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Snow covers the road ahead of me like a sparkling blanket of ice. My headlights light it up like searchlights, creating a tunnel of white in front of me as large flakes churn before my eyes. I can hardly see beyond the beams of light now. The snow is so thick it covers much of the windshield like a sheet. Without my headlights to guide me, I would be lost in a blizzard of swirling white. 

I’m driving home alone, my heart heavy with sadness and my mind whirring with anger. I’ve just had an epic fight with James, my boyfriend—a fight that has revealed the extent of his betrayal. It turns out that he has been cheating on me with my best friend.

The thought of my two most trusted people joining forces against me makes my stomach churn. Have they been planning this for months? Did they think I wouldn't find out? How could I have been so blind?

I press harder on the gas pedal as I drive, feeling an intense desire to put as much distance between them and me as possible. I feel rage coursing through my veins, but I also feel strangely liberated. I’ve been holding on to a relationship that was never really real—it’s not like James could even be bothered to take my virginity—but now I’m free. I’m twenty-one, and I’m free to go wherever I want, to do whatever I want. I feel a wild sense of possibility swelling inside me.

The further I drive, the more I feel my emotions start to settle. I still can’t believe what has happened, but I no longer feel helpless. Instead, I feel determined to build a life for myself, one where I won’t be taken for granted ever again.

Suddenly, there is a loud thumping sound, and the car sputters and dies. I try the ignition several times, but it won’t start. I feel helpless and frustrated as I sit in the dark with the snow falling heavy outside.

At first, I try to stay calm, but my emotions begin to get the better of me. Tears fill my eyes and spill down my cheeks. I feel so alone and vulnerable out in the middle of nowhere with no one around to help me.

I think of calling James for help, but his betrayal still stings and the thought of having to ask for his help after everything he has done makes me feel angry. Instead, I decide that I will find a way out of this situation myself.

I close my eyes and take a few deep breaths to steady myself before getting out of the car. Out in the darkness, the snow seems even thicker than before, and it blankets everything around me with a thick layer of white powder. 

Taking care not to slip over on patches of ice, I pull up the hood of the car in order to get a better look at what is wrong with it. After fiddling around with some wires for a few minutes, I conclude that probably something has come loose from within the engine block or else something has shorted out because of all the wet snow accumulating on top of it. 

That's when I remember my boyfriend's boss, Steve. He is a mechanic, and I know he'd be able to help. I dial his number, and he answers on the second ring.

“Steve, it's Louise,” I say, my voice trembling. “My car has broken down, and I'm stranded on this desolate road in the snow. If I ping you my location, could you please come and get me?”

“Of course,” he says. “I'll be there as soon as I can.”

I sit in the car, feeling a mixture of emotions as I wait for Steve to arrive. I’ve never told anybody, but I've had a secret crush on him from the moment I first met him. He’s more than twice my age, but his rugged features and athletic body makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. He is tall, with a big muscular build. You can tell just by looking at him he is strong. His dark eyes are filled with wisdom and warmth and his smile is contagious.

The snow seems to fall even harder now, and I shiver despite being bundled up in my coat and blanket. The sky is darkening, adding an eerie atmosphere to the already unsettling situation. 

Finally, the sound of an engine pierces through the silence of the night. Headlights shine through the darkness and slowly approach until Steve's truck arrives in front of my car. 

He gets out of the truck and rushes towards me, his brows furrowed with worry. The cold winter wind cuts through the thin layer of his sweatshirt, but he ignores it and strides forward. His gray flecked hair is soon speckled with snow.

“It's going to be alright. I'll take care of it,” he says, lifting the hood of the car and peering inside at the engine. “This is going to be trickier than I thought,” he sighs as he works swiftly with his hands. I can’t help but admire his skilful movements. After a few moments of struggle, he shakes his head with a defeated look on his face.

“I'm sorry, Louise,” he says. “I can't seem to fix it. I think the only thing to do is to give you a ride home.”

I tilt my chin up and look into his deep brown eyes. He’s a good two foot taller than me and stands so close I can feel the warmth radiating from his body. His presence is immediately calming and comforting even in the cold winter air.

Steve holds the door of his truck open for me, his broad shoulders peppered with snow. I duck my head to climb into the passenger seat and feel a flush of warmth as he closes the door behind me. He steps up into the truck, his biceps flexing with each movement beneath his sweatshirt, and I watch as he turns the key and brings the engine to life. We drive away into the night, the powerful hum of the engine echoing in my ears.

The snow is coming down faster and harder now, making it virtually impossible to continue driving. I glance nervously at the woods out of my window, the trees swaying menacingly in the wind.

“We'll be okay,” Steve says reassuringly. “I know this area well. There's a cabin nearby that I use with my friends when we go hunting. We can stay there until the storm passes.”

With a nod of agreement from me, he puts the truck in gear and drives towards the woods, his headlights barely cutting through the white intensity of the winter evening. 

After what seems like an eternity, we finally reach an old cabin nestled among towering fir trees. The building is made from logs and its windows are shuttered against the freezing wind and driving snow. 

We climb from the truck and Steve opens the log cabin door and ushers me inside before going back to gather some firewood from outside. I take a few steps forward into a small but cozy room lit by a single oil lamp in the corner. An iron stove stands against one wall, its chimney pipe extending up through the ceiling. To my surprise there is a man sitting warming himself by the fire. 

The man turns to look at me with surprise when I step into the cabin.

“Well, well,” he says, his voice gruff and low. “What do we have here?”

Steve steps in behind me, dropping logs onto the floor in a pile. The man sitting by the fire looks up at him with a broad grin, and says, “Steve! I didn't expect to see you here tonight.” 

“I could say the same for you,” Steve replies as he makes himself busy with adding logs to the fire in the stove. 

The man chuckles and nods towards me. “Who's this lovely young lady?" he asks. 

“This is my friend Louise,” Steve says, not looking up from his task. “She's dating one of the guys that work for me.” 

The other man steps forward, his large frame towering over me. He has dark, close-cropped hair and a neatly trimmed beard. His intense blue eyes seem to be hiding a friendly, playful personality beneath a stern exterior as he offers his hand for me to shake.

"It's nice to meet you, I'm Michael," he says warmly before returning to his seat by the fire. 

As Steve and Michael begin to talk, I quickly realize that Michael is one of Steve's hunting buddies. He has a rough and rugged look about him, his jeans hugging his body in all the right places. His face is strong and handsome with a few more lines than
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