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A SNOWSTORM. A HANDSOME soldier. And a deserted cabin...

Single-mom Meghan Jones is heading home to finish last-minute Christmas preparations with her five-year-old daughter. Major Trent Harrison is returning to town to say goodbye to his father. When a sudden snowstorm leaves them both stranded, heated animosity between them quickly turns into a night of sizzling passion.

Two strangers become intimate lovers as two lonely people find one another at Christmas in this steamy romance.

Heat things up tonight! Christmas with a Soldier is a sexy, steamy romance novella.
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I SIGHED AS I SAW THE black Jeep blocking the narrow road in front of me. Its hazard lights were flashing, blinking a warm yellow, but it was hard to see much else with the snow quickly falling. The sudden storm had come out of nowhere, and I hoped it would quickly pass so that I could make it home in time for dinner. My five-year-old daughter Hannah was staying at my parents’ house this afternoon while I finished my Christmas shopping, and I’d promised her a special evening. We had plans to bake Christmas cookies, decorate our tree, and watch some of our favorite holiday movies. 

I’d planned to pick her up by four o’clock, and it was already three 3:30 p.m. now. The sudden snowfall, plus whatever was causing the delay in front of me, was already throwing a wrench in my plans.

I turned down the Christmas music playing on my stereo, trying to concentrate as I navigated the slippery road. Should I drive around the Jeep? Pull up behind it and find out what was going on? If the bridge up ahead was icy, I wouldn’t have much chance of getting by either. If there was an accident blocking access, then I really would be in trouble. 

It would take a couple of hours to navigate the winding country roads back out to the freeway and approach town from another direction. I could always abandon my car and trek through the woods, finding a spot where the creek was narrow enough to cross, and make my way back to the road leading into town. I’d have to call someone to pick me up though, and I didn’t really want my parents driving out with Hannah to come get me in this weather.

Finally deciding that it would be better just to stop and see what was going on, I gently applied the brakes. My car slid even as it slowed down, and I felt the anti-lock brakes pumping beneath my foot. The noise and motion of it startled me, and I let my foot up ever so slightly, causing my car to slide right into the Jeep.

“Damn it,” I muttered to myself.

My car’s bumper had barely grazed the Jeep’s, and I doubted there was any damage, but now I was going to have to get out in the cold to look at it with the other driver. I pulled the key from the ignition and wrapped my red scarf around my neck. Glancing in the rearview mirror, I ran a hand through my long blonde hair, which hung just past my shoulders. My cheeks were flushed from the heat I had cranked up in the car, and my blue eyes were wide and alert.

The brisk air bit into me as I stepped outside, and despite the snow still falling, I could tell that it was starting to slightly let up. A few snowflakes landed in my hair, and I brushed them off. I stomped my brown leather boots on the ground, looking at the imprint the sole left on the thin layer of snow, and zipped up my black down jacket as I walked toward the Jeep.

As I approached the vehicle, I saw that despite the hazard lights being left on, no one was actually inside.

That’s strange.

Maybe they had car trouble and had started walking on foot when no other cars came by. I looked up into the distance, and my heart fell as I saw the reason they hadn’t been able to continue: a large tree had fallen across the bridge, blocking access in both directions.

I really would have to walk through the woods if I wanted to get home to Hannah at a reasonable hour.

I was just getting ready to head back to my car to grab my cell phone when I noticed a man walking toward me from the bridge. He was pushing through some of the branches of the fallen tree, apparently on his way back after attempting in vain to get by.

I assumed he was the missing owner of the Jeep and stood there watching as he approached. He was wearing fatigues and black combat boots and looked to be at least six feet tall. With broad shoulders and an athletic frame, I could tell that he was in excellent shape. His dark hair was cropped in the standard military fashion, and his chiseled face was set in hard lines as he gazed at me.

I wondered if he noticed that my car had slid into his and suddenly felt myself flushing. Nothing like explaining to a handsome stranger that I’d accidently rear-ended him in the icy conditions.

“You better turn around; the bridge is out,” he called out to me in a gruff voice.

