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Foreword

I wrote this book in five days. 




Yes, you read that right. Five. As in: one work week. As in: the amount of time it takes for a snowstorm to trap you in a luxury mountain lodge with your best friend's flannel-wearing ex who now happens to be unfairly hot. 




Why? 




Because I adore you, dear reader. And because sometimes, the best gifts are the impulsive, slightly unhinged ones you decide to create at 2 AM after you've finished a bottle of wine and thinking about going to bed, and a reckless decision to "just write one chapter" for a new book. 




The Wedding of the Century Disaster is my holiday treat to you; a spicy, snowed-in, friends-to-lovers romcom that burns hot enough to reduce your heating bill. (You're welcome.) 




You may know me from the internet as Grace Ann Hansen, but let me properly introduce myself by my romance author pen name: Anna May Grace. The name comes from the incredible women in my maternal line: Anna from my grandmother, Ann; May from my great-grandmother, May Bell; and let's be honest, it just sounds like someone who would write books full of blizzards, banter, and beds that mysteriously only come in "one." 




This story is what happens when you combine:




- A freak snowstorm 

- One bed

- A golden retriever-energy veterinarian

- A frazzled event planner trying to control everything, except her feelings 




Add in a pop star bride, a collapsed wedding venue, and enough unresolved tension to fog up your Kindle screen, and well... disaster was inevitable. The good kind. 




So whether you're curled up under a blanket or trapped at a family function, I hope Chloe and Sam's story makes you laugh, blush, and believe a little more in second chances. 




With love (and space heaters),




Anna May Grace

December 2025

The Blizzard & The Bed

Chapter 1

Chloe


The problem with selling a "Winter Wonderland" aesthetic is that winter actually tries to kill you.

My toes were numb. My nose was definitely red, creating a festive but unwanted clash with my mauve lipstick. And the clipboard in my hand was the only thing stopping me from screaming at the gray, swirling sky.

I checked my watch.

Lola LaRue was forty minutes late.

"Ms. Vance?"

I turned. The bellhop, Kevin, looked like a startled deer in a oversized uniform. He was shivering, clutching a luggage cart that was currently empty.

"She is almost here, Kevin. Just keep the hot cocoa station on standby. If the marshmallows melt, replace them. We need peak fluffiness upon arrival."

"It's just... the wind, Ms. Vance. The news said the storm is upgrading."

"The news loves drama. We love logistics. Stand fast."


I flashed him my best Everything Is Under Control smile. It was my armor. That smile had secured me the contract for the wildest pop star wedding of the decade. That smile said, I can fix anything.


Inside, I was vibrating with anxiety.

Wind whipped around the corner of the Silverbell Lodge, throwing a handful of icy grit into my face. I blinked it away, refusing to let the elements ruin my blowout.


This was Pine Creek. My hometown. The place I had escaped ten years ago to become someone important in Chicago. I wasn't just Chloe Vance, the baker's daughter, anymore. I was Chloe Vance, Senior Event Coordinator for Vows & Violets.


I was the main event planner, yet I still felt like the person standing in the wings, holding the headset while someone else took the bow.

Headlights cut through the blinding white squall. A stretch Hummer, aggressive and black, fishtailed slightly as it navigated the icy curve of the lodge’s driveway.

"Showtime," I whispered.

My pulse spiked, a frantic drumbeat against my ribs that had nothing to do with the cold. This wedding had to be perfect. Lola LaRue wanted "Chill Rustic Winter Vibes" for her nuptials to a DJ whose name sounded like a sneeze.

If I pulled this off, I made partner. If I failed, I was back to planning birthday parties for pugs in the suburbs.

The Hummer ground to a halt. The driver’s door opened, and a gust of wind nearly ripped it off its hinges.

Then the back door opened.

A scream pierced the howling wind.

"It’s wet! Why is it wet?"

Lola LaRue emerged. She was wearing a white faux-fur coat that cost more than my first car, sunglasses (in a blizzard), and, God help me, open-toed stilettos.

"Welcome to Silverbell Lodge!"

I shouted over the wind, marching forward. My heels crunched on the packed snow.

"Lola, you look stunning!"

"Chloe!"

She grabbed my arm, her nails digging into my parka.

"It’s freezing. You said rustic. You didn't say arctic."

"It’s atmospheric," I promised, guiding her toward the massive timber doors. "Think of the photos. The contrast."

