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16th December 2023

The French Alps, France

Even after seven wonderful days of looking out over the stunning mountain range in front of him, Carter Robinson still couldn’t get over how damn beautiful it all was. He was sitting on one of the mountain hotel’s great brown little sofas that was only large enough for two people, but Carter was currently alone.

He really liked how smooth, soft and expensive the brown fabric felt against his fingers as he sat on his hands to keep them warm in the late afternoon air that was certainly a lot colder than earlier.

It was amazing how the icy temperatures could return so quickly when the sun over the Alps had surprisingly enough brought a little warmth only a few hours earlier.

Carter just rested his snow-booted feet on the expensive glass coffee table in front of him as he marvelled at the sheer beauty of the mountain landscape. All together the mountains looked like sharp twisted daggers rising up from the icy cold ground with a thick blanket of snow covering each of them.

He supposed to some people that might have made them seem scary or menacing, but he only found them interesting, exciting and he had really enjoyed exploring them over the past week. His mum, dad and his big sister Katie had gone to a local French town today to finish up their tourist shopping, and Carter might have been gay but he was so not the shopping type. Not that his lovely parents believed that for a single moment.

Carter had to admit he might have skied a little too hard yesterday trying to beat Katie down the various slopes, so he was feeling the pain in his legs today. But he had still flat out loved the day. Him and Katie had laughed, laughed and had done even more laughing all through yesterday so much so that he had wondered when his face was going to break even with the protection of the skiing googles.

The icy cold wind howled gently past the hotel behind him that was nothing more than a massive dome of glass with the reception, kitchen and main entertainment areas. Then everyone had their own little cabin away from the main buildings.

Carter had really enjoyed sharing with his family. Not only because of the extra body warmth and heat in the cabin but also because it was great fun. They had spoken, laughed and played so many board games that Carter was surprised how much he had missed his family over the course of his degree where he hadn’t seen too much of them.

“Can I get Sir anything?” a young woman asked in a posh-looking thick coat with the hotel logo on. 

“No thank you,” Carter said. “But thank you anyway,”

“Of course Sir. Just summon me if you need anything,”

Carter nodded his thanks and smiled. He had already known this before he had come to the hotel, but it was so clear this place was English-owned and not French in nature. Because if the French ran it then it would have felt a bit less snobby, fake and it wouldn’t have felt as clinical as it did.

It was why Carter was sitting out here instead of indoors with the rest of the guests. He was the only one out here and he certainly didn’t mind that at all.

The entire outdoor area was empty, cold and too silent with only the howling of the wind for company for a normal person to want to come out here. And Carter really didn’t mind that because soon his family would be back and he get to hear all their great stories about the town.

And Carter didn’t doubt for a moment that his family would have some stories to tell. They would have probably gotten lost, gotten stuck or something bad would have happened. 

Carter might have been on the top of the Alps in the freezing cold, but he just knew that he was safer here than with his family. His family were magnets for trouble and that was one of the many things he flat out loved about them.

Carter noticed the long lines of Christmas lights wrapped around the metal railings of the decking area and that was another reason why he was glad to be outside. The beautiful little cabins and the reception area and the entire main hotel building were just covered in great-looking decorations.

He loved Christmas, he seriously did but he did want just a little break in the Alps from all the endless Christmas music that played on endlessly in the background. It was great but he understood the importance of moderation after this week.

As the sweet aroma of hot chocolate, lightly spiced ginger and rich sticky caramel sauce filled his senses, Carter looked over at a young straight couple that had decided to brave the cold. And Carter forced himself not to roll his eyes because they looked deeply in love.

Carter couldn’t deny the young woman looked okay in her thick black coat, long black leggings and a Russian-style hat. But she was nothing compared to the hot sexy hunk of a man sitting next to her and started kissing her as soon as she had placed her sickly sweet coffee on the table.

Carter wanted to look away but he couldn’t. He couldn’t take his eyes off the hot hunk she was kissing and as Carter’s wayward parts flared to life, he really really wished there was another hot gay guy here so he could have some very gay fun on his final night at the resort.

But what were the chances of that? 

Little did Carter know that him, his family and the entire resort were just about to find out exactly how likely that was.
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16th December 2023

The French Alps, France

As Jenson Bench gripped the side of the 4x4 Land Rover in the back seat as their driver from the airport drove them up the immense Alps towards their hotel, Jenson was really starting to wonder what the hell he had set himself up for. 

