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Ablizzard, an urgent plea, a desperate journey, and the most important moment of their lives. 
Action movie star Peter Erickson is spending the Christmas holidays ensconced with his in-laws and his new husband. In the wilds of Northern British Columbia, they are as far away from the bustle of the city as they can get.
Thomas Walsh and his famous husband are deeply in love. Although he prefers the intimacy of their city house, he's come home to face the reason he left ten years ago, and to finally tell his parents the truth.
A desperate phone call has the couple scrambling. Will they get back to Vancouver in the middle of a snowstorm in time for their solstice surprise?
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  Chapter One



Thomas

My first Christmas at home in ten years. I should have been more excited, right? Okay, I was excited. But why was I freaking out? My family had met Peter before. Heck, they loved Peter almost as much as they loved me. It didn’t faze them in the least that he was one of the biggest stars in the movie industry. They treated him like family. Hmm, he was more at ease with them than I was.
“You’re doing it again.”
I glanced over at Peter. I wouldn’t ask what he meant. Yes, I was overthinking things. Stressing. Worrying about nothing. My handsome husband leaned over to press a kiss to my lips even though we were sitting in the living room of my parents’ modest home in Prince George, British Columbia. 
“Why don’t we go for a walk?”
Dubiously, I stared out the window. The dead of winter had come to Canada, and we were far enough north that daylight was at a premium. The stark grays and browns hadn’t been softened by white yet, but the weather forecast was for heavy snow tonight. Possibly even blizzard conditions. A pleasant night to cozy up to the gas fireplace and spend time with the ones I loved. My sister Sarah was in her room texting her best friend from university and my parents were out doing some last-minute shopping.
At December twentieth, they didn’t have much time left. Peter and I had flown up yesterday with extra luggage filled with all the gifts. We’d gone overboard, but this was our first Christmas as a married couple. My family weren’t likely to be wooed or impressed by expensive gifts, but Peter and I had chosen a few things that would hopefully bring smiles.
“A walk sounds nice.” Such a banal word. “But we’ll need to be home before dark.”
“Is there a park around here?”
“I was thinking the woods. There’s a nice place just out of town. Kind of secluded.” In other words, Peter shouldn’t be recognized, although he didn’t mind—or so he said. Truth was, I thought we both needed a break from the celebrity thing. He’d attended all those charity events leading up to the holidays, and he was fatigued, even if he’d never admit it. Being up here was just what he needed. Time to recharge. Time to center himself. Time for us to be together. I didn’t mind him doing so many events, but the studio had been shooting the second season of Vigilante Justice until three days ago. I’d seen more of Julie Reyes and Cole Hamilton than I had my own husband.
“Secluded sounds perfect.”
He rose gracefully and offered his hand. I grasped it and let him pull me up. When he wrapped his arms around my waist, I went willingly. Nothing better in the world than Peter Erickson hugs. I was taller by a few inches, so when he ducked his head, it fit right under my chin. His scruff rubbed against my cheek and mine was rubbing against his. Scruff looked sexy on him, and I encouraged him to keep it. On me? Yeah, not so alluring. But after all the eighteen-hour days, the mere thought of shaving made me tired.
“I love you.” The words slipped easily from me. They were as natural as breathing. He knew, of course. But we never took each other for granted. Never wanted the other to feel unappreciated. In fact, he loved me so much he’d accepted my formerly feral cat Calvin, the orange tabby, into his life. He’d even hired a house sitter so the cat wouldn’t feel lonely. I’d thought a service to visit every day was enough, but Peter insisted Calvin not be lonely. One more reason why I loved him.
“I love you too.”
He released me and we headed to the closet in the front hall so we could get our coats. As I was putting on my jacket, he caught me off guard by putting a scarf around my neck, and before I could protest, he’d stuck a hat on my head. “Hey.” I frowned at him. “It’s not that cold outside. It’s, like, minus five.”
“In English, please.”
I did some quick mental calculations. “Twenty-three.”
He shivered.
I laughed. “You’re such a Texas boy.”
“Via California,” he reminded me.
“Well, you’re in Canada now.” He was applying for Canadian citizenship. Our marriage was expediting the process. “You need to learn Celsius.”
“I need to be in warmer climes.”
Again I laughed. “Usually this time of year it’s about minus fifteen or even twenty. Today is warm.”
He growled. Then grabbed for a cap.
I was quicker and I snagged the cap for myself and stuck the tuque on his head. He looked adorable. Adjusting the cap, I waited while he wound the scarf around his neck and snagged gloves.
“You have yours?”
I didn’t, so he handed me a pair, rolling his eyes. He was adorable when he was in protective mode. Most of the time we were on equitable footing despite our fourteen-year age gap, but sometimes I let him think he was in charge.
All an illusion.
