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“Come on, you little brat…come on…” Olympia shifted her knees in the snow and shoved her coat sleeve as far up as it would go, which was only a few inches. Not enough to accomplish her goal. With a grunt, she pulled her arm out of the narrow opening between two paint starved pieces of wood, slipped off her coat and flung it away.

“I’m telling you, you better stop playing games and come out here this instant!”

She gave the warped door of the tool shed another tug. Still stuck. Heaving a frustrated breath, she jammed her arm back through the gap, scraping her skin from wrist to elbow. Extending her fingers as far as she could, she finally made contact with a soft ball of fur. 

Just a little more…. Her shoulder ached as she pressed into the wood, but she managed to move the kitten toward her with her fingertips until she was finally able to snatch it by the back of the neck.

“You have some nerve, mister,” she said in her sternest tone, as she raised the kitten into the daylight. “Are you trying to freeze to death?” 

He looked away, unrepentant. 

“That’s fine,” Olympia said, swiping clumps of snow with her free hand from the knees of her jeans. “You can have that attitude, but you’re going back in the house. Little hairball. Think you’d be grateful to have a warm home and plenty of food.”

She couldn’t help nestling him under her chin as she grabbed up her coat and trudged toward the house. 

“Mrs. Mayweather?”

Olympia spun to face a stranger standing in her driveway just steps from her backyard. The sudden movement caused the kitten to claw her chest in protest 

 “Sharon Mayweather?” the man asked.

She hadn’t heard anyone drive up, yet here he was, standing midway between her and a late model SUV. He was tall and broad shouldered, though it could mostly be the long wool coat that draped almost to the tops of his black-and-gray boots. His face was framed by a fur-lined hat with ear flaps. And what a face. Handsome and kind.

Blue eyes fixed on her, moving across her face. His lips were full and bent in a smile, and then parted slightly as he moved to speak. “Sorry if I scared you. Are you Mrs. Mayweather?”

 “Who wants to know?” 

The man came forward, hand outstretched, then seeing she didn’t have a free hand, dropped his. “I’m David Della Santina.”

The name sounded familiar. “But, who are you?” she asked, covering the kitten with her parka.

“I’m a reporter, with the Tribune.” 

There were like ten Tribunes in this area alone. She didn’t ask which, because she didn’t care. Why was a reporter looking for her mother? Olympia started for the house. 

Despite not having been issued an invitation, David’s boots followed behind hers, crunching the rock salt sprinkled over the path and back steps. Olympia quickened her pace, putting enough distance between them to get onto the back porch and close the storm door between them.

“As far as I know, my mother isn’t expecting any reporters,” she said through the window. 

“What’s that?” her mother called from the kitchen.

“Nothing, ma.”

“Mrs. Mayweather?” David yelled, pressing his face to the door. 

“Who is that?” 

Olympia groaned. “It’s a reporter.”

Sharon Mayweather walked out onto the back porch, pushing her short caramel-colored hair from her forehead and pulling her pink sweater close at the neck. “A reporter?”

Her mother stared at him through the thin glass pane, tapping her pointer finger to her chin as she tilted her head one way, then the other. “I see,” she said, finally.

Olympia looked at her mother. “Well, I don’t. What’s he want?”

“Did you ask him what he wants?”

“No, she didn’t,” David answered. “But, if you’d let me in, I can tell you.”

“Oh, no.” Olympia leaned through the back door to the kitchen, gently tossed the kitten in, and then pulled the door closed. “We’re not letting you into our home.”

David backed away from the steps and held up his hands. “I understand completely, you’re not going to take my word for it.” He reached into his back pocket and took out his wallet. “Here’s my driver’s license and my press ID,” he said, pulling cards from their designated slots and holding them up to the window. 

They looked legitimate to Olympia, but even if they hadn’t, it wouldn’t matter since her mother was already pushing open the metal door and moving aside to let him in. 

“How can I help you?” Sharon asked. 

Olympia opened the kitchen door, moving the kitten back with her foot before going in. She absolutely refused to go after that little hairball one more time—so she said every time he got out. 

