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She appeared out of nowhere, an angel powdered with snow, trundling along the edge of the highway, her boots leaving a trail behind her as she went. Grant could easily have missed her had he not been paying attention. It didn’t help that she was dressed in a white turtleneck, white jeans, and white furry boots and gloves. She even had on a white ski hat!

The fact that he’d found her at all was a small miracle. The mountain road was a flurry of white snowflakes, which was great for all the skiers up at the hill, but not so great for anyone driving in it. The storm was expected to pass in an hour, leaving behind clear skies up until later that night, when a bigger, nastier one was set to blow in.

Most folks had chosen to wait out the inclement weather back at the main lodge or down at the bottom of the hill. Grant was just getting off work, and didn’t mind the slow drive, or the solitude. The road was practically deserted, just the way he preferred it. 

Still marching off half-cocked in a storm was dangerous. He couldn’t, in good conscience, leave her out there. He pulled up next to her, slowing to a crawl. He rolled down the window. She turned in surprise.

“Good afternoon,” he said, flashing his perfect smile at her.

“You scared me,” she said, her eyes flashing at him.

“You headed back to town?” Grant asked, unable to look away.

“Yes,” she said, shivering in her thin clothes. 

“Hop in,” Grant said. “I’ll get you where you need to go.”

She climbed quickly into his Jeep and shut the door. He quickly rolled the window back up, cranking up the heat. Her cheeks glowed red from the cold, like two apples. Her eyes sparkled like emeralds. She pulled her cap off, revealing a cascade of chocolate curls. He could smell a sweet perfume coming from her body, a mixture of vanilla and flowers that stirred something to life in him.

“Where can I take you?” Grant asked, trying to take his mind of how pretty she was.

“I’m down at the Shiloh,” she said. 

He nodded, piloting them back into the flurry. He jacked up the heat, adjusting the blower vents toward her. She hunkered down as she soaked up the warm air.

“Not to be nosy,” Grant said causally, “but did your car break down? Because if you need help with your vehicle, I know the guy to call. Travis works the hill most days. I can push your name to the front of the list.”

“No,” she said. “That won’t be necessary.”

“Okay,” Grant said. “Just checking. I don’t mean to pry.”

“I got into a fight with the guy who brought me up here,” she sighed, sounding happy to be able to get it off her chest.

“You mean your boyfriend?”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” she said. “We just started dating. This was our first weekend together. His idea of a romantic getaway. Only all we’ve done since we got here is fight.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Grant said. There was something about her, the way she spoke, the sound of her voice, that felt so familiar. He could have listened to her read a grocery list and been spellbound.

The fact that she’s a perfect ten doesn’t hurt either, he reminded himself. Still he’d seen his fair share of beauties in the three years since his best friend had run off with his fiancé, and none had turned his head like this before.

“Thanks,” she said, noticing the glazed look in his eyes for the first time as he stared dreamily between her and the road, a curious smile turning the corners of his small, red lips. 

“We just got into a huge fight at the main lodge,” she said, shaking her head and fighting back tears. “I couldn’t spend another minute on that mountain with him. I just want to get my stuff and go home.”

“I’m Grant, by the way,” he said, tapping his chest like a caveman. 

She giggled at the absurd gesture, and his embarrassment that he’d done it. 

What’s wrong with me? he wondered. It’s like I’m a teenager with a crush on the hottest girl in school all over again!

“I’m Zoe,” she said, sticking her delicate hand out for him to take. He took it in his, frowning at how cold her fingers were. 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Zoe,” he said, rubbing her fingers absentmindedly, trying to warm her up.

“Your hands are so warm,” Zoe said, giving him a smile that nearly knocked the wind out of him. He realized he was still rubbing her and pulled away. 

“Sorry,” he mumbled. 

“It’s okay,” she said. “It felt nice. I wouldn’t mind holding hands with you.”

He didn’t bother asking any more questions. He couldn’t believe his luck as he drove down the mountain, holding hands with a girl that looked like she’d stepped out of a centerfold. 

