hide them.”
“I’m not trying to hide anything.” Lloyd had always complimented me on my conservative fashion. I was proud not to appear like I was vying for attention all the time. “Men like it when you leave a little to the imagination.”
“Who told you that? Your grandmother? Look, you’re single, you’re young, and you’re here to have fun.”
“I’m here to study Arctic terns.”
“You can study Arctic terns and the mating habits of SEALs all at the same time. One won’t hurt the other.”
And there it was again. Blunt, honest Dorothy.
She whipped open her closet door which was filled with all sorts of bright colors, more low-cut dresses and tons of high heels.
“Strip,” Dorothy ordered.
“I can get changed in the bathroom.”
Dorothy rolled her eyes. “Please! It’s not like I haven’t seen it all before. Plus, you’re hot. You should learn to flaunt it, not hide it. Nothing to be ashamed of on that frame.”
Twenty minutes later, I was wearing the least amount of clothing I had ever worn outside of a bikini in public and standing a good four inches taller. Dorothy and I weren’t the same exact size. She was a tad taller, so the ultra-short dress was at least normal short on me. And we both had the same shoe size.
“Are you sure?” I asked, eyeing my new look in the mirror.
Black sequined form-fitting dress with spaghetti straps and rhinestone studded heels and jewelry covered the rest of me.
“One more coat and we’re all set.” Dorothy applied another coat of mascara to my new ultra-dolled up look.
“I look like I’m going out clubbing.”
“You look fucking gorgeous and every man, which isn’t a lot since we’re in the middle of nowhere, is going to trip over themselves vying for your attention.”
I’d be lying if I told her I hated it. I felt pretty for the first time in a long time. Like, movie star pretty.
And she was probably right about the clothes now that I thought about it. Emma helped me choose my entire wardrobe. Witch.
Dorothy stood behind me in the mirror, admiring her handiwork. She pulled my shoulders back, forcing my posture to straighten and my boobs to push out.
“Now, you’re perfect.”
“Why are we getting dressed up again?”
“There are only two times each year I can force everyone on this base to look nice. Tonight’s Opening Reception for new arrivals and tomorrow’s Welcome Dinner.”
Knock-knock.
Dorothy swung the door open. Tin stood on the other side. He looked from Dorothy to me and let out an appreciative whistle.
“May I accompany you lovely ladies to the Reception?”
Tin crooked both of his elbows for each of us to take.
I didn’t really know him, but I needed the help to maneuver in these heels, so I took it. He didn’t seem so heartless. And from the way he looked at Dorothy, he clearly liked her. Even if it was only for sex.
The cafeteria looked like it had been completely renovated into a ballroom. The tables and chairs were stacked up against the wall, and the entire place was lit with candles.
“Wow!”
“Holy fuck!”
“Jesus!”
Ah, my seven SEALs. If I had any doubts about Dorothy’s makeover, they were instantly replaced with relief when I saw how everyone else was dressed. Even Gina was wearing a nice suit.
Tor gave all the SEALs a stern look.
“What my brothers are all trying to say is you look stunning, Snow. Absolutely beautiful.”
“Thanks,” I said, blushing.
I wasn’t used to getting this much positive attention from hot sexy men, nor baring this much skin. But I felt proud inside.
I caught a glance from Dorothy who winked at me.
“Can I get you a drink, Snow?” asked Nod.
“I can get her a drink,” said Stone, elbowing Nod out of the way.
Uh-oh.
“I’m going to get myself a drink,” I said, heading over to the makeshift bar to the side.
My entire seven SEAL entourage followed me. This was so surreal. I wasn’t even sure how to act around one man flirting with me, much less seven.
Stone stood so close to me I could almost taste him.
There was no mistaking it. He was hitting on me for sure.
The sad truth is that up until this point, no one had flirted with me. Sure, there was the occasional nerdy guy here and there. But being an introvert, working in a lab, and a love for talking about Arctic terns didn’t exactly scream a hot Saturday night date. Hence, the reason I ended up dating Lloyd. He was in the lab, I was in the lab.
But Stone. Stone was the kind of guy that dated the hottest girl in the room. And I have never qualified as the hottest girl in any room—even an empty one.
He lifted up his drink and winced before grabbing his shoulder.
“What happened to your shoulder?” I asked.
“Nothing a night with you couldn’t cure.”
He was right on top of me, and his heat washed over me. He had both arms straddling either side of me, pinning me up against the bar.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.
Or rather, I didn’t know why he was talking to me.
“Let me be more specific, then,” said Stone.
He leaned in closer and brushed my hair behind my ear. “First, I’d throw you over my knee and give you a good spanking for being such a bad girl.”
I gasped. Me, a bad girl? I was a good girl!
But now, I wanted to be bad.
But more importantly, I’d never been spanked. It both turned me on and made me feel guilty about being turned on all at the same time.
Plus, his lips were warm and rough. They were grazing my ear ever so slightly. And his warm breath traveled straight down my ear canal and hit me deep inside my center.
“And then once it was nice and red, I’d rub it to soothe it while I massaged your luscious breasts with my other hand. And when you were done with that, I’d flip you over and drive my tongue right inside you like this.”
Just when I thought I couldn’t get any more turned on, he dipped a tongue into my ear which sent shivers up my entire body.
“I’d take my tongue out and replace it with my finger. Just one to start out with. I’d wind it around like a spiral around your walls and then slide it out nice and slow until you were dripping down my wrist. Then once you were ready, I’d slip another finger in, followed by another, until I had them all inside you and you were groping and begging me for more.”
He twisted his hands in my hair doing exactly what he described but to my scalp. Somehow, the sensation was still the same and made me sad that it wasn’t the real thing.
“I’d open up your legs—”
“Alright, that’s enough,” barked Tor.
Stone was forcibly removed from me by Tor.
“I was just saying hi,” said Stone.
Hello, Stone. What do I do now? Follow around Stone like a lovesick puppy? Start an intellectual conversation with Tor? Find Shy and talk about our dead parents? The possibilities were endless!
Er-riiiiing. Er-riiiiing.
A loud blaring siren sounded over the PA.
I covered my ears trying to block out the piercing sound.
“What is that?” I asked.
And just like that my entourage had disappeared. Fuck, they were fast. I saw the tail end of Tin running out the door after my seven SEALs.
“Come on, Snow,” said Dorothy. “It’s the perimeter alarm. Probably just a polar bear but looks like this party is over for the night. The entire compound automatically goes into lockdown when the alarm is tripped. No one in or out.”
Perimeter alarm? Were we in danger? We were out in the middle of nowhere. What could happen to people in the middle of nowhere besides extreme boredom?
I helped Dorothy usher people out of the cafeteria and back to their rooms. We cleaned up the party, anxiously awaiting news from the SEALs.
Bang-bang-bang.
We heard loud gunshots from outside and immediately clamped onto each other.
“Are you sure we’re safe?” I asked Dorothy. “Do polar bears have guns?”
“There’s never been a single attack on this compound, not even during the Cold War. The perimeter and the SEALs are simply a precaution. I’m sure it’s fine.”
She sounded fairly certain but not overly confident about her answer.
A few minutes later, the SEALs returned.
“It’s okay,” said Tor, leading the group back in. “Looks like it was polar bears. We didn’t see anything, but the gunfire should’ve scared them away. Sorry about your party, Dorothy.”
“Don’t worry,” said Tin, picking Dorothy up in a classic romantic arm basket. “I’ll make it up to you.”
Dorothy squealed in delight.
I was worried she’d be embarrassed by Tin’s possessive behavior, but then I remembered it was Dorothy. Nothing fazed her. If I only could be that carefree.
I trailed behind them upstairs. They were so into each other that they didn’t even notice me.
Wonderful. Another sleepless night of X-rated audibles.




CHAPTER 9

SNOW

It happened again.
My heart pumping out of my chest, soaking wet sheets, and gasping for air.
I woke up for the third time that night.
I glanced at my watch, the fluorescent light blinked 2:15 AM.
So much for recovering from last night’s sleep deprivation.
I laid there panting for several minutes, trying to calm myself down.
I could feel the heat that emanated from between my thighs which covered my aching, swollen center.
Dammit.
I was dreaming again. Dreaming about my seven sexy SEALs.
I clearly needed some relief, and I needed it bad.
I slipped my fingers under the waistband of my panties, easily locating my pulsating middle.
Closing my eyes, I tried to evoke the dream that kept replaying in my mind.
In the dream, Stone and I were fucking. Tor walked in but didn’t interrupt Stone and me. Instead, he joined us. And Stone didn’t just describe what he was going to do to me, he actually did it. And he did it well.
I was back in the lab pinned underneath Stone, writhing and begging him to go harder. Stone flipped me over, and I was straddling him. Riding him for all I was worth until I could milk every last bit of pleasure out of him.
It was right then that Tor moved in from behind. His arms encircled me in a tight embrace, and his hands were kneading my breasts.
Turning to look up, he plastered his mouth over mine and sucked the breath right out of me. In response, I greedily sought out his tongue and deepened the kiss. Even though Stone was still inside me, I wanted . . . no, I needed more.
I ground myself against Stone. He understood what I wanted and took hold of my hips to lift me off of him, making room for Tor to take a turn.
Rock hard and ready to go, Tor had already nestled himself behind me and lubed himself up with a new wave of wetness mixed with Stone’s climax seeping out of me.
Pulling me toward him, Tor bent me over the lab chair and pierced my opening with his thick shaft. This instantly sent a jolt up my spine—the kind of jolt that put your nerves on high alert and made your hair stand up.
My fingers moved faster, and my hips rose up to meet my fingers which were no longer enough. Grinding my clit against my open palm, I brought myself closer to the edge.
With my other hand, I pulled my shirt up and rubbed my breasts, imagining it was Tor’s hands. Pinching my nipple, I closed my eyes and pretended it was Stone’s teeth teasing me.
My moans were gaining in volume, but I didn’t care. I needed this relief. I craved it. I’d been dreaming about it for forty-eight hours straight now.
I rubbed harder, squeezed down on my fingers, and braced myself but my orgasm never came.
Like, ever.
I tried for a good ten minutes more but nothing.
Admitting defeat, or at the very least, a tired wrist, I gave up.
This sucked even worse than having the wet dreams.
Jesus.
I couldn’t get Lloyd off. And now I couldn’t even get myself off.
What was wrong with me?
I let out an exasperated sigh and pounded the pillow with my fist. Finding that severely lacked in relieving any of my pent-up sexual frustration, I flung the pillow across the room, knocking over a small vase.
Immediately afterward, my bedroom door came crashing in.
“Are you okay?” Tor asked, frantically looking around the room. “What was that?”
“Yes, I’m fine!” I said, quickly pulling down my shirt and straightening my panties back into place. I wondered how much he’d heard.
He flung the closet door open. “Is someone in here with you?”
I almost burst out laughing. The only men in here were imaginary.
“No, just me and my enemy pillow combatant.” I nodded toward the crumpled-up pillow on the other side of the bed, alongside the shattered vase.
He flicked the lights on and chuckled.
“I miss having my pillow from home, too,” he said.
“It’s not that. I can’t sleep again. Even though it’s pitch black twenty-four-seven out here, I’m wide awake,” I said.
“Why can’t you sleep?” he asked, his brow wrinkled.
I wanted to blurt out that it was because he wouldn’t fuck me, but that might be a little too straightforward. I could probably say that to Stone, but Tor wasn’t like that. Tor actually seemed to care about my feelings and well-being.
I swiveled around to sit up. “I don’t know. I guess I’m just not sleepy enough,” I said. “And I’ve had the worst migraine. I took a Relpax, and even that didn’t help.”
“I bet I know something that could help,” he said.
“What’s that?” I asked.
He walked over to me and extended his arm.
“Come with me,” he said.
I was half-naked with only a tight tank top and boy shorts, but what the hell? Dorothy was right. I should learn to be more confident and not hide under the shapeless clothes Emma picked out for me. Plus, it wasn’t like anyone else was up at this hour. I grabbed my robe and slippers and followed him out the door, leaving my modesty behind.




CHAPTER 10

TOR

Normally, I was pissed off right around this time of night. The old boiler room system was enough to wake the entire base. This time around, I drew the short straw and was stuck bunking next to it.  
Last night, I’d snuck onto the women’s floor to get a few hours of sleep in one of the empty rooms. And that was what I was about to do again when I heard the moaning.
I thought it was my overactive horny imagination. But instead, there was a nice glean of sweat on Snow’s half-naked body. Her usually perfect hair was tousled in sexy waves all around her pillow, and her porcelain skin was flushed. This was an entirely new Snow that made having the world’s worst bunkmate all worth it.
Hell, I should be thanking this compound’s obnoxiously loud boiler system.
I led her over to the kitchen where I heated up some milk and stirred in some cocoa.
“Here.” I handed Snow a mug of hot chocolate.
“Mmmm,” she moaned with her eyes closed.
She leaned over and inhaled the chocolate that wafted from the mug before she gingerly took a sip.
A bright smile graced her beautiful face. “I love hot chocolate.”
“Perfect. Warm milk should help you fall asleep.” I took a sip from my mug.
Hopefully, it would do the same for me.
A completely clothed version of Snow was already taking up space in my mind. Seeing the practically naked version was a whole other thing.
Snow was like that girl-next-door crush you couldn’t get out of your head. She was smart and hot. My dream girl.  
I kept making excuses to visit her in the lab, staying a few minutes longer than necessary just to talk to her. Or pretending to know where things were when the truth was that I never visited that room once when her predecessor, Jimbo something or other, was there.
“What were you doing up on the women’s floor?” Snow asked.
Definitely not expecting a peep show.
“The same thing but mine was caused by a snoring bunkmate,” I said. “I was out for a walk to get some quiet time.”
She crossed and uncrossed her legs, exposing her delicate lace panties that were driving me crazy. But also releasing that musky scent that I knew beyond doubt was the smell of sex. She wanted it just as bad as I did if that moaning from before was any indication. I just needed to find out who it was she was moaning for. After Stone’s asshole move, who knew?
“Oh,” she said. “I thought you were maybe leaving from visiting with someone?” She gave me a knowing glance.
“Who would I have been visiting?” I asked.
“It’s fine. I won’t tell anyone,” she said with a wink.
“Are you referring to Dorothy? Because she’s not my type,” I said.
“What’s wrong with Dorothy?” she asked.
She’s not you.
I shrugged.
“So, what’s your type?” she asked.
You. A girl that loves sex so much she has to pleasure herself in the middle of the night. A girl whose moans make me instantly hard. A girl whose smile takes my breath away. A girl who is a brilliant scientist. “A smart girl,” I said. “What’s your type?”
Please say me, even though I know you won’t.
“Oh, I’m taking a break from dating. Possibly forever,” she said throwing her hands up for emphasis.
“That’s too bad,” I said. “Any guy would be lucky to have you.”
She gave me a funny look like she didn’t believe me.
“Aren’t you cold in that?” I asked, looking over at her ample breasts that were slipping out from her robe.
I wished I could see more of her. My vision went blurry, and I imagined peeling that robe down her shoulders, so I could press my face between her beautiful breasts.
They were beckoning me from that angle, practically begging me to swallow them. I could feel the heat emanating up from my crotch.
“No, I’m pretty hot, actually,” she said, fanning the robe.
“Ain’t that the truth.”
Fuck. Did I say that out loud?
“What did you say?” she asked.
“Nothing.” I quickly scooped up her mug. “I’ll be right back. Let me get you some meds. I’ll meet you in your room.”
“Okay.”
Back in the medical dispensary, I quickly grabbed a pill and brought it back to her room.
“Here you go,” I took her hand and dropped a Dilaudid pill in it. “It’s guaranteed to knock you out for the next eight hours.”
During which time, I can go back to my room and jerk off to you.
She glanced at her alarm clock.
“But I’ll be late for work tomorrow,” she said, trying to hand the pill back to me.
“No coming in before noon. Tortor’s orders,” I pushed the pill back toward her.
She looked hesitantly at the pill, at her clock, and then at me.
I wanted her so badly.
I couldn’t help but notice the cute way she took a big inhale in and held her breath when she was contemplating a decision. The way it made her chest stand at attention didn’t hurt either.
She let out a big exhale.
“Alright.” She popped the pill into her mouth, took a swig of water, and threw her head back.
Her perfectly tousled hair fell playfully across her forehead. I looked down into her bright blue eyes and then down at her plump lips. I wanted those lips wrapped around my cock so badly it hurt.
“Any side effects I should know about?” she asked.
“You mean, are there any side effects you should’ve known about before you swallowed it?” I asked.
“Yes, good point,” she said. “I’ll do that next time.”
“You might be a little groggy when you first wake up, but if you’re not down in the lab tomorrow afternoon, I’ll make sure to come into your bed and check on you,” I said.
“You’ll come into my bed?” she asked.
Shit. Did I just tell her I’d come into her bed?
“No, not your bed,” I said. “I meant bedroom. I guess I’m tired, too.”
“Oh, okay.”
I thought I heard disappointment in her voice, but that would be crazy. She made it a point to tell me she wasn’t dating. And she sure as hell didn’t seem like the kind of girl that sleeps around.
“Alright, I should probably go back to sleep,” I said.
“I guess I’ll go to bed, too,” she said.
She slipped off her robe, giving me a generous view of her curvy backside before sliding under her covers.
Fucking tease. She was doing it on purpose. Maybe I will wake her up in bed tomorrow.
“Alright, see you tomorrow. You should sleep better than Rip Van Winkle until then,” I said before flipping her light switch and closing the door.
I, on the other hand, might not be sleeping at all. And not because of the boiler room.




CHAPTER 11

SHY

As if the Arctic couldn’t get any more boring, Tor and I were stuck doing inventory all day. But as the Team newbie, I couldn’t tell Tor to go fuck himself and do the goddamn inventory himself. So, I sucked it up and helped out.
Tor. What a pathetic motherfucker. He thought he had a chance with Snow, even though she made it pretty clear on the plane that she wasn’t interested in dating.
There I go again, being considerate Shy. I didn’t want to offend Snow. Women saw me, the youngest SEAL here, as the baby of the Team. At least Tor tried. He probably had the best chance with her out of all of us—the intellectual types loved Tor. Stone got any girl he wanted but they usually got tired of him after a while.
“Did you hear that?” asked Tor.
We were in the basement of the supply building where most of the military supplies were kept. The only sounds were the low hum of the cheap fluorescent lights above us.
“I hear myself regretting not bringing some music down here with us, but that’s about it,” I said.
“No, I could’ve sworn I heard something.” Tor shook his head.
“It’s probably Dorothy’s mandatory meeting everyone had to attend this morning in the auditorium next door,” I said. “I would imagine it’s getting out right about now.”
“I guess,” said Tor.
“Did you see that sleet storm we had to walk through to get to this building? Between that and the wind, it was like a small tornado. You’re just hearing the weather,” I said.
The compound was fairly spread out, and all inventory was kept about half a mile away from the residence building. Half a mile sounds close, but with sleet and rain pellets pummeling you at twenty miles per hour, it was anything but close. “It sounded more like a loud thud.” Tor shook his head as if trying to clear it.
“Probably lightning from the snowstorm. The weather is wacky out here,” I said.
“Yeah, you’re probably right. I guess I’m hearing things.”
“You mean things like that hot scientist calling out your name?” I asked.
“What are you talking about? You mean Snow?” asked Tor.
Oh, right. Like, he didn’t know exactly who we’d all been panting over for the last few days.
“Yeah, Snow. A man would have to be completely blind or a total liar if he said he didn’t think she was hot,” I said.
Tor shrugged his shoulders. “She’s pretty.”
“She’s gorgeous. And she has an amazing thirty-four C-rack on top followed by some super smoking hot curves underneath.” I traced her outline with my fingers.
“I got bad news for you. She said she’s through with men and not dating, so I’ve adjusted to thinking of her as unavailable.” Tor threw up the Heisman block for emphasis.
If I had a dime for every time I’ve heard that one before . . . “Yeah, I know that. But all women say that.” And those were the best ones in bed.
Plus, I was a boob guy, and Snow’s rack was perfection—full and perky, but not over-the-top porn star look. They were more of that girl-next-door type that you were proud to say you owned but also couldn’t keep your hands and mouth off.
I could already see them bouncing up and down while she rode my cock. Make that when she rode my cock.
Tor held his pen ready while holding the clipboard and waiting for my answer. “Was that forty-nine or forty-six?”
The first number that came to my head was sixty-nine.
Shit.
I looked down at the pile of night-vision goggles. I had no idea. Technically, I had been moving them from their original container onto the table one by one, but I’d been so busy thinking about Snow’s incredible rack that I wasn’t even counting.
I looked at my watch. 11:30 AM.
“Let’s head to lunch early. This stuff will all be here when we get back.”
I threw the goggles back into their original container.
It took us a good ten minutes to climb the stairs up to the ground level. These fuel bunkers were tall and vertical with supply sheds on each floor, so they could double as holding spaces.
The only thing new that ever came in and out of this building was mostly maintenance supplies to run the base and defend it, as well as gas to fuel the vehicles.
There wasn’t a gas station for another thousand miles. If you needed to drive somewhere, you’d better take all the fuel you needed to get there and back.
“Race you to the top?” asked Tor.
Before I could respond, he pushed off my shoulder to catapult himself up three steps and leaped past me. I sprinted to catch up, but he was already at the top by the time I recovered.
He flung the door open, and then we heard it. That sound Tor thought he had heard before. It was like being in a surround sound theatre for Star Wars, except we weren’t.
We were in the Arctic where it was dark as shit, and I couldn’t see five feet in front of me.
Ka-boom!
There was no mistaking that.
Fifty below and I was sweating like a pig. I ground my teeth together and tensed every muscle in my body.
Dammit.
I didn’t know what it was, but it couldn’t be good.
Ka-boom! Ka-plow! Crack!
As if the bombings weren’t enough, I heard screaming.
“Please, help. Somebody help! My leg!”
Fuck. That sounded really bad.
I don’t remember doing it, but somehow, I managed to throw on my Kevlar, and strap an AK-47 across my chest.
Stone and Cross were already maneuvering people toward us and down into the bunker.
“Go,” Stone screamed at Nod. “Get everyone inside the supply bunker, and then we’ll head out and kill these bastards.”
Nod nodded and took charge by carrying those who couldn’t walk.
I didn’t envy his job. It was chaos. Screaming, crying, and blood everywhere. And that was only what I could see when the sky lit up from the bombs.
That shit wasn’t for me. I was built for ripping heads off of the enemy, Molotov cocktailing their asses to kingdom come and then beating the fuck out of anyone still alive.
“What the fuck is this?” I yelled at Stone.
“Russians. They’re everywhere.” Stone’s hand fanned out across the front perimeter of the compound.
“How do you know? I can’t see shit out here.” I strained to see the horizon ahead.
The night-vision goggles were safely tucked away five floors below waiting to be counted by Tor and me. Why the fuck didn’t we carry them around? Oh right, because normally the perimeter lights were working.
“I killed two trying to infiltrate the compound earlier. They were speaking Russian to each other,” said Stone.
“Tor, you go wide and flank them from the left, and I’ll go right. Shy, you head straight and take these grenades with you. They’re all concentrated in one area. We can draw them into the center and attack from there,” yelled Stone.
“I’ll take my men and we’ll head around back and make sure there’s no one coming from that angle,” said Cross.
We headed out, pushing civilians back toward the supply bunker as we went.
I was taking heavy fire because I was front and center. The sound was deafening. They must have some automatic grenade launching machine pummeling us.
I scaled the wall and jumped over to the other side of the complex.
Gotcha!
He was lit up like a Christmas tree behind the compound wall. I aimed and fired.
The grenades stopped.
I got him.
“Clear,” I called.
“Clear,” said Stone.
“Clear,” said Cross.
We waited.
Silence.
When Tor didn’t sound off, I ran to the left in the direction he had headed.
Why were we even being attacked in the middle of nowhere?
Splat!
I tripped over something. Or rather, someone.
It was Tor.
He was unconscious but breathing. I hauled him over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes and headed back to the compound.
Stone followed.
Ker-plow!
There was a massive explosion that sent all of us reeling backward, knocking the wind out of us.
The entire sky was lit up, and there was a fire blazing right over where I estimated the supply bunker to be.
“Fuck!” I picked Tor up again and ran like lightning back to the compound.
And then I saw it.
The entire supply bunker was annihilated.
No one could’ve survived that.
No one.
Shit. Where was Nod?