When everyone was inside, Olympia hung her coat over the back of a chair and turned on the flame under the tea kettle. 

“Can I take your coat?” Her mother asked David with a glance at Olympia.

Olympia gave her mother a small smile. She didn’t mean to be rude; she was just distracted by the unusual circumstance.

“Would you like some tea? Hot chocolate?” Olympia offered.

David shrugged out of the coat. The wool, clearly not the source of the broad shoulders, she noted with some sort of internal discomfort. Well, not discomfort…more like unwelcome pleasure.

“Hot chocolate sounds fantastic,” he said, draping the coat over the chair and taking a seat beside her mother. “Thanks for inviting me in.” He aimed a smile at Mom, drawing one in response. 

Olympia joined them at the table. She couldn’t help noticing all those straight, white teeth, framed behind lips, smooth and appealing in their curved state. 

“So, what’s this all about?” she asked.

David looked back and forth between her and her mother. “Our office received a call about an unusual family tradition you all participate in annually, at Christmas. I’d like to learn more about it. If you’re willing,” he added hastily.

 Olympia groaned. “Seriously?” It was bad enough they had the locals mocking their tradition every year, but to have strangers privy to it was humiliating. Especially since she was the only sister not to be married off yet. 

Her mother’s brows rose, but she seemed more curious than surprised. “Do you know where the call came from?” 

Olympia thought that was a terrific question. No one in the town had gone to the media before. Why now? 

“I don’t know for sure,” David said. “Only that it was a woman.” 

Olympia narrowed her eyes. It was probably Kate Trudeau. She’d been poking fun at the Mayweather Quest as she called it, for years. Just last week, she’d stopped Olympia in the hardware store to wish her luck. She puffed out a breath, waiting for her mother to politely decline. 

The woman smiled gently, tapping her fingers on the plaid tablecloth as she considered. Finally, she opened her mouth. “What would you like to know?” 

The words took Olympia by surprise. “Mom, really? You’re going to tell him—”

“Mercy, Olympia, why not? We’re not hiding anything. It’s all in good fun.”

David turned to Olympia. “That’s a nice name.”

“All my girls’ names end in A,” her mother told him. “Aliza, Brinna, Helena and Olympia. They were all so beautiful when they were born that I ended all their names in ah.”

David chuckled and glanced at Olympia. “They’re still beautiful.”

Olympia sneered. It was hard to tell if this guy was sincere. He seemed to be, but reporters would do what was necessary to get a story, right? 

David twisted, reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small note pad and pen. “If you don’t mind…” he said, raising the items for their inspection. “How long has this tradition been a part of your family?”

“Oh, who knows,” Mom said. “It’s been going around at least as long as my great, great grandparents. Who knows before then? I suppose you could research it.”

“That’s what he’s doing now, Mom.” 

David smiled at her, then back at her mother. “And what specifically does this tradition entail? Are there certain guidelines, superstitions…?”

“Are you asking if we go through a blood ritual?” Olympia asked.

“Olympia, be nice,” her mother scolded. “It’s pretty straightforward,” she told David. “A Mayweather girl has to be somewhere where it’s snowing on Christmas Day, and if she meets a man under a Christmas snow, God blesses that union so that they’ll be together forever.” 

Olympia rolled her eyes. Not missed by David.

“I take it you don’t believe it,” he said.

“Olympia is my last single girl,” Sharon said. “So, we’re taking any edge we can.”

Olympia laughed. She did believe it—mostly—but didn’t want him to ridicule her. “I’m in no hurry to be married.”

“I know, dear, I know,” her mother said, patting Olympia’s hand. “It’s just wise to keep your options open.”

“Your other daughters were married this way?” David asked.

“God blessed two that way, yes; Aliza and Brinna.” 

“What about the other”—he glanced at his notes—“Helena.”

“We’re waiting to see how it turns out.” Her mother waited a beat before laughing. 

“So, where is your pursuit taking you this year?” David asked.

“Snow’s predicted in Duluth, Minnesota, so that’s where we’ll be.”

