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        An Unforgettable Blizzard of Love -- Second Chances With a Billionaire

      

      

      
        
        In the heart of a raging snowstorm, fate reunites Emma Miller and billionaire Theodore White, two old high school friends. Emma, with no room left in the city and Theodore on his way to Whitefish, Montana, is forced to land at the Missoula airport.

      

        

      
        Back in school, Emma was Theodore's steadfast protector, standing up to bullies on his behalf. Now, stranded on his private jet for three days, the forced proximity of their unexpected reunion sparks a passionate connection that defies reason, a love that had been simmering for years finally ignites.

      

        

      
        In this enchanting tale of insta-love and second chances, they discover that the snowstorm that brought them together may just be the miracle needed to heal old wounds and spark a love that was always meant to be. Can they weather the storm and find love amidst the snowflakes, giving their past friendship a chance at a new, heartwarming future?
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      Emma Miller hated flying.

      Actually, despised was a more accurate word. Hurtling through the sky in a metal tube with recycled air, lukewarm coffee, and zero legroom? Yeah, she could live a hundred years without it and be just fine.

      But flying into small regional airports like Missoula, Montana? That was next-level torture. Especially in winter. Especially when connecting flights were few, the weather was unpredictable, and you had better odds of riding a reindeer to your final destination.

      She crossed her legs in the plastic chair by the gate and stared at the growing storm through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Thick, dark clouds gathered above the mountains like a threat whispered by nature itself.

      Not good.

      The sign still flashed "Delayed," mocking her with its stubborn glow. But for how long? Another hour? All night? Dread coiled in her stomach, any longer and she'd be sleeping in this freezing terminal with nothing but a vending machine dinner and fluorescent lights buzzing overhead.

      Already, she could see a line forming at the rental car counter. Her heart sank. Were they all about to be stranded here? Were they beating her to a car?

      She pulled out her phone and tapped through the local weather updates.

      Blizzard Warning in Effect

      Whitefish expected to receive 5–6 feet of snow in the next 48 hours.

      “What the hell am I even doing here?” she muttered to herself.

      It wasn’t like she looked forward to the family Christmas. Not anymore. Not with Olivia, who seemed to constantly be in crisis. Or Amelia, her practically perfect twin sister with her golden glow and unflappable charm.

      Meanwhile, she was the “smart one.” The “responsible one.” The overachiever who paid her own rent, filed her taxes early, and quietly climbed the ladder at her company while no one really asked what ladder it was.

      She could become the President of the United States, and her parents would probably ask if she was getting enough sleep.

      So, what exactly do you do again, Emma?

      She rolled her eyes at the memory, staring just in time to watch a sleek private jet land effortlessly on the runway. A Learjet. Of course. Probably someone flying in from Aspen or Vail for a weekend of skiing and cocoa served by staff in matching Patagonia jackets.

      Must be nice.

      Like a voice from the heavens, the announcement echoed through the terminal, not with salvation, but with the weight of a funeral dirge, heavy and foreboding.

      “We regret to inform you that all flights out of Missoula have been canceled due to the incoming storm. Please check with a gate agent. Baggage will be returned to carousel three.”

      There it was. Her worst travel nightmare coming true.

      Stranded.

      She shot to her feet and immediately dialed hotels nearby, cradling her phone between her shoulder and cheek while she opened her travel app.

      “No availability.”

      “We’re full, ma’am.”

      “You might try the Gilded Palace out by the truck stop.”

      Oh, hell no.

      She’d driven past that place once. It looked like the set of a B-grade horror movie, or worse, a hotbed of bacteria and bad decisions.

      With a groan, she plopped back into her seat. Could she even sleep here at the airport?

      There was no way she was braving the Gilded Petri Dish.

      Her eyes darted toward the rental car counter again. The line had thinned. Maybe there was still a shot.

      Worth a try.

      Snatching her purse, she practically jogged to the counter. “I’ll take whatever car you’ve got. I don’t care if it’s a scooter with snow tires.”

      The woman behind the counter blinked, clearly exhausted from dealing with angry travelers. “We have a 2018 Toyota Camry. High mileage but solid.”

      “I’ll take it⁠—”

      “I was here first.”

      A male voice spoke from just behind her, deep, smooth, and unmistakably annoyed. And familiar.

      She stiffened. Could he not see her?

