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Alone and trapped by a dangerous arctic storm, two young men have no choice but to confront their feelings for each other.

It’s always been Kotzebue and Selawik against the world. Well, not the world, but their pack’s conservative elders and the wilderness of the arctic.

But for six months his cousin hasn’t said a word to him, not since Kotze’s foolishness almost cost him his life. Trying to tame his own wild side with chores for the pack seems like the least he can do to make amends, but when the elders reject his request to join the annual whale hunt, Kotze has had enough.

When he goes into the wild, he just means to get away from them all for a while.

For Selawik, keeping his distance from his impulsive younger cousin is as necessary as it is painful. But when Kotze leaves their territory on the eve of the first big storm of winter, Selawik’s determination breaks and he goes after him.

But their reunion in the harsh isolation of winter might be hotter than either of them expected and in the dark eye of the storm, they might at last see the light.

“A Light in Winter” is a short Omegaverse romance about two best friends forced to confront their secrets.
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Kotzebue
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He was of age. It was supposed to mean something, but the Elders had still shaken their heads at his request to join the whale hunt that year. And Kotze had had enough. It was true he was a bit impulsive sometimes, and as a young teen he’d got into his fair amount of trouble. But wasn’t he supposed to be allowed a chance to learn and grow? He’d been making an effort mentoring the younger pack kids for months, helping his grandfather to care for the weapons they used for the bigger prey and with all that he’d been tired enough to sleep without going off down the trail. Not that there was anything wrong with going for a walk on your own, on two feet or four, except if you were Kotze and trouble always seemed to find you.

And now they were basically saying it hadn’t mattered at all. Not the gritted teeth at his young cousins’ antics or his deep breaths when Grandpa told him the same stories for the fiftieth time while they worked... Not giving up Selawik.

That had hurt the worst, but it made the most sense, really, after what he’d done...

Leaving now made sense too, because if he stayed, Kotze couldn’t have been held responsible for his own actions. He was burning up inside in a way he never experienced as an animal, no matter who encroached on their territory. No, this was purely human rage for purely human injustice. If they had been real wolves, he’d have been allowed to test his mettle and prove his worth as long he was willing to risk himself and only himself. For humans, bravery was wasteful and impulsive, and his pack seemed to forget they only survived thanks to their claws and teeth.

Kotze knew it well, though, and he’d be just fine in the wilderness. Maybe he could bring down a weakened caribou and— No, he cut off his own fantasy. Trying to impress the Elders was pointless, they couldn’t see beyond the boy he’d been. Kotze just needed a little space to get over the sting and then... Well, then he’d come back, of course, this was his pack, where else would he go?

Once he got far away and the only scent around him was the snow, he felt the tension inside him start to ease. Goddess, he’d missed the wilderness. No, not just the wilderness, the freedom. Being out here on his own was completely different from following half the pack’s alphas on a hunt or accompanying the omegas while they went gathering. As a beta, both were equally acceptable if he was feeling responsible—remembering the wasted effort brought a sour taste to his mouth and he reached down and scooped up some fresh snow to suck on.

He just needed some peace and quiet and if his human mind wouldn’t provide it... Well, he had options, didn’t he? He found a tree to shelter himself from the wind as he quickly divested himself of his clothes and stashed them inside his large jacket before tying the laces attached to the sleeves for the purpose to create a pack a wolf could carry.

But when he finally shifted he almost forgot the precaution, shooting forward across the fresh snow, paws sinking in and tail wagging, like he was only a pup overwhelmed by each scent, each amplified sound, the wind in his ears tickling him like Winter wanted to play. He got lost in the feeling of his muscles stretching and contracting, making him fly over the snowy ground and was forced to loop back, running a good twenty minutes before he found his clothes again.