As they talked about where they would be staying, how long, etc., Olympia got up and made the hot chocolate. She was trying to take it in stride, after all, this was something special the family did every year, but now it didn’t feel right. She’d agreed to go to make her mom happy, but it wouldn’t be the same with none of her sisters participating. If she didn’t find a husband this year, there would be no one to deflect the attention. And now, having this stranger turn her family’s harmless fun into a blatant joke was irritating. 

She set a steaming mug in front of him and then took her seat.

“Thanks,” David said. “So, you fly out a few days before Christmas. Do you scope out the prospects, or just wing it and let destiny have its way?”

Unsure if he was trying to insult them, Olympia offered what she hoped would pass for a genuine chuckle. “It wouldn’t be much of a custom if it was based on searching out a husband ourselves, would it? What would be the point of going when we could do that at church, or the mall?”

David flipped a page in his pad and turned to Olympia directly. 

“Speaking of faith, would you say God is behind your mission to find a husband?”

His words forced her back in her seat. “I’m not on a mission. This isn’t a belief; it’s a legend, a game.”

He smiled. “But, you all take it seriously enough to travel to Minnesota, or wherever the snow is forecast.”

She didn’t like the turn this was taking and she had a feeling her expression said so. David’s smile disappeared.

“It’s a four hour drive, not a big deal,” she snapped.

“Three, the way you drive,” her mother said, shaking her head. “Mercy.”

Olympia ignored her. She felt herself getting upset but couldn’t stop it. “Some families spend Christmas in Tahiti, or South America, would you call that a religious quest?” 

David tapped his pencil on the top of the pad. “Sorry, I’m just trying to—”

“I know what you’re trying! To make my family look like a bunch of fools. Why don’t you come back on New Year’s when Ma dances naked around the mailbox so the fairies will bring her grandchildren!” She pushed back her chair and stormed from the kitchen.

Her mother called after her, but Olympia kept going, straight up to her room, where she resisted the urge to slam the door from its hinges. 

A half hour later, when Olympia’s black mood passed, she found her mother sitting alone in the living room, crocheting. Olympia sat on the couch, turned on the TV with the remote and flipped channels, not even noticing what was on. 

“Are we still going to Duluth?” her mother asked, after ten minutes.

Olympia sighed and nodded. It was the only mention of the scene in the kitchen. 
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David didn’t bother to unpack. He closed the room door, stuck the key in his pocket and strode down the short hall to the lobby and outside. It might have been nice to have a room on an upper floor facing Lake Superior, but the first floor was closest to the street, and the street was closest to the next street, and the next, which ultimately brought him to the street Olympia’s hotel was on. And she was all he was interested in viewing while he was here.

He’d thought of almost nothing but her since their first meeting a week and a half ago. The story itself compelled him, but the object of the story was nothing short of fascinating. Though she had the look of a fairy queen, with sun-ripened, honey-toned hair, simmering brown eyes and pale marble skin, he couldn’t imagine her relying on fables and superstition to find true love. She seemed too rational for that. 

He wondered what she’d say if he told her that she might as well consult a magic eight ball. The thought made him smile. 

A young woman walking up the block in the opposite direction smiled back. She looked vaguely familiar, but with her face barely visible, caught between a purple knit hat and a multi-colored scarf, he couldn’t make her out. He intended to keep walking, but felt something poke him in the left shoulder.

“Are you really going to keep going, like you don’t see me?”

The voice. Even if her face had been completely covered in wool trappings, he couldn’t miss that voice. Like raven song on karaoke night. How he’d found it pleasing all those years ago…. Then again, they hadn’t spent much time talking back then.

“Amy.” 

Amy Rodriguez—a short-term girlfriend when they’d worked their first newspaper job on the Boston Bugler. If memory served, she hadn’t been a lousy person, just a lousy girlfriend.

She threw her arms around him, patting him on the back with mittened hands. “What are you doing here?” she asked, stepping back, but keeping a hand on his arm.

“Working.” 

“Working? Oh! What do you do now?”

He didn’t know why the question bugged him so. Why would she assume he was no longer reporting?

“I’m working on a PI.”

She bounced once on the balls of her feet. “Really? You’re a private investigator? How exciting!”