"My toes are turning blue. Is that a vibe? Is hypothermia chic?"

"Blue is very in this season," I lied smoothly. "Kevin! The bags!"

The entourage spilled out of the vehicle behind her. Assistants, stylists, a videographer walking backward and nearly tripping over a snowbank. It was a circus. A chaotic, loud, expensive circus.

And I was the ringmaster.

"Let's get you inside by the fire," I said, steering Lola. "We have the timberline suite prepped. Champagne on ice. Or, well, everything is on ice today."

Lola laughed, a high, tinkling sound.

"You're funny. I like that. Fix this weather, though. Seriously."

"Working on it."

I turned back to the Hummer to ensure the bridal gown, a monstrosity of tulle and LED lights, was being handled with the reverence of a holy relic. The driver was struggling with a massive silver trunk on the slick pavement.

"Careful!" I yelled, stepping off the curb. "That’s the..."

My boot hit a patch of black ice.

It happened in slow motion. The betrayal of friction. My feet went straight up. My clipboard went flying like a majestic, plastic bird. The gray sky spun violently.


I braced for the impact. The hard, bone-cracking slam against the asphalt. I squeezed my eyes shut, humiliating tears already pricking. Great. I’m going to greet the bride with a concussion.


The impact never came.

Instead, I hit something solid. Something warm.

An arm, thick and unyielding, wrapped around my waist. A chest, broad and smelling of cedar and antiseptic, absorbed my fall. The air left my lungs, not from pain, but from the sudden, jarring halt.

I was suspended at a forty-five-degree angle, held up by sheer strength.

"Easy there, killer."

The voice vibrated through his chest and straight into my spine.

Low. Rough. Familiar like a favorite song I hadn’t heard in years.

I opened my eyes.

Sam Taggart was looking down at me.

Snowflakes were caught in his dark eyelashes. His eyes, that warm, impossible whiskey-brown, were crinkled at the corners. He was wearing a canvas Carhartt jacket that had seen better days, and a beanie pulled low over messy dark hair.

He blocked out the wind. His shoulders were broad enough to create their own weather system, shielding me from the biting squall. Standing in his shadow, the frantic vibrating in my bo nes,the one that had been there since I crossed the county line, stopped dead.

"Sam," I breathed.

"Chloe."

His grin was slow, lazy, and absolutely devastating.

"Welcome home. I see you haven't learned how to walk on ice yet."


My heart hammered against my ribs. Not from the near-fall. From him.


He hauled me upright with effortless grace, setting me on my feet but keeping his hand on my waist. His grip was firm, his fingers digging slightly into the layers of my coat. The heat of his hand burned through the down filling, branding me.

"I know how to walk," I snapped, breathless.

I smoothed my coat, trying to regain a shred of dignity.

"It’s black ice. It’s a hazard. You should have that salted."

"I'm a vet, Chlo. Not the groundskeeper."

He didn't let go.

I looked down at his hand on my waist, then back up to his face. He was closer than he needed to be. I could see the golden flecks in his irises. The scent of him hit me, a confusing, heady mix of cedar shavings, the antiseptic bite of surgical scrub, and the damp, electric smell of ozone clinging to his jacket.

"Right," I said, stepping back. I needed distance. His gravity was stronger than the earth’s. "Right. Sam. Hi."

"Hi."

His gaze dropped to my lips for a nanosecond, then back to my eyes.

"You okay? That was a nasty slip."

"I'm fine. I'm great. I'm working."

"I see that."

He gestured to the chaotic scene behind me. Lola LaRue was currently shrieking at Kevin about her vegan luggage.

"Bringing the circus to town?"

"It’s a very high-profile event."

I snatched my clipboard from the snowbank where it had landed. Wet. Ruined. Perfect.

"What are you doing here?"

"My dad's retiring. I took over the practice, remember?"

"No, I mean here. At the lodge."

"Emergency call. One of the guests brought a poodle that decided to eat a pinecone."

He hooked a thumb toward his truck, parked haphazardly near the entrance.

"Just finished up."

He was staring at me. Just looking. It was a look that stripped away the "Event Planner" title, the expensive coat, the city persona. He looked at me like I was still the girl who used to sit on his roof and talk about escaping this town.

"You look good, Chloe," he said softly.

