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“So now she's banging two guys? At once?” I knew my career was heading straight to the damn toilet, but I didn't think I'd feel the swirl of death so soon. “I thought she was just going to have two love interests! Now it's a group thing?”

“Just relax. Enjoy the process.” I'd heard that a hundred times from Lily, my editor, but it never worked. Especially not the latest bullshit that she expected from me. She also heard the sigh that I didn't even come close to trying to hide. “Kate, times are changing. Readers want a variety, some spice, and not everyone wants to see the perfect alpha male get tamed by a flawless innocent woman. You need to change too, or.......,”

“I know.” It was the painful truth, no matter how much I wanted to stick with what I knew. I had written over forty books, and I loved every story, but she was right. My sales were abysmal and I had to change my stories, or change careers. “But I've never written anything like that. My strength is building up to the big bang. I don't even know how this works, Lily! She's just going to walk up to two guys and point to her beaver?”

“Don't use that word.” I knew it was on the list. The mile long words and phrases that Lily had painstakingly gathered over the years of things readers hate. Unfortunately for her, I was in just the right mood to use every single one of them.

“Fine. She points at her snatch.”

“Kate! I'm doing the best I can. If you can't do this then I'll cancel the cabin and you can head back to Texas and find something else to do with your time.” She didn't mean it, at least not right then. But eventually, she might. “Figure it out and write something magical. I need at least twenty thousand words by the end of the week.” That wasn't the issue. I could write twice that amount if I actually understood the damn story.

“You'll get your twenty thousand.” I didn't know how I would do it. The flight from Fort Worth to Tennessee was nearly two hours, and I knew for a fact that I'd get an outline finished by the time I landed. I was wrong. But it didn't matter since Lily had changed the entire trope anyway.

“Like I said, enjoy yourself.” I told her that I'd try and got off the phone. I still had thirty more minutes of driving before I reached the cabin, if I could find it.

“I swear to God, if I start hearing banjos playing, I'm the fuck out of here.” The scenery was beautiful and I wish I could have just taken Lily's advice and enjoyed it, but I was a wreck.

Main character? Two men? Quick bang.... somewhere? It didn't sound romantic at all. I mean, I'm all for women expressing themselves and living any moment that they want, but I hadn't even read a story about a woman with two men. I definitely never tried it myself. How could I suddenly become such an expert that I write about it?

“Fuck! Why?!” Writing was my thing! I've been weaving stories since I was in middle school. This shouldn't be that hard!

I was just pulling into the last little town before I headed up to my cabin. It was so damn cold, but even in the mood I was in, I couldn't help but enjoy the fresh air of the Smoky Mountains. It even put me in a somewhat better mood. I think I was even smiling when I went in to pay and grab a few snacks for the night.

“How are you doing, little lady?” Ah shit, he went and did it. I've been telling Lily for years that men really do say that! She needed to get out of New York City and see the rest of the world before she preached about common phrases that didn't exist. But thankfully, hearing him say it just made my day even better.

“I'm good, thanks. How are you?” I was piling my bag of chips and a box of snack cakes on the counter when he dropped more on me than a forbidden book phrase.

“Well, with the storm coming, I'm just about to close up. It's good you stopped when you did because another five minutes and I would have been locked up and on the way home.” Storm? I didn't know about a storm.

“Do you close when it rains?” The look he gave me would have been told to Lily too because it reeked of pity for the little lady who was ill informed.

“Snow, and a lot of it. That road out there will be closed at the base of the mountain. Nobody will get in, or out, for days.” Lily didn't tell me about snow. I'm a Texan, we don't do snow other than a few little flurries that freak out the entire state. “I take it you're renting a cabin?” How did he know? I didn't say anything about my reason for being in Tennessee, or anything else! “There's nothing up here, little lady. Just the rentals. But they keep me busy enough, I guess.” This little lady was no longer a fan of the whole plan to give me peace and solitude for a week. I could be back home, sitting in my office, and not trying to survive a blizzard. “If I were you, I'd get a good amount of food to keep you going until the roads are cleared. Make sure you have plenty of firewood too. Those cabins don't have heat.”

“What?! Like......... no heating at all?!” He didn't look shocked, but I felt like I could barely breathe.

“No, ma'am. It's the whole rustic experience that folks pay extra for. You can't beat the view though.” The view? He wanted to talk about the view when I was about to enter the gates of hell?

“I... don't know if I have firewood. I don't know if there's food there! My editor rented it and I..,”

“Don't worry. I'll send up the Gunner boys to bring ya wood, and my wife will drop off some food before the storm hits.” I was barely listening when he told me that his better half took care of all of the store deliveries, and the other people he mentioned were apparently the men in charge of firewood. All I could think about was making my way back down the mountain and finding a hotel with actual modern amenities. “See! There it is.” I turned to look out the front windows. He wasn't joking. A big truck with flashing lights on the cab was putting up cones in the middle of the road.

“I need to go!” I tossed down some cash, hoping it was enough, and ran out to the man driving the truck. “Excuse me! I need to get back down the mountain!”

“Sorry miss. It's already closed. Do you have somewhere to stay?” He was an older man and he looked exhausted. My  mind was always in research mode, but I didn't need that particular skill to see that he had been hard at work for hours.

“Yeah. I do.” Shit. Would it matter if I told him that I didn't even have heat? I knew it wouldn't. Tourists, apparently, liked that sort of thing.

“You gave me too much.” I turned to see the shopkeeper handing me a twenty. “I sent Josh a text. He'll be around later to drop off some wood. His brothers can't help but he has a few guys that'll help him out.” Josh? Brothers? What the hell was he talking about? I had a frozen monsoon about to crawl up my ass and I didn't even have a heater! But I was alone, on a mountain, with two men who were looking at me like I was the crazy one.

“Thank you.” I took the twenty with a shaking hand and I think I gave them both a wave. At that point, all I wanted to do was get into my igloo and stop the world from staring at the Texan who didn't understand how calm the world was when it was obviously about to end.

Of course my little cabin was at the end of the road. My mind instantly created a scenario of screaming for help and my one potential neighbor was twice the distance away of hearing me. Not to mention, that particular cabin was empty and I felt completely isolated and alone.

My first order of business after getting inside was to call Lily, but that was put on hold as soon as I got inside my cabin. “Okay, the view is pretty nice.” There was basically an entire wall of windows and a glass door in the middle. I stepped out to see the mountains stretch
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