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CHAPTER 1
 
NOAM
 
The roads were empty on the icy bypass that cut through Blackstone Mountain, and Noam knew why – No one beside him was stupid enough to drive over the mountain in weather like this.
It was Christmas Eve and Noam had planned on heading home to have dinner with his family. He had meant to leave much earlier that day, but it had taken him longer than expected to pack up and get ready to go. By the time he had finished packing, the weather had taken a turn for the worse.
The wind was blowing so hard that Noam had to keep his hands tight to the steering wheel to keep his car from going off the road, and the snow was coming down in sideways sheets, making it impossible to see more than a few feet in front of his car.
The worst thing was that if he planned to make it on time for his family’s Christmas celebration, driving through the mountain was be the only option.
And the thought of that didn’t exactly reassure him…
Blackstone Mountain was locally referred to as Blackclaw Mountain due to the rumors that a pack of werewolves led by a man named Isaac Blackclaw lived on the mountain. 
Whispers in town said that he was a hideous, misshapen beast that preyed on innocent campers and lost hikers. Noam’s neighbor even swore that she’d seen him once: a hulking grey wolf, snarling at her from the dark woods.
Noam wasn’t totally convinced by the rumors, but he also wasn’t about to go looking for any monsters in those woods. He wanted to drive past them as quickly as possible, and no matter how he was telling himself that all would be fine, the rumors wouldn’t leave his mind, and his heart pounded in his chest.
As he continued on the snowy road, advancing into the dark woods, he gripped the steering wheel harder and harder, so that eventually the whites of his knuckles were showing, giving away his fear.
He may be a fellow shifter, but he didn’t want to find out what would happen when a wolf shifter caught scent of an Omega bunny scared shitless.
Suddenly, Noam felt his wheels hit a patch of ice, and his heart jumped to his throat.
In a panic, he jerked at the wheel and caused his car to skid sideways off the road. There wasn't much shoulder on the thin mountain road, and his car flew right over the edge and straight into a tree.
Noam’s head hit the wheel, and glass shattered from the passenger side. He felt the bite of broken glass and a cold winter wind against his face as the darkness slowly enveloped him. 
Just before the light was swallowed up by the thick, bottomless black, a face appeared in the white snow.
A pair of icy blue eyes stared down at Noam and strong arms wrapped around him tighter than the darkness. The light was just a tiny pinprick now, and Noam wondered who would rescue him so deep in these dangerous woods – in the middle of a snowstorm, no less.
Good thing the wolves didn't get him, he thought as the light finally collapsed and left him in darkness.
 



CHAPTER 2
 
ISAAC
 
Isaac always took to prowling the mountain roads on nights like this. Inevitably, some idiot human would come speeding along, hit a patch of ice, and run off the road.
If they were lucky, they’d hit a snow bank.
If they were particularly unlucky, they’d go tumbling down the mountainside like a slinky going down the stairs.
As the locals liked to tell the story, the woods were full of evil wolves who ate unsuspecting travelers, but just how many times had Isaac or his pack pulled an injured driver from a wreckage?
They didn’t bother telling those stories in town.
Taking a last glance at the snowy woods, Isaac was just about to turn tail and head back home for the evening. After all, it was Christmas Eve. He figured he would build a fire and drink a few glasses of whiskey while watching the snow fall.
But then, he heard the crash.
Isaac ran towards the violent sound of breaking glass and splintering wood. Up ahead, the busted headlights of a blue car shone across the snow-covered forest, illuminating his path.
As he reached the mangled mess of a car, he was relieved to see that the driver’s side was intact. He quickly shifted back into his human form and wrenched the car door open. 
The sweet smell of blood overwhelmed him, and his muscles locked in place as he struggled to take in air. He shivered violently, and it wasn’t because of the cold.
There was a young man inside the car, slumped over the steering wheel, seemingly unconscious. His skin was pale and his hair light blonde, the shade of moonlight. He was beautiful.
Isaac checked his pulse, relieved to discover a steady beat—the boy was alive at least.
And his own pulse? It was pounding like battle drums in his head. 
It was him—this man was his mate.
One look was all it had taken him to come to that conclusion, and the realization came as a shock to his system.
Isaac had resigned himself to being a lone wolf years ago, but here he was: a beautiful Omega with moonlight hair, bleeding in the snow. The wolf could smell the animal within—this young man was definitely shifter—but Isaac couldn’t tell what kind of a shifter he was.
The man didn’t smell like a wolf, or even a big cat, but it didn’t matter to him anyway. An Alpha needed a mate, and Isaac felt an aching in his bones that told him this young man was his.
Suddenly, the injured man lifted his head and turned to look at Isaac. For a moment, Isaac could swear that the man saw right through him, inside him and his deepest secrets. But then, his long lashes fluttered close again and his golden eyes rolled back in his head.
Carefully, Isaac wrapped his arms around the barely conscious Omega and lifted him from the wreck. The young shifter went limp in his arms, and it was all Isaac could do to keep from leaning over and claiming his bloodied lips in a fierce kiss.
He needed to get him home first. When he was well and awake, then they would see. If he really was his mate, he couldn’t let him leave.
His grip tightened reflexively on the slender body in his arms.
You're mine now. 
* * *
Back at the cabin, Isaac threw some small logs in the fireplace and quickly stoked the flames to a pleasant blaze. He pulled some clean bandages and an antibiotic ointment from his cabinet and set to work.
Taking a deep, steadying breath, he pulled the battered boy’s shirt from his body and examined the damage.
The young Omega was badly bruised, but Isaac was relieved to find that nothing was broken. Glass shards had cut through the ripped shirt and slashed across his belly, chest and shoulders on his right side, but the blood made the cuts look worse than they really were. None were very deep, and it wasn’t difficult to remove the few pieces of embedded glass from his side.
The Omega moaned as Isaac’s hands moved across his hairless torso, and he couldn’t help but lean over and place his lips softly right above the line of his jeans.
His hands gently roamed the newly bandaged chest, stopping briefly to circle the small pink nipples. The sleeping man bit his lip and arched just slightly into the caress, and Isaac had to rip himself away.
Drawing a ragged breath, he turned away from the intoxicating sight of the half-naked Omega. He wanted to flip him over and take him right then and there, and the feeling shocked him to the core.
He tried to shake off his need to take him and decided to go out for more firewood. Casting one last glance at the beautiful boy in his bed, Isaac shut the door gently behind him.
There was no denying that he wanted him. More than he’d ever wanted anyone else.
There was only one way to know for sure whether the male was his mate. The image of the mysterious young man on his knees, begging to be taken, sent an all-consuming fire coursing through his veins. He shifted to his wolf form and sprinted wildly into the woods.
He had to cool down his boiling blood.
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