The wind howled, whipping hair across my face. I shivered, and it wasn't just the cold.

"You too, Sam."

It was an understatement. He didn't just look good. He looked edible. He had filled out. The lanky boy I left behind was gone. This was a man. Broad shoulders, calloused hands, a jawline that could cut glass.

He was the guy who stayed. The safety net.

I was the one who got out. I was the success story. But staring at the snowflakes melting against the rough wool of his collar, my "adventure" in Chicago suddenly felt thin. Paper-thin and cold.

"Hey!"

Lola’s voice cut through the moment like a buzzsaw.

"Planner Girl! My dog is shivering! Do something!"

I flinched. The spell broke.

"Duty calls," I said, forcing a bright, fake smile. "It was good to see you, Sam."

His smile faded slightly, replaced by a look I couldn't quite read. Disappointment? concern?

"Don't work too hard, Chloe. Storm's getting bad. You don't want to get stuck out here."

"I'll be fine. I'm always fine."

I turned on my heel, careful to plant my feet firmly this time, and marched back toward the chaos.

But I could feel his eyes on my back. Heavy. Warm.

It took every ounce of my professional willpower not to turn around.




The lobby of the Silverbell Lodge was a masterpiece of rustic luxury. Thirty-foot ceilings, massive timber beams, and a stone fireplace large enough to roast a Volkswagen in.

Currently, it was also a disaster zone.

Lola’s entourage had exploded over the seating area like a glitter bomb. Suitcases blocked the walkway. A makeup artist was arguing with the front desk about the WiFi speed. Lola was draped over a leather armchair, holding a trembling Chihuahua that was wearing a sweater more expensive than my rent.

"Okay people!"

I clapped my hands, my voice projecting over the din.

"Listen up! Room keys are being distributed by Kevin. Dinner is at seven in the main dining hall. We have the rehearsal walk-through tomorrow at ten sharp."

"The WiFi is lagging!" someone shouted.

"I need almond milk!" someone else yelled.

"The dog needs a pee pad!" Lola announced.


I took a deep breath. Inhale peace. Exhale murder.


"The storm is interfering with the satellite," I announced calmly. "It’s part of the charm. Unplug. Connect with nature. As for the almond milk, the kitchen is on it."

I walked over to the front desk where the lodge manager, frantic and red-faced, was typing furiously.

"Talk to me, Gary," I murmured, leaning over the counter. " Tell me the generator is fueled."

"Generator is fine," Gary hissed. "But housekeeping is down two staff members. They couldn't make it up the mountain before the roads got bad."

"We'll manage. I'll turn down beds if I have to."

"Ms. Vance," Gary lowered his voice. "Look outside."

I turned toward the massive floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the valley.

White.

Just white.

The world had disappeared. The majestic pines were gone. The driveway was gone. It was a wall of swirling, violent snow.

"It’s a blizzard," I said. "We knew that."

"This isn't just a blizzard, Chloe. This is a historic event."

The heavy timber doors burst open.

A blast of freezing air tore through the lobby, scattering papers and eliciting fresh screams from the entourage.

Sheriff Miller stomped in. He looked like a snowman brought to life, covered head to toe in white, his mustache frozen into icicles.

He didn't look happy.

My stomach dropped. Sheriff Miller had been the law in Pine Creek since I was in diapers. He was the one who busted high school parties in the woods and then drove everyone home safely. If he looked worried, we were in trouble.

He shook himself off, snow flying everywhere, and spotted me.

"Chloe Vance," he boomed. "You sure know how to pick a weekend."

"Sheriff," I said, stepping forward. "Is everything okay?"

He took off his hat, slapping it against his leg. The room went quiet. Even Lola stopped complaining about her cuticles.

"I'm afraid not," Miller said, his voice grave. "I just came from the pass. We had a rockslide about two miles down, triggered by the ice. Covered both lanes."

I blinked. "A rockslide? How long to clear it?"

"In this wind? Caltrans can't even get the equipment up there. And with the snow falling at three inches an hour..."

He shook his head.

"I just put the barricades up at the base. And I’m closing the gate here."

The silence in the lobby was deafening.

"Closing the gate?" Lola asked, standing up. "What does that mean? My makeup artist is coming in on the morning flight."

Sheriff Miller looked at the pop star, unimpressed.

"It means, ma'am, that nobody is coming up this mountain. And nobody is going down."