      “I’m literally standing at the counter.”

      “Yeah, and I was walking up to it before you cut in line.”

      “I didn’t cut. I claimed.”

      The man had been walking while texting. It wasn’t her problem, he had moved too slow.

      The clerk held up her hands. “Too late. Just rented it to a seventy-year-old woman who looked like she could throw down. I’m out of cars.”

      Emma groaned. Perfect. No hotel. No flight. No rental car. This was shaping up to be the most festive holiday ever.

      And then she heard it. That voice again.

      Softened this time. Almost… surprised.

      “Emma?”

      She turned.

      And the moment stretched.

      Emerald green eyes blinked at her. A face she hadn’t seen in more than a decade, but one she recognized immediately.

      Holy. Hell.

      Theo White.

      Her brain stuttered. Theodore White. The kid who used to sit two rows behind her in AP Calculus. The quiet genius who created a video game during lunch period. The boy with thick glasses, no fashion sense, and the social skills of a bookshelf.

      Except… that boy was long gone. And this man had all her erogenous zones firing on high alert. What the hell was he doing in the airport in Missoula?
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      Emma Miller, his high school crush, stood at the rental‑car desk, framed by the harsh airport lights, and he nearly stopped breathing. The girl he’d loved from afar in high school, the quiet one, the brilliant one, the one who protected him from bullies, was here, in real life, and more beautiful than his memory dared allow. Light auburn hair haloed her face; eyes that used to shyly avoid his now stared back at him with surprise, strength, and something tender.

      He swallowed and drew a steadying breath, forcing himself forward. The years in between might have been heavy, but he would not show the cracks now.

      “Emma,” he said gently, letting his voice carry what his heart did not.

      Her head whipped in his direction. Surprise flooded her features. Her mouth parted, eyes alight with shock and maybe something faint like longing.

      “Theo? Is that really… you?” she whispered, as though hearing his name in her own mind had woken a dream.

      “It’s me,” he said, forcing a slight, uncertain grin. “Wow. It’s been too long.”

      She nodded, tipping her chin with disbelief. “You look… different. Stronger.” Her tone was soft, mingled with marvel.

      That moment, stuttering, breathtaking, was everything he’d waited for. He remembered her at seventeen, standing up for him when he had no voice, her kindness a shield. The world had changed them, but the core of her remained.

      “How are you?”

      “Stuck here at the airport, just like you,” she said.

      He cleared his throat. “Missoula grounded us. The wind’s too dangerous ahead. My pilot refused to push us farther.”

      She exhaled sharply, frustration folding her shoulders inward. “Great. Just what I needed—weather to ruin Christmas.”

      Behind them, counters flicked to “Out of Service,” agents posted “No Cars Available” signs. The terminal hummed with tension. Travelers clustered in corners, phones glued to ears, faces drawn.

      He offered what little calm he had. “Want to share a taxi to a hotel? Or at least a coffee while the options diminish?”

      She shook her head. “They’re all full. I tried. Nothing left.”

      His chest constricted. This wasn’t good. The storm wasn’t just incoming, it was a predator. She was trapped with him now. And he didn’t want to be just a companion. He wanted to be the one she leaned on.

      He nodded. “Okay.” Then, gesturing: “Café?”

      She accepted with a tired but brave smile. They drifted toward the small food counter, sandwiched between airline counters. They grabbed lukewarm coffee and stale wraps, watching the clerk’s face grow paler as the crowd swelled behind them.

      He watched her delicately sip coffee, her fingers warmed by the cup. He wondered how many nights she’d been like this, alone, wondering if her own life would ever feel steady. He wondered how many times she’d put her dreams in second place.

      At least the girl he knew in high school had always looked after everyone else. Especially, her sisters. Their needs came before her own and he hoped she no longer looked after them.

      They sat across from one another. He suppressed the urge to reach over and touch her hair. To grab her hand, to just feel her satiny skin once again.

      She looked at him with curious tenderness. “You’re doing well, Theo. I followed your company’s growth after college.”

      He exhaled quietly, gratitude and vulnerability mingling. “White Gaming Systems. My father and I started it. We craft educational games, simulation modules… things people don’t always realize teach them. I wanted to build something that gives power to others—kids, teens, anyone who felt ignored.”

      Her eyes widened, and she nodded. “I always knew you had that in you.”