CHAPTER 12

STONE

Carnage. Fucking carnage.
Dead. They were all dead. We couldn’t account for Dorothy anywhere. The entire first floor was leveled to dirt in the attack. We looked everywhere, but there was no sign of them, dead or alive. The other civilian women and men had been killed in the initial blast. And Nod was in a coma.
I hovered over Nod’s body, praying he would make it through.
Tor turned to me. “Has anyone seen Snow?”
Snow. “Wouldn’t she be down in the lab?”
Tor shook his head. “No. She had a bad migraine the other night, and I’d given her a Dilaudid. She never came to the lab.” His face wrinkled. “I want to go check on her, but I have to stay with Nod. Can you go see if she’s okay?”
His voice was sad but steady. In our job, we saw so much death that it was part of our everyday life. We pushed our pain aside, but at night, the guilt and terrors suffocated our souls. And the only way to drown my pain was with drugs.
Or women.
“Yup.” I raced up to her room. Each step brought me closer to the truth. Was Snow alive? Or another casualty of war.
I opened her door, and my heart leaped when I saw her sound asleep, her chest rising and falling. Still, I checked her pulse.
She was alive.
How the fuck could someone have slept through that entire goddamn attack? And the fucking explosion. It was like Armageddon on steroids.
I checked her pulse again.
Yep.
Still alive.
And moaning. And I must be tripping because it sounded like that heavy panting sort of breathing you do right when you’re about to come.
What the fuck?
“Snow.” I shook her shoulder gently. “Wake up.”
Nothing. Not even an eyelash flutter.
And people thought Nod was hard to wake up.
Shit.
Nod. Why the fuck had I told him to help all those civilians? Why hadn’t I done it myself?
If that sonofabitch died, I would blow up all of goddamn Russia. Their stupid ballet, their beloved Kremlin, their fucking everything.
Argh.
My entire shoulder and backside spasmed. It was worse when I was pissed, and it was killing me now.
I needed more pain pills, but I already downed that entire bottle of pills from Tor. Gritting my teeth, I pounded my fist into the wall. I didn’t dare bother Tor now. He was busy trying to save Nod’s life down in medical.
I stripped off my gear and artillery.
It helped.
A little.
But I needed something more.
“Oh yes, yes, right there. Don’t stop.”
“Snow?” Her eyes remained shut. “Are you awake? It’s me, Stone.”
I couldn’t take my eyes off her; she was so beautiful, so innocent and vulnerable, lying in her bed.
A soft moan escaped her lips, strands of long silky hair draped over the side of her face. If I heard her right, it sounded like the beginning of an orgasm.
I knew those moans. I liked those moans. I owned those moans.
They drew me in. Before I knew it, I was next to her on the bed, half-leaning, half-lying beside her. Our faces were cheek to cheek.
My ears were still ringing from the explosions and gunfire. I needed to hear what she was saying. Or that was what I told myself as an excuse to get that close.
“So good, need more,” she moaned. “Please, more.”
“More what, baby?” I whispered in her ear.
“More of your big, hard cock.”
And if I wasn’t hard before, I was now.
Her breathing became thicker, heavier. She tossed and turned and kicked the covers off, revealing silky smooth thighs pressed tightly together. Lace panties that barely covered her delicate hips.
Waves of pure lust sent the blood straight to my cock.  
But this was ridiculous. Everyone on the base was dead, Nod was downstairs fighting for his life, Shy was helping him, and here I was about to pounce on Snow.
Jesus, get a hold of yourself, Stone. Don’t be an asshole. Everyone was dead. Now was not the time for this.
But my soul was empty again. The scent of death still lingered in my nostrils. Resisting Snow would not bring everyone back to life. But it would provide me a moment of pleasure in my world of hurt.
“Oh, Stone, oh yes. Oh GOD!”
She wanted me. There was no denying it. And she wanted me bad. My heart thundered against my chest, threatening to break through.
This was like the best and worst day ever, all wrapped into one. I should go back downstairs and check to see if Tor and Shy needed help, but I couldn’t.
The truth was I was an asshole. I wanted Snow. She wanted me. And I’d be an idiot to pass this chance up.
And more than anything, I wanted the pain to go away. The guilt, the fear, the back spasms. She could take it all away. She could top any drug any day of the week.
“Stone, are you really here?”
Snow’s eyes fluttered open, and she looked at me both confused and half-aware.
“Yes, baby. I’m here.”
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled in closer. Her eyes were like huge oceans I would happily drown in.
She ran her hands through my hair, and my prick stiffened in response. I wanted to fuck her so bad it was unreal.




CHAPTER 13

SNOW

I had it again—the dream, that is.
That sweet, sinfully delicious wet dream where Stone does everything he promised in the lab. I wanted him. I wanted him so badly, I must have willed him to come to my bedroom because he was here now.
I tangled my hands in his hair, confirming he was real and no longer a dream. The Dilaudid haze was thick but only served to make my dreams that much more vivid.
I was tired of feeling bad about Lloyd, tired of feeling regret over wasting the last four years with him, and tired of waiting for a man to give me what I wanted. I wanted sex and not that lame, boring kind Lloyd gave. I wanted mind-blowing, earth-shattering sex.
I wanted that kind of sex with Stone, and I didn’t want to wait another second. Dorothy was right. A good round of meaningless sex was the perfect cure for post-breakup blues. And Stone was the obvious choice to fill that void.
Interlocking my hands behind his neck, I pulled him down and pressed my lips firmly against his. I eagerly pushed my tongue between his parted lips. He returned my kiss with equal parts passion and desperation.
I pulled his body down on top of mine, feeling the hardness of his muscles against mine. I rose up to meet him, pressing our bodies together. I couldn’t get close enough.
Writhing underneath him, I created the friction I had been dreaming of.
“Best dream ever,” I whispered.
Suddenly, Stone froze and pulled his head back.
“Snow, are you sure this is what you want? Are you even awake?”
I quickly rolled over, switching our positions. I threw my leg over him and sat on his lap with my legs around his waist.
I grounded myself against him and felt his already stiff cock pushing between my legs. My lips below were beginning to swell and throb in response. My entire body trembled with excitement.
I leaned down and explored his mouth with my tongue, taking in more than I was giving but not caring.
“Does that answer your question?”
Stone got the message and ran his hands down my back, cupping my ass and massaging it. His hands shifted to my hips and grabbed hold. He thrust up and firmly pressed his throbbing cock against my crotch. I felt it pulsing, trying to force its way through the boxers it was trapped in.
“Fuck me, Stone!” I moaned into his ear.
“Dammit, Snow.” He ran his fingers along the elastic strap on the top of my panties. “Are you sure?”
I placed both hands on his chest and peered straight into his eyes.
“This is me awake and telling you I want—no, I need— you to fuck me. Fuck me like you promised.”
That did it. He didn’t need any more encouragement after that. His mouth attacked mine, his lips firmer this time, crashing into mine.
His fingers gave up teasing the edge of my panties and slipped underneath. His calloused hand slid down and palmed my mound. He reached a finger farther into my dripping wet center and slid it back and forth.
“You’re so wet.”
“Wet for you.”
He reversed our positions and threw me down savagely onto the bed. The look on his face was like a killer intent on attacking his prey. And I realized that was exactly what he was.
A SEAL.
A killer.
But I was happy to be his prey.
He stripped down and there it was. That solid rock of muscle I’d seen running along the beach that fateful day our paths crossed. It was him. I’d recognize those hardened muscles anywhere. They were all sexy, but Stone’s chest was supersized and a tad broader than all of the others. I liked it. A lot.
I’d been with Lloyd and his soft, mushy, couch potato-ness for so long that I forgot what a real man looked like.
And that big cock. Thank you, God. It wasn’t a pencil, it wasn’t a stubby eraser, and it wasn’t crooked.
I struggled to pull my panties off, but that was a brief battle. Stone immediately took over.
I heard the fabric rip, but I didn’t care. He threw them aside and then moved onto my top. I sat up, so he could pull it off, exposing my hard, pink nipples.
His mouth devoured each of them one at a time, making sure to give equal attention to both. I reached down and encircled his cock, gently twisting my palm around the base before moving toward the tip.
He was already dripping with pre-cum. I rubbed it all over his tip and circled his cock again pulling it toward me.
“I want you inside me,” I purred.
He positioned himself between my legs and continued to tease my pussy with his fingers. It felt like I would explode if he didn’t plunge his cock into me soon.
I grabbed hold of his ass and pushed him closer.
His tip was positioned right at my entrance and teased me with gentle strokes up and down. Not that we needed any of his moisture for lubrication, I was dripping wet.
He leaned forward and pushed his hips, but they met with resistance. Lloyd has been regular-sized, but pencil thin. I wasn’t used to such girth and length at the same time.
He pushed harder, but it wouldn’t go in. He reached down and grabbed the base of his shaft and guided it in. It slid in nice and smooth, filling me.
I cried out meekly from the pain of being stretched so wide, but it didn’t even register to Stone, who was already moaning in ecstasy. He pulled back out and thrust in again, harder this time.
“Fuck, you’re so nice and tight.”
His thrusting became erratic and more aggressive like he was tearing right through me. And I loved it. This is what I’d been craving for ever since I set my eyes on him, I just didn’t know it.
I felt myself expanding to make room for his big cock, sucking it in with my walls and holding it tight.
His cock slammed against my cervix, thudding into it. Each movement drove waves of intense pleasure to my core, heating me from the inside like a small fire was consuming me.
“Fuck, Snow. you’re strangling my cock.”
I rose up to meet his every thrust trying to deepen his reach.
“Oh, yes, fuck me harder. Fucking use me!”
Stone grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked it back aggressively as he continued to stab his cock into my wanting hole. My breasts shook wildly with each jab, but he held me firmly in place, intensifying each movement.
I pulled his face down and drove my tongue deeper into his mouth, needing to feel a stronger connection. He returned it with equal vigor and a ravenous embrace back.
We were connected in every way, each only thinking about how to feed our burning desire for each other. How to satisfy that deep hunger burning inside. And most of all, not caring about anyone else or the world outside.
“Don’t stop. Harder. Want more.”
He responded immediately and pinned my arms down while he thrust into me repeatedly. He grunted deep and heavy with each thrust. I squeezed my core and rose up to meet each one and rubbed my clit against him. I was getting close.
Flattening himself on top of me, Stone hooked his arms underneath my shoulders and held them for leverage. He continued to pump in and out of me, driving me toward the edge.
My pussy throbbed violently. A streak of lightning coursed through my body and my nipples stiffened. Sweat and goosebumps covered my entire body. The pressure was mounting inside of me, heat emanating from my crotch and outward toward my inner thighs. I bit into his shoulder to help alleviate the feeling.
“Oh my God, Stone,” I screamed out. “I’m going to come.”
My pulsating beat in my vagina was bursting out of my walls and milking Stone’s cock. My entire body started to tremble, and I couldn’t breathe. Instead, my breaths came out in tiny, shuddering gasps. The tidal wave inside of me was mounting.
“Oh, fuck. I’m going to come inside you. Sweet Jesus, I don’t think I can pull out.”
“It’s okay, I’m on depo.”
Were we really having sex without a condom? I could’ve blamed it on the Dilaudid or the fact that Tor told me they were all STD-free, but I really should’ve been more careful.
Stone’s grunts gained in volume as he got closer.
I screamed out in pleasure as I felt fireworks explode all around me.
“Yes, fuck yes!”
Stone came at the same time. His groans equaled mine in volume. His cock began to throb violently inside me as he shot load after load of hot, sticky cum.
Finally, we both relaxed and he rolled off me. I was so blissfully spent, I could barely move.
Stone picked up his clothes and began to get dressed. I rolled over to do the same and saw my shredded panties.
The mood in the room quickly shifted from hot and heavy to awkward and uncomfortable.
Did I really just fuck Stone? Stone was not boyfriend material. We had zero in common, and I knew absolutely nothing about him. Tor was supposed to be the one I slept with. If he found I slept with Stone, he’d never give me a chance.
What girl goes from flirting with one guy at two in the morning to sleeping with another the next afternoon? How was it already the afternoon?
Fucking Dilaudid. This was all Tor’s fault.
Alright, maybe not all.
I scrambled around for new panties and threw on a pair, some dress pants, and a long-sleeved silk blouse. The lab wasn’t too formal, especially considering I was the only one in there, but business casual seemed to be the apparel of choice for everyone around here.
“Hey, what were you doing in my room?”
Stone raised an eyebrow.
“Well, I didn’t come here for that, if that’s what you’re wondering. Not that I didn’t mind it. In fact, my shoulder actually feels great now, so thanks for that.”
“You’re welcome?”
“Didn’t you hear anything this morning?”
“Hear what?”
His hand gestured outside. “Are you shitting me? You didn’t hear the massive explosion, the gunfire, the screaming?”
“What are you talking about?”
I ran over to the window. My breathtaking view of the Arctic mountains and the ocean were still there. But immediately in front of that was the compound in ruins. Crumbled stones, broken bricks, debris, and garbage were everywhere. The entire place was in shambles.
“Oh my God. I had no idea. I was having trouble sleeping, so Tor gave me a Dilaudid. I didn’t hear a thing.”
I ran past him and toward the door.
“Snow, where are you going?”
“I need to get down and help Tor. There must be so many injuries.”
Stone caught up with me and hooked an arm around my waist.
“Snow, everyone’s dead.”




CHAPTER 14

SNOW

The medical infirmary was set up for minor injuries. It was more like an on-site urgent care center, which was great except when you had major injuries like Nod had.
He was so sweet and nice. He didn’t deserve this.
And Dorothy. She was missing, presumed dead.
I couldn’t stop the tears. No matter how fragile and girly it made me look. It was all too much. The entire compound was gone in a blink of an eye.
We all stood over Nod in the only bed in the infirmary. Everyone was too distraught for words. Stone brought me up to speed on everything during the walk down to medical. I was still numb.
Tor spotted me right away and ran over to embrace me.
“Thank God, you’re okay, Snow.”
“I guess I should be thanking you for the Dilaudid. If it wasn’t for that . . .” I let my voice trail off, not able to finish the sentence.
“I know, Snow.” Tor kissed me on the forehead. “I know.”
“Is Nod okay?” asked Stone with a strain in his voice.
“Come on in. He’s stable.”
Tor motioned us toward the back of the infirmary. It was pretty large considering there were so few of us on base, but I had to remember that this facility was built back in the 1950s and intended to hold a massive community they thought would want to live here.
We passed seven empty exam rooms before finally arriving at what looked to be the largest room in the back.
Nod was attached to a bunch of wires and cords with a ventilator breathing for him. The slow beeping of the machines next to him measured his vitals. He no longer looked like that strong, valiant man running on the beach or like the huge, larger than life hero who stood up for me when Tin was being a jerk. Instead, Nod looked sad and broken. He was bruised, bloody, and covered in dirt.
“Is he going to be okay,” I asked Tor.
“I did everything I could, but his head was hit pretty hard, and his internal injuries from the sonic blast of the explosion were pretty catastrophic. He’s in a coma right now. It’s up to him to pull himself through.”
I sat down next to him and took his hand.
Nod, who had valiantly come to my rescue on the airplane without even knowing anything about me. Nod, who bolstered my self-esteem when I was at my lowest and made me feel safe. There had to be something I could do for him.
“I’ve read that it helps to talk to coma patients.”
Tor put a reassuring hand on my shoulder. “Yes, that’s true, Snow. Hopefully, he’ll come out of this coma soon. He needs a constant IV drip, vitamins, and other drugs, but our main supply building was blown up.”
I looked over to the medical dispensary area that connected the infirmary to the lab.
“But I thought everything was here.”
“We only keep a limited supply on-site at the infirmary. The bulk of the supplies were in storage.”
“Oh.”
My tears were falling on Nod’s arm.
“But don’t worry. Shy is calling for an evac and more supplies right now.”
As if on cue, Shy came rushing into the room.
“About that, Tor. We’re totally shut off from all communications out here. The explosion took down the entire communications tower behind it.”
“What about our cell phones?” I pulled mine out of my pocket.
No signal.
“There are no cell towers out here. The communications tower acted as a signal repeater to strengthen your cell phone. Without it, your cell can’t get a signal,” said Shy.
“Wifi?” I asked, already knowing the answer.
Shy shook his head.
“Even our transistor radios are fried. Nothing is working.”
“What are we going to do?” I asked, starting to get scared.
“We have tons of food. All of that was stored in this building. The water is sourced by a well. But we will run out of power soon. The fuel storage tank was blown, and we only have what was loaded for this week. Considering there are only five of us, it’s possible that the power will last another week, but beyond that, nothing.”
“Five of us? What happened to Tin, Cross, Lucky, and Sleazy?”
Shy embraced me. “They’re gone, Snow. Immediately after the attack, we split the Team up into two fire squads. Tin, Cross, Lucky, and Sleazy took a tank to go get help. It’s just us. Don’t worry, we will take care of you.”
I choked back tears. “Will they be okay?” But I didn’t just care about them. What about me? Would I die out here?
“We will be fine. As long as there isn’t another attack.”




CHAPTER 15

STONE

Shy pulled on his big coat and strapped on his AK-47. “I’m going outside to establish com.”
Communication. Crucial to any hope we had of surviving.
I exhaled. “Need me to go with you?”
Shy shook his head. “Nah, man. I’m good. Stay back here and take care of Snow.”
Don’t have to ask me twice.
“Will do. Good luck, bro.”
Shy opened the door and headed in the blizzard.
Ah fuck.
This was bad.
Supremely bad.
As a SEAL, I had seen some crazy shit, but nothing, and I mean nothing, like this.
My man Nod was in a fucking coma. A fucking coma. I loved that dude more than anything in the world. And I’d do anything to make sure he pulled through. Nod was my swim buddy in BUD/S. He was more than my Teammate, he was a true brother to me. I’d give my life for him.
Anything that was mine was his.
Anything that was, even Snow.
Snow.
Sweet Snow.
She was perfection. A complete dream. And totally out of my league.
I mean, sure I was a Team guy, which in San Diego pretty much meant that I lived like a rock star. The SoCal girls hung out around our bars like groupies. They couldn’t get enough of the Team cock.
But those women were different. Party girls. Girls that only wanted a good time.
Snow, however, wasn’t the type of woman who ever looked my way. She was smart. Brilliant, even. She was the type of woman that fell in love with a man like Tor.
Not a dumb fuck-up like me.
Sure, I was a badass SEAL. I was a sniper; my eye was sharper than a shard of glass. I could take out a target a mile away.
Too bad the rest of my body didn’t cooperate.
My shoulder was fucked up after taking a bullet for Shy, but I’d do it again in a second—we were brothers in arms. I knew he’d do it for me. If that were my only problem, things wouldn’t be too bad, but I had herniated a disc in my back, too.
I could get medically retired if I wanted to. But the U.S. Navy put one million dollars into training me. I kept saying I would do one more mission, one more training, and then I would take time off for back surgery.
Until then, I made it through the days with a little help from my new friend, Oxy.
Tor had my back—literally and figuratively—and he knew I needed it, that I couldn’t possibly do my job without it. Save my Team. Save my men. Hell, protect Snow.
I needed those pills.
And now they were gone.
But Snow was right here.
I saw the way she looked at Tor. The way she connected with him on more than just a sexual level.
And the way he looked at her.
Maybe we could share.
I needed Snow. She was my new addiction.
Besides, Tor was the nice guy. And nice guys never got the girl.
No one would ever call me the nice guy. I was bad to the core.
Snow was the only person who could take away my pain.