I snagged the keys to Sarah’s SUV, and we headed out into the nippy air. I’d never had to ask permission with her. I admired her whatever is mine is yours philosophy and tried to emulate that trait.
I disarmed the alarm—truly something unnecessary up here—and Peter hopped into the passenger side and slammed the door. I was a little slower in getting in.
“It’s freezing.”
“Quit grousing.” I snickered. “This walk was your idea.”
“Don’t remind me.”
The engine turned over, but I needed to plug in the vehicle when we came home. Was supposed to go down to minus twenty-five. Probably a good thing we were taking our walk today. No way my SoCal man would venture out tomorrow. Jacking up the heater, I pulled out of our driveway and headed down the street. The place I was thinking of wasn’t far out of town. Bears were hibernating this time of year, and seeing other creatures was unlikely. Not that I’d say such a thing to Peter. He could handle a huge horse like nobody’s business, but bears terrified him.
Go figure.
“You spend a lot of time out there?”
A memory flashed. “Yeah, Luke and I went out there quite often. Sometimes his friends would join us, but just as often it was the two of us.”
“I’m sorry.” His words were quiet.
“They’re wonderful memories.” And they were. I grasped Peter’s hand. “I’m better at remembering the good times. Those remembrances don’t hurt as much as they used to.” Because of Peter. Admitting to Peter what had happened to me the night of my brother’s death had lessened my burden. I still planned to tell my parents, but my heart raced every time I thought of trying to. They never blamed me for Luke’s death, but I’d spent ten years blaming myself. Letting go of that guilt was hard. Even with the loving support of my husband.
Husband.
My heart still soared whenever I heard that word. I’d been in the closet when we met. Hell, so had he. A paparazzi outed us. Best thing that’d ever happened to me, although it didn’t seem so at the time. We played fake boyfriends at first, but later became an actual couple. Within days I’d known he was my soulmate, and I’d been the one to propose after we’d been together a mere month. An early autumn wedding meant we were now approaching our three-month anniversary. Wow, time was flying.
Pulling into the parking lot, I swung into a spot, yanked up the parking brake, then cut the engine. After patting Peter’s thigh, I hopped out.
He was much slower to get out.
“What’s taking so long, old man?”
Another growl.
He hated being reminded of the age difference. So I did it several times a week, in jest, of course, trying to desensitize him. We had yet to have our first proper fight. Not that I relished the idea. More that it was an inevitability. My parents loved each other, but even they bickered once and awhile.
We met at the front of the SUV and I held out my hand. He reciprocated. Better if it was skin to skin, but in deference to the weather, we’d keep our gloves on.
The path was well-used and the snow compact. Our winter boots made us well-prepared. A shiver ran through Peter and I yanked him close. “You sure you’re up for this?”
“They’ve offered me a film role that’ll shoot up in the Yukon in February. That’s near Alaska.”
As if I didn’t know that. My shoulders tensed. “When were you going to tell me?”
“The offer came in yesterday morning, just before we left for the airport. I meant to tell you on the plane but, honestly, I forgot.”
“Have you accepted?” Not that he owed me a vote, but it’d be nice if he’d consult me.
“Before talking to you?” His voice was incredulous. “Of course not. I told them I’d give them an answer after Christmas. I think I should turn it down.”
This would be the first role he’d taken since our marriage. I was done shooting VJ and hadn’t agreed to anything else for a while. I had planned on some alone time before… “Oh.”
“Yeah, oh.”
Now we were on the same wavelength. I hated the thought of him giving up this role, but we had bigger plans. The timing was off, so maybe it wasn’t meant to be.
I squeezed his hand. Could he feel that? Then he squeezed back, and I could breathe again.
As we ventured farther into the forest, the path narrowed. Would we see anyone today? Usually not, but I couldn’t be sure. As we passed a large tree, Peter tugged me off the path and into the snow. What…?
“Up against the tree. Face me.”
Oh, that tone. His bossy tone. His I mean business tone.
I obeyed and pressed myself against the tree. I flashed back to the scene this past summer in Whistler. He’d been fucking Cole Hamilton against a tree much like this one. Of course, it’d been a warm day with an entire film crew watching. But now? We were isolated, sure, but people might stroll by. And my cock was likely to shrivel if out for too long.
Peter grabbed my hands in one of his and held them above my head. The height difference meant he was straining against me, our bodies pressed together. When his erection pressed against my groin, my own sprang to life. With his other hand, he yanked my chin down and our mouths met. Joined. Fused. And like it always was, ferociousness reigned supreme. Soon I was pressing against him, seeking friction. Too much denim, goddamnit.
Then he released my hands.
“Keep them up.”
“Yes, Sir.” We didn’t have a BDSM relationship per se, but he loved it when I obeyed. And when it was my turn to flip the table, so to speak? He’d turn into a submissive partner, willing to relinquish control. Infrequently, though. I rarely felt the need to dominate, and he seldom felt the need to cede control.