      He felt his heart both warm and ache. Her belief in him felt more like acceptance than any boardroom contract ever had. More precious.

      He turned the question to her: “What about you, Emma? What are you doing now?”

      She swallowed, an edge of weariness mixing with pride. “NICU nurse. I care for tiny lives when hope is stretched thin. And I started PA school. I want to do more. To be more present.”

      He nodded, impressed. That calling took courage.

      “You’re not married?” he asked softly.

      “No, I’m too busy working and going to school,” she said. “I hope to graduate next summer. After that, I don’t know what I’ll be doing,” she said. “How about you? I’d think you would be married by now.”

      Shaking his head, he sighed. He’d come close once, but then learned she was not in love with him but rather his bank account.

      “No wife, no girlfriend,” he said. “Women still think I’m a nerd.”

      Or even worse, they only dated him because they knew he had money. He’d yet to find someone who wanted him. And that was what he was searching for. Someone like Emma.

      She shook her head, laced her fingers. “I didn’t meet someone I couldn’t live without. And I won’t settle. My parents taught me what love should be. I’m still waiting for someone who looks at me the way I look at them.”

      His chest tortured him. He wanted to be the someone who looked at her that way.

      Emma laughed, and the sound sent a trickle of pure awareness racing through him. Staring at her full lips, he couldn’t help but wonder how she would taste. She’d been his crush, and yet he’d never pursued her in high school because he didn’t think she would want to go out with a boy like him.

      They’d been the best of friends and hung out all the time together, studying, playing games, and talking trash about the jocks in school.

      She was the quieter, the more introverted of the Miller twins. Her sister had been the most popular girl in school and he’d never thought he would have a chance with Emma.

      “How’s Amelia,” he asked.

      Shaking her head, she frowned. “She’s still the same. Last I spoke to her she was dating a congressman’s son. She’s an attorney working for a big firm in Cheyenne, Wyoming. We don’t speak often because all I hear about is how wonderful her life is and everything is going her way.”

      “Not the same for you?” he asked.

      “My life is good, but I deal with babies on the edge of death. Some we save, some we have to let go. And it shows you how precious life is. And then going to school at the same time, it takes a lot out of you.”

      He could understand that. Sometimes he considered going back for his doctorate, but then why? The business was successful and he was creating new games and he had a focus group of teenagers that tested them for him.

      At that moment, a fight broke out near the refrigerator, two men arguing viciously over the few remaining sandwiches. “I saw them first!”

      “My kids need them!”

      The commotion escalated until security intervened and parceled out the food.

      Emma winced. “That’s… bleak.”

      He placed his hand over hers, solace in contact. “In times like this, even kindness is scarce.”

      She nodded, then looked at him resolutely, green eyes flickering. The world outside threatened. Inside, something new flickered.

      “Are you on your way to Whitefish?”

      “Yes,” he said. “My parents are expecting me. What about you?”

      “Yes,” she replied. “We’re all gathering for Christmas for the first time in several years. My mother wanted us all to come home this year.”

      He took a breath, weighed his words, and then said, “Hey, my private jet is sitting out on the tarmac. Would you like to see it?”

      For a moment, she seemed unsure, and then she smiled. “Why not? I’m not going anywhere.”

      None of them were, and it looked like things could get tense here in the terminal. Maybe he could convince her to stay on his jet with him. It would give them time together. Time to see if his fantasies could come true.
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      The man was smoking hot.

      When Theo reached for her hand, Emma didn’t expect to feel anything beyond polite gratitude. But the moment his fingers wrapped around hers, firm, warm, possessive in a way that made her heart stumble, something shifted.

      A current of heat curled down her spine, subtle and slow, like the very beginning of a flame.

      He led her through the glass security doors and into the cold. Snow had begun to fall softly, fat flakes dancing under the yellow glow of the floodlights on the tarmac. The world was quiet, too quiet, and the silence pressed against her skin like a whisper she couldn’t quite catch.

      Above them, the sky was black velvet, thick with storm. She’d never seen anything like it. The snow wasn’t just falling. It was creeping, closing in, swallowing the horizon one lazy inch at a time.

      This wasn’t just weather. It was a warning.

      Her boots crunched across the icy pavement as she followed Theo toward the jet. His jet. It didn’t hit her until they rounded the corner of the building and saw it fully parked in the snowlit darkness: the sleek, silver Boeing Business Jet she’d seen land earlier.

