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Trapped in a mountain blizzard, Lara’s desperate bid to reach a career-defining interview ends with her car wrecked and her future slipping away. Half-frozen, she stumbles upon a remote cabin; and into the path of Gavin, a brooding alpha who lives alone in the wilderness.

Every warning she’s ever been taught tells her not to trust an unmated alpha. Yet Gavin’s restraint is unlike anything she’s known. When biology betrays her and heat surges at the worst possible moment, Lara faces an impossible choice: risk her safety in the storm, or risk her heart with the one man who could ruin her; or save her.

A snow-bound omegaverse romance filled with quiet intensity, simmering heat, and the chance to discover that true strength lies in trust.

Trigger & Content Warnings

	Omegaverse dynamics (alpha/omega biology, heats, knotting)

	Dubious consent elements linked to heat cycles

	Stranded in a blizzard / survival peril

	Power imbalance between alpha and omega

	Explicit sexual content (including knotting and heat-soothing intimacy)
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Chapter 1
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I shouldn't have taken the back road. That thought circled in my head as my fingers clenched the steering wheel, knuckles white against the plastic. The storm wasn't supposed to hit for another six hours, plenty of time to make it to the interview, impress the panel, and be halfway back to civilization before the first flakes fell. But meteorologists were wrong sometimes. And I was wrong to think I could outrun nature, or that my ambition wouldn't eventually cost me more than just sleep and social connections. The snow didn't fall so much as it attacked, horizontal sheets of white hurled against my windshield by winds that howled like hungry things hunting in the dark.

My GPS had died twenty minutes earlier, the cheerful robot voice cutting off mid-sentence as my phone lost signal. The map I'd downloaded as a backup showed three feasible routes to Ridgeline Industries. I'd chosen the quickest one, a winding mountain pass that saved forty minutes compared to the main highway. A shortcut. A risk. A mistake.

The steering wheel jerked beneath my hands as the tires hit a patch of black ice. My little hatchback, reliable on city streets but hopelessly outmatched here, fishtailed wildly. I eased off the gas, trying to remember my driving lessons from a decade ago. Don't brake hard. Turn into the skid. Stay calm.

I wasn't calm. My heart hammered against my ribs as the car stabilized momentarily, then caught another slick spot. This time, everything happened too fast for thought. The wheel spun through my fingers. The world outside the windows blurred into a sickening swirl of white and gray. I slammed on the brakes instinctively, the exact wrong move.

Metal crunched. Glass rattled. My body lurched against the seatbelt, the strap digging into my chest as the car plunged nose-first into a roadside ditch. The engine made a terrible grinding sound, then died with a shudder that seemed to travel through the vehicle and into my bones.

For several seconds, I just sat there, hands still clutching the useless wheel. My breath came in shallow gasps that fogged the rapidly cooling air inside the car. Nothing seemed broken, in me, at least. The car was another story. Steam rose from the crumpled hood, dissipating into the swirling snow. The headlights still worked, twin beams illuminating the blizzard in eerie detail, but the engine wouldn't restart no matter how many times I turned the key.

"No, no, no," I whispered, the words small against the howling wind outside. "Not now. Not here."

I pulled out my phone, already knowing what I'd see. No signal. No help. No rescue coming.

The job interview I'd spent months pursuing suddenly seemed absurd. Regional Logistics Manager for Ridgeline Industries, a position rarely offered to omegas, especially ones without alpha family connections. I'd been so proud of making it to the final round, so certain this was my chance to prove that capability mattered more than biology. Now I'd miss the interview entirely, and the hiring committee would have their biases confirmed: omegas weren't reliable, weren't worth the investment, couldn't handle pressure.

The heat was already fading from the car's interior. I flipped on the emergency flashers, though I doubted anyone else would be foolish enough to drive this road in these conditions. Even if they were, visibility was down to nothing. The snow fell with such ferocity that my headlights barely penetrated ten feet ahead.

I tried the engine again. Nothing but a sad clicking sound. Fumbled through my glove compartment for anything useful, a flashlight, a flare, a miracle. Found only registration papers and an ancient pack of tissues.