CHAPTER 16

SNOW

Guilt crashed down on me. How could I have fucked Stone? I had spent my entire life being responsible and not impulsive. Stone wasn’t even my fucking type. Tor. Tor was my type—confident, smart, and kind, which I found so sexy. He was the type of man I could fall in love with.
But Stone was the ultimate bad boy; it was like he just screamed sex. The way his long black bangs hung over his forehead. His haunting hazel eyes. Hell, he had a scar on his eyebrow. I wondered how he got that scar . . . probably in a firefight. Or maybe in a bar brawl defending the woman he loved.
A woman who broke his heart.
I didn’t want to marry Stone. I wanted to fuck and be fucked by him. Again and again and again. I’d wasted years of lousy sex with Lloyd. It was time for me to indulge in my fantasies, just like Dorothy had said.
“Don’t hold back. You have six months here. Enjoy yourself.”
Dorothy. She was dead. I blinked rapidly to stop the tears, but it was no use. The tears came in waves. I had only just met her, but she had been literally my only friend in this whole place. And bonus, she hadn’t slept with anyone I liked.
Plus, she didn’t deserve to die. None of the people here did, but Dorothy was one of those people that made the world a better place. She wasn’t fake, she knew what she wanted in life and was confident enough to go after it without worrying about what other people thought. She was like the super confident, older sister I never had. I barely knew her, but I felt that she had already had a profound effect on my life. She would’ve been happy to know that I chose Stone, even if it was by accident instead of Tor.
Old Snow was the good girl. She always did the right thing and put others’ needs in front of her own.
But old Snow died the day she caught Lloyd fucking her best friend.
And new Snow had just been born.
Like Dorothy said, I had to live my life to the fullest. No regrets. Do it for me.
Do it for Dorothy.
My fantasies weren’t just about Stone. Hell no. Ever since I stepped onto that plane to head to the Arctic, it was like I’d become a horny nymphomaniac.
First, I had lusted after Nod. He had been totally focused on me. And even more, he seemed to see through me, like when he could tell I had been in pain. And Nod had been the one to stand up to Tin for me.
And then I had immediately connected with Tor. He was kind, handsome, and brilliant—definitely my dream guy.
Hell, I had even had feelings for Shy. He was sweet, kind, and young. Almost fresh and unruined by this fucked up world.
Thank God the other four SEALs had left the base. I’d probably be lusting after them, too! Well, not Tin. A—he was a jerk—and B—he had slept with Dorothy. I know she had told me to experiment, but I don’t think she meant for me to encroach on her territory.
I took some calming breaths. I hated myself right now. I was so selfish, thinking about myself and lusting after all these men while Nod was in a coma. Even worse, by sleeping with Stone, I had probably created some tension amongst the men. I had always been a feminist, and I remembered having a spirited debate in my poly-sci class about women in combat. One of the reasons many military men had said they were against it was because of the temptation of one woman in a Team would tear the cohesiveness of the men apart. At the time, I called bullshit. Another excuse by men to keep women out of certain jobs.
But now, for the first time, I saw their point.
And that was when I saw it. Nod’s bracelet. The same one he had been wearing when he was on the plane. I love how he wore his heart on his sleeve. That badass man wore a friendship bracelet. I might never know the story behind the bracelet because he was hooked up to machines. I felt so helpless.
A chill came over me, and it wasn’t from the frigid weather. My body began to shake uncontrollably. What had happened here? I had come here to get away from my problems, and now I was creating them.
I broke into sobs. Feeling sorry for myself, sorry for Nod, sorry for Dorothy.
“Snow? You okay?”
Fuck. It was Tor. The last person I wanted to see. I instinctively covered my body, but I could feel his glare. I was certain he could see right through me, that he could tell that I had had sex with Stone.
“I’m sorry, Tor.”
He wrapped me in his strong embrace, and that made me feel worse. “Sorry for what?”
I had to tell him. Had to tell him what an awful person I was.
I closed my eyes, unable to look at him. “I need to tell you something. From the second I arrived here, I felt you and I had a special connection.”
His face lit up. “Me too, Snow. Honestly, I’m crazy about you. You are so smart and beautiful.”
“I’m crazy about you too, Tor. I really am. Which makes telling you this even harder.”
“What is it, Snow? Do you have a boyfriend back home? Was that a lie about Lloyd?”
“No. Not at all. Everything is a mess. I came here to get away from my problems, and now I’ve ruined everything.”
“What are you talking about?”
“I-I slept with Stone.”
He clenched his teeth, and I could almost feel his pain.
It was the same pain Lloyd had inflicted on me.
God, I was such a bitch.
He took a moment, and after an impossibly awkward silence, he finally spoke. “It’s okay, Snow. I get it. Stone’s a good man. Ladies love him. I just thought you and I had something deeper.”
Gut. Punch.
“We did! We do. My feelings haven’t changed for you at all. It’s this place. I’ve just been so overwhelmed here with the climate change, my migraines, the attack . . . I’m just not myself.” I looked into his brown eyes. “But I still want you.”
Tor didn’t hesitate. He pulled me to him and kissed me. But it wasn’t any kiss. It wasn’t fiery like Stone or dispassionate like Lloyd. This kiss sent shivers up my spine. It was a kiss to end all kisses.
A kiss when a soul recognizes its mate.
I kissed him back, savoring his lips, exploring his mouth.
“I don’t mind sharing.”
Wait what? I pulled away from his lips.
I looked back at him. He wanted me. And I wanted him.
Did he really not mind sharing me? Should I talk to Stone first to make sure it was okay?
After being cheated on, I vowed to never betray another person. I would not hurt Stone. I had to know how if he was okay sharing me.




CHAPTER 17

TOR

Sometimes a kiss was nothing more than a prelude to getting in a woman’s pants. Sometimes it was because I was bored. But sometimes, it was something special. Someone special.
Even though I didn’t think I could’ve stopped myself, I almost wished I had never done it. Because now I knew that Snow was for sure something special. Or rather, someone special.
Fuck.
Why did she have to fuck Stone?
Stone didn’t even give a damn about the women he fucked. And Snow was someone you should give a damn about.
If I went after Snow now, I’d be an asshole. I had to make sure Stone was okay with sharing her. It was Team guy code.
But maybe Snow wouldn’t want to share. Snow wasn’t like Dorothy, though I didn’t judge Dorothy at all. Snow was a one-guy type of woman. And it looked like she’d already made her choice.
There was only one thing left for me to do: drink away this problem.
I headed down to the secret SEAL stash room the previous Team had told me about. It was over on the East end of the compound near the back. It was a large room labeled SEAL office, making it look official.
But inside it was more like a recreation room. There was a large leather couch, a couple recliners and a huge entertainment system which was great but what I needed was in the liquor cabinet in the back of the room.
An entire stash of aged vodkas, cognac, and good old whiskey. Thank God for the SEALs who were here before us.
Each SEAL Team left behind a super stash of alcohol for the Team that came after them. There wasn’t a lot to do out here, nowhere to go, so you had to bring the party with you.
I grabbed a tumbler, along with the Johnny Walker, and closed the cabinet. I needed something, anything, to wipe out the image of Nod in a coma.
I walked up to the roof, also known as the farthest point on the compound away from Nod. He had to pull through. I couldn’t lose another Teammate. Not after my brother.
I threw back the entire tumbler in one swig and immediately went to refill it. But nothing came out.
Dammit!
Did I not notice anything right in front of my face? Maybe I really was blind and clueless. I threw the empty bottle of vodka down onto the pavement below. It made a satisfying crash when it shattered. I tossed the tumbler down with it.
I closed my eyes.
Nod clinging to life. Dorothy missing.
Need more alcohol.
I zipped back down to the basement where the secret cabinet area was and grabbed a full bottle of vodka this time. And another bottle of whiskey, just in case. This might be enough for all of the brain cells I wanted to kill tonight.
Back on the roof, I let it out. All the frustration, anger, and desolation inside came pouring out of my core.
“Aaargh!”
That was the only perk of being stuck in the middle of nowhere. You could scream as loud as you wanted and not a goddamn person was going to hear it or complain.
“Thanks for the welcome party,” screamed Shy.
“You’re back!” I hollered back. “Come on up and have a drink with me.” I motioned him up to the roof.
“I’ve been outside all day walking in a sleet storm at thirty degrees below. Why don’t you come inside?”
He had a good point.
“Fair enough.”  
Thirty minutes later, Shy was showered and sitting across from me with a glass of scotch.
“Did anything happened while I was gone?” he asked.
“Stone happened.”
“With Snow?”
“Yup.”
“Damn, I didn’t even know you and Snow were a thing.”
“We weren’t.”
Shy slapped me on the back. “Do you think Stone would mind sharing?”
I turned my hands up. “Don’t know. I’m going to ask.”
“Me, too. Snow’s beautiful.”
“Yeah, she is. But I’m not sure she would be into being with all of us. She seems like a one-man woman.”
Shy gave a sly smile. “You don’t know until you ask.”
I changed the subject. As much as I was lusting after Snow, my primary goal was to save Nod. “When do you think we will get rescued?”
“As soon as this storm lets up, they’ll be able to fly a plane in.”
Someone would have to clear the runway for a plane to land out here. There was still a lot of debris from the explosion. We might have to start working on that tonight, which meant Stone would have to start working on it tonight. One more drink and I probably wouldn’t forget what I heard but I sure as hell wouldn’t be conscious enough to remember it.
“How long will that take?” I asked.
“There’s a blizzard coming tomorrow, but it should be cleared up in a couple of days, so not too long.”
“Fuuuuck meeee. A blizzard, are you sar-ee-uss?”  
Just wonderful. Snowed in with a SEAL in a coma. We needed to get out of here.
“Yes, I almost didn’t make it back in time. Hey, how much have you been drinking? Maybe it’s bedtime for you.”
“You know what it’s time for?” I downed another gulp of vodka. “It’s time for a little bit of luck. Our Team always gets the shit end of the stick. First my brother, now Nod. What’s next? We get the shittiest assignments. We are in the coldest part of the world. What I hate right now is snow.” I paused,. “I mean . . . I hate all this damn snow. It’s everywhere.”
I threw down the tumbler, enjoying the satisfying crunch of glass shattering again.
Shy grabbed the other tumblers and moved them out of my reach. “Whoa, whoa. Not sure the next SEAL Team will appreciate having to drink straight from the bottle.”
One minute I was staring at Shy, the next, I was staring at the ceiling, and after that, I was staring at the insides of my eyelids.  




CHAPTER 18

SNOW

I stood outside the room, shaking with anger. Tor had lied to me. He had said that he wasn’t mad about Stone and me, even said that he didn’t mind sharing. But I had just heard him talk shit about me.
“What I hate right now is Snow.”
How could he hate me? What did I do wrong? I wasn’t Tor’s girlfriend. Hell, I didn’t kiss Tor until after I had slept with Stone. Wait. Did that make it better or worse?
My humiliation turned to rage. I was single. I could sleep with whomever I wanted to. Hell, I could sleep with the entire SEAL Team if I wanted to. Well, not Tin. And he was gone anyway so fucking Tin was a moot point. I still didn’t know what his deal was, but it must be bad if even Tor hated him. I couldn’t imagine Tor hating anyone.
Except, he seemed to hate me now.
Fuck it.
I headed back to my room. I would remove myself from the equation right now. They were dealing with a huge crisis, and the last thing these men needed was to fight over a woman.
A loud beeping startled me. What was that? Another attack?
Or . . . could it be Nod?
I ran as fast as I could to the infirmary. Nod was coding.
And Tor was nowhere to be found.
Oh shit!
“Tor!” I screamed out. “Shy!”
Neither of them came.
The piercing sound of the machine chilled my frigid heart.
I went into autopilot. I pumped Nod’s chest, praying I remembered my CPR training as a babysitter almost a decade ago.
Oh God! Please, let him live.
I hadn’t prayed to God since I’d been a little girl and had been forced out of Russia. Once my father had died, I had decided that God didn’t exist.
But I swore to myself that if God could save Nod, I would believe in Him again.
Nod’s lips were turning blue, and my hope was running out.
I pressed my lips to his and breathed in, his massive chest rising.
Tor ran into the room.
I screamed, “He’s not breathing!”
Tor pushed me out of the way and immediately began to work on Nod. After a few more agonizing moments, the beeping stopped, and Nod began to breathe again.
Tor exhaled and hugged me.
“Snow, you saved him.”




CHAPTER 19

SHY

There she was, the vixen of the hour. The one girl that was making everyone go crazy here, including me.
Her skintight leggings hugged her every curve from her small, tapered waist to her tight, firm ass and all the way down her toned thighs.
I didn’t blame Stone.
Hell, if I had the chance, I would’ve gone for her, too.
Maybe it wasn’t too late.
Snow pulled a big winter cap, huge scarf and gloves down from the hooks next to the exit door to the outside. After spending a full twenty-four hours trekking through below freezing temperatures, I couldn’t understand why she’d willingly go out into it.
“Hey, babe, where do you think you’re going?”
“Shy, I’m so glad you made it back!”
She ran over and hugged me.
But I wasn’t a man to pass up a great opportunity. I wrapped my arms around her and felt her perky 34Cs pressed up against my chest.
The smell of lavender and fresh rain greeted me. It was feminine and intoxicating. I liked it.
With one arm wrapped around her small waist and the other across her back, I pulled her in for a tight embrace.
“Is someone coming to rescue us?”
“In a few days after the blizzard. They can’t land safely until then.”
She looked outside, worried. “Will we be safe? What about the Russians who attacked us?”
“As far as we can tell, they were a rogue group of deserters trying to take over the compound as their own. Possibly escaped from a Russian gulag. Don’t worry, I’d never let anything happen to you.”
She smiled, and my heart melted.
“I can’t believe everyone’s dead. It’s still so unreal.”
I nodded my head in agreement. I hadn’t stopped to think about it. I’d been too focused on getting to and from the communications tower as quickly as possible. She stepped one foot into an oversized winter snowsuit and then the other before she looked up.
“Whoa, where do you think you’re going?” I placed a hand on the snowsuit zipper preventing her from closing it. “It’s freezing out there. You need to stay inside where it’s warm and safe.”
She wrapped her small hand around mine and pulled it against her amazing rack, which immediately caused my blood to rush down below.
“It’s like a ghost town here with only the four of us. I wanted to get some food from the outer supply building, so I could make us all a nice dinner.”
“All the food is stored here on-site.”
“Not all of it. Dorothy was planning a huge welcome feast for the new arrivals, and she had good stuff like steaks, shrimp cocktail, and wine.”
She pointed out past the explosion and rubble to the other side of the airport runway. There was a large hanger for aircraft engine repairs.
“Are you sure? That seems a very unlikely place to store food.”
She nodded her head yes. “Exactly. She swore me to secrecy. She purposely stored it in a cooler out there because she was worried it would be discovered and eaten before the event, which technically was supposed to be tonight.”
It was probably only a mile away, but a mile in this weather could feel like a marathon.
“Sounds great, but I’m coming with you.”
I grabbed the other snowsuit and pulled it on.
“Thanks, but it’s a simple grocery run.” She rolled her eyes like I was being ridiculous.
“You’ve never been around SEALs much, have you?”
She cocked her beautiful head to the side. “Why?”
“Because you don’t tell a SEAL what to do. They tell you what to do. And I’m telling you right now, there’s not a chance in hell I’m letting you go out there and back alone.”
She hesitated.
“If you want, I can have Stone or Tor accompany you instead.”
I really hoped she didn’t say yes.
“Oh, no. That’s fine. You’re perfect. It’ll give us the opportunity to spend some quality time together.”
A surf and turf dinner sounded pretty good, actually. And alone time with Snow sounded even better.
I outfitted myself with some gloves, a hat and scarf and then grabbed a couple of flashlights. Many of the outside lights were still intact, but we needed to conserve power. I knew the other SEAL members were going to head in as soon as they could, but the storm was pretty intense and had shown no signs of letting up.
Snow threw open the front double doors and almost went flying out when she did. I instinctively hooked my arm around her waist and pulled her close.
“Whoa, steady now,” I said, holding on until she got her bearings again.
“Thanks,” she said, looking up with a small wink. “I guess it’s a good thing you came along.”
She was so small and petite, I wasn’t sure how Miss I-always-wear-flip-flops was going to do out here.
“You don’t need to go out there. I can go by myself and bring it back.”
She shook her head vigorously. “Not a chance. I need to get out of here and get some fresh air—Arctic air, a mouthful of sleet, whatever.”
“You sure? It’s not as close as it seems.” I pointed out the rugged terrain and icy patches.
“I can do it!” Her chest puffed a little more, which I could watch all day long.
Even through our thick, down-filled snowsuits, I was getting turned on being this close to her. Luckily, no cold shower needed. The winds had picked up considerably since my trip to the communications tower and seemed to go right through the snowsuit. I pulled my hood over my head and secured it in place with the Velcro straps. It looked like this snowstorm was going to get worse before it got better.
“Alright, let’s go,” I said, handing her a flashlight.
I led her outside and across the tarmac. She looked up at me with that sweet, innocent smile that I couldn’t help but return. It wasn’t simply the fact that she was a total knockout, but her personality was so positive and warm, you couldn’t help but be happier when she was around. Of course, her incredible rack didn’t hurt, either.
We hopped, sidestepped, and scaled over small hills of crumbled concrete mixed with snow and ice. We both did our best to ignore the debris and rubble from the explosion but more importantly, what it really meant. This shit was so fucked up. Why in the hell would Russians want to attack a helpless compound of civilian researchers? Especially after half a century of peace. Shit just didn’t add up.
Splat!
Damn. I looked away for one second, and she slipped and fell. I felt like an ass. One minute Snow was vertical and the next, she was horizontal. And not in the good way.
“Here, I can help you.” I half walked, half slid my way over the icy gravel to where she had fallen.
Before I could reach her, she’d popped herself back up and was wiping off the dirt from her pants.
“I’m good!” she called out and gave me the thumbs up.
She was pretty gutsy for a chick. I liked her even more.
She wasn’t exactly ready to be the first female SEAL, but she wasn’t a helpless damsel in distress, either. If I hadn’t insisted on coming along, she was right. She probably would’ve made it there and back just fine.
The wind was hitting us head-on at about thirty miles per hour, which meant the journey there would be three times longer than the one back—assuming the wind direction remained consistent.
There were a few more scrapes and wobbles along the way, but we made it to the hangar about forty-five minutes later. It was empty, except for a small prop plane, an overhead hoist, and tons of tools and parts stored along the side.
It felt a million times warmer inside once we were out of the wind. The sleet had subsided overnight, but the wind was still fierce.
I flicked the light switch, but nothing happened.
That was weird. I searched around the walls for another switch. The entire hangar was without electricity with only the emergency lighting on.
“What’s wrong?” she asked.
“Must be a broken circuit.”
“But there’s heat.”
“Separate system. The heat runs on a separate HVAC system. The on-site generator powers the electricity. Hold on. I’ll go find the circuit breaker.”
I found it pretty easily right outside and reset everything before joining Snow back inside.
“Alright,” she said, “the freezer is in the back where hopefully, the food is.”
I followed her to a locked door.
“I wonder where the key is?”
“I’m your key.” I kicked the door down in one fell swoop.
“Nice!” she cheered. “Very impressive. I could get used to being stranded with SEALs.”
My chest probably puffed up a little bigger involuntarily. The room led to a huge area in the back, equally as wide as the hangar but shallower.
“Stay here. I’m going to make sure it’s safe first.”
Unlike the hangar which was wide open, this space had some hidden nooks and crannies. I pushed ahead of Snow. There were a few small desks and lockers to the left and a small kitchenette area to the right for the maintenance staff. I walked down to the far-right edge, past the kitchen where there were some couches and small beds set up.
“Clear,” I called out, motioning for Snow to join me in the kitchenette.
She had stripped off her snowsuit which meant I was back to admiring her sexy rack. I was definitely a boob guy. The bigger, the better, and Snow’s definitely qualified as one of the best I’d ever seen. There were nice, full-sized and perky and large enough for me to motorboat but not too large that they took over her entire frame.
Her ass was banging, too. She leaned over to peer into the fridge, sticking out her ass, practically begging me to touch it.
“Oh, no!” she cried.
“What’s wrong?” I went on high alert, drew my gun, and scanned the room for hostiles.
“The food.” She stood back from the fridge and let the door swing wide open. “It’s all ruined.”
I holstered my gun and peered over her shoulder.
Just like she claimed, the fridge was stocked with tons of food labeled: Do not touch—Dorothy Gale. It smelled like it had seen better days.
“It looks like the power went out quite a while ago.”
I shut the fridge door. Let someone else deal with that mess.
“Dammit,” she screamed. “It’s all ruined. Everything is ruined.” She kicked the fridge door.
There was that same gutsy girl from outside but now on steroids—really angry steroids.
She punched the fridge. And then found a glass vase on the counter next to it and hurled it across the room. What was with everyone wanting to break glass when they got pissed? Maybe she and Tor did belong together.
“Come on.” I gently tugged Snow out of the kitchen. “Fuck the food. I don’t even really like steak, anyway,” I lied.
“You don’t understand. The dinner,” she looked at me with her piercing blue eyes, “it was going to fix everything.”
“Fix the communications system?”
I don’t know what was wrong with that answer, but it sent her into an uncontrollable tailspin of laughter.
“I’m sorry, Shy. I’m going on and on like some hysterical crazy woman and you barely even know me.”
She readjusted herself, straightening her posture.
“So, let’s fix that. Tell me more about yourself.” She looked around the room. “What, here? Now?”
“Considering there’s no cable, no internet, no cell reception, and no one else around to talk to . . .” I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure, why not here and now? Unless you have something better to do.”
She laughed. “Right. It’s not like I have anything that needs cooking.”
I scavenged the kitchenette for some food and found a nice bottle of Pinot and crackers, which was about as gourmet as life in the Arctic would get.
“You told me all about your research over dinner that first night on the plane, but what about your life outside the lab? Are you an only child, are you divorced, where are you from, how old are you?”
She took a sip of wine, and we both settled on the couch.
“I’m a twenty-nine-year-old Capricorn. Born in Russia, but my mother moved us to Miami as a kid. Never married, no kids, but I want them someday. I’m an only child, but I have an overbearing mother.”
“That sounds pretty magical.”
She punched me in the shoulder. “Magical? Are you making fun of me?”
“I’d never do that to you.” Because I’m pretty sure I think you’re amazing.
“Well, what about you? Tell me about your magical childhood.”
She reached over and popped a few crackers into her mouth and refilled her wine, which was obviously taking effect. She stretched out her legs across my lap, and I reached down and massaged her feet.
“Not much to tell. My mother gave me up when I was four. No one knows who my dad is. I was bounced around the foster care system until I turned eighteen and joined the military. Now at twenty-two, Tor, Stone, and Nod are the closest things I have to real family.”
“That explains why the four of you are so close.”
“That and I wouldn’t even be here if it weren’t for Stone.”
“Really? How so?”
“Over in Iraq, we were assigned to go door-to-door and find this fugitive that had escaped military custody. He was wanted for questioning in multiple murders. There was a nice but kind of strange couple at the last house we knocked at. Tor and Nod were getting the truck ready to head back to the base. It was a pretty affluent neighborhood, so the likelihood of them harboring someone like that was pretty low. I didn’t want to do a full sweep, but Stone insisted. He’s got issues but he never half-asses anything. I turned my back on the couple, and the wife pulled a gun on me. Stone jumped in front and took the bullet for me. That’s why his shoulder’s all fucked up.”
I couldn’t believe I was telling her these things. I’d never shared this much about myself with anyone, but she was so easy to talk to.
“Wow, Stone is a great guy.”
Snow started to tear up again, which sucked because the whole point of this show-and-tell session was to cheer her up.
“Yeah. I owe that guy big time.”
“I think I’ve made a huge mistake, Shy.”
And then the sobbing started all over again.
She hooked her arms around my neck and pretty much cut off my oxygen supply.
“Stone was an accident . . . and Tor is so sweet and I just . . . I don’t know what I’m doing . . .”
Drama. I fucking hated this drama.
But I loved the feel of her tits rubbing against my arm.
“There, there,” I said as I petted her hair in between her incoherent sobs. “Everything’s going to be okay.”
I didn’t know that it was, but that was what they said in the movies when chicks were crying.
“But you don’t understand.” She grabbed hold of both my shoulders and twisted me to look at her. “I’ve screwed everything up. I think Tor hates me. It’s all my fault because I’m a horrible person.”
I cupped her face in my hands and tilted her head back toward me.
“Tor couldn’t hate you even if he wanted to. Trust me, babe. No one could hate someone as beautiful as you.”
And there it was. That spark of lust I had every time she flashed a little cleavage my way.
She licked her lips and stared up into my face, inching herself closer. Or wait, was that me inching closer?
I knew it was stupid, but her lips were like a vortex pulling me in. Her mouth opened willingly for mine, and our tongues were soon connecting.
I ran my hand down the side of her thigh in a gentle caress. I kept going until my fingertips were able to slide up her shirt. Instinctively, my hand ran over her small stomach and landed on her full breasts. Pushing her bra up and over my prize, I noticed the softness of her skin against my calloused hands and my cock stiffened.
Pulling the rest of her top up and off, I broke off our kiss, so I could finally see my prize. The most perfect set of tits I’d ever imagined. I pushed her back down on the couch and immediately sucked on each tit in slow succession.
She pushed me off of her. “Are you sure this is okay? You don’t mind that I already slept with Stone? And kissed Tor? I feel like such a whore.”
I cupped her face. “Don’t ever call yourself a whore, Snow. There is nothing wrong with a woman loving to have sex. And to answer your question, no I don’t mind. I love my Team. I would die for them. And I definitely don’t mind sharing you.”
Her face lit up and she rubbed my tits in her face. I went back to work.
“Oh, Shy, suck me harder,” she cooed.
Instead, I teased her and flicked her erect nipples with my tongue before gently nipping at them. This was my favorite part, and I was going to take my time with each one.
I blew on them which made her areola erect. I tweaked her nipples, rolling them between my thumb and forefinger, before squeezing them.
“Want more,” she demanded.
She smashed my face onto her breasts and I obliged by opening up wide to swallow in as much of each as I could. My tongue swept across the bottom while I made large gulping noises. First, the right and then the left.
She reached up and rubbed the fabric over my cock. “I want you to fuck me, Shy.”
I wanted to fuck her so bad it was unreal. The sight of her bare breasts, her sexy flushed face was too much to pass up. I unbuckled my pants and stepped out of my shoes. Even though I was slowly stroking my cock and thinking about plunging it inside that sweet pussy beneath me.
A wet tongue on my prick interrupted my thoughts.
“First, let me taste you.”
Her hands were cupping my balls. Her tongue slid up and down along my shaft. She settled back on the couch with her mouth open, breathing deeply, waiting, beckoning me to enter. What man could say no to that?
It was now or never. I gripped my hard-on and carefully slid the tip past her lips and into her open and waiting mouth. It was warm and felt incredible. I dipped in slow and shallow at first, enjoying the feel of her tongue swirling around the tip.
“Fuck, babe. You are incredible. Fucking amazing”
“Mmmm, so good,” was all she could mumble with my cock pumping in and out.
With each dip, I went a little deeper. Her saliva lubricated my cock, paving the way inside. Every stroke set little fireworks off inside me, further engorging my cock to the largest it had ever been.
At this angle, I was only able to fit half of it into her mouth. I pinched down on the sides of her jaw, forcing it to open a little wider. Then, I thrust myself deeper and deeper, my cock twitching with each pump until finally being suctioned into the hilt.
I pulled all the way out. Her mouth made a large vacuum pop. I drilled back in, with my balls resting on her chin. The warm walls of her mouth wrapped around my throbbing cock.
“Suck it nice and hard, Snow.”
I needed to fuck that beautiful face hard and rough. I shuddered in pleasure from the feel of her tongue grazing against my shaft as I tunneled in and out. I held onto her gorgeous mounds for balance, squeezing her tits between my fingers.
I picked up the speed as I fucked her face, deepthroating myself into her with every turn.
I stopped to see if I had gone too far and she answered with a sensual moan. She arched her back, giving me more access from this angle. Before I could stop myself, I was going faster and rougher than I ever had before.   
Impaling her mouth with my cock felt so fucking good. A small murmur escaped Snow’s lips like she was trying to call out my name.
“Shhhhhhhyyyyyyy.”
My breath quickened, and my whole body tensed up in anticipation of my climax. “Shit, Snow. You’re gonna make me come so fucking hard.”
My balls tingled as thick streams of hot sticky cum erupted into her mouth and straight down her throat. Again and again, another shot like a firehose.
Snow valiantly swallowed each and every drop.
I pulled out, and Snow smiled up at me with her bright blue eyes before wiping her mouth.
She stood up, and for a minute, I was afraid she might leave, but she stripped off her pants and shoes instead.
“Do you like?” she asked.
As if she didn’t already know the answer by the obvious load I’d just blown into her mouth, and my cock was up at attention again. I reveled at her body and all its sexy curves.
“Very much, babe.”
I squeezed her ass and slowly ran my fingers back and forth along her pussy crevice, going deeper and deeper inside with each stroke.
“Mmmm . . ..” She ground her pussy against my hand. She was so wet, it was dripping down my palm and onto my wrist.
I hooked my fingers inside and gently pulled her closer until her clit was eye level.
My God, it was so beautiful—pink and glistening with her sticky pussy juices. It was begging to be worshiped.
I buried two more fingers deep inside her. I felt around, swirling my fingers so they could stroke and explore every inch of her pussy. Her walls wrapped me into a viselike grip, sucking me in.
I fucked her with my fingers, pumping in and out, faster and harder with each stroke.
“Please, don’t stop. Feels so good,” she moaned.
Why would I stop? Her sweet, musky fragrance billowed against my nose. This was too much. I couldn’t stop myself now even if I wanted to.
I knew I needed to taste her. Her aroma had wafted up through my nose and had taken over my brain.
With my fingers still furiously working themselves in and out of her slick tunnel, I brought my face down to her clit and started to suck the juices off.
I curled my tongue from beneath her opening and licked up in one long stroke, tasting every inch of her. She tasted incredible, salty and sweet.
She was delicious. Better than steak any fucking day of the week.
I picked her up and carried her over to the counter for better access. As if reading my mind, she scooted her ass to the edge of the counter and bent her legs back.
My tongue circled her hole, ending with a big sloppy French kiss. I slurped up her juices, not wanting to miss a drop.
“Oh fuck, Shy. You’re making me so fucking wet.”
She was massaging her tits and looking down at me with dilated pupils.
My fingers pried her pussy lips to the side, widening her hole open just large enough for my tongue to enter. I darted in and out, stopping only to lap up her warm juices which now coated my lips.
I gripped her thighs and tugged her pussy closer to allow me to penetrate deeper. She bucked her hips onto my face.
“Oh my God, I’m so close. So close. Don’t stop.”
In response, I impaled and fucked her wildly with my tongue until I could taste nothing but her. Her head was thrashing from side to side.
“Oh, Shy. Ohhh . . . mmmm, yes, yes, yes . . .”
She reached her hands down and held my head in place while she finished grinding out her orgasm.
“YES, Stone!”
Stone. What the fuck?
That was one way to get my hard-on to vanish instantly.