      She stopped walking, momentarily stunned.

      Oh my God.

      The plane was massive. Not just “nice” or “private,” but opulent. Powerful. A beast with wings. The kind of thing CEOs flew in spy movies, or kings used to cross oceans. She suddenly felt small beside it. Small and unprepared for all the ways Theo White had changed since high school.

      Not just his body, though yes, dear Lord, that transformation was criminal, but everything about him. His presence. His quiet confidence. His command of space.

      Theo radiated a quiet, magnetic authority—no trace of the squeaky, uncertain boy from high school, but a man fully in command, his presence filling the space like heat.

      She watched him walk up to the stairs like he belonged here. And he did. This wasn’t some rental or shared charter. This was his. And yet…

      The part that twisted inside her wasn’t envy.

      It was awe. Admiration. The tiniest flicker of possibility. She wasn’t just following him into a plane. She was stepping into a world she hadn’t expected, one she didn’t know if she belonged in, but wanted to understand.

      “I think the storm’s arrived,” he said as they reached the stairs, wind snatching at his words.

      She nodded, her voice lost to the gusts. Yes. And she wasn’t just talking about the weather.

      The metal steps were slick underfoot, but he held her suitcase and offered his hand again as she climbed. The moment their palms touched, the flutter came back, stronger this time, deeper, lower.

      The door opened with a hiss, revealing a woman in a crisp navy pantsuit and an immaculate chignon. “Welcome aboard,” she said with a smile.

      Emma stepped inside and was immediately wrapped in warmth, heat, light, quiet opulence.

      “Jenny, this is Emma,” Theo said beside her, his voice low and firm.

      The stewardess smiled again. “It’s a pleasure to have you on board.”

      Emma gave a small nod, unsure of how to respond. Was she his guest? A friend? Something more? She didn’t know, and somehow, the not-knowing made her feel... alive.

      A man appeared from a side hallway, tall, weathered, in a pilot’s jacket. “Sir, we’re socked in. No chance of takeoff tonight, maybe not even tomorrow. This storm’s a monster.”

      “Thanks, Frank. Emma, this is my pilot, Frank.”

      “Hi,” she said, her voice more breath than word.

      “Nice to meet you,” he replied, then stepped aside.

      Theo placed a gentle hand on her lower back, not intrusive, just… present. Anchoring. “Come on, I’ll give you the tour.”

      They moved past the galley, sleek steel appliances, a fridge bigger than the one in her apartment, shelves full of snacks and drinks, then into a conference room with a glass table and six leather chairs.

      “I work here a lot when I fly,” Theo said. “Game design doesn’t really take time off.”

      She smiled at that. “Still a workaholic?”

      “Maybe,” he said, giving her a sideways glance that made her stomach do a quiet backflip. “But I don’t hate what I do.”

      They walked past a narrow hallway to what he called the “quiet room”—a lounge with sofas, windows, and a giant screen on the wall. Cozy, but impressive.

      And then he opened the last door.

      “This is the master,” he said, stepping aside to let her see.

      It was… stunning. A king-size bed. Dim lighting that felt like dusk. Soft cream walls. Real bedding. A shower visible through a half-open door, tiled in black marble. This wasn’t a plane. It was a luxury apartment with wings.

      Her throat tightened. “Wow,” she whispered. “Theo… you could live here.”

      He chuckled. “I have, during launches. Or when I just need to disappear for a while.”

      Disappear.

      She knew that word too well.

      They stood in the doorway, inches apart. She glanced up and found him looking at her, not with arrogance or even expectation, but something gentler. Curious. Intent.

      “I can’t imagine flying like this,” she said.

      “Most people never do. It’s not normal. It’s a perk. And a reminder of how crazy this journey has been.”

      She looked away. “You’ve done well.”

      His voice was soft. “You helped me survive it. Back then. You were… kind. That matters more than you think.”

      She didn’t know what to say. Praise from him now, this version of Theo, felt so different. It didn’t roll off her back. It landed.

      “Let’s sit,” he said, and led her back to the lounge. A platter of snacks had been set out: nuts, crackers, fruit, and bottled water. He poured her a glass without asking.

