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      The contents inside may be caution for some readers and we always want our readers to enjoy their stories. Please be mindful of your mental health and adhere to anything that may cause you to have issues. Always reach out if we missed something and we would be happy to add in anything.

      Scent Matches

      Lightly Dark (to include: left for dead, talk of family abuse, omega tortured, trafficking omegas, drug use and overdose, military ptsd)

      Snowed In

      Abused Omega

      Rescued

      Heat

      HEA

      Thank you for being here and getting ready to read the rollercoaster that is the packs life. We hope you enjoy all that we have left you on the first in the series of The Rocky Mountain Alphas books!

      Love yourself and watch your mental health!

      Mania Balor and Mirabella Mooncrest
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      ENZO

      I shove the pants into the duffel on my bed, pushing them deep into the bag so I can make more room. I hate packing to go anywhere, but the yearly trip to the mountains for winter is the only time I’m ready and willing. No one is around for more miles than I can see. Our pack spends every year up there since we bought it back when we first met.

      Many years later, and here we are. Spending the next month in blessed peace surrounded by snow-covered mountain tops. I shove another pair of pants into the overstuffed bag. Tomorrow we leave early in the morning before the sun even comes out from its resting place. Rocco, Baxton, and I are going to pile into our truck and climb the mountain side till we reach heaven. Or at least as close as we can get to it.

      I grab item after item, shoving it into the bag until I’m sure the seams will rip apart. Every space inside of that bag has been filled with clothing. I force it closed and grab another to continue filling. A chuckle behind me has me glancing over my shoulder.

      “What do you want Rocco?”

      Rocco, one of my pack members and the one that is the most serious. He has an attitude and is our pack lead by default. He is strong, brilliant, and ready for anything that comes his way. Rocco would destroy the world for Braxton or I if anyone dared to do something to one of us.

      “Just checking to see if you’re ready. Clearly, I was right and you are just now shoving shit into your bags for the morning.”

      “Shut up, dude. I’ll be ready.”

      “Yeah, yeah. You say that every year and yet we wait in the car for thirty minutes while you grab shit you forgot.”

      “Well, that’s on both of you. You know I’m always last minute at everything, so why bother getting in the car until I’ve got my shit?”

      “Because if we are waiting in the damn car, you hurry your ass up. If we are inside, then you take your fucking time.”

      A chuckle escapes me because I know he is right and I do this every time I have to go anywhere. I’d much rather stay at home because packing is such a damn chore. The annual trip, though, I like to make an exception for. I may not like it, but I do it anyway. I grab toiletries and shove them in.

      “I’ll be on time in the morning. I’m being a good boy and packing.”

      I shove a bottle of shaving cream into my bag. Bumping the tip and sending a stream flying out the tip and all over my bag.

      “Fuck.”

      “That’s what you get.”

      “Go away, Rocco.”

      His laugh reaches me even as he walks away from me. I work on cleaning up the mess and then shoving more shit into the bag. This time I was a little more careful than I had before. Every part of me is vibrating with excitement. I don’t know why, but I feel like this year will be one to remember. Call it a gut feeling or something, but the mountains are calling our names and I can’t wait to answer that call.

      Packing everything that I can think of, I sit all three bags by the door to my bedroom. It’s time to crash and get some z’s before those assholes wake me up before the crack of dawn. No one wants to be up that damn early and I’d much prefer the dark of night, but for this I make an exception. Laying on my stomach with my arms crossed beneath my pillow, I drift off in the matter of minutes.

      Three hours and counting.
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      BAXTON

      Driving along the snowy back road to the cabin, the wind kicks up, and the visibility is becoming more unpredictable. If this keeps up, we will have to pull over until it calms down. It’s never been quite this rough before. What the hell is going on? The wind whips across the hood of the car, pushing us to the side and forcing me to take a quick turn onto a snow-covered hill.

      “What the fuck, man?!” Rocco curses.

      “Sorry, the wind decided we needed a detour. Let me get out and check the tires before we go again,” I explain, pulling my coat tight and stepping out into the now wild blizzard.

      I examine each tire, checking the pressure and the tread and note that everything looks fine.

      Turning to get back into the vehicle, a smell catches my attention. It’s subtle. Almost like a whisper of a scent floating across the snow. Looking around for the source, I see a crumpled form laying in the snow. At first glance, it appears to be a trash bag. As I get closer, I can see it’s moving.

      I peel back the plastic, and shock nearly bowls me over. There in the snow is a woman. She is unconscious and bleeding from her head and chest, but the steady rhythm of her breathing tells me she’s alive. I search around her for a wallet or purse or anything really that could give me a clue to who she is and how she got here. Glancing over to make sure she is still breathing, I note that her dark hair is splayed out around her with ice crystals forming in it and her eyes closed, with long lashes resting on her pale skin. Her plump lips are slightly parted and she seems to be wearing a party dress that looks to be a knee length dress with a tear down her right side. Her shoes are missing and there doesn’t appear to be a coat anywhere near her. Whatever happened to her, this was not how she pictured her week going. Not knowing how long she has been out here, my adrenaline kicks in and I decide it’s best to call Rocco over from the car.

      “Rocco! Get over here, you need to see this!” I shout. I don’t have to wait long. The snow crunches behind me and I direct him towards the woman passed out in the snow.

      “What’s so…” His voice trails off as he sees the woman.

      “I smelled something off and followed the scent to her. I honestly wasn’t sure what it was from a distance, and I thought it may have been a bag of trash until it moved and scared the shit out of me.” I sigh.

      “Who the fuck would cover her in a trash bag? That’s just straight up disgusting. Did you find anything on her that could tell us who she is or how she ended up in the snow very injured?” Rocco asks, looking around.

      “I didn’t see anything. I checked her, and she’s breathing, but her wounds look pretty deep. She has a fairly large gash on the left side of her forehead and a similar one on her chest. We have to help her.” I say, feeling an odd need to protect her and make her be okay.

      “Lets get her into the car and we will see what we can do once we can get her to the cabin. If we leave her here, she’ll freeze to death.” Rocco says, picking her up and walking back to the car. I help him get settled into the backseat with Enzo, and lay the stunning woman across their laps. After searching for a moment, I find the blanket we keep stocked in the backseat and wrap her in it, hoping it will warm her up enough to save her life. As I hop into the driver’s seat, I take in my surroundings and realize that the street we were forced to turn onto is part of our land and only about a five-minute drive. I sink into my seat and we resume the rough and windy drive. Who the hell is this woman and how the heck did she get out here?
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      ROCCO

      She is so light in my arms, her body weighing nothing like it should. She’s skinny and definitely malnourished. Something is off about her scent, too. She’s an omega, but that’s all I can sense. I can’t seem to pin down her exact scent markers. I carry her into the cabin and the others work on unloading the car and lighting the fireplace.

      The warmer it is for our guest the better. She is freezing and very close to hyperthermia. We didn’t pass many people on the way up the mountain, so I know she hasn’t been out there very long or she wouldn’t be alive. It’s freezing out there.

      I lay her on the couch and slowly peel away her dress. I do my best not to stare at her naked body, but I can’t help but to notice that while she is malnourished, dirty, cut up, and freezing, she also has scars that cover her torso that are old and healed. Someone has hurt this omega, and I would love to know just who they were.

      I pull the throw on the back of the couch over her body and search for our first aid kit in the bathroom. Once I find it, I rifle through it and make sure I have everything to tend to her wounds. Satisfied, I take it back to her side, where Enzo is already lighting the fire. I use a warm rag to
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