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Cole


It’s a freakishly beautiful spring day. The sun is shining down on the damp leaves as last night’s frost melts and I’ve stripped down to my t-shirt. I’d never admit it to anyone, but I’m a tad chilly. Still, the warmth on my bare skin feels good, a welcome sign that the long winter is finally coming to an end. About time considering it’s fucking May.

Which is why I groan when the radio permanently glued to my hip comes to life with a crackle of static. “Perimeter breach, perimeter breach section 6,” the automatic voice announces. Well, fuck. There goes my relaxing afternoon clearing brush where I’m going to build a sauna. Not going through another winter as cold as this last one — figure those Scandinavians know a thing or two about surviving winter in style, so it’s worth the effort to construct a traditional sauna. I have to make sure it’s able to seat at least ten guys though, so that’s going to take a while.

I’m close enough to headquarters that I might as well go there first to see if the cameras picked up anything. It’s probably a deer, despite our best efforts and latest tech to exclude them… but I’ll still have to recheck the perimeter wires to make sure everything remains operational.

I shake my head at the mass of signs that now plaster the front of the building, formerly known as Joe’s Bar & Grill. I have no idea who Joe was, but the bar shut down in the early ‘80s and the remaining decor is proof that it never reopened. Currently it’s the meeting room, Internet access and communications center for members of our former SEAL battalion. 

Cabin fever is real, and it’s resulted in some pretty funny signs as you walk up to the entrance. No girls allowed is one of the largest, but someone has added in red spray paint except Tabitha. That pretty girl is currently sunning herself on the top step, her orange fur glowing in the sunlight and her green eyes slitted against the glare. I bend down to scratch her under the chin and she leans into my hand. We think someone dumped her along the highway, but we can’t be sure. She wandered into the camp last fall, wet and bedraggled, and simply stayed. She’s got a knack for knowing who’s feeling a little down and will simply wander by his residence and purr at him until he cheers up. Or at least that’s what it seems like. It’s hilarious watching a group of big tough guys fall over themselves to make sure one little orange cat has everything she could ever want.

I move past the bar area and into the back room where the monitors are arranged in neat banks. “What have we got, Lieutenant?” I say to the man already scrolling through feeds. Ryan turns to me, rolling his eyes. “Looks like lost tourist season has already started. Two women came through at the lake trail. Can you and Evan head down there and deal with them? I’ll double check there’s nothing else going on.”

“Sure thing, boss man.”

He rolls his eyes again and turns towards the screens. 

Pulling out my radio, I call Evan as I head back outside. “Yo, meet me at the toolshed, asap.”

There’s a lull, then a crackle of static before a grumpy voice asks, “Why?”

“Intercept,” I answer simply jogging down the path towards the old wooden tool shed at the back of the orchard. Evan is already there waiting for me, shaking wood shavings out of his hair with his fingers. “Hurry up, Cole. I want to get this table finished before dinner.”

“I didn’t invite them. If it cheers you up, the Lieutenant says they’re women.”

Evan frowns harder. “Why would that cheer me up? It’s not like we get to keep them.”

I shrug. Shoot me, I enjoy looking at women and I haven’t seen one in the flesh for more than six months. Not since the highway closed with the first big snowfall last November. “Let’s go find them, see what we’re dealing with.”

We head towards Blue Lake and the deer trail that edges it. Tourists coming from the other side sometimes mistake it for a hiking trail and let their curiosity get the better of them. Depending on their stamina and the weather, we either send them back the way they came or give them a ride via the road. 

The two women aren’t hard to find. They’re making a lot of noise banging about in the brush, and they’re not moving very fast. We see why when we finally get a visual. They’re both soaked through and wearing jeans and t-shirts. All the things you’re not supposed to wear on a hike unless you want to experience hypothermia. Which judging by their movements has already set in. 

“Ladies? You two take a dip in the lake?”

“Fuck, Chloe. I’m starting to hallucinate big gorgeous men. Save yourself and go on without me,” the dark-haired one says to the other, whose hair looks a lot like Tabitha’s fur. My lips twitch. And my cock stirs when I get a better look at the one who called me gorgeous. Her wet t-shirt is showing off all her assets and her tits are magnificent. Even imprisoned in her state-of-the-art sports bra. 

Evan and I exchange looks. “We need to get them warmed up pronto. You take Chloe and I’ll take the other one.”

He raises an eyebrow at me. “You sure about this? Shouldn’t we bring them back to the lieutenant? Radio for an ambulance?”

