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Erik loved his job, even if it meant long hours alone and spending every winter in the dark and frozen arctic landscape. What he never expected was that his winter based out of Sachs Harbour would lead to him walking in on someone killing the RCMP officer he checked in with. Even more unexpected was the undeniable fact that the creature known as Jack Frost would be his fated mate.
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CHAPTER ONE




EARLY MORNING

FRIDAY, December 13th

Sachs Harbour, NT. Canada








CHAPTER TWO




JACK FROST STOOD looking over the mostly frozen water at the edge of a small village, contemplating what time he should visit. Sachs Harbour, Canada, wasn’t like most places, and not just because it was tiny. No, it was solidly in his domain in the far Arctic north and this time of year it was always cold and always dark. While the darkness wasn’t strictly his domain, the arctic definitely was and so he was very comfortable with the months of night this area of the world saw. 




No point in dallying really, and as much as he didn’t like the hassle of being spotted when he worked, with the dark like it was, it didn’t really matter what time he went into the town. Just to break up the boredom, people were likely to be out and about no matter what the time. That didn’t mean it wasn’t quieter in the late evening and early morning, but those designations didn’t change the ambiance much. 




Summoning the wind, Jack stepped onto it, walking calmly across the water toward the lights of town. It really wasn’t much of a town, with somewhere over a hundred residents, most of whom were local Inuvialuit people. The ones that weren’t were a variety of science types and a handful of others who had ended up in this desolate place for reasons of their own. Well, and the RCMP, who had an outpost here. 




He’d never had to come deal with any of the Inuvialuit. No, that pleasure was always reserved for the other folks that lived in places like this. Not because they were actually better, but because the First Nations people had their own spirits to deal with their bullshit. Technically, what he was doing was more Krampus’s bag than his, but Jack never minded getting a chance to clean up the shit before they even made it to Krampus’s list. 




In this case, he was here for eight men. It was going to be a busy day, and Jack was relishing the opportunity to go on a spree. He didn’t kill without reason, and usually the reason was because they were unrepentant evil men. Like this case. This little gang of idiots were from the RCMP and had decided to use their time in the arctic terrorizing the local women. 




Humming, he reached the opposite shore and immediately set off down the street. The snow crunched underfoot and he couldn’t resist dancing a little as he walked to make the snow create distinct sounds. It was a silly thing, but never failed to make him smile. What didn’t bring joy was the way every house looked the same. There weren’t many, but they were all some variation of brown or a dingy blue. He understood it would be hard to maintain a pretty exterior in this climate, but still. How hard would it be to at least try to make the wood siding look a little more cheerful? 




Then again, the poverty inherent in living in a place like this was likely as big of a factor as the weather. Humanity tended to be dicks to people living on the margins and living at the edge of the civilized world put these folks squarely in that camp. Everything would be harder already and yet people insisted on making it worse for one another. There was good too, but considering his errand, Jack found it hard to remember that. 




Scowling now, Jack approached the first house he was looking for. The eight men were spread out among four different houses and Jack figured he’d start at their homes trying to find them. It was as good of a place as any, after all. He got lucky in the first house. Both men were there and, fortunately, still in bed. 




A glance at the clock showed Jack why that likely was. It was four am on Friday, December 13th. In his defense, it wasn’t exactly easy to tell what time it was in an arctic winter. What it meant, though, was that Jack got to wake them up and wasn’t that just a joy? The first man was bundled up in his blankets and was barely visible. Since he didn’t really want to wake anyone else up just yet, Jack acted quickly, encasing the man in ice and using it to pull him out of bed. 




The man came awake with a start and stared wide eyed at Jack, now fully encased in ice and standing next to his bed like a strange ice sculpture. For his part, Jack grinned happily. “Hello Martin Strathem! Guess what? It’s not okay to rape women. Or anyone for that matter, but with you, it’s just been women. Not that you’re going to be able to learn that lesson. Maybe it will come with you into your next life?” Shrugging, Jack reached through the ice encasing Martin and brushed a hand over the pajamas the man was wearing, making them dissolve. 




Martin’s eyes got wider at that and Jack let him think for a moment about whatever horrible things were going through his mind. “Now, I’m not a rapist, unlike you, but I do think some justice is due. So I am going to cut off your dick, shove it down your throat, and then kill you and leave you here for someone else to find. Maybe then the women you harmed will learn about your fate and feel some semblance of peace from it.” 




Jack could see Martin’s attempts at struggling, unfortunately for the fool he was firmly encased and Jack was the owner of all things that belonged to the cold. Namely, in this case, ice. Reaching out a hand, Jack summoned an icicle and fashioned it into a hacksaw. He’d ensure Martin stayed alive until the last moment. After all, it was hardly a punishment if the man could sleep through it. 




It took the work of a moment to grab Martin’s cock and balls so he could pull them away from the man’s body. It didn’t take long to saw off a cock, and it wasn’t particularly messy when the cock in question was encased in ice. That likely wouldn’t have been the case if he wasn’t frozen. A part of Jack lamented he couldn’t be messy with it, but then he’d have been covered in bits too and would have had to clean up before moving on. With eight men to hunt down, that would take time Jack didn’t have. 




Martin tried to pass out a few times while he worked, which was sad, really. Couldn’t even stay aware for the two minutes he was sawing. That’s okay. Jack could use his power to wake him back up over and over. It was almost better that way. Marting kept thinking it was over and then bam. Aware again. Even in the short time, it probably felt like an eternity to Martin. That made up for the lack of blood getting everywhere, and Jack was probably a little overenthusiastic about his magical prods to keep Martin aware. 




Once it was detached, Jack held up the cock and its attached balls. “Huh, that was a remarkably clean cut. I’m kind of proud of that one. Now, say ahhhh” Chuckling at Martin’s feeble attempts to turn his head, Jack pried his mouth open and unceremoniously shoved the cock into his mouth, choking him with it. It had to be awkward. Frozen cocks weren’t exactly the squishiest things. It could also have been the concept of having his own cock shoved down his throat that made Martin look so horrified. 