CHAPTER 20

SNOW

“No, Shy. I swear I saw Stone! Of course, I wasn’t thinking about him.”
“Whatever, Snow. I swept the compound. No one was there.”
But I saw Stone! Well at least I think it was him. Same height, same build.
“I saw someone standing there watching us. I could’ve sworn it was Stone. You have to believe me.”
But he didn’t believe me.
“Look, Snow, I don’t mind sharing you with Stone. But when you are with me, you focus on me.”
I pulled his arm. “I was focused on you. I just thought I saw him. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.”
It was clear that he wouldn’t forgive.
Holy mother of God! Why the fuck had I said Stone when Shy’s tongue was stabbing my pussy? Dorothy would never do something so stupid. Who does that?
Probably not many women because Shy didn’t say a single word to me on the walk back. The wind was mercifully going in the same direction as we were so the trip back seemed to be instantaneous.
As soon as we entered the compound, I tried to apologize to Shy or at least talk to him, but he ran off so fast, I hadn’t even removed my hood before he was gone.
I couldn’t make the amazing five-star dinner I had planned to, but there was still plenty of great food and ingredients in the main kitchen to work with. Seeing Tor or Stone would only bring me more guilt, so I went to the one place I knew I’d never run into them—the kitchen to cook dinner.
I’d try a new recipe from one of the cookbooks in the library to relax and clear my head. I found a great recipe for Coq au Vin. It looked pretty complicated and involved and would take over two hours to prepare. Even better.
Unfortunately, two hours later, I was still obsessing over my loose lips. Cooking dinner to take my mind off of how I had royally screwed things up wasn’t working. It was all I could think about.
Could I have screwed things up any worse? So much for things getting better when Shy returned. For some reason, I envisioned he would be like Switzerland—sweet, unsuspecting, and neutral.
Although, was this really all my fault?
Maybe my actions were spurred by the horrific events of the week. YOLO, right? What if there was another attack tomorrow and I died not hooking up with Tor? I’d, for sure, regret it.
Or by our society and their dumbass push for monogamy. If everyone had multiple partners, we’d grow up sharing beautiful men.
I also blamed Stone, Tor, and Shy. Why did they have to be so hot? Stupid strong legs running on the beach, dumb broad muscular chests, and ridiculous washboard abs. It was not like normal men can look like that. The world was filled with mushy Lloyds. SEALs were once in a lifetime sex partners no girl should ever pass up. It would have been a crime not to give in.
Maybe this was Lloyd’s fault for his annoying insults about how my best friend, turned him on more than me. That asshole is the reason I had to have sex with Stone. How else could I prove Lloyd wrong and confirm that someone like Stone found me sexy?
Alright, Snow. The only person here not trying to fuck you is in a coma. You’re good in bed and should probably stop testing that theory out with the entire SEAL Team. I mean, what was next? I’d sleep with the four here, and then the other four that came to rescue us?
Well, maybe not. Nod was in a coma, so that would not happen. And Tin was off limits. But six out of eight wouldn’t be bad. Or seven if Nod ever recovers.
Fucking Lloyd. I wouldn’t even be in the Arctic if it wasn’t for that asshat.
My inner tirade was interrupted by the arrival of my main source of guilt. Tor was standing in front of me.
“Dinner smells delicious, Snow. Thank you for cooking. We all appreciate it.”
The nicer Tor was to me, the larger my guilt grew. He’d adopted a formal attitude of being so polite that it was verging on British.
When I wasn’t in a sex-induced haze, I knew Tor was the one. We both loved science and medicine. We both loved the same plays. We both loved the beach and the smell of the fresh ocean air. And most importantly, my mom would love and approve of him.
“You’re welcome. It’s the least I could do for keeping me safe. I wouldn’t be alive if it weren’t for you.”
No one had acknowledged the fact that I should be dead right now. If it weren’t for the Dilaudid, I would’ve dutifully attended that morning’s meeting. Yet another reason I was meant to be with Tor.
“Do you believe in fate?” I asked Tor.
“I’m a man of science. I believe in facts, figures, and proven data.”
“I’m not saying I’m one of those new-age hippies, crystal-toting spiritual evangelists, but don’t you think there’s a special connection between us?”
I could salvage this lost relationship.
“Snow, the thing is, about you and Stone . . .”
Ding!
Saved by the bell. Didn’t want to hear the guilt. I already heard him say he hated me, despite Shy telling me that Tor didn’t hate me. But I heard what I heard,
I turned off the oven and pulled the Coq au Vin out. The kitchen may not have had steak and lobster on the menu, but it was fully stocked with tons of other meats. And I was a pretty good cook.
Or at least, I hoped I was. If everyone’s mouths were too full of food to talk about me, then we could avoid any awkward conversations or comments.
And as a fail-safe, I planned a movie night.
I found their secret SEAL stash of alcohol and luckily, there were some movies in there as well.
*********
“Snow, how did you know that Coq au Vin is my favorite?” asked Stone carrying in a plate with double portions.
“She was talking about that earlier today,” said Shy.
Tor raised an accusatory eyebrow at me.
“No, I wasn’t,” I shot out quickly.
“Oh, I’m sorry. Did I say Stone? I meant you were talking about Tor earlier today.” Shy sat down across from me. “Or wait, was that Nod you were talking about? I can never tell the difference.”
“I wasn’t talking about anybody,” I said.
“Oh, was that roll call you were doing earlier today when you said my name and then Stone’s?” asked Shy.
Thirty seconds and this was already off to a spectacular start.
Shy was completely silent on our walk back from the hangar. I think I liked him better that way.
Time for Plan B.
“Wine!” I declared. “Who wants wine?”
I gave them each a glass of chardonnay.
“Should we toast to something?” asked Tor, ever the gentleman.
“I vote that we toast to Shy for his bravery trekking in the pitch black by himself with only a compass to save the day and call for rescue.”
Like my mother always said, kill your enemies with kindness.
Hopefully that would stop Shy from being so mad at me.
“And here’s to Snow for cooking us all a wonderful meal,” said Tor, melting my heart. I wished I had cooked Tor’s favorite meal.
What if I had gone to all the trouble to not only find out Stone’s favorite meal but spend hours in the kitchen cooking it just for him? I didn’t recall him once saying thank you. And here was Tor, doing it a second time in one hour. Why was I so bad at picking men?
I smiled and raised my glass.
“Pretty sure she meant it for Stone. He’s her favorite, after all. I mean, the Coq au Vin is his favorite,” said Shy.
Alright, fair to say he was still mad. No decline in the pissed-off-Shy department. Too bad he was a passive-aggressive anger expressionist. I so would’ve dealt better with him simply yelling at me on our walk back. Back when we were alone.
Time for Plan C.
“Who wants to watch a movie with dinner?”
I grabbed the remote and pushed play before anyone could object.
I sat down and took a bite of the Coq au Vin.
Yes, I totally nailed dinner. The chicken was moist, full of flavor but not overly spicy, and cooked to perfection.
Point for me.
“I didn’t know they had movies here,” said Tor.
“They don’t,” I said with a wink.
“Oh, you brought them with you from home?” asked Tor.
“Nope. I found them—”
I was interrupted by the mystery movie, “Ooohh, baby, yes. Joey, I want you to fuck my ass while Sean fucks my pussy.”
Shit.
Secret SEAL movie stash: Porn.
“Come on, Jakey, don’t you want to get some, too. I can swallow that huge cock whole.”
Correction: Gangbang Porn.
Shy choked on his Coq au Vin.
Tor spit out his wine.
And Stone just kept eating like we were simply watching another episode of The Bachelor.
Tor and I both reached for the remote, which resulted in it landing in the split pea soup.
I ran over to the TV. The volume control knob was broken. The DVD stop button wasn’t responding no matter how many times I pressed it.
“Oh God, yes. Yes, yes, yes. Joey, come in my ass with your big cock. I want to feel your cream deep inside my hole, you bad boy.”
Slap, slap, slap.
To help his bro, it looked like Sean was slapping her ass to direct Joey’s cum.
“How do I stop it?” I started pushing every button I could see.
Eventually, that did something. It put the last ten seconds on repeat.
“Joey, come in my ass.”
Zilch.
“Joey, come in my ass.”
Zilch.
“Joey, come in my ass.”
Zilch.
Crack!
I pulled the plug out of the wall which resulted in a big spark, shorting out the TV. And of course, a mini fire followed it. Because fuck my life.




CHAPTER 21

SNOW

“I’ll help you clean up,” said both Shy and Tor at the same time.
“It’s fine. I made this mess, and I can clean it up myself.”
I meant that in more ways than one.
“Are you sure?” asked Tor.
Not at all. “Totally,” I answered, taking his plate and glass from him.
“Very well.”
There it was again. Impersonal formality. Like the kind you’d get from the concierge desk at a fancy hotel. Tor was acting like I was a stranger that he was required to make polite conversation with.
“I should probably go check on Nod. I’ll see you in the morning.”
“Good night,” I said.
Tor excused himself which left just me, Shy, and Stone.
Stone inhaled his third serving. At this rate, he’d have to roll himself to bed.
“I can take your plate,” I offered when Stone got up.
“I’m still eating.”
“A fourth serving?”
“What? It’s my favorite. Leave me alone.”
Half an hour later, the kitchen was cleaned, the dishes put away, and Stone had finally stopped eating.
“Come on, Snow,” Stone draped an arm around me, “I’ll walk you to bed.”
I awkwardly rolled out of his embrace.
“I’m not tired yet, so I’m going to stay up for a little bit and read. Shy, didn’t you say there was a good book in the library you wanted to show me?”
“Ummm, no.”
Shy turned to leave.
“I’ll take you to the library.” Stone once again encircled my waist with his arm, and I, once again, awkwardly detached myself.
“You don’t read books,” I told Stone.
“And apparently you don’t read DVD covers,” Stone shot back.
“The label said, Great Movie—Must Watch. How was I supposed to know that was SEAL Team code for group porno?”
I grabbed Shy’s arm and tugged him back.
“But you have to go with me to the library. I found the wrong book this morning, and I want to make sure I get it right this time,” I said flashing him my best and brightest smile.
“Oh, I’m pretty sure the book you ended up choosing in the end was the one you wanted all along.”
Shy broke free and exited the kitchen.
I chased after him and blocked him from walking any farther.
“That’s not true. I really liked the book I started out with, so I wanted to make sure I, at least, checked that one out.” And what if I did like more than one book? Did I really have to choose?
Shy crossed his arms. “I thought about it, and I don’t want to recommend that book anymore. It starts out great, but the ending is terrible.”
“But what if we could change the ending by picking out a new book that starts out great and ends great, too?” I asked.
“That’s okay. I’m no longer interested in any books here in the Arctic,” said Shy.
Ouch.
Stone chose just that moment to pick me up and plant a huge kiss on me.
“Hear that, Snow? Let’s skip the library, and I’ll tell you a bedtime story,” said Stone, already carrying me down the hall.




CHAPTER 22

SNOW

“No, Stone. That’s not fine. I just want to get a good night’s sleep. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Stone sulked away.
Fuck, I felt bad. But until I could have a conversation with Stone about me hooking up with Shy, I didn’t want to have sex with Stone again. I needed to make sure they truly wanted to share me.
“Wait. I just need to rest. Today has been exhausting. But meet me in the kitchen tomorrow night at seven?”
He slithered over to me and gave me a ferocious kiss. “I’ll be there at nineteen hundred hours.”
I separated from his kiss and retreated to my room.
When I woke the next morning, I kept quiet in my room. I practiced some yoga, took a hot shower, and headed down to the lab. I wasn’t scheduled to meet Stone until later that evening.
I had plenty of time to salvage what I could for my research. The time-lapse cameras were running on external batteries, so they weren’t affected by the power issues at the compound. I had plenty of data to work with.
The Arctic terns were super active during the summer months, and the cameras had been on auto-pilot recording months of footage that I could bring back.
That and a few soil and fossil samples were all I needed. I could haul everything back to the lab in San Diego and complete my analysis there.
From what I could tell, the Arctic tern population was decreasing at a rapid rate due to the recently accelerated effects of global warming. It wasn’t just the planet that we were ruining, it was the wildlife we shared it with.
I didn’t have high hopes of making huge congressional strides to promote more eco-friendly changes to our everyday technology, but I did hope that through my research I could educate those in government who could.
Everything was quiet in the lab. After I gathered the last of the footage, I headed in to check on Nod. There was no change there, but after the last incident, I was perfectly fine with that. No change, meant good news. I didn’t think I could handle another scare again of almost losing him.
The closer I became to all of the SEALs, the more connected I felt to Nod even though we weren’t able to spend that much time together. The SEALs were a group, and without Nod, they weren’t whole.
Beep-beep!
The alarm on my watch went off alerting me that I had fifteen minutes before meeting with Stone. I zipped over to the kitchen and started cooking.
A few minutes before seven, I heard footsteps approach down the hall.
Bonus for fucking military men, they were always on time. I hated myself for all of the times I wasted sitting alone in restaurants waiting for Lloyd to join me. He blamed it on the bridge traffic getting into Coronado, but he was probably busy boning Emma back at our place since he knew for sure I wouldn’t be there. Ass.
I chopped up some more vegetables to work off some of my renewed anti-male aggression.
Stone swooped in behind me, snaked his arm up my shirt, and was already inside my bra before I had time to register it was him. My brain hadn’t received the message, but my body sure had. Maybe it was his fresh out of the shower clean scent or his warm breath on my neck, but the space between my legs went from simmering to on fire.
I leaned back into his tight muscular body and took a big inhale of Stone’s intoxicating masculine scent. I tilted my head back for visual confirmation. He was a work of art. Not only for his Adonis-like body, but Stone had been gifted with a strong square jawline, full lips, satiny skin, and beautiful hazel eyes. If it weren’t for the huge scar across his eyebrow, he could’ve been a model.
His mouth attacked mine with a renewed sense of passion, even more intense than when we first kissed. This was crazy. My entire body tensed at his touch.
His tongue plunged down into my mouth, hungrily exploring and deepening the kiss. I reached up and wrapped an arm around his neck, pulling him down closer.
“Ahhh!” I cried out in ecstasy, as his nipple teasing morphed from rolling them between his thumb and forefinger to pinching and pulling. Using both hands, he unhooked my bra and cupped both of my breasts in his hand, massaging them while still kissing me from behind.
“Jesus, Snow. You’re like a drug,” said Stone.
He ground his hips and groin into my ass. I pushed back, rolling my entire lower half in small circles for added friction. His throbbing erection was poking my ass. It felt like a metal baseball bat at this angle—a baseball bat that brought me more pleasure than I even knew existed.
I flipped around, and Stone hoisted me up on to the counter. I pulled him in closer and wrapped my legs around his waist, allowing his cock to smash into my crotch.
He lifted my shirt and bra off, tossing them to the floor. He leaned down to suck my taut, hard nipples that were begging to be swallowed by him. I leaned back to give him more access.
I knocked over a huge metal pot in the process, which came crashing down in a huge bang.
Cling-ling-ling-ling-liiiing.
The blood rushed out of my crotch and back to my brain, reminding me why I invited Stone down here in the first place. It wasn’t for sex. In fact, I needed it to not be about sex, like at all. I needed to know if we were compatible in any way besides physical. And I needed to know if he was okay with me also being with Shy.
Apparently, my change of direction was one-sided. Stone started to unbutton my pants.
“Wait,” I said, grabbing his hands.
“Fuck the pot, who cares?”
“I care.” I pushed him off and jumped off the counter to retrieve my clothes. “About us. I care about us getting to know each other.”
“We were getting to know each other in the best way possible.” Stone leaned in for a kiss which I dodged.
“I’m pretty sure we’re already well-acquainted in that department. What if we took tonight to explore other departments?” I asked.
“Nice, you wanna get kinky?” Stone pulled out a pair of handcuffs from his back pocket.
“Oh my God, no!” I ran to the other side of the counter, out of Stone’s reach. “And where in the world did you find those?”
“Security office in the front. I pocketed them in case you wanted to get a little freaky later.” He spun the cuffs around his finger like a hula hoop.
“I’d like to get to know you as a person . . . the old-fashioned way.”
“In the biblical way?” he asked, rubbing his crotch.
I knew Shy said Stone took a bullet in the shoulder for him but were they sure it wasn’t a bullet to the head because Stone couldn’t really be this slow. Maybe this was my fault for letting all the blood rush to his cock, thereby leaving nothing for his brain to work with.
“I meant talking. You know, like what people do on dates. I also wanted to make sure you are okay with something I did.” Surely, at some point, Stone had taken a girl out on a regular date.
“Not sure if you’ve scoped out the area or not, but there are not a lot of dating venues in the area.”
“That’s not what I meant.” I was getting frustrated. This was like talking to a child.  
“Nice, carrots!”
He grabbed one of the carrots that were on the kitchen counter.
Correction, this was like talking to an ADD squirrel.
Snap, crunch, crunch.
“Hey, those aren’t for you.” I swiped the uneaten portion out of his hand.
He gave me a perplexed look, made only more confusing when I threw him a scarf.
“They’re for all of the cute Arctic terns we’re going to meet along our walk to the Watch Tower. The walk during which we can talk and get to know each other better.”
I packed the carrots into a tote along with some wine and cheese.
I wanted to remain positive. There had to be more to Stone than hot, out-of-this-world sex, and I was determined to discover it. I was all for round the clock sex, but I needed something more to go with it.
“You do realize it’s colder at night out here than it is during the day, right?” He tossed the scarf back at me.
“Yes, but the aurora borealis lights only come out at night, and I’m sure you want to take me to go see them from the Watch Tower.” I tossed the scarf back at him.
“Why would I want to do that?” He tossed the scarf right back at me.
“Fine.” I gave up. This was pointless. “I’ll go alone.”
“Can I have some carrots before you go?” he asked.
“No,” I snapped.