He looked back at me.

"The pass is closed, Chloe. Indefinitely."

My clipboard felt heavy in my hand.

Trapped.

We were trapped.

"How long?" I asked, my voice steady despite the panic fluttering in my throat.

"Could be twenty-four hours. Could be three days. Depends on the storm."

Three days.


I looked around the lobby. I looked at the high-maintenance guests who were about to realize that Rustic Charm meant Survival Mode.


And then, through the crowd, I saw him.

Sam was standing near the fireplace, leaning against a pillar. He hadn't left. He couldn't leave.

He caught my eye across the room. He didn't smile this time. He just held my gaze, steady and calm amidst the rising tide of panic in the room.

The boy I left behind. The man I had tried to forget.

I was trapped in a luxury lodge with a pop star diva, a blizzard of the century, and Sam Taggart.

My knees felt weak again, just like they had on the ice.


I can fix this, I told myself. I can fix anything.


But as I looked at Sam, and felt the sudden, terrifying lurch of my own heart, I realized there was one thing I couldn't fix.

I was in big trouble.

"Okay," I said to the room, my voice sounding brave and completely fake. "Let's get the champagne."

The lights flickered.

Once. Twice.

And then, outside, the wind howled like a wolf at the door.




The panic set in about eleven seconds after the Sheriff’s announcement.

"I can't be trapped!" Lola wailed. "I have a livestream at noon tomorrow! My brand relies on consistency!"

"I'm allergic to entrapment!" the videographer shouted.

"Does this mean the kale delivery isn't coming?"

I went into overdrive. I became the General.

"Gary, lock down the kitchen inventory. We ration the good wine. Kevin, start the fireplaces in the guest suites now, in case the heating system struggles. You," I pointed to a terrified assistant, "Find every board game in the library and bring them here."

I was moving, directing, putting out fires. It was what I did. It was easier to organize other people’s chaos than to deal with the quiet panic inside my own chest.

But I could feel him.

Sam hadn't moved. He was watching me.

I ignored him. I checked guest lists. I re-assigned rooms. I soothed egos.

An hour later, the lobby had settled into a dull roar of discontent. The guests were drinking heavily. The storm outside had turned the windows into black mirrors reflecting our own anxiety.

I slumped against the reception desk, rubbing my temples. My feet were throbbing.

"You're good at that."

I didn't need to look up. I knew the voice.

Sam slid a mug across the granite counter toward me. Steam curled up from it, smelling of rich chocolate and peppermint.

"At what?" I asked, staring at the mug. "Herding cats?"

"Taking charge. You always were bossy."

I looked up. He was leaning on the counter, close enough that I could see the fine grain of stubble on his jaw. He had taken off his heavy coat, revealing a flannel shirt rolled up to the elbows. His forearms were... distractingly capable. Veined, tanned, dusted with dark hair.

"I'm not bossy," I said, wrapping my cold hands around the mug. "I have leadership skills."

"Uh-huh. Remember when you organized the neighborhood treehouse schedule? You made us sign contracts."

"Efficiency prevents conflict, Sam."

"It was a treehouse, Chloe. We just wanted to throw water balloons."

He took a sip from his own mug. His eyes were dancing with amusement.

"So," I said, deflecting. "You're stuck too."

"Looks like it. Sheriff said the road is impassable. Even my truck wouldn't make it past the ridge."

"And the... poodle?"

"Recovering nicely. Though I suspect he regrets the pinecone."

We stood there in a little bubble of silence. The noise of the lobby faded into the background. It was just us. The history between us felt like a third person in the conversation, heavy and breathing.

"I missed you, Chlo," he said suddenly.

The words were quiet. Simple. They hit me in the chest like a physical blow.

I gripped the mug tighter.

"I... I've been busy. Chicago is crazy."

"I know. Big city. Big dreams."

He didn't sound bitter. Just... resigned.

"You got everything you wanted."

"I did."


It was the right answer. It was the script. I am successful. I am happy. I am the main character.


But looking at him, feeling the warmth of his presence, the script felt thin. Paper-thin.

"Did you?" I asked.

"Did I what?"

"Get what you wanted? Staying here?"

He shrugs, a slow roll of his broad shoulders.

"I like it here. It's home. Someone has to take care of the critters."

"You were always the best at that. Fixing broken things."