“No.” He shook his head. “Not as a PI. On. Personal Interest. Story, for the paper.”

It seemed his memory was faulty, but watching her smile fade to polite interest jumpstarted it. Maybe she was a lousy person. She’d always had a way of making him feel bad about himself. Sleeping with his best friend’s father—the editor of the paper—hadn’t helped their relationship any.

“Are you still doing personal interest?” 

He nodded. Still. Like he should be infiltrating South American guerilla camps by now. He loved his job. He loved the people he met and the glimpses into the lives of people the rest of the world might never know. 

 “So, it was nice—”

“Aren’t you going to ask what I do?” she asked, moving in front of him to prevent his escape.

He already knew. Anything. But, he wouldn’t say it. “Sure.”

“I’m working on a story, too.” She paused, waiting for him to question her. “I’m doing a feature,” she said, finally. “For TV. It’s called Is Love a Christmas Miracle? I heard about this family who comes here every year to find husbands.”

David’s heart fell to his stomach; his blood drained to his feet. “Uh…wow. That sounds like something.” He forced his feet to move forward. Just one slow step.

“Yeah, it’s weird, huh? Some kind of funky ritual or something. I know where they’re staying, but I thought I’d get a little shopping in first.”

Amy fixed him with her hazel eyes and put on the sulky pout he remembered only too well. Some useful devices were timeless. But, they wouldn’t work on him.

“So, what’s your story about? Maybe we can help each other,” she suggested, batting her lashes. “I’m at the Radisson over on Superior, if you—”

“Um, nothing you’d be interested in. The uh…resurgence of caribou in the area.”

Her face went blank and before she could think of something to say, he turned and backed away from her. “As a matter of fact, I’m just going to meet my guide. We have a long night in the cold ahead. See ya.” 

He bumped into a passerby and quickly excused himself as he headed to Olympia’s hotel as fast as he could without breaking into a run. 

 

****

 

“You’ve got trouble.”

Olympia’s face must have registered pure shock when her head snapped up from her pancakes to find David Della Santina standing at her elbow. “What are you doing here?” she demanded, dropping her napkin beside her plate. 

“Your mother invited me.” David pulled out a chair next to her.

Infuriated, she grasped her fork like a weapon. “She wouldn’t do that. Why would she do that?”

 “You’ll have to ask her. Listen—” 

“Well, I didn’t invite you to sit with me.” 

He sat anyway. “You have trouble,” he repeated.

“What are you talking about?”

“I just ran into a reporter.”

“Did you swat him with a rolled up newspaper?”

David smirked. “Funny. No, and this one won’t go away no matter how much you swat her.”

“Her?”

“Trust me.”

There was something about the way he said that, that had the muscles in her jaw tightening. “Sounds like you know her well.”

“We used to date back in Boston.”

Olympia dropped the fork with a clatter and sat back, crossing her arms. There was an unpleasant jab just under her breastbone. “Isn’t that a coincidence?”

Unbuttoning his coat, David sighed. His face was pink, and she could feel the cold air emitting off his clothing.

“Let me guess, you’re going to share a by-line?”

“I didn’t know she was here,” David barked, causing more than one head to turn in his direction. “I haven’t even spoken to her in fifteen years. And I’m here to give you a heads up. She’s here to do a feature on you and your crazy Christmas husband round-up. She knows where you’re staying. Why would you register under your real names?”

Olympia’s chest tightened. “Because we’re not fugitives. We’re not hiding anything.”

“Finish your breakfast, and then let’s go. We don’t have much time.”

“I’m not going anywhere. Mom’s getting her nails done, and then we’re going shopping.” She picked up her fork to return to her meal, when a thought struck her. “And how do I know you’re not working together? Or that you’re using this other reporter as a threat to herd me toward you? She might not even exist.”

In a flash, he grabbed her by the hand, tugged her out of her seat and pulled her across the dining room.

“Where are we going?” She pulled back, but he didn’t release his grip until they reached the elevator. 

“Unless you want to be on TV, and I don’t think you do, we’re going to move you and your mom to another hotel under an assumed name.” He punched the elevator button. “And don’t tell anyone where you’re going or staying. If Amy knows you’re in town, there’s no telling who else knows.”