CHAPTER 23

SNOW

“Why are you always trying to go outside alone?” asked Shy.
“I thought you weren’t talking to me, Mr. I-don’t-like-any-Arctic-books?” I asked.
I was done with Shy and his attitude.
And men thought women were moody!
“I deserved that.” Shy hung his head down.
“Yes, you do!”
“Can I apologize?” asked Shy.
“Absolutely, not! Wait . . . what?”
After Stone’s stellar attitude, I was expecting a full-blown confrontation with Shy.
“I wanted to apologize to you. Will you let me?”
“Only if you let me apologize to you.”
“Deal. I’ll go first. I’m sorry I was such a jackass yesterday. I guess my ego was a little crushed when you called out another man’s name while we were . . . ummm . . . you know.” He looked down at the floor, obviously uncomfortable.
“I totally get that, and I’m really sorry. I promise I wasn’t even thinking about Stone. But I swear I saw him outside the building.”
“Well, you were wrong. I asked Stone where he was at that time, and he was passed out from meds. I even checked with Tor and he wasn’t around either. It definitely wasn’t Nod because he’s in a coma. So, it must’ve been a ghost.”
But that was the thing. I was certain I saw a man outside. I thought it had been Stone. Maybe I was wrong. I had been distracted by Shy’s amazing tongue.
“Guess it was a ghost. Please forgive me.”
“I accept your apology if you allow me to accompany you on what I can only suspect is another crazy errand.”
Not waiting for an answer, Shy started to pull on the other snowsuit that hung by the front door.
A couple of hours later, I had a good number of pictures and video footage of Arctic terns who came to enjoy the birdseed dinner I prepared for them.
“Alright, you can talk now,” I turned to Shy and signaled that we could start moving. I didn’t want to scare away the Arctic terns, so I made him sit there in complete silence, which he happily complied with.
“That’s what you’re studying out here?”
“Yes, I’m studying Arctic terns. I find them quite fascinating. Did you know that Arctic terns are able to survive in temperatures as low as seventy below?”
“So, can SEALs,” countered Shy.
“But can SEALs change colors to match the season?”
“Sure, we have camouflage uniforms for every environment.”
“And can SEALs be monogamous? Because Arctic terns are.”
“Cheating is for losers. We’re all one-woman men.”
“You’re just saying that because you’d get kicked out of the military for infidelity.”
“I’m saying that because when you know what you want, you want that and nothing else.”
His eyes sparkled from the northern lights. Even though it was freezing out, the things that Shy said warmed my heart. I really liked him. Shy and his gentle heart, always protecting and looking over me. Shy, who was more concerned with my safety than staying inside where it was warm. Shy, who would’ve noticed if I hadn’t returned from somewhere after two hours.
“Here we are,” I said when we arrived at the Watch Tower.
I fiddled with the door handle, but it was locked.
“I don’t suppose you have the key.”
This was the second time in a row. I really needed to find the master key room before I ventured out next time.
“I have your key right here.”
Shy gently moved me to the side while he kicked in the door.
“Nice! That never gets old!”
Shy held the door open. “After you, gorgeous.”
Just like the airplane hangar, the Watch Tower was warm and toasty. They must have figured by the time someone trekked it all the way out here, they’d want some heat. It wasn’t far from the main building, about the same distance as the hangar was—a half a mile, give or take.
We stripped off our snowsuits and perched ourselves on the lookout platform on the edge of the room. I laid out the food in between us. Then, I opened the wine and poured us each a glass. This felt like déjà vu from before in the hanger. But this time I wouldn’t screw up or see any ghosts.
Shy.  
Shy.  
Shy.  
His name is Shy.  
Shy.  
Shy.  
Shy.  
Shy is his name.
They say repetition helps.
The lights were even more spectacular in person. I saw pictures and videos, but nothing compared to the real thing. Now, I understood why primary research was so valued and important to get.
“It’s breathtaking, isn’t it?” asked Shy.
“Yes! I never thought I’d make it out here to see them in person.”
I leaned into Shy’s strong chest. He stroked my hair as we both looked out onto the horizon.
“Me, either. That’s the best part about the military. Not only did I gain an instant family of brothers, but I finally got to see something outside the ten-mile radius from where I was born. I mean, mostly we’ve traveled to the Middle East, so it’s not like we’ve gone to cool touristy places like the Eiffel Tower, Big Ben, and the Great Wall. I’m just happy I was smart enough to join the military and get out of that tiny town.”
“I’m glad you joined, too. Otherwise, I never would’ve met you.”
I looked up into his eyes, feeling pleasantly drowsy.
Shy was so easy to be around. It was refreshing to be with someone so open and honest. He never tried to be a hardass or a jerk to show how macho he was. But he was still strong enough to kick down any door he encountered. But my feelings for Shy weren’t entirely wholesome. Shy may not be the rough and hard variety like Stone, but he definitely got me going in the sex department.
“I’m glad I met you, too, Snow,”
Shy leaned over and engulfed my mouth in a passionate and loving kiss. Unlike Stone’s hungry, must-have-you-now kisses, this was more sweet and romantic.
Shy breathed in a loud inhale along my ear and moaned, “You smell sweet and delicious. I might be hungry to eat again.”
My pussy instantly awakened with heat covering my folds within milliseconds of him speaking.
“We can have sex. I’m on depo so I won’t get pregnant.”
“We will, but don’t you want to be in my mouth again?”
Like, big time.
He gently laid me down horizontal on the platform and tugged off my jeans and shoes. Should I stop him? Wait until I told Stone that I wanted to be with both of them?
But why did I have to tell Stone? I was a girl boss, in charge of my life, my body, and my choices. If I wanted to fuck Shy after fucking Stone, then more power to me. It’s not like being faithful had ever gotten me anywhere with Lloyd. Fuck monogamy.
I decided to take charge and opened my legs wide when Shy’s tongue started to explore my folds. His gentle licks turned into deep French kisses with my pussy lips, which drove me over the top.
“Oh my God, that’s fucking amazing. Don’t stop!”
He pulled back, teasing me. His tongue flicked my clit, and I could feel my juices raining down. There was nothing I could do to stop it.
“More,” I commanded.
Shy brought his full palm down on my clit, smacking it lightly. The sensation was like little erotic shocks of lightning to my pussy. He traded off between palm slaps and huge gulping laps with his mouth. The stubble on his chin gave enough friction to put me over the edge.
“Oh, yes, so-o good,” I cooed.
I reached down and grabbed Shy’s head, pulling it in while I ground my pussy onto his face. My blood started to bubble up inside. Maybe it was because Stone had started me off earlier or maybe it was because of the Aurora Borealis lights, but I was ready to pop.
“Please, Shy, keep going. Almost there,” I panted.
Like a teapot, I was rising to the boiling point. My insides were like the Aurora Borealis lights, all different colors and moving around inside of me until they finally exploded in bright colors everywhere.
“Oh God!” I cried out.
Wave after wave of colors washed over me until I was completely spent and every muscle in my body went limp. I laid back completely elated.
Shy swept me back up and pressed our bodies together in a sensual embrace. He covered my mouth with his at an even greater intensity and passion than he had before. This time it was more urgent, more wanting. His tongue connected with mine, allowing me to taste my own unique flavor. I’d never tasted myself before. Lloyd tried once but quit soon after he started, claiming that he found oral sex repulsive and unrefined.
Shy opened an entirely new world of sensations. New sensations that I looked forward to enjoying more of.
He peeled off my shirt and bra and buried his face in my breasts. His stubbled chin rubbed against each of my nipples, making them erect and wanting more of Shy’s attention. He didn’t disappoint and covered each one with his warm mouth, sucking like he had my clit. Each tug made my eyes roll into the back of my head.
“Ohh, yes,” I moaned.
“These are pure perfection,” Shy said, admiring each of them before pulling back to look me over from head to toe. “All of you is absolutely beautiful, Snow.”
It felt fabulous to have a man not only appreciated my body but who also told me how much he did. Shy made me feel like a princess, and I never wanted it to end. I felt a renewed wetness invade my pussy, wanting Shy to fill it.
Not wanting to waste any more time, I unzipped his pants. I was so turned on that even the sound of his buckle unbuttoning drove me crazy.
His already engorged cock sprang free. I bent down at my waist to taste it, but Shy stopped me.
“Not this time. This time, I want to be with you. Deep inside that gorgeous pussy.”
That sounded like a great plan to me. The heat between my thighs was throbbing in anticipation.
He parted my thighs with his knee and leaned down, staring deep into my eyes. It was an intense and loving stare that connected us at a deeper level. I understood what he wanted, and he knew what I wanted.
“Are you ready?” he asked while teasing my entrance with his thick tip.
I nodded yes and swallowed hard, too excited to speak.
The next thing I knew, his cock slid straight into the hilt. My walls were so slick and wet from before that his cock met no resistance. He slowly removed his entire length before plunging in again nice and fast. Slow out and fast in. He was slow-fast fucking me into oblivion.
A throaty groan punctuated each thrust he made.
“Oh, yes. So good,” I cooed.
He kept going, building a delicious rhythm.
“You drive me crazy, Snow.”
I continued to look up at Shy, bracing for each powerful thrust. I loved having sex like this—sweet, romantic, and sensual all at once. I wrapped my legs around Shy, trying to suck him in tighter.
“Your pussy is like a vise grip on my cock. I can’t last much longer.”
I tightened my abs and entered the pre-orgasmic realm where nothing and no one mattered but reaching my climax. I was right there on the cusp of release.
“Oh God, Snow. Oh God, I’m coming. I can’t stop.”
Almost there . . . so, so close.
Shy continued to pump his cock for a few more thrusts, and I felt a warm tidal wave fill me.
At that moment, both our bodies erupted, my pussy hugging Shy’s cock, and him thrusting one last time.
“Ahh, yes!”
Clap, clap, clap.
We both looked over to the back of the observatory. The first thing I noticed was a beautiful Arctic tern, landing on the top of the tower.
I stood up naked. Thrilled to finally see what I had devoted my life to studying in its natural environment.
But then I saw something else.
Standing there, applauding us, was Stone. See! I wasn’t crazy. That must’ve been him watching us last time. Maybe Shy would finally believe me.
“It looks like I arrived just in time. Great job on coming at the same time. Bravo! Excellent performance.”




CHAPTER 24

STONE

I stood there clapping like a trained monkey, complete with a fake smile on my face.
But inside, my heart was broken.
I knew I had a sexual connection with Snow. That she needed me. That she craved me. That me fucking her was the culmination of all her fantasies.
However, I was also painfully aware that she had an emotional connection with Shy, and a mental connection with Tor.
And now, with my own eyes, I saw that she also had a sexual connection with Shy.
Which meant she didn’t need me anymore.
“Stone . . . I . . . we . . .”
I held my hand up to stop her. “Don’t, Snow. Just don’t. I get it.”
I turned and descended the Watch Tower, my heart constricting in my chest.
My entire life, I had prided myself on knowing how to please a woman. I was never selfish in bed. And honestly, I felt like women used me for sex as much as I used them. They never wanted to truly get to know me. They never wanted to take care of me. So, I figured that focusing on their sexual needs would keep them wanting me.
So much for that theory,
Sometimes, I wanted a woman to like me as a person and not just use me for sex. Someone to miss me when I was deployed. Care about me when I got hurt.
Someone like Snow.
Ah, fuck.
I raced back to the base. Once I was back inside, I ran into Tor.
Tor took one look at my face and crinkled his brow. “What happened, dude?”
I shook my head. I didn’t want to rub his face in my misery.
Or his. He wanted Snow also.
We all did.
Man, this was so fucked up.
“Nothing.”
But Tor didn’t take nothing for an answer. “Spill it.”
I looked him straight in the eye. “I just caught Shy fucking Snow.”
Tor closed his eyes as if the image of Shy fucking Snow was stuck in his mind.
“You serious? So, I’m the only one who hasn’t fucked her?”
“Yup. Sorry, dude.”
“Am I fucking ugly and don’t know it? Why would she fuck you two assholes and not me? Snow and I have something in common. She’s smart and a scientist. Fuck me.”
Now I felt bad. Tor was always getting the short end of the stick.
Shy and I had shared a woman before. But Tor had never been into it. And now I knew that Snow was interested in both Shy and me. And I knew Shy would be happy to share her.
I patted him on the back. “Nah, man, you’re a good-looking motherfucker. All the chicks dig you. I can tell Snow likes you.”
“Doesn’t seem like it.” He shook his head. “My only goal is to keep Nod alive until we get help.” He took off toward the lab.
I was heading back to my room. I needed a fix. I needed Snow. And I was willing to share her with my Teammate.




CHAPTER 25

SHY

After Stone walked in on me fucking Snow, he started to act like a complete dick. He drank himself into oblivion that night, and even worse, he had been an asshole to Snow.
He walked by me in the hallway, and I decided to fuck him up.
I punched Stone in the shoulder a little harder than I meant to, but he deserved it.
“Can you stop being a douchebag for like, I don’t know, five seconds?” I asked Stone.
“Hey, back off, dude.” Stone double fisted me in the chest, throwing me across the hallway where I bounced into the opposite wall.
“I’ll back off when you start acting like a gentleman to Snow,” I screamed back.
“I don’t know what you’re all pissed off about.” Stone threw his palms up in the air. “What, are you jealous now? Because I fucked her first.”
“Can you even hear yourself, man?” I threw him up against the wall and pinned him with my forearm against his collarbone. “You’re a grade-A asshole, and if you keep this up, neither of us are going to be fucking her.”
“Now, we’re going to march in there, and you’re going to apologize to her.” I pointed toward Snow’s bedroom door down the hall.
“For what?” asked Stone.
I punched the wall immediately to the left of his face, barely missing him. I swear to God, if Stone fucked this entire thing up, I was going to kick his ass.
“Are you really that dense? She’s not a piece of meat. You’re like a dog marking your territory. Show some respect. Snow’s special and if you’re too much of a dickhead to see that, then maybe you don’t deserve her.”
Stone squinted his eyes at me. “What, so you can have her all to yourself?”
“If I wanted her all to myself, then I’d go talk to her without you. I’m willing to share her if you are. She obviously wants both of us. So, straighten up and get ready to grovel a good apology,” I ordered Stone.
“What’s the point? We’re just going to share her forever?” Stone shot me an inquisitive look. “That’s kind of fucked up, don’t you think?”
“We’ve each had sex with her. And she likes us both. Why can’t we share? I think she’s here because we’re supposed to take care of her. Like, in every way.”
Stone finally relented and shook his head in agreement.
Knock, knock, knock.
“Go away,” hollered Snow.
Knock, knock, knock.
“I said, go away,” said Snow in a strained voice.
“Fuck it!” Stone threw his hands up and turned to walk away. I grabbed his arm and pulled him back with a stern don’t-you-dare look.
Knock, knock, knock.
Angry footsteps pounded from inside, growing louder as they approached the door.
The door flew open to a very irate Snow. “What?”
“We’re here to apologize,” I offered.
“Apologize?” she asked, peeking her head out the door, looking up and down the hallway.
“Yup.” I bumped Stone’s shoulder and shoved him forward.
A few moments of awkward silence passed before I cleared my throat and waited a few more seconds. When Stone didn’t take the hint, I decided to speak for him.
“What Stone and I would like to say is that we both respect you and realize that we don’t need to fight over you.”
“Really?” she asked.
“Really,” I confirmed.
“Right, whatever,” grumbled Stone.
“That didn’t sound very sincere.” Snow hadn’t uncrossed her arms yet.
“Because I don’t mean it,” said Stone.
Fuck. Motherfucker. If Snow weren’t standing so close, I would’ve clocked him one.
“So why are you here pretending to apologize?” she asked, tapping her foot impatiently.
“Because I feel bad when you feel bad, but I don’t want to apologize for getting upset when I saw a woman I care about with another man. Even if he is my friend.”
“You care about me?” she asked.
“I do. And it’s pretty obvious this tool does, too.” Stone pointed at me.
It was not often that I was wrong about these types of things, but I totally misjudged Stone. He had this whole apology thing down pat. No help or guidance from me required.
“I-I don’t know what to say,” Snow stammered.
She stood back and motioned for us both to come in. Each of us sat on either side of her on the bed.
“And you’re both okay with sharing me?” she asked.
“I’m pretty sure we can barely handle you with only two of us. We should probably consider getting you a third boyfriend to keep you satisfied,” I said placing a hand on her leg. “Or hell . . . I’d be okay if you fucked our whole Team. Except for Tin.”
“Hmmm . . .” She stared off pensively into the distance.
“Isn’t that what you wanted?” Stone asked. “Both of us wrapped around your little finger. Ready and waiting, at your beckon call to service you, in every way?”
While I went for a leg, Stone went for a boob.
“But don’t you feel like monogamy between two people is the better solution?” she asked.
“That’s a solution, but then you’d miss out on this,” Stone drew her into a deep kiss while he massaged her breasts.
I knew how he thought. Stone planned to double fuck the thought of monogamy right out of her—and I was on board.
He pulled back and directed her head toward mine. I willingly obliged and kissed her while tangling my hand in her hair. While I was doing that, Stone dropped to his knees between her thighs and proceeded to remove her panties. If she had any objections, she wasn’t showing them.
Stone lowered himself to the floor at the edge of the bed and tugged her down until her pussy was directly in front of his mouth. He opened her thighs and eagerly lapped at her folds while teasing her clit. The sweet smell of her sex was now wafting through the air, invading my nostrils. Even though it wasn’t me down there, I could almost taste her on my mouth. Stone made loud, sloppy noises which seemed to drive her crazy. He hoisted her legs up in the air for better access.
I unbuttoned her top and freed my favorite part, her perky round melons. Those were the only thing that could make me break free from kissing her.
“My favorite. Your tits are fucking perfect,” I said before sucking one into my mouth while I massaged the other one with my thumb. She made sweet moaning sounds as I did, making my balls ache for release.
Her body started to writhe underneath me as she tried to move her pussy closer to Stone’s mouth.
“Oh fuck, I’m coming already. Oh, yes!”
Snow’s hands balled the sheets underneath her, straining all of her muscles during her climax.
Snow’s pussy glistened from the job Stone had just accomplished. She was shaved clean and looked so pure and innocent, making me want her even more.
Stone stood up and stripped until he was completely nude, his cock jutting out from between his legs.
“Do you want more?” Stone asked Snow.
“Want the real thing,” Snow said, pointing to Stone’s hard-on.
Stone replaced his fingers where his mouth was and plunged into her pussy while massaging her clit with his thumb.
“Please, Stone, fuck me.”
“Are you sure,” Stone asked, teasing her.
“Yes!” Snow called out.
Stone climbed over her body and perched himself between her thighs. She reached out and guided his cock toward her entrance.
Stone took his time and went nice and slow, easing himself in a little bit at a time.
I didn’t feel even a tiny bit of jealousy that Stone was not only having sex with the girl I was into but had feelings for her as well. I couldn’t blame him. I’d never seen anything as beautiful as her before.
Growing up in a group home, you learned to share everything. Same thing when you became a SEAL. I’d shared everything with my brothers. It only seemed natural to want to share Snow, too. It felt right, somehow. In some fucked up way, I knew this was how everything was supposed to be.
“You’re so tight,” groaned Stone. “Your pussy feels like its hugging my cock.”
I leaned back and unzipped my pants. It was a little weird watching Stone fuck her but super erotic, too. Like live action porn. But instead of just jerking off, I knew I’d get my turn. I leaned back against the headboard and stroked my cock in anticipation of when my turn would come. Plus, this way, she could focus completely on satisfying Stone.
“More,” she cooed.
“Fuck her good, Stone. Give her exactly what she’s asking for,” I ordered.
Stone pulled both of her legs back and pinned her knees against her chest for deeper access. Stone obeyed and pumped in and out of her pussy with smooth, consistent thrusts. The veins in his cock became more visible and spidery with every second.
“Wait,” she said. “Do me from behind, so I can kiss Shy.”
Stone quickly obliged and flipped her over onto all fours. Without losing a beat, he grabbed her hips and started pumping into her.
She licked her lips, inviting me to come closer, to feed my cock between her lips. I didn’t hesitate. The glossy lust in her eyes nearly made me come on the spot. Her lips were parted and swollen, her breathing heavy and thick. Her long, silky black hair framed her beautiful face.
I positioned myself directly in front of her for easy access. She reached down and skimmed the surface of my cock with her tongue before inhaling the entire thing into her warm, welcoming mouth. It felt incredible. The suction, combined with her tongue, was going to make me blow any second. She sucked harder each time Stone slammed into her pussy from behind.
“You want Stone to fuck you harder, Snow?” I asked.
“Har-der,” she mumbled with my dick down her throat.
Stone leaned over, holding onto her shoulders for leverage and pounded into her with more authority. Each thrust sent me deeper into her mouth and down her throat, causing her to gag but I didn’t care—I was close.
Then it happened. Snow screamed out, sending vibrations down my cock.
“Oh fuck, Snow, that feels so good, darling.” I grabbed her head and held it in place as I shoved myself in as far as it could go down her throat. She choked and sputtered as I pumped gobs of milky white cum down her throat.
“Swallow it, darling. Swallow my love.”
At the same time, Stone was filling her pussy, if his groans were any indication. We both stopped pumping into Snow and collapsed onto the bed, completely drained.
Snow was still sitting up and looked ready for round two.




