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      The Instagram post was supposed to read: Day 3 of my digital detox retreat! Finding my authentic self in the Montana wilderness! #blessed #mindfulness #trusttheprocess

      Instead, I'm face-down in a snowbank, tasting blood and pine needles while my phone lies shattered somewhere in the wreckage of what used to be a luxury wellness van.

      The irony isn't lost on me. Three days ago, I was complaining to my therapist about feeling disconnected from reality. Now reality is trying to kill me with hypothermia and a possible concussion.

      The wind cuts through my designer yoga pants like they're made of tissue paper. My matching athletic top wasn't designed for actual athletics, apparently, and definitely not for surviving a blizzard that came out of nowhere. The weather app said partly cloudy. The weather app lied.

      I push myself up on shaking arms, spitting snow and what I really hope isn't a tooth. The van is crumpled against a massive pine tree about twenty feet down the embankment from the road. Steam rises from the twisted metal, and I can smell something burning that probably shouldn't be burning.

      My wellness retreat guide—a granola-crunching woman named Sunshine who insisted we call her by her "earth name"—is nowhere to be seen. Neither is the van's driver. There's blood on the passenger seat where Sunshine was sitting, but the door hangs open like she tried to get out.

      Or like something pulled her out.

      I shake that thought away. This is Montana, not a horror movie. Though right now, the distinction feels pretty thin.

      My breath comes out in white puffs that disappear immediately in the howling wind. The cold is already seeping through my expensive athleisure wear, turning my fingers numb. I need to find shelter. I need to find help.

      I need my daddy to send a helicopter with heated seats and a full medical team.

      But my phone is dead, the van is totaled, and I'm alone on a mountain road that probably sees one car a week during tourist season. Which ended a month ago.

      I start climbing back up to the road, my designer boots slipping on the icy rocks. Each step sends a jolt of pain through my left ankle, but I grit my teeth and keep moving. Sitting here feeling sorry for myself won't keep me from freezing to death.

      The road stretches empty in both directions, already disappearing under fresh snow. I pick a direction—north, I think—and start walking. The wind drives ice crystals into my face like tiny needles, and I pull my thin jacket tighter around my body. It's about as effective as a paper towel against a fire hose.

      I make it maybe a quarter mile before my legs start shaking from more than just cold. The adrenaline is wearing off, leaving behind a bone-deep exhaustion and the growing realization that I might actually die out here.

      Scarlett Winters, trust fund baby and social media influencer, found frozen to death in designer activewear. The headlines write themselves.

      That's when I hear it. The low rumble of an engine cutting through the storm.

      I spin around, nearly losing my footing on the icy asphalt. Headlights pierce the swirling snow like twin suns, growing larger as they approach. I start waving my arms frantically, not caring how desperate I look. Desperate is exactly what I am.

      The vehicle—a massive black truck that looks like it could drive through a brick wall—slows and stops about ten feet away from me. The engine idles with a deep, powerful growl that I feel in my chest.

      For a moment, nothing happens. The headlights blind me, turning everything beyond them into shapeless shadows. Then the driver's door opens.

      The man who steps out is the biggest human being I've ever seen in person. He has to be at least six and a half feet tall, with shoulders that strain against his heavy winter coat. Dark hair, darker eyes, and a face that looks like it was carved from granite by someone who had very strong opinions about masculinity.

      He doesn't say anything. Just stands there studying me like I'm a problem he needs to solve.

      "Please," I call out, my voice barely audible over the wind. "I need help. My van crashed, and I⁠—"

      The passenger door opens, and another man emerges. This one is slightly smaller than the first, but only in the way that a wolf is smaller than a bear. He has sharp green eyes and the kind of smile that makes smart girls do stupid things.

      "Well, well," the second man says, his voice carrying easily through the storm. "What do we have here?"

      I take a step toward them, relief flooding through me so fast it makes me dizzy. "Thank God. I thought I was going to die out here. I need to get to a hospital, or at least somewhere with a phone. I can pay you whatever⁠—"

      "You can pay us?" The green-eyed man's smile widens, but it doesn't reach his eyes. "How generous."

      The bigger man hasn't spoken yet. He's still watching me with those dark eyes, and something about his stare makes my skin prickle. Not with fear, exactly. With something else. Something that has no business showing up when I'm hypothermic and probably concussed.