      He’d never been a big drinker in high school, even when Amelia and her friends had invited them to partake in the spiked punch at a party. He never smoked. They had been the Goody-Two-Shoes at school, and it never bothered her. After working at the hospital, she’d quickly realized she was so glad she’d never been involved with drugs or alcohol.

      A shift in the ER had quickly made her realize the dangers.

      She took it, fingers brushing his. Another pulse of heat rushed through her veins.

      Stop it, she told herself. This is Theo.

      But that was the problem, wasn’t it?

      This wasn’t the old Theo. Not the skinny kid she used to help with science projects. Not the quiet boy who never fought back when the jocks messed with his locker. This was a man, tall, sculpted, self-assured, and entirely too handsome for her to ignore.

      And she didn’t want to ignore him.

      “What have you heard about anyone from our class?”

      “Not much,” she said. “Several of the girls got married right after we graduated. James Clark went into the military and was killed overseas. Billy Smith graduated from college and then attended medical school. What have you heard?”

      These people were more her sister’s friends than hers. Frankly, once she’d left, she wanted to put high school behind her. Those days were over. College had been easier, and the friends she made there, she still kept in touch with.

      “Remember how Larry Martin use to give me so much crap and grief in school?”

      “Yes,” she said, her brows drawing together. “He was so mean.”

      She’d gotten so mad at the asshat for the way he treated Theo. She’d even threatened to expose that he cheated on his exams to continue playing football if he didn’t leave Theo alone. For months, she’d watched as he harassed poor Theo for being so smart while Larry was dumber than a box of rocks.

      “You’re not going to believe this. When he learned that I was doing so well, he came to me and asked me to loan him some money,” he said shaking his head.

      Stunned, she stared at him. “What did you do?”

      “Well, you remember he was always stealing my lunch?”

      “Yes,” she said. “How many times did he either take your food or dump your tray?”

      “Too many to count,” he said.

      “What did you do?”

      “I told him I would loan him the money, but that not only would he have to pay me back with twelve percent interest, but he would have to pay off every child’s overdue lunch account at Spartan Elementary, Griffin Middle School, and Whitefish High School.”

      Laughter bubbled up from her chest. That was brilliant.

      “Did he take the offer?”

      “No,” he said. “Since that day, I’ve not heard from or seen him.”

      She laughed again, her body relaxing, warming. She hadn’t laughed like this in months. Maybe years.

      A sharp gust hit the side of the plane. The cabin creaked slightly. Snow had begun to fall in thick waves. The windows were nearly white. Even the terminal lights were gone now—swallowed by wind and cold.

      She shivered, and not entirely from the chill.

      “You should stay here tonight,” he said. “You’ll be safer. And more comfortable.”

      He said it so matter-of-factly, without pressure or hint, that it took her a moment to process it. Her heart skipped.

      “I’ll stay for a bit,” she said cautiously. “Not committing to anything.”

      His smile deepened. “Just like high school. You were always the cautious one.”

      “And you were always the sweet one.”

      He leaned forward slightly, elbows resting on his knees, his gaze sharp now. Focused.

      “You really think that’s who I was? Sweet?”

      “Yes,” she said, surprised at the sudden tightness in her chest. “You didn’t try to be cool. Or mean. You just were… you. That meant something.”

      His voice dropped. “It still does.”

      The silence between them stretched. The plane swayed gently again. Outside, the world was a blur of snow and wind and night.

      Inside, her heart beat too loud.

      He reached for a throw blanket and handed it to her. Their fingers brushed again, slower this time. Lingering.

      She watched his face, searching for the boy she used to know. He was still in there—under the sculpted jaw and quiet power. That beautiful nerd still lived in the corners of his smile.

      And suddenly, she wanted to know everything about him. Not just the man he’d become—but the man he was now.

      A smile spread across his face. “It will be fun,” he said.

      Another blast of wind hit the plane, and they glanced out the window. It was blowing snow so hard that she couldn’t see the terminal. Even the lights had disappeared.

      “I might not have any choice,” she said.

      “Maybe not,” he replied. “I’m all right with that. I’ll enjoy spending time with you just like old times.”

      Warmth filled her at the thought. But this time, that warmth came from her center, and she’d never felt that for Theo.

      Her pulse spiked. She wrapped the blanket tighter around herself, both for comfort and because she wasn’t sure what would happen if she didn’t.

      This was going to be one long, snowy night.
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