CHAPTER 26

SNOW

Holy fuck.
I fucked them both at the same time.
Stone and Shy were both naked in my bed with me sitting in between them with their cum inside me. This couldn’t be normal. How would I explain this to my friends when I got back to civilization? How would I explain this to my mother?
I was like a sex addict.
Well, the good news was I didn’t have many friends.
In my defense, SEALs were probably the hottest men on the planet. Most women would high-five me for sleeping with one of them, never mind two at once. I should get a medal of sexual domination.
Alright, maybe that was going a bit far.
Knock, Knock.
No fucking way.
Tor chose now of all times to visit me? I jumped out of bed like it was on fire, grabbed my robe, and ran out the door before Stone or Shy could say anything.
I bumped into Tor while trying to close the door behind me. Tor stumbled back a few steps.
“Oops, are you okay?” I asked, reaching out to steady Tor.
“I’m fine, thanks. I was coming up to check on you and see if you wanted to have dinner together.”
I nodded vigorously.
Tor straightened out his shirt and jacket. He was so perfectly coiffed and put together every time I saw him. Tor was the first person I flirted with here. And my mother would love him.
I wanted to be with Tor, but I didn’t want to give up what I had with Shy and Stone. I had to be honest with him.
“You’re all sweaty, are you okay?” asked Tor, looking concerned which made me feel even guiltier.
“I was working out in my room,” I said, which was kind of the truth. Technically, sex was considered a form of exercise that burned calories.
“But there’s a full gym downstairs you could’ve used.” He pointed his thumb behind him in the direction of the stairs. “Why would you work out in your bedroom?”
That was a very good question that I did not have a very good answer to.
“Ummm . . .” I stalled for time while I tried to think of a plausible lie.
And because Tor wasn’t an idiot, he knew. “Did you just . . . with Stone and Shy . . . at the same time?”
The look on Tor’s face was painful to see.
“Yes, but I’m really looking forward to a private dinner tonight with you.”
Tor looked taken aback. He opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out.
I waited patiently, hoping he wouldn’t change his mind. I needed to, at least, try with Tor. I owed it to myself to see if it would work—if he were really the one.
He didn’t say no so I took that as a good sign and pressed on before he had a chance to say no.
“Great. I’ll see you in the kitchen in an hour.”




CHAPTER 27

SNOW

The tangy smell of spaghetti and cheesy bread infused my brain. My stomach growled in response. With all the sexcapades of the day, I’d forgotten to eat. Life with Tor was already starting to look up.
“Are those roses?” I dashed over to the crystal vase on the counter that overflowed with red roses.
“Yes, but they’re fake. They’re silk, but I thought you might like them. I found them stashed away in the infirmary.”
Instead of smelling the flowers, I touched them. They were almost velvety. Tor was right; they were beautiful. He was scoring major points already.
Eeee-errrr.
“Did you hear that?” I looked around.
“Hear what?” asked Tor, his eyes trailing mine.
I ran out into the hall and looked up and down. Nothing.
“That’s weird. I could’ve sworn I heard a door shut.”
If it were Stone or Shy, there was not a chance they’d be quiet. They would’ve come barging into the kitchen looking for me.
“Maybe it’s the baby monitor?” Tor shook it and held it up to his ear.
The slow, steady beeping of the machines monitoring Nod’s vitals echoed out of it.
“How’s Nod doing?”
“Same. Which considering the rudimentary medical equipment and supplies we’re working with, is an overwhelmingly positive sign.”
Nod. So sweet and so kind. If he weren’t in a coma, would I have dated him also? Or would my ménage-à-trois with Shy and Stone have turned in to a ménage-à-quatre? Maybe it still could with Tor. The night was still young.
The windows rattled, reminding me that while we were safely indoors, the outside was still brutally unforgiving.
I threw on another layer, trying to keep warm and stood over by the stove.
“Cold?” Tor placed his arms around me for warmth which made me feel all tingly inside.
“Aren’t you?”
“I’m a SEAL. We don’t get cold.”
Uh-huh. That’s why they all donned the same protective winter gear I did when we ventured outside. There must have been a special course in SEAL school on how to say the most masculine thing in every situation.
“And in the summer, do they not get hot, either?” I asked.
He shrugged his shoulders. “Depends.”
“On what?” I asked.
“On whether or not you’re nearby to get one of us all revved up.” He flashed one his flirty smiles that I remembered from that first night we walked down to the cafeteria late at night. He really was quite charming.
Not only that, he looked like a muscular replica of Disney’s Prince Charming. His teeth were shiny white, his skin still tan from the summer weather we had just left, and his face was painfully beautiful, like one of those Calvin Klein underwear models.
Perfect! Now I was picturing Tor in nothing but boxer briefs. Sex was what got me into this mess in the first place. Well, not just any sex—mind-blowing, fantastic sex. Sex that I only thought had existed in books.
I walked up to the window to cool myself down. The snow level had risen by at least another two feet since this morning.
“When do you think they’ll be able to send a plane to rescue us?”
“Hard to tell without any weather reports.”
“Do you think the attackers will be back?”
“Not likely. But even if they did come back, I’d never let anything happen to you.”
I believed him. Aside from the obvious panty-melting feeling I got when I was around SEALs, I also knew they’d keep me safe. I’d heard rumors they were trained to kill with their bare hands.
“Ready to eat?”
I couldn’t wait. I loved pasta, but after a few snide remarks from Lloyd about carbs going straight to my hips, I’d forced myself to cut back. What did Lloyd know? I had three men fighting over my body.
“Most definitely. Thanks for cooking.”
They never asked, but somehow, I’d taken it upon myself to do all of the kitchen duties. Having a change for once was nice.
“It’s not fancy and possibly the only thing I know how to cook.”
“It’s perfect.”
An hour later, dinner was eaten, the kitchen was cleaned, and we were now at that awkward post-date moment you only find in the Arctic. Does he walk me back to my room where the two men I just double-fucked are buck naked and waiting for me in my bed and join us, or do we go back to his room?
Even if there had been a working phone and I could call a friend for advice, I was not sure anyone would have an answer for this situation. Nor would they probably believe me. Well, Dorothy would. If anything, this trip provided some good stories for later. Was it too late to switch my Ph.D. from Arctic terns to Arctic polyamory?
Tor rocked back on his heels in the hallway and looked around aimlessly.
“Did you want to grab a drink?” Tor asked.
 Alcohol! Why didn’t someone think of that sooner?
“Definitely!” I was already heading toward the SEAL secret stash of porn and booze by the time the last syllable left my mouth.
It amazed me how the male mind worked. It was not only a priority to keep the cabinet stashed with tons of alcohol, but apparently, there would be hell to pay if you forgot to. And the other unspoken rule, according to Shy, was that you weren’t allowed to take the porn collection with you. It had to remain on-site for any future Teams. If only someone had been smart enough to stash a satellite phone in here, too.
“Here’s to new beginnings,” I toasted.
We clinked glasses, and I downed my entire tumbler of scotch in one gulp, but Tor left his untouched and placed it on the table.
“Aren’t you going to have any scotch?” I asked.
All of these drinks weren’t really my style. There was bourbon, whiskey, scotch, vodka, and rum. And within those options, tons of different varieties. But my go-to drink was always tequila. It was probably a San Diego thing.
“Yes, but I thought maybe you could share yours.”
He flicked off the lights and lit some candles, giving the room a more romantic ambiance. He turned on his phone, and slow love songs came spouting out.
“But I drank all of mine.”
“Then I’ll have to take some from here.”
Before I had time to think, his lips were on mine.




CHAPTER 28

TOR

I cupped her face with my hands and lowered my face down to the luscious lips I’d pictured wrapped around my cock. But that could wait.
Her lips were soft and supple, just as I’d pictured them being. Her arms wrapped around my neck and pulled me in closer.
I lifted her up, and she reflexively wrapped her legs around my waist. I carried her over to the couch then lowered her down until I dominated over her. She held onto my shoulders, kissing me back with a lustful hunger that matched the one inside of me.
My dick ached. It wanted to escape from its prison and seek out Snow’s center.
I trailed kisses down her neck, wanting to take it slow. After my ex left me, I’d fucked anything that walked to get my mind off her, to prove to myself that I was over her. All of those women meant nothing, and the sex had been quick and meaningless. I’d simply been going through the motions, not giving a shit about any of them, except for their ability to take my mind off her. But Snow was different. Snow was special, and I wanted to make sure she knew it.
I slipped her top off and pressed her tits together, creating a mountain of cleavage. She moaned and cooed, prodding me to pleasure her more.
I sat back and caressed her breasts while I took it all in. Pulling her bra to the side, I licked and sucked her nipples until her back arched off the couch. Now I knew where her erogenous zone was.
I always appreciated a great set of knockers, especially ones as perky and full as Snow’s.
I was finally in my element. All the long hours of craving and lusting after Snow had finally paid off.
“Snow, I had imagined this moment a million times over. I’ve been dreaming about this ever since I first met you.”
“Me, too.” She ran her soft fingers through my hair, encouraging me to suck on her perfect tits even harder.
She extricated herself out from under me and quickly went over to close and lock the doors. I followed her.
I yanked down her jeans and panties until they were in a small circle at her ankles. She kicked off her shoes and stepped out of her clothes. She was completely naked and beautiful.
I pinned her up against the wall and slipped two fingers into her already dripping wet pussy. Her pussy was warm and slippery. I curled my fingers around her clit, massaging it back and forth.
“You’re so wet, Snow. Are you wet for me?”
“Yes,” she moaned, her eyes closed and breathing heavy.
I needed to hear it. I needed to know that it was me she was dreaming about. I kissed her passionately, pouring all of the pent-up sexual frustration and longing from the last few days into her.
Her juices were dripping down, coating my hand. Her hips were gyrating forward and grinding themselves onto my palm. I could feel her legs get weak, and I held her steady, pinning her between the wall and my body.
All of those rebound hacks I’d been nailing to keep my mind off my ex hadn’t been cutting it. At first, it felt great to know that other women still wanted me, but cheap and easy wasn’t what I wanted. After a while, they weren’t filling that hollow space in my heart, either. Not even for a millisecond, so I stopped. I swore off women and threw myself into my work and SEAL duties.
Snow was the first woman I’d met someone who brought that spark back. She had me excited about the future and looking forward to what might come. Her small but toned body, her beautiful silky hair, and sparkling blue eyes were like a dream come true. Plus, the full, perky breasts, curvy hips, and nice round ass reminded me I had a libido.
“Oh my God, you’re fucking amazing. I don’t know what you’re doing down there, but I’m dying.” Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she bit her lower lip.
“Don’t worry, you’ll live.” I palmed her pussy and squeezed it in small little pumps. “And then you’ll beg me for more.”
“Oh, yes, yes, yes. Oh, Tor, fuck!”
Her breathing became rapid and shallow, her hands wrapped around me and her nails dug into my back. I knew she was close. Then came the erratic gasps for air, her body jolting uncontrollably, and her inner walls squeezing down on my fingers. Soon, those walls would be squeezing down on my cock. Her entire body tensed up before sagging like a sack of flour in my arms.




CHAPTER 29

SNOW

I felt like I was floating on a cloud. That orgasm ripped through me with so much force that I had no muscles left to hold myself up. Luckily, Tor’s strong arms were holding me in place.
Tor—sweet, loving, and caring Tor. Who knew just the touch of his hand could send me spiraling out of control? If he could do that with just one hand, I couldn’t wait to find out what the rest of him could do.
I’d never experienced such focused attention without sex. Most men were so quick to get to a home run that they never bothered with foreplay. And standing up? Maybe Lloyd was right about the whole missionary thing. I did need to explore new positions.
I wrapped my arms around Tor’s neck and drew him into a deep and loving kiss to show my appreciation. Maybe it was the emotional and intellectual connection that made everything feel so amazing, but it felt so right. Like we were meant to be together.
“That was incredible,” I said, fanning my hands appreciatively over Tor’s muscular chest. “And you’re right. I do want more.”
I bent down, swiftly unbuckled his pants, and freed his growing hard-on. It was just as huge and beautiful as I imagined—thick and full of a promising ending deep in my core.
I swirled my tongue around the tip, taking my time and savoring the moment. I Frenched his cock with my mouth, sucking it in and generously lavishing it with my tongue.
A groan escaped Tor’s mouth. I directed his hands to my head, so he could control the tempo just how he wanted it. He took the hint and balled up bunches of my hair into his fists. First, he simply smashed my head down, barely leaving me space to breathe, his cock stabbing the back of my throat.
Then he slowly pulled back before slamming back in. It felt amazing to know that my mouth was able to give Tor so much pleasure. I sucked with even more vigor than before, making loud popping sounds each time he vacated my mouth.
“I want to fuck more than your mouth, Snow,” Tor ground out one last time before pulling back and releasing my hair.
He pulled me back up to standing and then hoisted me up against the wall as if I were light as a feather. His brute strength and take-charge attitude turned me on even more. I instinctively wrapped my legs around his waist and held onto his shoulders for support.
The rough surface of the textured wall scraped against my back, but I didn’t care. All I could think about was the throbbing need between my legs, desperate for Tor’s cock.
He pinned me in place with his strong thighs and positioned my hole on top of his erect cock. Vertical wall sex was a first for me, and I couldn’t wait to find out what it felt like.
With one hand supporting my butt from underneath, he guided his cock into my waiting pussy. I was so wet and ready, it slipped right in without the slightest hesitation.
Inch after inch, he sank deep inside, filling me and stretching me out.
“Are you sure you still want to do this, Snow?” He stopped and looked up into my eyes with a hungry want I’d never seen before.
Was he fucking kidding? What girl would say no when a rock hard, throbbing cock was sunk inside her to the hilt.
“If you don’t fuck me, I will die from that,” I said, grinding my hips, anxiously looking for more friction. “Fuck me now!”
Tor may have been the CO on this Team, but he took orders well, too. He thrust up into me at full speed, pumping me full of his thick cock. The intense pleasure from Tor’s cock at this angle, the animalistic way he’d thrown me against the wall, not bothering with a couch or a bed, was all too much. The sounds coming out of me were new and louder than I’d ever been.
“Oh fuck, Snow. You’re too fucking tight. I’m going to come.” His movements became quicker, deeper. “Come with me, Snow.”
I was already coming before he even uttered the request. Or maybe it was the extra friction on my clit from the quickened pace. I came in a blinding whirl of Aurora Borealis lights going off in my head. I cried out as I exploded inside, squeezing Tor’s cock, which was now pulsing its contents inside me.
“Oh, fuck, yes, yes!” Tor cried out.
He dropped his head onto my breasts, sucking them in between gasps.
“Snow,” he whispered.
Catching his breath, he pulled out and lowered me back down to planet Earth.




CHAPTER 30

TOR

Instead of that empty, hollow feeling I had after sex, and my brain started to function again, I now had a warm, glowing feeling inside. All I could think about was being with Snow, protecting her and making her happy.
We threw a blanket on top of us and snuggled under it on the couch, basking in the afterglow.
We finally finished the scotch she poured, and I was ready for round two. I couldn’t wait to do it all over again. This time, I’d bend her over the back of the couch, so I could take in the view of that perfect ass while my cock bounced in and out from behind it.
“Mmmm, are you already hard again?” she asked.
“Why don’t you reach down and check?”
She trailed her hands from my shoulder down to my waist, but I stopped her.
“Not with your hands,” I said.
She smiled in acknowledgment and scooted herself down on the couch.
“Mmmm, nice and hard,” she said before devouring me with her mouth. She froze a minute later. “Tor, did you hear that?”
“I heard you moaning on my dick.”
“No, not that. I keep hearing a door shut or something like that.” She pointed to the hallway.
Damn. It was probably Stone and Shy coming back to claim her, which was what I would do if Snow ever left me. I pushed myself off the couch and stood up.
We might as well all have it out now and get everything out into the open. We all wanted Snow. She shouldn’t have to choose. We should share her. That was final.
Within seconds, both of the double doors to the room came crashing in, and ten men dressed in all black blazed a spray of bullets across the room.
I dove down, instinctively protecting Snow with my body.
They were all armed with Heckler & Koch MP5 submachine guns—military-grade weapons. Shit. Those looked very much like SEAL weapons from the armory downstairs. What the fuck did they want? Were they the same assholes who killed everyone in the prior attack?
“Spuskat'sya u tebya na kolenyakh!”
Perfect. A language I didn’t speak a word of. Fuck. All that time spent in medical training instead of foreign language immersion felt like a huge regret.
“What the fuck do you want?” I asked.
 I went through a million different scenarios in my mind on how to get out of this situation, but all of them ended with Snow getting shot and I couldn’t take the chance. If they wanted to kill us, they could’ve already. Maybe they wanted to take over the compound as their own.
She started to speak Russian to them. I knew she was Russian, but I was surprised by how good her Russian was.
The main guy in charge barked some orders at Snow, who not only nodded in response but seemed to agree with them. Was she really now trying to move in front of me? What the hell was she doing?
“It’s okay.” Snow reassured me by placing her hands on my shoulders. “They said if I go with them, they promise they won’t hurt you.” Her lip quivered, and I knew she was scared.
“The hell you are!” I put myself back in front of her as a human shield.
“We’re outgunned and outnumbered. I’d die if anything happened to you and I could’ve stopped it. Please, let me go.”
I heard a bullet, and then a searing pain ripped through my shoulder like it was on fire. I’d seen a lot of action and attended to tons of gun wounds but had never experienced one myself.
Snow screamed something out in Russian.
“No ty obeshchal, chto ne povredit yemu.”
I knew they couldn’t be trusted.
The butt of a rifle came crashing down on my head and then my shoulder before one of them used it as a bat on my face. The last thing I remember seeing before I blacked out was one of them grabbing Snow.




