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      Gabriella stood in front of the wall of windows at her gate, staring at the snow-covered runways, thumbs hooked on the back pockets of her favorite jeans. The grounded planes looked like the kinds of snow mounds she would have called mountains when she was a kid. If she was still ten, she would have led the charge to build a snow fort, whipping winds and thunder snow be damned.

      Although, the occasional green lightning would have given her pause, even at ten.

      The actual snowfall had lightened up in the last hour, but the weather app on her power-starved phone told her that condition was only temporary. Even more snow was blowing this way, from one of the worst blizzards to hit the Upper Midwest in decades.

      Years of no snow over Thanksgiving had made her complacent. Hell, years of no snow over much of the winter had made her a believer in global warming. That wasn’t changing despite the snowstorm from hell; she was still a believer, but only because she had read the science behind it all.

      More storms. More intense storms. And a lot more violent weather.

      Yay, warming planet! Yay, the future! Yay, being stuck at O’Hare when she should have been home by now, debating whether or not to make an apple pie. Apple, you see, was the extra pie. Mom had declared long before Gabriella was born that Thanksgiving was not complete without mincemeat and pumpkin. Everything else was extra.

      Mom had also declared that Thanksgiving would not be complete without Gabriella. She’d managed to spend twenty-seven of her twenty-eight Thanksgivings celebrating with her nuclear family and every waif they thought of bringing to the table. The only year she missed had been the misguided year she spent with The Creature That Shall Not Be Named, as her best friend Trinity had dubbed him.

      Gabriella shivered and told herself that the shiver had come from the chill emanating from the gigantic panes of glass in front of her. They were rattling in the wind—which, considering the entire wall was glass, was somewhat unnerving—but that didn’t change the fact that she shivered whenever she thought of The Creature. Trinity had asked Gabriella what the hell she’d been thinking getting involved with him, and she had mumbled a decisive Dunno. But she did know, and she didn’t want to admit it. The man had had looks, money, and charm to spare, until the charm vanished and the looks and money simply did not make up for his surly mean temperament.

      She turned away from the winter wonderland and faced the nightmare behind her. Disgruntled would-be passengers sprawled on every available space. Some had bogarted the blankets that the airport staff had handed out, and a few had unpacked some items to use as cushions on the hard floors.

      But nothing really changed the impression she got five hours into this never-ending saga: Every person here had enough resources to fly, but not enough to escape. Those with actual space on their credit cards had flooded to the hotels nearby the moment the airport declared the storm so dangerous that everything would shut down.

      Not that O’Hare ever really shut down. It “canceled flights.” It “discouraged people from arriving.” It “delayed departure.”

      It also had some place for employees to spend the night, because a bunch had. Most of the chain restaurants and fast-food joints remained open, thank heavens. Otherwise, Gabriella wouldn’t have eaten for hours.

      At least she had the foresight to bring cash, because her credit cards were maxed. She wasn’t going to tell her mom that. In fact, Gabriella hadn’t planned on telling her mom she was sleeping in the airport, until her mom woke her up at 7 a.m., worried sick. Gabriella had confessed before she had woken up all the way, and then Mom spent the next ten minutes trying to figure out how her dad could drive down and rescue her from all that.

      Fortunately (unfortunately?), all the roads had closed. The news had coverage of Lake Shore Drive, which looked like a longer version of the runways, with smaller mound/mountains. Those, apparently, were cars and, thanks to heroic snowmobilers rescuing trapped drivers, no one had yet died on the roads (that anyone knew of).

      Day One of the Winter Wonderland had been a slightly annoying adventure. It was mid-morning on Day Two with no real end in sight, and slightly annoying had moved to holy crap, I only have eighty dollars left, how long is this going to last? combined with can my back take one more night on the floor?

      At least she had traveled through O’Hare enough to know to go to the attached hotel and pay $20 bucks for a 24-hour pass to the exercise room. The exercise room, complete with shower.

      She had bought herself a new sweatshirt to go with the extra pairs of underwear she always kept in her carry-on. The way things were going, she would have to make the sweatshirt stretch for a couple of days. But she kept telling herself that she had underwear and a toothbrush. She was good.

      Until cell service and wireless died, about an hour ago.

      Rumors—and everyone trapped in O’Hare was living on rumors—floated that there was cell service and wireless in the international terminal, but a handful of scouts had gone there and returned. Apparently, some remnant of the TSA remained, and they wouldn’t let anyone into the international terminal without a passport and a kind-of valid ticket.

      So she was left wandering the halls, thinking of eating, and looking at the books. Because she was a masochist, every three hours or so she walked to the gate that had been hers, back when flights actually flew out of O’Hare. She walked down into the connecting tunnel between the B and C gates with its lovely light show and soothing female voice over the moving walkway. Only the lights went out when the back-up generator kicked on, and the moving walkway became just a walkway, like the very long escalators had become immobile staircases. She was getting a workout if nothing else.

      Every time she ended up at her gate—which still listed her flight, yesterday’s date, and the final hopeful departure time—a different group of people huddled in the chairs, trying to keep themselves occupied. A family had staked out territory behind the desk, and another family had taken over the long bench seats against the far wall. She had taken to waving at them, and they waved back.

      She was about to start back through the land of the frozen walkways when she thought she heard someone call her name. She turned, but didn’t see anyone. Great. She was so tired now, she was hallucinating.

      Then: “Ree?”

      Ree. No one had called her Ree since high school, except her family. Ree had been her childhood nickname because she couldn’t say her own name. She had been one of those little kids who had trouble with both the “g” sound and the “br” sound.

      She tilted her head, wondering if she had imagined it.

      Then she saw a hand, waving at her from behind a pillar down the corridor. A head leaned out, but she couldn’t quite tell who it belonged to. Clearly someone who had known her ten years or more ago.
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