This was meant to be a wonderful family getaway and a celebration and Christmas present because Jenson had now graduated from Kent University with a Masters in Clinical Psychology, mental health as he explained it to everyone, last month. But he was really, really starting to regret agreeing to this trip with his parents and two brothers and he looked down at the sheer drop below.

The Land Rover moved slowly up the mountain and Jenson forced himself to take a deep, relaxing breath in the icy cold, damp, refreshing air. That was proving a lot harder than he wanted to admit.

He supposed despite the roaring of the engine, the protesting of the wheels and the crumbling of the rock around as they inched forward, that the entire Alps were rather impressive.

All around them the huge beautiful mountains covered in blankets and sheets of thick snow cast long looming shadows behind him, in the fiery orange sun. Jenson really wanted to make it to the hotel in time before sunset because he flat out didn’t want to be driving in the dark.

Especially as he doubted there were street lights anywhere on his stretch of private road that supposedly led straight up to the English-owned hotel.

Jenson had known a lot of French and German people at university and if this private stretch of road was German-owned. Then it would be completely different and it would be impossible to die on the road.

That bought him little comfort as the Land Rover jerked and he could have sworn he screamed a little.

Jenson looked at his mum and dad who sat in the back to his right. They both looked identical in their long black coats, black hats and black thermal trousers. 

They were smiling at him and his mum even held his hand but Jenson didn’t mind. If he was going to die on some sort of private road with a sheer drop one side then he seriously wanted to be holding his mum’s hand like a little kid.

Jenson looked up front next to the driver to see his older brother James smiling. Jenson wouldn’t deny that James was just weird because apparently it was to hot to be wearing thermal clothes inside the car so he had taken off his clothes and was sitting in his shorts and t-shirt.

The madman.

Jenson wished it was warm but he was looking forward to the weekend away where he could relax, catch up with his family and just enjoy being somewhere different for a change. England was great and all but Jenson really did want a change.

“There storm coming tonight,” the driver said with a minor French accent but it was hard to detect.

Jenson rolled his eyes. As much as he liked a good storm, he really liked watching storms window in the nice warm safety of his bedroom, he didn’t like the idea of being stranded in the middle of nowhere in the middle of a massive storm.

“What do you mean storm?” Jenson’s mother asked in perfect French.

Jenson smiled because he was glad his French lessons were finally paying off after all these years.

“There is eh, big snow storm coming,” the driver said probably knowing he didn’t need to try to be English anymore. “But it is eh, cool as you say. There are lots of shelter and people,”

Jenson was glad to hear it. 

“And if you get trapped at eh... chalet, no. The cabin then you will be rescued the next day or the next day after the storm stops,”

Jenson shook his head and spoke perfect French. “What if the storm doesn’t stop for days?”

“Then as I said, you will eh, be rescued the day after,”

Jenson thanked him and admired the driver a lot for continuing to speak English even though he could have spoken French for all his family cared. 

Jenson looked out over the wonderful mountain range and smiled as he saw the immense glass dome of the reception building. It dazzled, sparkled and shone so bright in the light of the setting sun, it looked almost magical.

Jenson turned around to his favourite brother, Nathan, who had his head stuck in a book about the Alps and carefully tapped his brother.

Nathan looked so small, tiny and still slightly like a teenage girl despite only starting on testosterone recently but Jenson really did love him. And it was so nice he had someone he could talk about hot boys with and it made Jenson smile even more as Nathan’s face lit up at the sight of the hotel.

Then Nathan started looking all around the mountain range too. It wasn’t exactly rare for him to be stuck in a book or learning about some weird and wonderful thing, it was why he was probably going to Oxford next year but Jenson was probably looking forward to spending more time with Nathan the most.

“We’ll be at the hotel by the eh, time the storm comes in. And it will be massive,” the driver said changing gears and Jenson just rolled his eyes.

He couldn’t believe there was a good chance he was going to be snowed in with his whole family for a day or more and there was no chance of him escaping.

Jenson loved them more than he ever wanted to admit, but getting snowed-in with his family just wasn’t his idea of fun.

He would even take getting snowed in with a hot guy at this point. At least that way he could actually do something
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