“Yes, I guess you guys all come out of the woodwork when you get a scent. Like rats.”

Even though he didn’t react, she regretted saying it.

“I think you’re being a little ridiculous,” Olympia said. “I seriously doubt anyone’s that interested in how I spend my holiday. It’s just fun, and games and you’re turning it into some kind of sport.”

He looked down at her, so long that her mouth started to go dry. So long that the elevator doors opened and were starting to close again. He stuck his arm through the narrowing gap and the doors sprung apart. 

Inside, he punched the button for her floor. She needed to have a talk with her mother. How could she ask him along without telling her?

“Hurry. Please,” he said, as she unlocked the door to her room.

Her mother wasn’t back yet, so Olympia moved around the room, gathering their things. 

“Here,” David said, handing her a blow dryer.

“That belongs to the room. Don’t try to help.”

“I’m trying to get us out of here quickly.”

She retrieved the few items she’d placed in the bathroom and tossed them on top of her suitcase which still stood half full in front of the closet. 

“So, is this a competitive edge thing?” she asked. “Don’t want another reporter to scoop you?”

He chuckled. She hadn’t expected him to and the surprise of it, combined with the tone of the sound, caused her to stop and stare at him. She already knew his face so well. Over the last week, she’d looked him up online, read all his articles, his bio, social media pages. She’d started to feel a little like a stalker, but looking into his incredible blue eyes now, allayed that fear. Who could not want to see more of him? It was perfectly normal.

“Is something wrong?” he asked.

Oh boy. How long had she been staring? “Uh, just wondering when my mom will be done.” 

“You should call her.”

“You know, you didn’t even ask if we want to move to another hotel.”

David shrugged. “Trust me, it’s for the best.”

“You don’t know that. In the future, I’d like to be asked.”

David took two steps in her direction until he was close enough to touch. “All right. What would you like to do?” 

She rubbed a hand over the back of her neck, meaning to look indifferent, while actually trying to see if she was as warm as she felt. She was. 

“I’m…just going to see if I missed anything.”

Olympia took her mother’s suitcase from the floor of the closet and stood it beside hers, unzipping the top only far enough to squeeze in the few items she’d found. Why did she feel this uncomfortable around David? It wasn’t like her to let anyone get under her skin so much, yet he’d done it from the moment they’d met. Even when he wasn’t present!

David took out his cellphone and dialed a number. Olympia stood, hands on hips as he tried, unsuccessfully to get them a room. 

“What?” He sat on the bed.

“You’re doing it again.”

He raised his brows, seemingly with no idea what she was talking about.

“You’re making decisions for me again. Shouldn’t I have a say where we go?”

 His mouth opened, but rather than speak, he handed her the phone.

She looked down at it, then handed it back. “I don’t know where to call.”

With a smug smile, David returned to his hunt for a room while Olympia called her mom and explained the situation.
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It was no coincidence that the only available room was in his homey, Victorian inn on the fringe of town. He carried the bags to their room, down the hall from his. He should probably feel a little guilty for pretending to call other hotels, only to have them “booked solid,” but he didn’t. He had a logical reason for wanting Olympia close by. And others that weren’t logical at all.

Yes, he had a better shot at running interference if he saw Amy nosing around, but, more than that, he felt better being near Olympia. He’d only met her once, and been in her tumultuous company for far too short a time, but it was enough to burn her image in his mind, to make him want to get to know her better.

What kind of woman was so straightforward and grounded, yet believed in fairytales? Yes, she tried to make him think this Christmas mission was just harmless fun, but he sensed she wanted it to be true. Hoped it was. He smiled at her back as she opened the door. Who wouldn’t be intrigued by a woman like this?

“Thank you, David, for going to this trouble,” Sharon said, unbuttoning her coat. “This place is charming. I can’t believe there was a room to be had here.”

He set the bags in front of the bed. “It was my pleasure, Mr. and Mrs. Darby.”

Sharon giggled. “Using fake names was smart, but, mercy, I would never have thought to use Mr. and Mrs.” 