Still, it didn’t matter, did it? Time didn’t matter to the wolf. The wolf only cared about hunger, and tiredness and... well, pack, really. But that wasn’t on the cards today. Today he would hunt alone, huddle somewhere and let the cleanness of Nature wipe his mind from any resentment he harboured towards his Elders. Then he could return, perhaps try to talk to one of them in private, ask for advice, genuinely ask for advice about what he should do to prove himself in their eyes. Ask what he should do about the unending need that ran through his blood, to run, to hunt, to go faster and harder, to use this strength that rushed through his veins. The Elders were wise, weren’t they? Kotzebue didn’t know anyone else who had this problem, but even so, he was getting nowhere trying to do what he’d imagined they wanted. And maybe this was part of the lesson, that he needed to admit to this weakness before he could find a path out of it. It sounded like the kind of thing people learned in the stories that were told around the fire.

The idea was like a sour taste in his mouth, everything in him recoiling from the admission of weakness, both wolf and man profoundly aware of the danger such a display put them in...

Once upon a time, Kotze had believed being strong meant having no weaknesses, but he knew better now. It was about overcoming, having the will to work at it until you could change that weakness, maybe even turn it into a strength that marked true greatness, true wisdom, Selawik would have said.

Even as his wolf ran, his mind wandered to his cousin like it couldn’t quite let go, like even the wolf missed his scent, the softness of his fur, his familiar presence—steady and silent where Kotze’s mind was an endless rush of sensation and ideas. He’d always thought they fit together, and despite everything, he couldn’t quite believe they didn’t.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Selawik
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For a moment, he thought he must have misheard. Grace had caught him coming out of his family’s house and drawn him to the side where they wouldn’t be spotted. “What?”

“He is gone,” Grace looked close to tears, his dark eyes shining, and he hadn’t let go of Selawik’s parka. “He just... He took some things from his room, left a note.”

“What did the Elders say?” he asked, trying to find some thread back to normality.

Grace shook his head. “It’s only Kotze!” he spat, scent growing acrid with anger. “He’s been trying so hard since—” Kotze’s uncle stopped, probably realising Selawik would not have forgotten. “He has been a lot better, helping out the kids, the elders, just... really trying. And... I know you two haven’t been...”

“That doesn’t matter,” Selawik said at once. “I know he’s been doing better, that’s why... I just figured we could use a bit of a break...”

“Selawik,” Grace cut in. “Please, I can’t go myself.”

His stomach twisted. It was true, Grace had been hurt badly as a pup and even superior healing couldn’t do much about severed toes, which as a wolf meant an unsteady gait. But that didn’t explain why they couldn’t just wait for Kotze to return, his cousin always went into the wild when he was fed up with the pack; Selawik had learned to wait him out. “You want me to find him?” he asked.

“The Great Storm is coming,” Grace reminded him.

“Oh, fu—!” he bit down on the swear word. People had always wondered why someone as centred as Selawik hung out with his younger wildcard of a cousin, but in truth he wasn’t that different from Kotzebue. Selawik just didn’t have the kind of fire that got you noticed everywhere you went, by the wild and the civilized alike. “Okay, I— will find him, Grace, don’t worry.”

As Grace’s shoulders relaxed a little, Selawik’s own straightened. He didn’t know if it was some instinct he’d had long before presenting omega or just sheer bull-headed determination not to let anyone in his pack get hurt, but having been handed a task of such importance, something inside him seemed to flourish.

“I knew you would go,” Kotze’s uncle told him with a brave smile. He couldn’t blame the man, Kotze was the only family he had left. “He’s been... He has missed you; I can tell.”

He could tell, which likely meant Kotze hadn’t said a thing about Selawik for months. Not that Selawik could truly resent him for it. At first, he’d been too out of it while he healed to reach out and then...

Then Elder Lala had come to him with a request he could not refuse. Not because it came from an elder and an alpha at that, but because it’d made sense. In the weeks since Selawik had got stabbed by a desperate caribou that’d torn half the muscles in his right arm, Kotzebue had gone quiet.
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