CHAPTER 31

SNOW

If I thought it was cold before with regular clothes on, it was ten times worse at night with only a bra and panties. That was all they’d let me put on before they stuffed me in a snowsuit and oversized boots and dragged me away. Tor was in pretty bad shape when we left, but at least he wasn’t dead.
We’d been snowmobiling across the tundra for what seemed like forever. Walking into twenty miles per hour winds was one thing but going full speed against it was like being stabbed with a million tiny needles.
I was more scared than I’d ever been. If screaming would’ve helped or if there was anyone within a one-thousand-mile radius to hear me, I might have let it rip. But this was pretty hopeless. It was snow and forest for as far as I could see, which really wasn’t that far even with the Aurora Borealis lights.
Despite my intense hatred for this man I was stuck sitting behind on the snowmobile, I was holding onto him for dear life. The other nine men were right behind us, so falling or attempting to jump off to escape would’ve meant certain death, especially at these warp speeds. I had to hold out hope that Tor, Stone, and Shy would come and rescue me. But with each twist and turn we took, my hope was starting to dwindle. It almost felt like we were going in circles.
We finally stopped at a small cabin in the middle of nowhere.
“That was very brave of you, zaika.”
“I’m not your rabbit.”
“Ahh, a little spitfire?”
I punched him in the face with all my might, which wasn’t much considering that my arms were like Jello from tensing up for the last who-knows-how-many minutes.
He threw his head back and laughed. I took off trying to sprint as fast as I could, but the snow was so high, and my legs sunk in with every step. My feeble attempt at running was more like a super slow crawl.
I felt someone lift me up from behind with the hood of my jacket and throw me back across the small path I had just made.
“Anton, this little bitch is a pain in the ass. Let’s just tie her up and tape her mouth shut.”
The man in charge—whom I punched—came over and backhanded me across the face.
Ouch!
That hurt even worse than the wind in my face. There was blood on the snow in front of me. It felt like he’d broken my nose, but it was too cold to tell.
“That was your only warning, zaika. I will not warn you again. Do you understand?”
Whimpering, I looked up and slowly nodded, giving in to my fate.  
He picked me up by the arm and dragged me to where the cabin was. Inside, it was surprisingly warm and toasty with a fire burning in the fireplace. It was rustic, to say the least, and looked like it hadn’t been used in years, possibly decades. There were cobwebs everywhere, a huge layer of dirt and grime on all of the counters, and a hole-ridden couch with some rudimentary tables.
“I love what you’ve done with the place.”
“Ahh, we have a jokester.” He pushed me down onto a rickety wooden chair. “Sidit, jokester.”
I obediently sat. How was this even fair? What had I done to piss off the universe? Why did Craig get to meet the love of his life up here, and I get kidnapped?
But then again, I did have the best sex of my life. Maybe this was my punishment. Pleasure before pain.
I made a deal right then and there that if I ever made it out of here, I’d never come to the Arctic again. Fuck Arctic tern studies. I could change to studying cute Golden Eagles—they were native to San Diego. No promotion was worth this much. Being able to breathe through my nose seemed so much more valuable than any assistant professor position could offer.
“Here,” the asshat who slapped me handed me a dirty rag, “for your nose. You’re bleeding all over the floor.”
“Worried I might ruin your beautiful flooring of crud and crap with my bloody nose?”
I used my sleeve to staunch the bleeding and threw the rag back in his face. That pissed him off. He raised his arm to slap me again but stopped himself with a deep growl.
“You little bitch! Do you know how lucky you are?”
Now, who was the jokester? How lucky I was? Had the snow frozen his brain? Or was this dude just stupid?
I’d given up everything to come to the middle of nowhere during the darkest and coldest season of the year, only to have the entire compound murdered. Now I’d been kidnapped and was probably going to be raped and murdered by the end of the day. I couldn’t even survive a couple weeks in the Arctic, much less six months.
“Oh, yeah. Being here with you and your henchmen is like winning the lottery. So lucky! Someone get me my gratitude journal before I forget this magical moment.”
He pounded the table, which splintered into tiny pieces.
“I know, I’m sad, too. If only someone had a phone, we could Instagram our day together.”
“Silence.” He painfully pinched the sides of my jaw together making me cry out. “I will speak, and you will listen. American women, so annoying. You never shut up. I will teach you to be a good Russian woman who only speaks when spoken to.”
I didn’t know a lot about my Russian culture, but I was pretty sure docile didn’t describe today’s Russian women. We weren’t in the dark ages.
He pulled out the vodka that Tor and I were drinking and took a huge gulp, downing almost half the bottle before handing it off to his evil henchmen.
“I usually try to stick with Russian vodka, but your American vodka is not so bad. But now that you are in Russia and you are Russian, we’ll make sure you only drink good vodka.”
For a brief moment, I was excited. Not by the vodka, but by the fact that he was making future drinking plans for me. That he alluded to the fact there would be a future. A future in which I would be alive enough to drink. I assumed that meant he wasn’t going to kill me. But then I realized I had probably just been sold into the sex trade industry.
I closed my eyes and tried to will Tor back into consciousness, or Shy or Stone into waking up. The universe didn’t seem to be on my side lately, so I held low expectations that this would make a magical difference.
He pulled up a chair and sat across from me. “Snejana Vladimirovna Porizkova, you are a very lucky woman because your father would kill me if you were not alive and breathing by the time I delivered you to him.”
Whoa. This guy was so beating down the wrong door.
“I hate to be the one to break it to you, but you have the wrong girl. My name is Snejana Carter. My father was Sam Carter, and he is dead. He died over a decade ago.”
He jumped out of his chair and threw his index finger in my face. “Who told you such lies?”
“They’re not lies. I have a birth certificate that says Snejana Carter. Father is listed as Sam Carter. And he’s deceased.”
“Your name is Snejana Vladimirovna Porizkova. And your father, Vladimir Porizkov, is a very powerful man, the highest ranking of all officials in the Russian government and he is the one that will pay dearly to have his one and only daughter back.”
I racked my brain trying to recall my mother’s stories about growing up in Russia, her baba and ded, her past boyfriends, her past classmates, and colleagues. None of them were named Vladimir or Porizkov, that much I was positive.
“I’ve never heard that name in my life and if this man is as important as you say he is, imagine how pissed off he’s going to be when he finds out that you delivered the wrong girl.”
“Wrong girl? Why do you not believe me? What reason would I have to go to all of this trouble in the fucking freezing tundra during the worst snowstorm ever, to go and retrieve the wrong girl? You think we do this for fun in Russia? This is our Saturday boys night out?”
He made a very good point.
“No, but I know my real father is dead.”
“Your father is very much alive. It’s you everyone thinks is dead until your fingerprints matched the manifest for visitors here to the Arctic.”
“Why would anyone be tracking my fingerprints for a place in the middle of nowhere?” Now I knew he was full of shit.
“They weren’t. Your father had your fingerprints from a small toy you had played with as a baby. He registered those into a fingerprint watch list. My team intercepted it.”
“What do you mean you intercepted it? Who are you?”
“Someone who’s going to get paid a lot of money.”
That was impossible. This entire situation was hopeless. My brain was about to explode.
“I would’ve found you earlier had you not led such an incredibly boring life.”
Great. Now Anton was insulting me.
“You think I’m boring?”
“Let’s see. You’ve never left the country, never been arrested, never worked for a government office that required fingerprints, never once have your fingerprints ever shown up in any system. . .until you applied for an emergency passport to enter the Arctic.”
That was true. I loved America. I had no reason to leave. Plus, my mother wasn’t able to travel. She never left Miami and didn’t want me to, either. It was a huge fight simply to go to college and grad school.
“A lot of people don’t do those things. It doesn’t mean I’m boring. Plus, I know my father is dead.”
He crossed his arms. “And how do you know this?”
“I know for a fact that my father is dead because—” My mother told me so?
My mother, who fled Russia, because of my father.
My mother, who gave up a prominent scientific career to come to the US.
My mother, who couldn’t resume her previous career because she claimed all of her educational credentials wouldn’t translate to the US system.
My mother, who never wanted me to travel.
My mother, who tried her best to prevent me from studying Arctic terns.
My mother, who freaked out anytime I mentioned wanting to get a passport.
My mother, who tried to do everything in her power to stop me from coming here to do research.
“Ahhh, see!” He sat back down because he saw the look of realization pass over my face.
“I’ll admit, it’s possible.” Ugh. Where was a satellite phone when you needed one? If only I could call my mother, then she could clear everything up. There had to be a valid explanation for all of this.
“As I was saying before you rudely interrupted me. That is why you are a lucky little bitch. You will get to live in a palace and be treated like royalty.”
“I don’t want to live in a palace and be treated like royalty. I want to go home. My home. San Diego.”
“You rich people are all the same with your constant whining. Shut up!” Anton open palm slapped across the face.
The bleeding from my nose had stopped, but now I could taste the blood from my lip.
“If my father is as important as you say he is, then I guess you better deliver me to him, unharmed.”
“Unharmed? Well, it’s not my fault if you get hurt during the rescue operation.” He emphasized the word rescue to amuse himself and chuckled. “Did you guys hear that?” He looked over at his henchmen. “We rescued the princess. Rescued.”
As if on cue, they all broke out laughing like Anton was a standup comedian at the Apollo.
“Here,” Anton picked up the same dirty rag I threw at him, “take it this time.”
I wasn’t dumb enough to throw it at him, but there was no way I was going to use it.
“I’m fine, thanks.” I placed it on the table to the left that was still intact.
“I see you already have the spoiled princess part down.”
“Because I don’t want to use your dirty, infested rag that could possibly infect my bloodstream with untreatable bacteria?”
“That and because I saw—” He went over to his bag and pulled out more weapons. There were tons of semi-automatic assault rifles, knives, and grenades.
Maybe I should reconsider how much I wanted to piss him off. He didn’t seem very stable when he became angry. The rest of the men were all badass when we were at the compound, but now they were all cowering on the ratty couch, waiting for their next order.
He found another bottle of alcohol. It looked like the bourbon from the SEAL stash. He drew another long drink from the bottle before passing it to the silent morons who were still sitting on the couch. It kind of made sense why he would think I’d use a dirty rag. Germs didn’t seem to be a big concern for him.
“Saw what?” I asked.
“I saw how you had all of those men wrapped around your little finger with just this.”
Saw me? Oh my God! It must’ve been him that I saw that first night I had been with Shy. I had just assumed he was Stone because they had a similar build and height. If I ever saw Shy again, I would tell him, and he would believe me!
Not that I would get a chance to tell him, since I was pretty sure I was about to die.
Anton squeezed my crotch, and I winced in pain.
This wasn’t the loving squeeze from Shy’s hand or the sensual, steamy ones from Stone. This was meant to hurt me and prove a point. That Anton could do what he wanted with me, and there would be no one to stop him. And after what he saw, he probably thought I was a girl who slept with every guy I met.
And let’s be honest—clearly, I was that girl.
“Argh!” I cried out.
“What’s wrong? You don’t like it when there’s just one of us?” He signaled over to his men to join us. “You like when there are multiple men. Well, we’re happy to oblige, zaika mya.”
“No, no, no,” I cried out.
“Strip her!” Anton ordered. “And you better put on a good performance. We saw what you’re capable of. We’ve had cameras on you.”
His evil henchmen were already licking their lips as they walked over. I could see their pants bulging in anticipation.
I wasn’t that hard to strip down. I was already in my bra and panties when I put on the snowsuit, which they thankfully allowed. They easily tore the snowsuit off, which left me back down to my bra and panties. I tried to run away, but we were in a one-room cabin. And even if I could break free, I’d die from exposure in less than ten minutes outside. Multiple hands were pawing everywhere.
“Stop!” I screamed, making a run for the fireplace pokers.




CHAPTER 32

SHY

I blinked the sleep out of my eyes and reached out for Snow.
Sweet Snow. What we had just shared together gave me such hope. And I didn’t mind that she wanted to be with Stone also.
In a way, it kind of made sense.
Stone was my brother, my Teammate. I loved the guy. I would take a bullet for him. It made perfect sense that we loved the same woman.
Love? Did I love Snow?
My feelings for her were strong. I couldn’t stop thinking about her every second of every day.
She seemed to get me and truly cared about me. Some women only liked me because I was a SEAL. Showing my sensitive side somehow ruined that Alpha Male fantasy for them.
And I was starting to envision a future with Snow. And Stone was part of the picture.
I mean, we both deployed so much. Sometimes he would go on a training mission and I would remain behind. It would be nice to have someone I trusted to take care of my woman while I was gone.
Make that our woman.
That way, I wouldn’t worry about her when I was a world away.
I sat up and didn’t see Snow.
I punched Stone’s arm. “Dude, where the fuck is Snow?”
Stone yawned. “No idea.”
A chill took over my body. “Seriously, you didn’t hear her wake up?”
He shook his head and jumped out of bed. I didn’t appreciate the view of his stark-naked ass. He pulled his boxers up.
“No. Snow?” he shouted.
I hurriedly dressed also. I went into the hallway and opened the bathroom door. “Snow?”
There was no sign of Snow.
Fuck.
Stone and I shared an anxious glance, and sprinted downstairs.
He handed me a radio. “You go outside and search the perimeter, and I’ll check in here.”
Normally, I’d bitch about being stuck out in the cold, but I didn’t care this time. All I cared about was finding Snow. I don’t know how but something felt wrong.
I sprinted outside the main front doors. No sign of forced entry and all of our previous fortifications looked intact. Then I saw it.
A huge gaping hole in the compound wall to the far East side.
“Stone, get out here now. I’m at the far East side of the building, on your three o’clock as you exit the front doors.”
“Do you see this?” I asked Stone, focusing my flashlight on the no longer fortified side door leading out of the compound. “I didn’t even realize this side door was still functional. Dorothy said it hadn’t worked in years.”
It looked like it had been blown away and there were multiple footprints leading in and out of the compound through a broken window.
“It doesn’t look like it was functional.” Stone picked up the remains of a timer device. “Looks like they had to blow it up to get it off its hinges.”
There were multiple snowmobile tracks leading out of the compound. A dark shadow passed over my heart and stuck in my chest.
Snow.
If someone hurt her, I’d fucking kill them with my bare hands.
We followed the footsteps from the side door to a broken window in the compound. It led to the boiler room. We followed the melted snow and dirt tracks to the SEAL secret stash room and found Tor passed out and naked. Shards of glass were shattered around him with blood leading outside.
I immediately knelt beside Tor and tried to wake him. “Tor? Tor?”
I took his pulse and was relieved that he still had one.
Stone grabbed a glass of water and threw it in Tor’s face.
That did the trick.
Tor opened his eyes. “What happened? Where’s Snow?”
“I…um,” Tor looked around the room.
I followed his eyes. Snow’s jeans were turned inside out in the corner along with her red silk shirt she was wearing earlier. And alongside them were Tor’s clothes bunched up in a pile like they had been taken off in a hurry and thrown.
“Nooo! You didn’t?” I half asked, half accused Tor. “You fucked Snow?”
“A gentleman never tells—” started Tor before he was cut off by Stone.
“Whatever! Welcome to the club, bro!” Stone high-fived Tor.
“So inappropriate, man. Snow is missing and you’re high-fiving Tor?” I asked. Stone was unbelievable sometimes.
“Yeah. Where the hell is Snow?” asked Stone, back on track and focused on our original mission. “Unless, this is how you have sex with girls.” Stone motioned around the room to the disaster zone of destruction. “In which case, maybe I should be taking lessons from you.”
Tor touched his head. “Fuck, it’s all coming back. I hoped it had been a dream. These men came in, speaking Russian, shooting up everything. Snow was speaking Russian also. They took her.”
What. The. Fuck.
My hand shook with rage. “Took her? You let them take her? You are a fucking SEAL, Tor!”
“No, shit, asshole. It was at least ten men. I was outnumbered, outgunned, and naked.” He stood up and ripped a piece of glass out of his thigh, and blood oozed everywhere.
I placed my hand on his shoulder, and he winced. “It’s not your fault, man. You okay?”
“Yup. Flesh wound.” Tor threw his clothes back on and bandaged his arm with the first aid kit in the room. “Luckily, they have shitty aim.”
“You stay back here with Nod, and Stone and I will go get Snow.” I went with Stone to the armory inside the lab to get our weapons.
“Where the fuck is everything?” Stone ripped open cabinet after cabinet, only to find hooks and racks with no guns on them.
“They must’ve taken all our guns. Makes sense. That’s what I’d do,” I said. Cripple the enemy and replenish my own armory.
“We’ll improvise. Go back to your rooms and gather whatever grenades, knives or other weapons you have there,” ordered Tor.
Once we were semi-armed and dressed, we took our first step into the blistering snow.
A drop of blood came into view. Was it Snow’s? A raven flew down and landed next to it.
Skin as white as snow, lips as red as blood, hair as black as a raven.
Our Snow was sending us a message. Willing her men to find her.
Stay strong, Snow. We are on our way.




CHAPTER 33

SNOW

By some miracle, I made it to the fireplace first. Too busy rubbing their own crotches and focusing their eyes on my boobs, all of Anton’s evil henchmen let me slip out of their grasp. I grabbed a fire poker and swung with all my might.
The universe was back on my side because one of the minions went down when the pointy edge of the poker made contact with his eye. Blood came rushing out. Maybe Anton could offer his stupid rag to him. That still left at least eight more who were now on high alert.
The front door busted open. For a brief second, I was worried that more of Anton’s evil henchmen were here, but my fear was instantly turned into relief when I saw Stone. Quickly assessing the situation, Stone made a run for Anton, tackling him to the ground before he could reach for one of his weapons.
The rest of the men paused their attack on me. As if sensing their hesitation, Anton called out, “Kill them and get the girl, you idiots.”
But before they could resume their Frankenstein march towards me, Shy came crashing in through the windows.
I didn’t mean to, but I screamed. There was just too much going on.
Get a grip, Snow!
Not sure what to do, I tried to calm down. I wanted to help, but I was still barefoot and practically naked. Even though the windows were pretty old and rickety, they did stop most of the wind from getting in. Without them, all of the heat from the fire would quickly dissipate out into the ether. My teeth were chattering, and I couldn’t feel my fingers or toes anymore. Maybe Anton was right. I was a spoiled princess. I had two of the most courageous men rushing in head first to rescue me, and here I was being a baby about some little subarctic breezes.
Guns. Not that I knew what to do with one or which end was up, but I wanted to make sure Anton wasn’t able to get any. Why were the SEALs not carrying any weapons? I mean, I was glad they were here, but a gun might have been helpful.
I headed over the gun bag, but one of Anton’s evil henchmen tackled me to the ground before I could make it. My knees were the first thing to hit, and they crashed hard. I let out a blood-curdling scream and turned around to fight off my attacker, but he had an iron grip around my waist. If only they’d made Brazilian Jiu Jitsu classes mandatory at Harvard, I might have been able to armbar my way out of this. But instead, I mostly flailed around screaming.
Stone grabbed the knife out of the person he had just killed and headed straight my way. Shy and Anton were still fighting. Too busy focused on holding me down, the guy pinning me down didn’t see Stone’s knife before it plunged into the neck of the bastard on me. Blood gushed out and onto my stomach where his head flopped down. His grip immediately loosened, and Stone dragged him off of me.
“Are you okay?”
I nodded, uncontrollable tears streaming down my face as I looked at the dead man’s blood dripping down my waist and hips.
Anton had found a gun. He and Stone were now wrestling for control of it, but Shy saved the day again. Shy managed to pick up one of the other weapons and emptied a clip-full of bullets into Anton. Another man was lying on the floor, his head at an awkward angle, his eyes open as if surprised.
“Snow, we came as fast we could. Did they hurt you?” asked Shy.
I wiped the blood off my hips.
“It’s okay. It’s not my blood.”
“Thank God, Snow. We were so worried we wouldn’t get here in time,” said Shy, gently caressing my face between his rough gloves.
“You came for me.” I tried to move from my spot and hug Shy, but I couldn’t move. It was as if my feet were glued to the floor. “I’m sooo-ooo coooo-lllddd,”
My teeth were chattering, I was completely covered in goosebumps, and all my hairs were standing on edge. I wanted to thank them for saving me, but I couldn’t find the words. My brain was a big fog of confusion. I blinked my eyes trying to focus but the harder I tried the more the room seemed to spin out of control.
“She’s going into hypothermia,” said Shy. He scooped me up and brought me closer to the fire. “Get her snowsuit. We have to wrap her up.”




CHAPTER 34

SNOW

“I think she’s coming to,” said Shy.
“Good because we have to move. The place is surrounded by polar bears,” said Stone.
I reached up and stroked Shy’s face which looked angelic with the light reflecting from the fire. “You’re really here.”
“We came for you,” said Shy, motioning to Stone behind him.
“We’d never leave you with them, Snow.” Stone ran over to grab my hand which was now covered in a big fluffy mitten. “We’ll always come for you.”
“I knew you wouldn’t leave me. I was so afraid.” I sat up, getting my bearings again.
The room was covered in blood splatter, dead bodies and snow that had drifted in from the windows.
A loud animal growl echoed from outside.
Errr-rarrrh
“This is touching and all, but the polar bears are getting closer.”
 “Polar bears don’t eat people, they only eat SEALs,” I said. “So that means I should be safe.”
“Did you hear that?” Shy pulled me up to standing. “Snow’s feeling better if she’s well enough to make jokes.”
I was never so happy to see anyone in my life. It was so surreal being surrounded by men who risked their lives to save me. I wanted it to happen, but I wasn’t sure if they would come or if they could even find me.
A quick perusal of the room demonstrated that a huge battle had gone down here. Anton and all of his men were dead. I still didn’t know who to believe. Anton or my mother? Only one of them could be telling the truth. My mother raised me and baked me apple pies, and Anton hit me and was going to let his men rape me. It seemed obvious who the bad guy was in this situation.
But it was still too much to take in. My mother’s lies. My father still alive and searching for me? Could that really be true? I spent my entire childhood hating a man for deserting us when really, we were the ones that deserted him.
That also meant that Snow Carter was a lie. My entire existence was built on lies. I made life choices, like really super important ones, based on what my mother said. I loved and admired her so much that I built my entire world around becoming a world-famous scientist like her. Who knows if she was even a scientist, at all?
And who was Snejana Vladimirovna Porizkova? What kind of life was stolen from me?
I was so mad at my mom but at the same time so confused. She always loved me; that you can’t fake. She always took care of me and made sure I had everything I wanted. Everything but a father. My mother never married another man. It was just the two of us. I always assumed it was because she was so dedicated to me, but maybe it was because she couldn’t risk anyone finding out about her lies.
I walked over to the window as if the Arctic might provide some answers.
Stone walked one of the snowmobiles up to the door and came back into the cabin.
“We’re down to one snowmobile for the three of us. The polar bears must have broken the other ones looking for food,” Stone announced.
“Shy, you take Snow back and then return for me. I’ll do some intel while you’re gone.”
Without hesitation, Shy was already tugging me along to the door.
“But what about you, Stone? I was only half joking. Food is especially scarce this time of year. Polar bears will eat anything.”
“Even someone with as sour of a disposition as Stone?” asked Shy. “That’s perfect. It’ll give me time to make a run for it.”
Stone gave him an admonishing look, but this was no longer a joking matter. I assumed we’d all be able to escape together.
“They can run up to twenty-five miles per hour. SEALs are tough, but they’re not sprinters.”
Stone reached down and grabbed a semi-automatic rifle.
“But can they outrun a twenty-five hundred mile per hour bullet?” Stone asked.
I let out an audible gasp.
“You can’t hurt them. It’s not their fault that they’re hungry. That’s the only reason they’re attacking us.” I ran up to Stone and put my hand on the gun where his hand was. “Promise me, you won’t kill any polar bears.”
“So, you’d rather I die and be eaten by one?” Stone asked.
“No, of course not. But you could simply shoot some bullets into the air, nearby them or wave some fire to scare them away. They’ll leave you alone and go on their merry way. Healthy, fully intact and unharmed.”
“Snow, I’m a SEAL, not a zookeeper,” said Stone with a roll of his eyes.
“Promise!” I demanded.
I didn’t start studying animals in the Arctic, so I could kill them. I wanted to make the planet a more hospitable place for both them and humans. Plus, if he hurt an animal, any animal, I’d never look at him the same way again.
Shy put his hand on Stone’s gun, lowering it from the ready-to-fire to the at-ease position.
“I promise, Snow. No Winnie the Pooh’s will be harmed on my watch.”
“Thank you.” I turned to Stone and smiled in gratitude. “But just so you know, Winnie was a Canadian black bear.”
“Alright fine, then I’ll keep Smokey the Bear safe.” Stone corrected himself.
“Smokey was an American black bear.”
“Stop. We’ll keep the Coca-Cola bears safe. Now go so we can all get out of here.”