A few snow flurries continued to fall, and he shook his head, brushing the snow off himself as he approached.

“I know, I just noticed. I was actually looking for you though because I accidentally rear-ended your Jeep.”

He walked the remaining twenty feet to where I stood, his dark brown eyes narrowing. “You’ve got to be kidding me. As if I needed another problem today.” He brushed past me, walking over instead to inspect where our car fenders connected.

I awkwardly stepped back, letting him examine the damage. “I’m really sorry,” I said. “I slowed down, and the anti-lock brakes came on, and I got a little startled by the whole thing.”

“You’re not supposed to pump the brakes,” he said exasperatedly.

“I didn’t. I mean, I’m sorry, but I don’t think there’s any damage.”

He continued looking at his vehicle and then finally fixed his dark eyes on me. He had dark stubble covering his face, like he hadn’t shaved this morning, and his eyes looked a little tired despite the harshness in them. His mouth was set in a firm line, and I couldn’t quite tell if he was angry or just indifferent.

There were no military bases near our small town, and I wondered why he was wearing fatigues. Was he here on official business? Or maybe just visiting someone? 

He finally seemed to realize that he hadn’t responded to me, and he cleared his throat. “Look, just forget about it. I’ve got enough on my mind without dealing with you, too.”

I narrowed my eyes slightly, taken aback, confusion flickering across my face.

Dealing with me, too? What a jerk.

It’s not like I’d intended to get into a car accident this afternoon. And it’s not my fault that he’d stopped and abandoned his car in the middle of the road. If he wanted to go check out the bridge, he should have at least pulled off the road first.

“Whatever,” I said, holding my hands up in defeat. I turned back to my car, and as he stepped away, a piece of paper fluttered to the ground.

He walked off in such haste that he was already pulling open his door as I bent down to retrieve it. “Hey!” I called out after him.

“What?” he snapped, turning back to me.

I instinctively stepped back, the paper still in my hand.

“Where did you get that?” he asked angrily.

“You just dropped it,” I replied, looking warily at him.

He walked back over, this time stopping directly in front of me. He was six foot two and towered over my small frame. My eyes ran up over his broad chest and shoulders, memorized the lines of his strong jaw, and eventually met his gaze. 

Although his eyes seemed to soften slightly as he took in my expression, I started to feel slightly concerned. Although this road led back to town, there were no other cars in sight. Of course, no one could come from the opposite direction, leaving town, with the tree blocking the bridge. There could be a whole traffic jam on the other side of it for all I knew. 

I was stranded out here with a complete stranger, one who seemed to be a bit of a jerk at that—a handsome jerk, but not that it mattered. I needed to get going and didn’t want to waste another minute figuring out what his problem was.

“Here,” I said, thrusting the paper at him without even glancing at it. “Have a nice life.” I turned and walked back to my car, angrily climbing inside the driver’s seat.

I watched as he shoved the paper in his pocket and walked away. “What a jerk,” I muttered to myself. 

I grabbed my cell phone from the dashboard and realized that I didn’t have any reception.

Great, just great.

The sensible thing to do would be to turn around and drive to the highway. I’d certainly get reception from there, and I could call my parents and tell them I’d be there to pick up Hannah in a couple of hours. I hated the idea of disappointing Hannah, though. She’d so been looking forward to our evening together.

I could just pull off the road and leave my car here, take a quick twenty-minute hike through the woods, then call someone to pick me up when I reached the road from the other side of the creek. Hannah and I could still have our mother/daughter evening together, and I could come back to retrieve my car tomorrow.

Deciding the latter would be my plan, I quickly gathered a few of my things and stuffed them into my backpack. I’d leave the Christmas presents that I’d purchased in my trunk, but some of the things I’d picked up for Hannah and me to use tonight made it into my pile of what to bring with me: sugar cookies, frosting, and sprinkles for our cookie decorating; a tin of chocolate shavings for making our special homemade hot cocoa, and candy canes that we’d use when decorating our tree. I tossed in a bottle of water and finally added my small purse, which contained my wallet and cell phone.
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