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This might qualify as the stupidest thing Cat had ever done. 

And that included the time she danced on the table in four-inch heels which had her subsequently falling off the table and into the lap of a very hot guy. A guy who became her boyfriend until five days ago when she broke up with him after walking in on him screwing their next-door neighbor.

One bad decision always led to more bad decisions. 

This was no different. 

It was twenty below zero and she was walking door-to-door in a foot of snow looking for the owner of the dog she’d found on her front porch. Her toes, fingers, and everything in between were frozen. She could no longer feel her lips, and snowflakes were hanging off her eyelashes, making it very hard to see. 

Who lets their dog roam the neighborhood in the middle of a freaking snowstorm?

Even more, why was that person not out searching for his or her dog?

Doing nice things was supposed to bring good vibes, but the only vibes she had were the stabbing pains from her frozen body parts.

She’d been in Winter Hill, Minnesota all of three days, and she was painfully aware of where the name came from. Northern Minnesota was a far cry from South Carolina. While she’d heard stories all her life about how cold it was in the winter and how much snow fell, she’d never seen it for herself. She’d only ever visited her grandma in the summer months. 

All this snow explained why.

Her grandma was gone now, having died six months ago, and in some random twist of fate, she’d left Cat her home in Winter Hill. The original plan was to sell it, but that all changed when Cat had walked in on her boyfriend naked, with his dick inside their neighbor. Their very young, barely legal neighbor. 

Not that she was old at twenty-five, but Serena, she was a freshman in college. And they’d lived next door to her and her family for three years. Which to Cat was just disgusting. Had Paul been thinking about Serena since she’d been fifteen? 

Shivers ran through her body at the thought of the man she used to love, lusting after someone that young. She couldn’t even look at him after that, let alone talk to him. 

So on a whim, she’d packed a bag, hopped in her car, and drove for what felt like an eternity from South Carolina to Winter Hill. 

It took her three total days with stops along the way to sleep, but she needed space. Space to think and regroup. Space to figure out what went wrong without everyone in her family asking eight million questions. In those three days, she examined her relationship with Paul. The first few months they’d been together, he’d been attentive, caring, and loving. After a while, though, things started to change. 

He hated it when she went out with friends, yet he was allowed to go out with his work buddies several nights a week. And in the last year or so, he’d come home later and later, each time smelling of women’s perfume. 

She’d known something was wrong, knew he was probably cheating on her, but she’d shoved it under the rug because she told herself she was happy. They had a nice home together and she didn’t want to jeopardize that. 

But when she’d walked in on him with the neighbor, she couldn’t pretend any longer. 

And now, there she was, two days before Christmas, in a strange town where she knew nobody, out in the cold snow, searching for the owner of a stray dog.

Screw this and screw finding the owner. She was going home and taking the dog with her. 

Only, just like always, one mistake led to another. Her abrupt turn had her leg getting caught up in the leash, and in seconds, she found herself flat on her back, covered in snow, with a stray dog licking her face. 

“Fuck my life,” she gritted out through the pain. She’d landed oddly on her elbow and now there was a shooting pain all the way up and down her left arm. 

There was a noise behind her and when she tilted her head, she saw a large figure approaching. The snow was falling even heavier now that she could barely see inches in front of her face.

“Miss, are you okay?” she heard a deep voice ask. Of course, it was a man. Just her bad luck.

“I’m fine.” She tried to sit up but winced in pain when she used her left arm. 

“You are not okay.” He was closer now, but she still couldn’t really see him. “Sit. Stay.”

“Excuse me?” 

“I’m talking to my dogs, not you. Not that you can do much more but stay by the looks of it.”

She turned her head to the other side and sure enough, there were two more dogs sitting calmly next to the stray dog who’d caused all this trouble.

“Your dog is very well trained.” He was leaning over her body and she finally got her first real look at him. 

The man was gorgeous. 

Or at least what she could see of him looked gorgeous. With the snow coming down fast, it was hard to tell. He was wearing a wool cap, but she could see dark, almost black hair sticking out from underneath. His cheeks and nose were red from the cold, but the structure of his face looked strong. 

“He’s not my dog.” Again she tried to sit up, this time, though, he reached out to help her. His touch, even through gloves, sent tingles through her body.

“If he’s not yours, why are you out in the cold walking him?” 

She dusted the snow from her face and chest. “He showed up in my yard a few hours ago. When he didn’t leave, I thought I’d walk around to try and find his owner.”

“Your good deed seems to have backfired on you.”

“You’re telling me.” She wanted to stand but wasn’t sure she could without putting pressure on her arm. “Could you help me up? Sitting in a wet puddle was not on my list of things to do today.”

He smiled and she couldn't help but stare. The man really was gorgeous. And big. He was towering over her.

“Are you hurt anywhere?” 

“My arm hurts a little, but I think once I get home it’ll be fine.”

“Why don’t you let me take a look?”

“Are you a doctor?” While she’d love to have him run his hands over any part of her body, she was aware that it was a bad idea. Her life was in shambles and the last thing she needed was to be flirting with a hot guy.

“No, but I am a vet so I do know a little bit about the body.” 

“I think I’ll be okay until I get home.” She started to stand, and he immediately helped her. Only as soon as she was on her feet, she yelped in pain. She couldn’t put any pressure on her left ankle.

“Okay, that’s it, you are not fine.” Without a warning, he scooped her up into his arms. “Stark, Captain, let’s go and bring your new friend with you.” 

“You don’t have to do this. I can walk.” 

“You’re in pain and since I live right here, we are going inside, and you are going to let me check you out.”

She sighed and decided she might as well relax. While she didn’t know for sure that he wasn’t an ax murderer, she did know that the people in Winter Hill were helpful and friendly. It was a small town, only two thousand or so residents, and everyone mostly knew everyone else.

He carried her up the sidewalk and into the garage of the house that she’d fallen in front of. 

Talk about coincidence.

He set her down on a chair and began stripping off his hat and gloves. “Let’s get these wet things off of us and then we can go inside where it’s warm.” 

They both stripped off all their outerwear including their boots, and then he scooped her back up into his arms and carried her inside his house.

“You know, it’s occurring to me that if you’re going to keep picking me up, I should probably know your name.”

He looked down at her. “I’m Cameron and since you don’t know that, nor have I ever seen you around, you must be new to town.”

“I just got to town three days ago, although I have been here many times when I was younger.”

He stopped moving, tilting his head quizzically at her. “Are you Dot’s granddaughter?”

She felt herself smile. “You knew my grandma?” She shook her head. “Of course you knew her. Everyone here knows everyone.”

“Dot and I were close and she talked about you all the time. So much so that I feel as if I know you.”

His gaze changed a little and she couldn’t quite pinpoint what the emotion was on his face. “You can, uh, put me down now.”

“Oh yeah. Sorry about that.” He set her on a sofa, making sure her leg was stretched out in front of her. “I’m sorry about Dot. She was a good lady.”

“Thanks. It’s hard to believe she’s gone. I feel like a horrible person that I got so busy with my own life that I forgot to visit her in the last couple of years.” Paul hadn’t been a fan of her grandma, probably because her grandma showed obvious dislike for him. 

“She understood.” He added a few logs to his fire. “She knew how busy life was for you and only wanted you to be happy.”
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