“Yes, he’s nothing if not clever,” Olympia said. 

David ignored the sarcasm. “I’m going to take a walk and pick up a few last minute gifts. I guess I’ll be seeing you ladies around town later.”

“You should come with us,” Sharon said. “That’s what we were going to do after my creative gift bow class.” 

“Maybe,” Olympia added.

OK, if she wanted to be difficult about it, he would accommodate her. “Great. And while we’re out you can show me just how you go about catching a man. Is there special bait? Or liquor involved?”

Olympia shook her head, slow. It put him in mind of the water being sucked away from the beach before a tidal wave hits.

“You’re not going to be flapping your notebook around asking us questions.”

“No. I wouldn’t want to chase off any prospects,” David replied, trying to keep the humor from his voice. “But, what do you do once you’re out there? You ride a wedding float covered in flowers down Main Street? Gallop through the town on horseback waving a veil, asking if there are any takers? What?”

“You’re an idiot,” she said, then turned to her mother. “I’m not going anywhere he’s going to be. And right now, I’m going for a walk. Let me know when your class is over.”

David laughed outright the moment the door was closed at her back. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Mayweather, I can’t resist teasing her.”

She smiled. “Is that so? And it’s Sharon.”

“I don’t know what it is about her,” he confessed. “She just gets so fired up.”

“You must bring it out in her,” Sharon said. “She’s actually quite an even-tempered girl.” 

He’d have to witness that for himself.

“If you got to know her, you’d see she’s a loving, caring—”

“You don’t have to sell me, M—Sharon,” David said, backing toward the door. “I’m already sold.”

 

****

 

The May Inn adorned the crest of May Avenue like a blue shuttered jewel, and from its wide wrap-around porch, David spotted Olympia marching down the hill. He called out to her, but rather than quicken her pace as he anticipated, she waited for him. 

“Mind if I walk with you?” 

She didn’t answer, but started walking, slowly. 

“It really is cold.” 

Still no reply. 

“It feels like snow.”

Olympia turned to narrow her gaze at him. “Yes.”

He withheld the chuckle. And walked on with her fifty yards or so before speaking. “It’s a quiet town, huh?” He looked straight ahead to where Duluth lay sprawled before them, its gray water snatching whatever menial light the cloudy sky doled out, and then casting it right back.

She gave a non-committal lift of a shoulder. “It’ll pick up tonight, when you can see the lights better.”

He watched her as she lifted her head and drew in a long breath. A tiny curve of her lips told him she was having a pleasant thought. He wanted to know what it was. He wanted to know all her thoughts. She was an interesting girl, that was for sure. In their brief association, he found her sincere, and accommodating, albeit reluctantly so. And unlike many of the women he’d known, Olympia had no ulterior motives. He knew she was looking for a husband, but she wasn’t looking for it to be him.

That thought gave him a hollow feeling he couldn’t explain. Why couldn’t it be him? He was considered a catch by some very knowledgeable women, as well as their discerning mothers. A gust of wind smacked him in the face. Right, he was being stupid. He wasn’t looking for a wife. Just a story, about a quirky family.

A plump woman stepped out of a house along the way, sweeping the dirt from her porch into the whirling air. “Merry Christmas!” she called to them, and went back inside, closing her bewreathed door against the chill.

It was brief and random, but it seemed to brighten Olympia’s spirits, and she started to chat, making idle conversation about the state of the properties and roads in this part of town, and whether he would attend the fish fry dinner she’d heard about. They walked toward the Aerial Lift Bridge, taking their time, since they had no place special to be. 

 

****

 

“Do you have brothers or sisters?” Olympia asked.

“Three sisters. All younger.”

She smirked. “Ah, I should have known.”

“What do you mean?”

“You seem very patient. Three sisters can do that to you. Believe me, I know.” 

He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess. Especially since they’re all so much younger than I am. I’ve got nine years on the oldest. And after my father died, I had no choice but to learn patience. Someone had to spend time with them, keep them in line, while Ma was working.”

At hearing his words overflow with affection for his family, Olympia couldn’t help the smile that spread. There really was so much more to this man than she’d originally believed. 