      "Please," I say again, hating how my voice shakes. "I just need help."

      The big man finally moves. He walks toward me with deliberate steps, each one crunching in the fresh snow. When he stops in front of me, I have to crane my neck back to look at his face.

      "Name's Bear," he says. His voice is low and rough, like gravel in a cement mixer, with a deep rumble that seems to vibrate through the frigid air between us. "This is Wyatt."

      "Scarlett," I manage through chattering teeth. "Scarlett Winters."

      Something flickers in Wyatt's expression at my last name—a brief shadow of recognition or concern—but it's gone too fast for me to interpret, replaced by that calculating smile.

      "Where'd you come from, Scarlett Winters?" Bear asks, his massive shoulders blocking the worst of the wind as he studies me with those intense dark eyes.

      I gesture vaguely back down the snow-covered road, my arm trembling with the effort. "Wellness retreat. Van went off the road in the storm. I think the driver and guide are hurt, or—" My voice catches as the memory of the accident flashes through my mind.

      Bear holds up a hand, silencing me with the simple gesture. He looks at Wyatt, and some kind of wordless communication passes between them—a language of subtle nods and narrowed eyes that I can't begin to decipher. Then Bear turns back to me, his expression unreadable.

      "You hurt?"

      I take inventory of my battered body. Scraped palms that sting in the cold, a twisted ankle that throbs with each heartbeat, possible mild concussion from hitting my head during the crash, and hypothermia setting in fast, making my thoughts sluggish and my limbs increasingly numb. "I think so. I mean, nothing's broken, but⁠—"

      Before I can finish the sentence, Bear steps forward and sweeps me off my feet like I weigh nothing. One arm slides under my knees, the other supports my back, and suddenly I'm pressed against his chest, breathing in the scent of pine and something darkly masculine that makes my brain go fuzzy.

      "Hey!" I protest, but my voice comes out breathless instead of indignant. "I can walk."

      "No, you can't," Bear says matter-of-factly. He carries me toward the truck like I'm a bag of groceries. "You've got maybe ten more minutes before the cold shuts down your motor functions."

      Wyatt opens the passenger door and grins at me. "Don't take it personally, sweetheart. Bear doesn't like to waste time with pleasantries."

      I want to argue, but the warmth radiating from Bear's body is already making me drowsy. When he sets me down on the truck's heated seat, I have to bite back a moan of relief. The interior smells like leather and coffee and something indefinably male that makes me want to bury my face in the upholstery.

      Bear shuts the door and walks around to the driver's side while Wyatt climbs in next to me. The cab of the truck is spacious, but with both men inside, it feels intimate. Charged.

      "Where are we going?" I ask as Bear puts the truck in gear, the powerful engine rumbling to life beneath us. The vibration travels through the seat and into my frozen bones.

      "Somewhere safe," Wyatt says. He's studying my face with those sharp green eyes, tracking every microexpression, every flicker of emotion I can't hide. I feel heat rise in my cheeks that has nothing to do with the truck's heater—a warmth that spreads down my neck and makes my pulse quicken traitorously.

      "I need to get back to civilization," I say, trying to sound firm despite my chattering teeth. "I need to call my family, let them know I'm okay. They must be worried sick by now."

      Bear glances at me in the rearview mirror, his dark eyes capturing mine for a brief, electric moment. "Sweetheart, civilization is what got you lost in the first place." His deep voice fills the cab, resonating with a certainty that makes my arguments wither before they can form.

      The truck turns off the main road onto what looks like a dirt track, but it's hard to tell with all the snow. We're climbing now, winding through trees that close in on both sides like a living tunnel.

      "Where are we going?" I ask again, and this time I can't keep the edge of panic out of my voice.

      "Home," Bear says simply.

      The word settles in my chest like a promise and a threat wrapped up together. I should be demanding that they take me to the nearest town. I should be insisting on a hospital. I should be doing a lot of things.

      Instead, I find myself staring at the strong line of Bear's jaw and the way Wyatt's hands look resting on his thighs, and wondering what the hell is wrong with me.

      The truck climbs higher into the mountains, carrying me away from everything I know and toward something that feels like destiny wearing work boots and a dangerous smile.

      The storm rages outside, but inside the cab, heat builds between the three of us like a fire just waiting
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