Maybe I’m dreaming, he thought. They told me not to go out in the storm. Maybe the Jeep went over the side of the road and I’m lying in a ditch dying right now. 

He’d been living in his own private hell since finding out that his best friend and fiancé were sleeping together, and that everyone in town knew about it except him. With so few available women living in the area, it had become a familiar joke, one that he was now the butt of in a very literal way.

There’s an old saying on the hill, he reminded himself, you don’t lose your girlfriend, you lose your turn.

He’d been on autopilot since then, unable to move on, even when his friends had tried to set him up with a few new arrivals, including a very pretty Swedish yoga instructor and a former bikini model turned ski instructor named Bridget. In both cases, he’d just tuned out. By the end of the date he’d been thrilled to be back home, in his fortress of solitude, with his thoughts.

He wanted to say something, to tell her that she was the first person to make him feel something deep inside other than the desire to run and hide in years, but more than that he wanted to sit quietly and enjoy the moment. They rode in silence, holding hands, the rest of the way into town.
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“Just my luck,” Zoe said, seeing the road closure sign heading out of town as we pulled up to the Shiloh Inn. “Looks like I’m stuck here until the storm blows over. I can’t afford to stay here. This is a total disaster. What am I going to do?”

“My sister runs a coffee shop nearby,” he said. “Why don’t you go get your things and I’ll take you over there? We can figure it out while we warm up. Deal?”

“You don’t mind?” she asked. “I don’t want to ruin your whole day.”

The funny feeling came back to him. He realized part of what it was. He’d never met a girl as beautiful as her who was also considerate and down to earth. Most of them knew they were hot and acted like they were doing him a favor to spend time with him. Zoe treated him like it was the other way around.

“I just got off work for the week,” he said. “I don’t mind at all. Go ahead. I’ll be here waiting.”

“Thank you,” she said, leaning over and giving him a soft peck on the cheek that sent thrills through him.

She opened the door and rushed out into the snow. Grant watched as she made her way under the awning and into the lobby. He was still feeling the buzz from her kiss when she returned ten minutes later, two pink suitcases in tow.

Grant hopped out and helped her put them in the back. He opened the door and helped her back in. She thanked him, giving him a flirty smile. 

How did I get so lucky? Grant wondered as he shut the door and made his way around the back of the Jeep.

“You got everything?” Grant asked, climbing into the Jeep and shifting into gear. 

“Yep,” she said, looking happy to be free. “I left him a note letting him know I didn’t die, no thanks to him. I’ve already blocked him on Facebook. I think he’ll get the message.”

“Serves him right,” Grant said.

They rode in silence again until Grant pulled up to the coffee shop. 

“Here we are,” Grant said. “Now let’s see if we can find you a place to stay for the night. My sister Gwen has a list of local rentals if the hotels are all booked up. She’s pretty good at pulling strings. I haven’t asked her for any favors in a while.”

“I really appreciate all your help,” she said, nervously biting her lip.

“I’m always happy to help a damsel in distress,” Grant chuckled. “Especially such a beautiful, funny one.”

“Grant, there is something I have to tell you before we go inside and meet your sister,” she said, looking at her hands. “Something about me that might make you feel different, about who I am as a person.”

“Are you an escaped convict? A wanted felon on the run?” he teased. “Or worse, a smoker?”

His playful banter didn’t seem to work its usual magic this time. She looked like she was on the verge of crying or fleeing the car.

“The reason my date and I got into a fight is because I told him I am transgender,” she said, her hands shaking again. “I used to be a boy named Zack.”

“Oh,” he said, unsure of what to say. 

He stared at her, almost unable to believe it. She was easily the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, way hotter than his ex or any girl he’d ever dated before. Was it really possible she was a guy?

Maybe she’s trying to ditch you, Grant thought. Making it up to scare you off so she doesn’t have to feel obligated. He was used to having pretty girls try to manipulate him, but something about that didn’t sit right when it came to Zoe. She wasn’t like those other girls, was she? 
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