CHAPTER 35

SNOW

I had trouble sleeping that night. Even though I knew they were dead, I kept reliving the same nightmare of almost being raped by the Russian supposed-rescuers. The nightmares were only interrupted by hearing Anton’s words about my father. I wasn’t sure what was worse: seeing that horrific cabin image on auto-repeat or doubting my mother and questioning my entire life.
There was a huge scraping sound outside my window which looked over the runway. Stone was driving a huge snow scraper and clearing the runway. It looked like the snowstorm had let up. There was even a tiny bit of sunlight coming through. But it didn’t matter. I meant what I promised the universe back in that cabin. I was done with arctic studies. A return flight back to civilization and finally being able to confront my mother couldn’t come soon enough.
Tor, Stone, and Shy, were up all night fortifying the compound against any other intruders. They said something or other about a SEAL barricade that only another SEAL would know how to break through, so I felt safe but didn’t want to chance it. Hopefully, the rescue planes would come soon.
I kicked the covers off and hopped out of bed, excited to be alive, grateful to be rescued by the most caring but toughest men in the world and happy to be in a room with heat.
I quickly showered and went down to make breakfast. I’d never complain about having to cook again if it meant never having to go back to that horrible cabin in the middle of nowhere.
“Thanks for making breakfast, Snow,” Tor kissed me on the forehead and pulled me in for a tight embrace. “Stone and Shy should be in any minute.”
“It’s the least I could do for the men who saved my life.”
I smiled back at Tor.
“I told you. We’ll always protect you, and I’ll always come for you. No matter what.”
I ran over to hug Tor again, and he winced.
“Oops, I forgot. How is your shoulder?” I backed off right away.
“Just a graze. I’m sure your eggs will heal me in no time.”
The other two filed in. Stone, of course, went straight for the food. Shy came over to hug me.
“You really scared us last night,” said Shy.
Now, I understood why the world needed SEALs. My heart swelled inside when I looked over at the three of them. I was so lucky. If it had been anyone but these three, I don’t think I would’ve survived last night.
“I can’t thank you enough. I’m so grateful that you were there to rescue me,” I teared up.
“Snow, we will always rescue you,” said Stone.
“Always,” affirmed Shy.
“I’m still confused on why there were two separate attacks on this compound when there have been absolutely zero since its inception almost a hundred years ago. Why now? Why us?” asked Shy.
Tor turned to me. “Snow, when you were alone with them, did they give you any indication as to why they were here and their connection to the attack earlier in the week?”
“They said a bunch of stuff. It was all very confusing.”
Shy eyed me. “What do you mean? Your Russian was extremely impressive. I don’t speak it, but you sounded just like them. No accent, at all,” said Shy in what I was sure he thought was a compliment.
“Well, technically it was my first language. My mom is Russian.”
I took a deep breath. These men had risked their lives to save me. I owed them the truth.
“All of the attacks, all of the deaths, they’re all my fault,” I couldn’t stop the tears from pouring out. Until I had said it out loud, I hadn’t realized what damage my presence there had caused. I should’ve listened to my mother. I was so selfish, only thinking of me and my stupid promotion.
“What are you talking about? You’re a victim, Snow.” Shy ran over and held me in his arms, gently stroking my hair.
“I should never have come out here. My mother warned me not to come. I thought my father was dead, but I guess he’s not and now he’s going to kill everyone to get to me,” I blurted out.
“Whoa, whoa. Slow down there,” said Stone. “First, I will kill any man who tries to hurt you. Even your father. Second, why would you think your father would do something so fucked up as to kidnap you and order men to rape you?”
“I don’t think that was the plan. I’m still piecing it all together, but the first attack was an organized military strike that all of you thwarted and then last night’s kidnapping was outsourced to mercenaries.” I shook my head no. “They went off-script. They were only supposed to deliver me to my father back in Russia.”
“Who’s your father?” asked Tor.
“According to them—Vladimir Porozkov,” I said.
Tor paused his form in mid-air. “As in the high-ranking Commander General, Vladimir Porozkov?”
“Yah, I guess so.” I didn’t follow international politics. My entire life focused on Arctic terns and Lloyd.
“That doesn’t make any sense, Snow. That guy has all three branches of the military at his disposal. He wouldn’t send hack jobs in to attack this place. I’d like to say we fought off elite organized military groups but both the first and the second attacks were not that organized, and they were pretty small. Why would you only send in a dozen guys at a time when you have an entire fleet of tens of thousands of soldiers available?” asked Tor.
Stone and Shy both shook their heads in agreement.
“That first night when the perimeter alarms went off, they were doing recon to get a lay of the land before the attack. No trained military would’ve set off the alarms,” said Shy. “These were both outsourced to two separate groups.”
“Most likely, after the more expensive team A failed, a second less expensive team of mercenaries was hired as team B,” said Tor.
“So, I’m not some High Commander General’s daughter?” I asked. This was getting even more confusing.
“I’m not saying that, but I don’t think he was the one that ordered the attacks,” said Tor.
“Don’t worry, Snow,” Shy kissed the top of my head. “We’ll get this all sorted out when we return to San Diego. We collected fingerprints and evidence from both attacks and will run them through Interpol as soon as we get back. We’ll find out who did this and make them pay.”
I nodded an absent yes. This brought more questions than it did answers. Now I really wanted to get back. I cleared the breakfast dishes and made a list of all the questions I had for my mom. No more whining that all men are evil. I wasn’t going to simply accept that and leave when she started crying. I’d force her to talk this time. I wanted specifics on my father, my birth, my life there in Russia and who I really was.
I knew it was weird, but I made it my first priority to pack all of Dorothy’s stuff to bring back with me. She mentioned that she was from Kansas. I’d find her parents and send her belongings to them. It was the least I could do, considering she’d still be alive if it weren’t for me.
There was still a lot of work to do to clear the runway for a plane to land, and if the plane couldn’t land, they’d simply do a flyby and not return again until the next day.
While they were doing that, I spent the rest of the morning sitting in the infirmary with Nod. The faint beeps of the monitors had a sort of calming effect on me. Plus, I really needed someone to talk to that I could trust. It wasn’t like Nod was going to judge me.
Using the scientific method, I already had two hypotheses worked out as viable explanations for Anton.
On the one hand, maybe this supposed Snejana Porizkova was like the famed Anastasia Romanov. A rumor kept alive through misguided hope, which would explain why this man went to such great lengths of murdering an entire compound of people just to get to me. The second theory, and the one I was most afraid of, was that everything Anton said was true. It would explain everything else away.
“What do you think?” I asked Nod while holding his hand.
It had been hours, and I was no closer to figuring it out than I was when I started. A part of me wanted to meet my father, especially if he wasn’t the horrible monster my mother claimed he was. And if he really was some super General Commander, why couldn’t he have found me earlier? Didn’t he have tons of resources and intelligence available to searching for me?
Or maybe Tor, Stone, and Shy, were right. These were all the acts of someone other than my father. But who?
And had my mother lied to me all these years? Someone was telling the truth. It was either Anton or my mother. They couldn’t both be right. Either way, both of my parents were sizing up to be huge disappointments so far.
I leaned over and kissed Nod’s forehead.
“Thanks for listening. If you ever wake up, remember, everything I’ve told is a secret so shhhh.”




CHAPTER 36

SNOW

I gathered all of my notes and my laptop from the research lab. It all felt pointless and silly at this point. Everyone was dead. My mother was possibly hiding something from me and my father or some other unknown their party was somewhere out there possibly assembling another team to come retrieve me. If that rescue plane came today, I wanted to be ready.   
I stacked everything into two boxes. They were heavy, but I could make two trips.
“Hey, let me help you.”
Stone dashed in and took both boxes from me.
“Thanks.”
“Where are these going?” he asked.
“I was packing up like you said so I’m ready to go when the rescue plane arrives.”
“Got it! I’ll stack it with the rest of the gear.”
I followed him down to the runway loading ramp. Stone dropped both boxes back down on the floor near the door.
“We’ll come back to retrieve these when we load the plane.”
“Great! Did you guys pack already?” I asked. They’d been so busy clearing the runway, I didn’t see how they could’ve packed. They took one break for breakfast and had been outside ever since.
“SEALs travel light,” Stone answered. “And we’re always packed and ready to go.” He pointed to three huge duffel bags next to the boxes he’d just laid down.
“Another new thing I learned about SEALs today.”
“Maybe I could teach you something else about SEALs?”
“Oh yeah, like what?”
I saw the intention in his eyes, a deep need for lust that only I could fill. I knew that look because I had it, too. Stone’s mouth came crashing down on mine, warm and demanding. He practically sucked the air out of my lungs with his need. He picked me up and threw me over his shoulder again, smacking my ass.
“That they don’t like to wake up naked without their girl next to them, equally as naked.”
He smacked my ass some more which somehow made my pussy ache against my will. I never pictured myself as someone into S&M, but I also never pictured myself as someone in love with three men at once.
He ran up the stairs two at a time towards my room.
“How many times do I have to tell you, that’s not how you’re supposed to treat the girl we love?” chastised Shy.
“Love?” I asked.
“Yes love,” said Shy.
Stone swung me back to standing, never once taking his hands off my ass. “I love you too, Snow. But you’ve been a bad girl.”
Stone gave my ass another healthy smack, sending me straight into Shy’s arms, who caught me and pulled me in for a nice, slow sensual kiss.
I broke away and looked Tor with guilt flooding my eyes, but instead of a disapproving glare, Tor moved in closer. Tor pushed the hair away from my face and palmed my breast before leaning down for a passionate and sexual kiss. Shy repositioned his hands on my ass and was stroking towards my center.
Another pair of hands had moved in on me from behind and were cupping and caressing my breasts. Tor released me from the kiss and smiled. I looked back and found the owners of the extra pair of hands to be Stone, who was also smiling.
I knew Stone and Shy were into sharing me, but I needed to make sure Tor was okay with this.
“But I thought…” I looked at Tor for confirmation.
Tor ran his hands through my hair, massaging my scalp.
“Snow, the other thing you need to know about SEALs is we don’t get scared. Ever. But when I thought I might have lost you forever, I was freaking out. I knew right then that I loved you. I never want to be without you.”
Tor dipped down again for another kiss.
“We never want to be without you. We’re brothers, and we share everything. We’d like to share you if you’ll let us,” said Tor.
“And you two are okay with this, too?”
I looked to Shy who nodded his head in agreement and then to Stone who did the same.
“We both loved you from the second we laid eyes on you,” said Shy.
No way! Maybe Anton had killed me yesterday, and now I was dead, and this was Heaven. And if so, I wanted to enjoy every minute of it.
“I love you all.”
We moved our party into the bedroom, leaving the door open. It wasn’t like we needed to secure it. We were the only ones on site.
Stone was the most eager. He threw me down on the bed while the three of them stood in front of all palming their huge bulges in their pants. Three hot sexy cocks and one already super dripping wet pussy. I wasn’t sure how this was going to work, but I was definitely on board. Who cares what was normal? After almost dying, I was going to make sure to live every moment to the fullest.
“Take off your top for us, beautiful,” said Shy. “Show us those nice perky breasts of yours.”
Of course, he would say that. It didn’t take me long to figure out that he was a boob guy, always spending the majority of his time there.
I slowly unbuttoned my blouse, revealing the pink lace bra underneath. It was a front hook, and I easily unclasped it, letting my boobs fall free.
“Have you ever seen any tits so perfect and round?” asked Shy, already palming them.
“Not fucking ever. I want to suck one of those tits right now,” said Stone.
“Me, too,” said Tor, leaning down to claim the right one while Stone took the left.
My nipples turned rock hard in their mouths. Their intense sucking sent fireworks straight to my center.
Shy unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor. “My dick has never been this hard.”
Shy gripped his cock and rubbed the length up and down in his fist making it even harder. “Come on, baby. Suck me in that beautiful mouth of yours. Let me watch you gag on my huge cock.”
Stone and Tor leaned back, giving him full access to my face. I grabbed the base of his cock with my right hand and cupped his balls with the other. I looked over at Stone and Tor for any sign that I should stop but they both looked at me like they were waiting for Santa Claus. I redirected my attention back to Shy’s huge dick, leaned in and sucked it as far down my throat as I could fit it.
“Oh, baby, that feels so fuckin’ good,” said Shy.
“Take it in deeper, Snow. Breathe through your mouth and suck it down your throat,” encouraged Tor.
I tried to comply by removing my right hand from the shaft and repositioning it on Shy’s ass to pull him in closer. I gagged when his dick stabbed the back of my throat but kept going. This was really turning me on. I put all my focus on sucking and gagging on Shy’s cock. After a few minutes, someone pulled Shy away.
“Hey, I wasn’t done.”
“We’re sharing, right?” said Stone. “Well, it’s my turn now.”
Stone lifted me up to standing and leaned down to suck on my breast. Tor’s arms encircled me from behind and unbuttoned my pants. The zipper easily unzipped when Tor reached his hand down my panties, finding my moist warm center. I wiped my mouth with the back of my forearm and twisted my head to the side to give Shy a taste of his own essence that had leaked into my mouth. The feeling of three men on me at once was beyond incredible. I’d never felt this much pleasure ever before.
This was beyond any fantasy that I could have dreamed up myself.
Stone pulled off my nipple with a loud smacking noise. He took off his shirt and unzipped his jeans. Tor followed and took off all his clothes, too.
“Lie down,” ordered Stone. “Let me taste that sweet pussy.”
Tor and Shy moved aside, allowing Stone to take what he wanted.
Stone pulled my legs apart, exposing my throbbing clit. I was so wet, I could feel my juices dripping back towards my ass.
“You have the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen.” Stone used his fingers to spread my lips apart before dipping his head down to suck on them. I gasped at the orgasmic sensations already flooding my body. His chin stubble was causing just the right amount of friction to make me explode on the spot.
“Come closer so I can have one cock in each of my hands,” I ordered Tor and Shy, wanting them to be near me.
They immediately moved into position, and I circled each one with my entire palm, pumping them both in rhythm to the lapping my clit was getting. Stone continued teasing my pussy while I writhed in anticipation. Overstimulated from all of the testosterone around me, I started to writhe on the bed, desperate for a cock to fuck me.
“Tor,” I looked up at him through glass, sex-hazed eyes. “I want you to fuck me.”
“I will,” Tor said motioning over to Stone who was still sucking away at my clit like a vacuum.
“No.” I corrected myself. “I want you to fuck me now. I want to come all over your big cock.”
Stone gave my pussy a final lick before stepping back to make room for Tor.
“You heard the lady,” Stone said.
Tor repositioned me in front of him, teasing me with his cock by rubbing it up and down my slit. Once he was good and coated in my cream, he pushed the tip in but stopped.
“Are you ready?” Tor asked, looking down at me.
“Yes!” I screamed out.
Tor thrusted himself forward with so much force, we moved an entire foot back on the bed. His dick was like a steel bat, pumping me like a machine. He used all his strength to ram his cock all the way to my cervix, causing me to cry out.
“Oh my God, yes, yes yes!” I cried out as the first crescendo of orgasms washed over me. “Come inside me, Tor and make me yours.”
Tor pummeled into me, and my moans of pleasure were drowned out by his when he finally came.
“Oh fuck, Snow. I’m going to explode.”
After a few more herculean thrusts, Tor collapsed on top of me.
Shy stood up on the other side of the bed.
“I’m finishing this time.”
Tor rolled off of me, and I looked at Shy for direction.
“Turn over and get on all fours for me.” I happily complied.
Shy moved into position behind me, and I felt the tip of his cock already in my pussy, making it come alive again.
“I want you to fuck yourself on my cock. You can control the rhythm.”
I pumped my hips back and forth, enjoying the exhilarating feeling of being able to control the pace. I still needed more.
“Stone, I want to suck that big hard cock of yours down my throat.”
While Stone moved to the other side of the bed, I looked over at Tor.
“And then I want to fuck you again,” I said to Tor as I placed a hand over his cock and stroked it. It was still semi-hard. I wanted him to be ready to do when I was done with Shy and Stone. I didn’t want any of this to end.
When Stone’s cock was close enough, I closed my mouth over his tip, teasing it with my tongue. I slowly slid it down my mouth, enjoying the silky-smooth texture as it invaded my mouth. I did exactly as he instructed when I was sucking Shy. I breathed through my nose, so I could cram even more of Stone’s cock down my throat.
Unable to take the slow thrusts, Shy grabbed onto my hips and started pounding into my pussy like a jackhammer.
“Fuck, I can’t hold out much longer. Oh yes!”
Shy exploded inside me, filling me with his hot steamy white liquid.
I popped my mouth off of Stone and looked over at Tor who was hard and ready to go.
“I want you in my mouth while I ride Tor,” I said to Stone.
Tor laid down, his cock upright and at attention, patiently waiting for me.
I straddled him and impaled myself on top. I started out slow, grinding my pussy on his dick while I repositioned Stone cock in my mouth.
Shy tried to get away, but I used my other hand to pump his cock back to life.
“I want us all to come at the same time.”
No easy feat for four people but I felt up to the challenge.
“And I want you to both come all over my tits.”
Stone was close. I could see the veins in his cock bulging an angry red, so I sucked on them for all I was worth.
I moaned, signaling how close I was. I picked up the pace and bounced on Tor’s dick like it was a pogo stick, applying the same pace to both Shy’s shaft and Stone’s cock.
Stone was the first one to come. He popped himself out of my mouth and finished pumping his cock onto my tits. Shy soon followed.
When I couldn’t hold back anymore, I rubbed their cum all over my tits and cried out.
“Oh fuck, yes, yes yes! Come in my pussy, Tor. Fill me with your cum.”
Tor let out a deep groan, and I felt his warm, hot cum filling my core.
“What the fuck is going on here?” a deep male voice shouted.
We all looked to the door, panting and trying to catch our breath. Three men stood in front of us with their mouths open and gaping. I was slightly relieved it wasn’t more Russian thugs, but then I realized I knew these guys. It was Cross, Sleazy and Lucky. Hooray for a rescue?




CHAPTER 37

SNOW

I pulled the sheet over my naked body, like that thin sheet of fabric would hide my shame. Yes, I had fully embraced loving Tor, Stone, and Shy, I just didn’t know if I was ready yet for the world to know my little secret.
Or their Teammates.
Stone pulled up his boxers and addressed his Team. “What the fuck do you think is going on here? We all love Snow. There’s nothing wrong with it.”
My heart beamed that Stone was so open with his feelings. In this short time, we had already come a long way.
Sleazy high fived Stone. “Right on. Can I join?”
Uh yeah. The more, the merrier. Sleazy was fucking hot.
Oh wait, that wasn’t a question. I’d stay quiet for now.
Cross shook his head in disgust. But Lucky had a bright smile on his face.
Tor stood up. “Where’s Tin?”
Lucky’s joyful expression turned into a frown.
“He’s . . . gone.”
Shy by now was dressed. “Gone? What the fuck do you mean gone?”
Cross exhaled. “Gone. Like gone. Deserted. He had been talking all crazy about Dorothy being alive.”
“Dorothy’s alive?” I asked, my heart filling with hope. This was the best news ever.
“No, of course, she’s not alive. She must’ve been blown up in the building,” said Cross.
“Oh,” I sighed and felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. For a brief second there, it looked like there might be hope. But without a body, there was always hope.
“Tin is fucking crazy, and last time I checked, he didn’t give a shit about anyone but himself so who the fuck knows why he absconded in the middle of the night. We have patrols out looking for him. Speaking of which . . . we’re here to take Snow home.”
Wait . . . what? I stood up and accidentally dropped the sheet. Shy was quick to retrieve it and wrap it around me.
“Home?” I asked. “We are all going home?”
My dreams of my Arctic research were shattered. Dreams of getting an assistant professorship gone with the flurries. Well, at least I had my new men.
Sleazy spoke. “No. Tor, Shy, and Stone must stay here. There is a medevac plane a day behind that will extract Nod and them. Our plane isn’t equipped with a respirator. We don’t split up Fire Teams. It’s an order from our command.”
“No!” I screamed out like a petulant child. “I want to stay with Tor, Shy, and Stone. I’ll go on the next plane.” I looked up at Tor pleadingly.
Tor pulled me to him. “Snow, they are right. We are still on a military operation. We can’t leave Nod behind, and we always extract civilians first. Don’t worry, it will be okay. We will all be back home in San Diego in a few days.”
Tears welled in my eyes. But I would be brave. Everything would be fine. We were all alive and safe. That was what mattered.
Except for Dorothy. And Tin.
“Snow, get dressed and pack your bags. We’re leaving in fifteen minutes.” Cross turned to his Team. “Gentlemen, I’d like a word.”
I nodded, and the men left in a single file line. Man, I hope they didn’t get in trouble for having an orgy with a civilian. What happens in the Arctic stays in the Arctic?
I hurriedly dressed and threw the rest of my stuff in my suitcase.
But then I saw it.
Dorothy’s rose gold slipper. The one I’d seen in the bathroom the first day.
I closed my eyes and said a silent prayer for Dorothy and hoped to God that Tin was right, and they were together right now.
There’s no place like home.
I walked outside my room, and Stone, Tor, and Shy were waiting for me. We embraced and kissed.
God, I was a mess. I choked up. “I love you all so much. This was so much more to me than sex. You guys changed my life. I will never be the same. Please tell me when I return home, we can make this work.”
Stone stroked my hair. “Of course, babe. Don’t worry. Rest up because we will be home soon.”
Stone turned to Sleazy who was waiting to escort me to the plane. “Take care of our girl.”
Sleazy eye fucked me. “You bet I will.”
Stone just gave him a dirty look and stepped back.
Sleazy led me outside to the tarmac and ushered me on the plane. I took a final look at the Arctic. This winter wonderland was supposed to save my career.
Instead, it saved my soul.
Our plane took off, and I hovered in the back not wanting to talk to Sleazy, Lucky, or Cross. I didn’t know what they truly thought about what they saw with me, Stone, Tor, and Shy. I didn’t want to talk about it. I didn’t want to defend our actions. I didn’t need to justify our love.
And I didn’t want them to think that they all had easy access to me.
What happened with Stone, Tor, and Shy was special.
A once in a lifetime bond. Through death and despair, we had found love. No one would ever truly understand what we went through.
I drifted to sleep and woke a few hours later to a huge jolt.
Was that an explosion?
“We’ve been hit!” yelled Sleazy.
Cross and I both looked out the window. And I saw that our engine was engulfed in flames. “Our plane is going down.”
Oh my God! We’re going to die.
As the plane descended, my mind was overwhelmed with thoughts. This was it. I would never see my mom again. I’d never find out the truth about my father.
I would never see Tor, Stone, and Shy.
Lucky walked over to me and embraced me, comforting me. “Breathe, Snow, breathe.”
“Don’t tell me to breathe. We are going to die!”
I shoved Lucky off and sat down in a huddle position like they taught us to do for earthquakes in California.
“Please God, I promise I will never return to the Arctic again!” I swore.
The plane’s warning lights were blinking like strobe lights inside the cargo hold where we were seated, and sirens seemed to be going off everywhere. I closed my eyes to block it out and held my breath.
“Suit up and exit at ready, I’ll get Snow,” yelled Sleazy.
The pilot said over the speaker, “Brace for impact in thirty seconds. I’m ejecting.”
“Ohmigod, we’re going to die! I double-promise that I will never even say the word Arctic tern again. Please get me out of the Arctic and I promise I’ll never leave San Diego again. I don’t even like snow. I’ll even change my name!”
I felt a pair of hands, squeezing my arms to pull me up to standing.
“Snow, hold onto me as tight as you can and wrap your legs around my waist!” screamed Sleazy.
“Really? You’re going to hit on me at a time like this?” I asked. If I remembered right, this was the tool who high-fived Stone when they walked in on us.
Sleazy didn’t say another would. He just hooked something around my waist, picked me up and ran full speed out the back out of the plane.
“Ahhhhhhh!” I screamed.
Were we really jumping out of a plane? What the fuck was wrong with SEALs? I didn’t even have a parachute. The pilot said we were about to land. Maybe the snow could’ve broken our landing.
The wind was hitting my face a million miles per hour. I couldn’t breath and I couldn’t scream. My stomach was in knots as we raced through the air. My head burned, my heart raced. This was it.
And then there was a huge jerk that brought us to a standstill.
I looked up. Sleazy had pulled the parachute but still holding onto me. We were now floating at a steady pace towards the Earth.
Wrapping my legs around him no longer seemed like a bad idea and I pulled in closer.
Thank God for thick muscular necks. Sleazy was built like a tank. Everything was hard. Like rock hard. His pecs were so hard, they felt like steel discs against my own chest.
Why had I never looked at military men before? What kind of a moron stays devoted to scrawny chicken arm Lloyd when they could be with this?
Stop, Snow. Are you really getting turned on in a life or death situation a thousand feet above the Earth?
The plane crashed down in the forest and immediately burst into flames.
“Hold on, this is gonna hurt,” said Sleazy.
Sleazy’s feet hit the ground first and then rolled with me still in between his arms. The snow was like a sheet of ice. His hands cupped my head, preventing from hitting. When we finally came to a stop, Lucky and Cross were already there helping us up.
“Where’s the pilot?” Sleazy asked.
“He ejected. He’s got to be around here somewhere.”
Cross threw me over his back, and the men all ran away from the fire.
When we finally were at a safe distance, he put me down.
I cried again as I watched the plane incinerate.
We searched for the next hour for the pilot but couldn’t locate him.
Lucky held me close. I appreciated his comfort. “What’s going to happen to us?”
Cross took my hand. “We’re going to survive, Snow. Don’t worry. We’ll take care of you.”
And with that, Cross, Sleazy, and Lucky led me into the forest.
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