“So, did they make you play dress up and have tea parties?” 

“No.” He stopped, facing her. “I did it because I wanted to. It was so much fun letting them paint my face with green eye shadow and that pink stuff, and wrap me from head to toe in scarves. I especially loved when half my football team showed up at my house on ballet movie night.”

Even as her laughter broke forth, her heart gave a pull in his direction. She had to stop her feet before they followed. His laughter erupted with hers until she had to wipe her eyes in order to see. And what she saw before her was a good man. A sweet man. A man she could fall for.

That thought prompted her to start back down the hill. She felt his gaze, but wasn’t ready to meet it yet. Best if she just faced forward and tried to get some distance between herself and this uncomfortable, light-headed, out of control feeling that had suddenly come upon her. 

But, he fell in step beside her. 

“Did I say something wrong?” he asked.

She shook her head quickly. “No. It’s nothing—it’s cold, that’s all.”

It really was. Olympia tugged the zipper of her parka up the last centimeter. The only real defense against this kind of cold was to avoid it completely.

“Let’s stop in here,” David suggested, when they came upon a small corner craft store. 

“Taking up crafting?”

“You never know what kinds of odds and ends will make interesting gifts.” He pulled the door open, his arm forming an arch for her to walk under.

 

****

 

The immediate warmth was heaven, caressing his face. By the time he removed his gloves and opened his coat, Olympia was already Ooing and Ahing over items on a shelf beside the register. 

“You like to shop?” he asked.

“This is adorable!” 

Flashing him a dazzling smile, she held up a metal coffee pot overflowing with purple flowers and tiny green vines. He didn’t know if it was adorable, but she was, with her chocolate eyes excited and twinkling, her face pink from the cold, and that wonderful mouth bent with glee. Why had he not noticed before how full her lips were? 

He thought it would be wonderful to taste her. And suddenly he was. The contact took them both by surprise, and for the space of several second, Olympia didn’t move. Then, he felt the pot at his back and her other hand pressed against his waist as her lips moved beneath his. 

By the time he realized they were standing in the middle of a store, the kiss had gone from cautious sampling, to eager exploration. And it wasn’t just on his part. A soft sound emerged from her throat and he pulled her closer. David suddenly wanted to see how far she would let it go. 

And he might have gone on kissing her, if not for the laughter behind them.

“Oh, my, would you look at this?” said a woman approaching from the back of the store. 

She was short and thin, with large, almond eyes in a rectangular face. Her smile was warm and bright as she passed them and moved behind the counter. 

“Forget all those people who don’t like public displays of affection.” She waved a dismissive hand. “When you’re in love you should show it for everyone to see.” 

David thought for sure Olympia would correct the sales clerk, but did no more than touch the back of her fingers to her lips. Deciding not to press his luck, he returned the woman’s smile and wandered off to search the shelves and tables. But despite the distance, his heart refused to return to its normal tempo.

Thirty minutes later, David and Olympia bid farewell to the clerk and the shelter of her cozy store. Despite an appealing array of items to choose from, neither purchased a thing. Considering what knick knacks might suit which person on his Christmas list was beyond him right now, when he wasn’t able to think of anything except Olympia.

He imagined—hoped—it was the same for her. She had been pretty quiet inside, and was more so now, with her coat once again cranked to her chin, and her scarf wrapped around half her face. He wondered if he should bring up their kiss. Not mentioning it seemed to give it more weight, and he was feeling crushed beneath it. 

Just when he was about to speak, Olympia stopped and turned to him.

“You’re a really good kisser.” 

The statement set him back a bit. Was it possible the brutal wind blowing through his ears made him think she’d just said he was a good kisser?

“Um, thanks. So are you,” he said.

“That being said, I didn’t tell you to kiss me, and I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t do it again. How would that look?” 

She turned to continue her walk, but he stepped in front of her, halting her on the sidewalk. 

“You mean in front of any men you might be trying to impress?”

Olympia rolled her eyes. “That’s not what I said. But…yeah, I suppose.”

He lifted a hand, let it drop. “OK. I’ll try to look like I’m not interested in you.”