“You have a smart mouth. If it wasn’t so fucking cold, I’d punish you for it.”
By filling it with his cock.
Damn, why did it have to be so chilly?
He yanked off his gloves and shoved them in his pocket.
Uh-oh, something was up. He made quick work of the button on my jeans and he deftly lowered my fly. His hand had only been out of the glove for mere moments, but it was bloody cold as it encircled my dick. I hissed out a breath. “Jesus.”
“Oh, you’ll be praying to a deity soon.”
Like that, was it? As he pumped my shaft, I did say a little prayer to God. Partly that it would be over soon. Partly that it would last forever. Mostly that we not have unexpected company.
“Kiss me.”
With pleasure. Our mouths fused again in a bruising kiss and it was only a matter of time. Electricity shot through me and my blood heated. He pressed his thumb against my slit and twisted in just the right way. Pulling back from the kiss, I gasped for air, needing to fill my lungs. The sharpness of the cold temperature plus my warm breath created a white puff.
I wanted to hold out. Really. But he commanded “come”, and I did. Spectacularly. I would’ve cried out if he hadn’t joined our mouths together again. He smothered and absorbed my shout of joy. When he pulled back, his sea-green eyes sparkled. I’d never get over their color. Stunning in their intensity, his pupils were blown and his irises were darker than normal.
“You’re amazing.” 
I was warm and glowing despite the weather. His praise always comforted me, especially when we were coming down after an orgasm.
“You haven’t…” I could barely get out the words.
“Blue balls never killed me.”
I laughed as I flashed back to the first morning of shooting on the film where we’d met. I’d sat on the ground to maintain the power imbalance while Peter and Cole had sat on chairs. I’d quipped something about blue balls and Peter had laughed. Making him laugh was one of my favorite things to do.
He slid his hand out of my underwear and gave me a quick nod.
I zipped myself up quickly. The cold air was in sharp contrast to my heated skin.
“Lick.”
I did, sucking on his fingers as I licked my cum. He’d taught me this. How to appreciate the taste. How to revel in the act's carnality. How to hang up my puritan notions and embrace my sexuality.
The crunching of snow jarred me out of my sexual haze. I glanced over Peter’s shoulder.
Two women rounded the corner on the path. Their steps faltered.
“Uh…” Words utterly failed me as my cheeks heated, undoubtedly turning scarlet. And if the ladies had been in any doubt of what we’d been doing, my flushing was confirmation of it.
“Lovely afternoon.” The taller woman with a blonde ponytail spoke. Her blue eyes sparkled with apparent amusement. She wasn’t wearing a hat.
That was crazy, was my incongruous thought.
“You gentlemen look like you’re enjoying the outdoors.” This comment came from the shorter woman with brown hair. Her brown eyes also showed good humor.
Peter subtly adjusted his jacket so it covered his erection. The erection that was soon to flag.
Or at least I hoped it would.
He turned to the women and let loose his megawatt smile. “My husband and I were just enjoying nature. I’m not from around here, so he was explaining about the different trees.”
Trees? Seriously? That was the best he could come up with?
“Yes, our trees are unique.” The blonde’s brow arched. “Where are you from, exactly? If you don’t mind me asking.”
“Not at all. Texas via Southern California.”
A nanosecond later the women exchanged glances.
Wait for it…
“Peter Erickson.” This time the brunette spoke.
“That’s the name my parents gave me.” He turned on the charm. “I would offer to shake hands…”
The blonde held up her hands. “No, we’re good.” She glanced down at the other woman. “This is my wife, Shelby. I’m Lark.”
“Two lovely names.” The line could’ve been cheesy, but somehow Peter pulled it off with no effort. “This is my husband, Thomas.”
Lark gave me an appraising look. “I was in the same grade as Luke. I remember you, but as you were then. Didn’t recognize you with the scruff.”
In other words, I had finally grown up.
She offered me a sympathetic smile. “I always liked your brother. He was one of the good guys. I was devastated when he died.”
My chest squeezed, the breath whooshing from my lungs. Say something. “Thanks. He was a great guy. I miss him every day.” Okay, so not too lame.
Peter looped his arm around my waist and gently pulled me toward him. Marking his territory by being protective. A classic move if ever there was one. Calm settled over me.
“We’re heading back into town.” Shelby inclined her head. “You gentlemen interested in getting a hot chocolate or coffee at Louie’s?”
Man, I was tempted. Louie’s made the best hot chocolate in all of Prince George. I looked down at Peter, meeting his gaze. He was giving me permission to decide one way or the other. He’d honor whatever decision I made.
A chance to talk with someone who knew Luke? A person outside of my family? We might mention Luke in passing, but we rarely had entire conversations about him. More than ten years on and it still felt raw. “Hot chocolate sounds delicious.”
Peter pressed a chaste kiss to my cheek. Unconditional support. He always had my back.
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