"Not everything," he murmured, his gaze dropping to my mouth again.

The air between us grew charged. Thick. Spicy.

My breath hitched. I remembered the last time I saw him, three years ago at Christmas. We had hugged goodbye in my parents' driveway. I had felt his heart beating against mine. I had almost... almost stayed.

But I had a flight to catch. I always had a flight to catch.

"Chloe!" Gary waved from the office door. "We have a problem with the room assignments!"

Saved by the bell. Or the disaster.

"I have to go," I said, stepping back. "Don't... don't go anywhere."

Sam chuckled, a low, rumbling sound.

"Where am I gonna go, Chloe? I'm trapped."

"Right."

I turned and fled toward the office.

But even as I dove back into the spreadsheets and the crisis management, I could still feel the phantom pressure of his hand on my waist.

The storm was outside. But the real danger was standing right there in the lobby, drinking hot cocoa and looking at me like I was the only person in the room.




The room situation was worse than bad. It was a mathematical impossibility.

"We are short two suites," Gary said, sweating. "The unexpected arrivals. The videographer brought an intern. The stylist brought a boyfriend."

"Okay," I said, staring at the screen. "We double up. Put the intern with the stylist."

"They hate each other."

"They can hate each other warmly, or they can sleep in the snow. Next."

"Dr. Taggart," Gary said. "He needs a room."

I froze. "Sam?"

"He can't drive home. He's a guest of the lodge now. But we are at capacity."

I looked at the list. Every room was full. The inn was packed to the rafters.

"There's the supply closet on the third floor," Gary suggested. "We could put a cot in there."

"No," I said instantly. "You can't put Sam Taggart in a broom closet. He's... he's Sam."

He was the town vet. He was six-foot-two. He was a hero.

"Then where?"

I looked at the list again. I looked at my own name.

Timberline Penthouse B.

It was my perk. The one thing I had negotiated for myself. A luxury suite with a king bed, a fireplace, and a soaking tub. My sanctuary away from the madness.

I chewed my lip.

"I'll give up my room," I said.

Gary stared at me. "Ms. Vance? Where will you sleep?"

"There's a sofa in the office. It pulls out. It's fine."

"That sofa is broken. A spring is sticking out of the middle cushion."

"I'll sleep around the spring. Give Sam the suite."

"I can't ask you to do that."

"You're not asking. I'm telling. I'm the planner, Gary. My job is to make sure everyone is comfortable. Sam is a guest. I am staff. Give him the key."


I grabbed a pen and crossed out my name, writing S. Taggart in aggressive red ink.


It hurt. I wanted that bed. I wanted that tub. I wanted to hide under a duvet and pretend I wasn't terrified of failing.

But I couldn't let Sam sleep on a cot.

"Done," I said. "Don't tell him I did it. Just tell him it was the last room available."

Gary looked at me with pity. "You're a good person, Chloe."

"I'm a professional, Gary. There's a difference."

I walked out of the office, feeling the weight of exhaustion settling into my bones. It was only 6:00 PM. The night had barely begun.

I needed to check on the dinner setup. I needed to soothe Lola. I needed to avoid Sam Taggart because every time I looked at him, I wanted to climb him like a tree, and that was not on the schedule.

I rounded the corner into the lobby and slammed straight into a wall of flannel.

Again.

"We have to stop meeting like this," Sam said, steadying me. His hands lingered on my upper arms.

"I was just... going to check the dining room."

"Gary just gave me a key," Sam said, holding up the plastic card. "Said it's the Penthouse suite."

"Oh. Good. Lucky you."

"Chloe."

He ducked his head, trying to catch my eyes.

"He also said you gave up your room."

I mentally fired Gary.

"There was a mix-up," I lied. "Overbooking. It happens."

"Where are you sleeping?"

"The office. It has a sofa. It's very ergonomic."

Sam’s eyes narrowed.

"The office sofa? The one with the death-spring? I treated a golden retriever who hurt his paw on that thing last year."

"I have tougher skin than a golden retriever."

"No, you don't."

His voice dropped, losing the teasing edge. It became firm. Protective.

"You're exhausted. You've been on your feet in heels for ten hours. You're shaking."

"I'm fine."

"Stop saying you're fine."

He stepped closer. He invaded my personal space, and I welcomed the invasion. He was a radiator in a freezing world.