I knew the statistics about winter survival. People who stayed with their vehicles had better outcomes than those who struck out on foot. But my car was half-buried in a ditch, off a rarely traveled road, in a worsening blizzard. The temperature was dropping rapidly. Without heat, staying put meant slowly freezing to death while waiting for a rescue that might never come.

Decision made, I gathered what I had: a thin wool coat designed for brisk walks between office buildings, not mountain survival; low boots with decorative rather than functional tread; my purse with wallet, phone, makeup, and protein bar; and a silk scarf that would do nothing against this kind of cold. I pulled on the coat, wrapped the useless scarf around my neck, and steeled myself for what came next.

The wind nearly knocked me down when I opened the door. It sliced through my coat as if it were made of tissue paper, finding every gap, every vulnerability. Snow pelted my face with tiny, stinging impacts. I gasped; the air was so cold it burned my lungs.

I forced myself to move, wading through knee-deep snow away from the car. My city boots filled with ice within minutes, each step becoming a special kind of torture. I kept the road to my right, afraid of wandering too far into the forest and becoming completely lost. Not that I knew where I was going. Just away from the metal coffin my car had become.

The world narrowed to white agony. Wind-driven snow plastered my hair to my face, ice crystals forming in the strands. My fingers, even tucked into my coat pockets, throbbed and then numbed. Each exhale created a cloud that was instantly torn apart by the wind. I couldn't feel my feet anymore, a dangerous sign, I knew, but I couldn't stop to address it. Stopping meant dying.

I thought of my mother's face when I'd told her about the interview. The careful way she'd said, "Traveling alone? In winter? Wouldn't it be better to wait for a position closer to home?" Not saying what she really meant: Wouldn't it be better to accept your limitations as an omega? To find a nice alpha who'll take care of you? To stop fighting nature?

One foot in front of the other. Keep moving. Survive. Prove them wrong.

The trees creaked and moaned around me, snow weighing down their branches until they bent like old men beneath unbearable burdens. I lost track of time. Ten minutes? An hour? My thoughts grew sluggish; my movements mechanical. The cold wasn't painful anymore, another bad sign. Hypothermia made death comfortable before it made it inevitable.

I stumbled, caught myself against a tree trunk, and looked up, trying to orient myself. That's when I saw it, a thin tendril of smoke rising above the treeline, barely visible against the gray-white sky. My brain, slow with cold, took precious seconds to process what it meant.

Fire. Shelter. People.

New energy surged through me. I changed direction, pushing deeper into the forest toward the promise of warmth. The snow was slightly less deep here; the trees providing some shelter from the worst of the wind. Still, each step was a battle. My legs trembled with exhaustion. My lungs burned. But the smoke drew me forward like a lifeline thrown to a drowning woman.

I don't know how long it took to reach the clearing. Time had become meaningless, measured only in heartbeats and ragged breaths. But suddenly the trees thinned, and there it was, a cabin, sturdy and solid against the white chaos of the storm. Light glowed from a single window. The smoke I'd seen came from a stone chimney, rising in a steady column before being whipped away by the wind.

I stood at the forest's edge, shaking uncontrollably now. The cabin represented safety, but also unknown danger. Who lived this far from civilization? What kind of person chose such isolation? I had no illusions about my vulnerability, a lone omega, half-frozen and desperate, seeking help from a stranger in the wilderness.

But the cold made the decision for me. Stay outside and die for certain, or risk what waited in that cabin. I forced my leaden legs to carry me across the clearing, up three snow-covered steps to a small porch. The wind dropped slightly in this sheltered space, allowing me a moment to catch my breath.

I raised my fist to knock, then hesitated. Old warnings echoed in my head, cautions every omega heard from childhood. Don't put yourself in vulnerable positions. Don't trust strangers. Be especially careful around unmated alphas.

My hand trembled, partly from cold, partly from fear. But I was already dead if I didn't try. I knocked, three sharp raps that seemed pitifully small against the solid wood door. No answer. I knocked again, weaker this time, my strength failing. My knees buckled, and I leaned heavily against the doorframe, vision blurring around the edges.

Just as I was about to slide to the porch floor, the door swung inward.

Heat billowed out like a physical force, carrying with it the scent of wood smoke and something else, something wild and unmistakable. Alpha.

He filled the doorway completely. Tall, taller than any man I'd encountered in the city, with shoulders that seemed impossibly broad in the
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