“They aren’t actually hallucinating, Evan. Not that I can see. And an ambulance will take over an hour to get here, so we still have to do the basics. If either of them gets worse, I’ll drive them to the hospital.”

He shrugs. “Okay, as long as I don’t have to come along.” He walks forward and picks up Chloe, flinging her over his shoulder, backpack and all, like a sack of potatoes. 

“Emma! I’m being kidnapped!” she yells. Evan walks calmly up the trail to a hidden shortcut that leads to his workshop slash cabin and disappears from view. I turn back to the other one, now named Emma. 

“Come on, sweetness. Your turn. Let’s get you warmed up.”

She’s too cold to put up any protest as I pick her up as gently as I can. It’s rough terrain so I have to make sure my center of gravity isn’t thrown off and yeah, that means she’s hanging over my shoulder. 



Emma


I’m such an idiot. I know better than to go into the woods with only a few granola bars and a water bottle. And yet here we are, soaking wet after Chloe slipped trying to get the perfect photo for her Instagram feed and I went in trying to pull her out. Now both our phones are dead and the fact that I feel strangely warm after shivering tells me we aren’t far behind. We need to find help fast, but with no phone and no people in sight? 

That’s when I see him. He’s over six feet of perfectly built man. The kind I would make if there were a shop in the mall for that. (Why, oh why, isn’t there?) His hair is military short and his muscles are perfectly defined without being overdone. I can tell he’s a figment of my imagination because he’s wearing a t-shirt and not shivering. He says something, but I can’t hear it. He’s here to escort me to the pearly gates, isn’t he? “Fuck, Chloe. I’m starting to hallucinate big gorgeous men. Save yourself and go on without me,” I tell her my eyes locked on the guy I’m sure now is an angel.

That is, until a second man appears. How did I miss him? He’s taller but less handsome, plus he’s wearing a flannel shirt. He strides up to Chloe and flings her over his shoulder before disappearing into the woods. He isn't going to eat her, is he? I can’t get a word out before the gorgeous one carts me off in the opposite direction. I want to shout, to put up a fight, but I’m too cold and weak. Maybe if he’s going to eat me, I’ll at least get a chance to get warm first?

The mountain man barbarian doesn't even seem to be breathing hard as he climbs the steps to a cabin. I wish I could see more than the floorboards, but I can’t from this position. He opens the door and carries me inside. Finally, he puts me down. I try to get my bearings but… 

“Come on sweetness, stay with me here. We’ll get you warm in a second.” 

He pops open the door of a wood stove and stuffs some firewood inside, then closes it again. I guess he already had a small fire going? Doesn’t he read the warnings that say never to leave a fire unattended? 

I open my mouth to inform him of this, but I get distracted by his hands. He’s stripping me right there in the middle of the room. My teeth are starting to chatter violently. The man pulls a duvet off the bed I didn’t notice in the corner and drapes it over the rocking chair that he then pulls in front of the fire. 

Why isn’t he wrapping it around me? The rocking chair isn’t cold. Then I almost pass out because he pulls his t-shirt off. Oh. My. God. You’ve never seen such perfect abs in your life. 

He smirks at me like he can read my thoughts. Or maybe I said them out loud? I don’t see how with the way my teeth are vibrating. 

“Okay, Emma. I want you to straddle my lap with your knees on either side and place your hands in my armpits, okay? I’m going to warm your feet with my hands.” He sits down in the chair and pulls me onto his lap. He raises my arms for me, placing my hands in his armpits, which is quite frankly weird but effective, and then pulls the blanket around both of us before curling his huge hands around my toes. He presses and rubs gently while I try to come to terms with being this intimate with a man I don’t know. And I’m naked as the day I was born. 

“C-C-C-Chloe?” I manage to force out between my shivers.

“Evan’s looking after her. He’ll radio if there’s a problem.” 

He’s still rubbing my feet, trying to get my circulation going. I guess it’s working because it’s starting to hurt. I shift slightly and his touch gentles. 

“W-w-what’s y-y-your n-n-name?” I manage.

His hands leave my feet to pull my ass up on his lap. Maybe I was slipping. “I’m Cole.”

He starts the chair rocking gently, and I snuggle against the heat of his chest. I’m still shivering, but it’s beginning to subside to levels I recognize from being out without a jacket, not near death while hiking. 

“Shower?” I ask, thinking hot water might be safer than being in his arms like this.

He shakes his head, his expression hard. “No hot water. I could heat some on the stove but honestly it would take so long to get enough to keep you warm it’s not worth it.”
