"You are not sleeping on a broken sofa in a drafty office while I take a king bed," he said.

"Sam, I have a job to do. Clients come first."

"I'm not a client. I'm your friend."

He paused, his jaw tightening.

"I'm the guy who isn't going to let you martyr yourself for a pop star."

"There are no other rooms!" I hissed, aware of people watching us. "Unless you want to build an igloo, this is the solution."

"We share."

My brain short-circuited. "What?"

"We share the suite."

"No. Absolutely not."

"Why? We're adults. We're friends. It's a big suite. I'll take the floor, or the couch. You take the bed."

"Sam..."

"It’s better than the office. And I promise I don't snore anymore. Deviated septum surgery last year."

He smiled, and it was that crooked, boyish grin that used to make me do stupid things like skip class and jump into quarries.

"It's unprofessional," I whispered weakly.

"Nobody cares, Chloe. Look around."

He was right. The lobby was a drunken mess. Lola was leading a conga line. The staff was overwhelmed. No one was looking at the planner and the vet.

"Just for tonight," he said. "Until we figure something else out."

I looked at his earnest face. I thought about the office sofa with the spring. I thought about the king bed.

I thought about being in a room alone with Sam Taggart.

It was a terrible idea. It was a recipe for disaster. It was exactly the kind of complication I had spent ten years avoiding.

"Fine," I said. "But you take the couch."

"Deal."

He offered me his arm. A gentleman. A trap.

"Shall we?"

I took his arm. His muscles flexed under my touch.

As we walked toward the elevators, leaving the chaos behind, the elevator dinged. The doors slid open.

We stepped inside. The doors closed, sealing us in a small, mirrored box.

The silence was sudden and heavy.

I looked at our reflections. Me, polished and frantic. Him, rugged and calm. We looked like a couple. We looked like we belonged together.

"You okay?" he asked softly.

"I'm managing," I said.

He turned to me. He reached out and tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers grazed my cheek, rough skin against soft.

"You don't have to manage with me, Chloe."

My breath caught. I stared up at him, paralyzed by the sudden intimacy of the touch.

"We're just roommates," I reminded him, my voice trembling.

"Roommates," he agreed. But his eyes were dark, and his gaze was focused entirely on my mouth.

The elevator dinged at the penthouse floor.

The doors opened.

We walked down the hall to the Timberline Suite. Sam swiped the key. The light turned green.

He pushed the door open and gestured for me to enter.

I stepped inside.

It was beautiful. Fireplace roaring. Plush carpet. A view of the storm.

And in the center of the room...

There was one bed.

A massive, inviting, dangerous King bed.

And a sofa.

A very, very small sofa. It was more of a loveseat. A decorative loveseat for decorative people who didn't have legs.

I stared at the loveseat. I stared at Sam.

Sam looked at the loveseat. He looked at his own six-foot-two frame. He looked at me.

"Well," he said, rubbing the back of his neck. "That looks... cozy."

I dropped my forehead into my hands.

The blizzard howled outside, sealing the windows with ice.

We were trapped.

And there was only one bed.

I let out a sound that was half-laugh, half-sob.

"Welcome to the main event," I whispered to myself.

Sam closed the door behind us. The lock clicked with a sound of finality.

I turned to face him. He was already taking off his jacket, tossing it onto the chair. He rolled his shoulders, stretching.

"I'll take the floor," he said, moving toward the pillows.

"Don't be ridiculous," I said, my voice high. "You're a guest. You take the... we'll figure it out."

He looked at me. Really looked at me.

"We'll figure it out," he repeated.

And in his eyes, I saw the promise of a storm that had nothing to do with the snow outside.

I was the planner. I had a contingency for everything.

I had absolutely no plan for this.


Chapter 2

Sam


The lobby smelled like wet wool, expensive perfume, and panic.

It was a scent I knew well. Animals emit a specific pheromone when they realize they are trapped. It’s sharp, acrid, and desperate. Humans aren't much different.

Sheriff Miller had just dropped the bomb: the pass was closed. We were snowed in.

I leaned against the rough-hewn stone of the fireplace, watching the chaos ripple outward. The pop star’s entourage was vibrating with the kind of anxiety that only city people feel when the Wi-Fi drops and the roads disappear. They were pacing, shouting into phones that had no signal, and demanding answers from staff members who looked ready to walk into the blizzard just to escape the noise.
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