She looked confused, like she was going to giggle, but wasn’t sure why. 

“Except, I am interested in you,” he clarified. “But, I know this is serious business to you, looking for a husband, so I’ll try not to interfere.”

Olympia scowled at him. 

“What about him?” David pointed to a rotund man chipping ice at the end of his driveway. “He probably likes to eat well, so I hope you can cook.” A moment later, a woman joined him, spreading rock salt. “Oh, well, too bad, he’s taken.”

“Stop it,” Olympia said.

But David had spotted another hopeful, a graying man with unfastened boots walking an old cocker spaniel. “He likes dogs. That’s good, right?” Then, he snapped his fingers. “Ooo, right, you’re a cat person. Let’s see if we can find a cat guy.”

With a final huff, she started to walk away. 

“No, wait.” He took hold of her arm. “Please don’t go. I’m sorry.”

 

****

 

Olympia glared at him.

“You have to understand this sounds pretty weird to me. To most people,” David said. 

Olympia opened her mouth to rebut, but he was right. “I know how it looks to other people,” she said. “But, this tradition has been in my family as far back as anyone can remember and for some reason it seems to work.” Who was he to question how God worked in the Mayweather family? Last she checked, God was still God and could move in any way He pleased.

David released her and rested his forearm against the doorjamb of a drug store. “It’s just a little hard to believe in legend. I need facts. Do you have any proof? Some documentation that shows your ancestors met this way? Not just around Christmas, or in the snow, but in a Christmas snow?”

Olympia faced him fully, folding her arms over her chest. “As a matter of fact, my mother has letters my great grandmother wrote. And my own mother’s word for it.”

She met his eyes steadily, daring him to refute her mother. 

He pursed his lips, considering. “I’d like to see those letters, if you don’t mind.”

“Yes, I do mind. You’re just out to make a mockery of my family’s history.”

“No. I’m not. I’m following a unique story that people will find interesting.”

Olympia spun on her heel. “I can’t believe you’re even here!” 

David caught up to her after only a few steps, but she yanked her arm out of reach. “Stop touching me! You’re just making everything worse. You and your reporter girlfriend. You’re putting everyone on edge and probably chasing away any potential husbands.”

Wow, that sounded weird, even to her. He was making her doubt her own family history. And where had that girlfriend thing come from? She couldn’t care less if he had a girlfriend. Though if he did, he shouldn’t have kissed her like that.

“It could have just the opposite effect,” David said. “More men might come out of the woodwork if there’s a little attention. And some men like the competition.” He shifted his stance. “And if the legend is true, it’s unstoppable. You’ll bag a husband if we’re here or not.”

“I’m not hunting,” she snapped, and stalked away. 

She knew he was behind her all the way to Lake Place Park, but refused to acknowledge him. When she stopped at a vendor’s for a bag of roasted chestnuts, and he offered to pay, she dug quickly into her wallet and thrust the money at the clerk before David could. Then she stuffed the bag in her oversized coat pocket, no longer hungry.

This whole situation had gotten way out of hand. She didn’t even know why she was here. When her oldest sister, Aliza, was old enough to think about marriage, the family had laughingly packed up the station wagon and driven to Houlton, Maine, where the snow was predicted to fall that year. And even that had been a joke. Until she’d met her husband. 

Always the romantic, Brinna had followed suit. She’d been so sure of meeting Mr. Right that she’d had Aunt Ruth make her wedding gown the July prior. And meet him she did. Right here in Duluth, in front of the one hundred, twenty foot fake Christmas tree. 

Olympia could see the towering spectacle from here. She imagined herself climbing to the top, swatting away wedding bouquets fired at her from small planes, like Kong right before his tragic death. 

When she let out a perturbed sigh, the warm stream cut a path through the icy air, before becoming one with it. She wasn’t thinking seriously about marriage. Or, hadn’t been, until she’d met David. He was a stranger, so it wasn’t as if she fantasized about walking down the aisle with him, but he was just the type of man she would pick for herself.

Handsome and smart, with a sense of humor. Though it was often at her expense, she had to admit he was quick. But, her first impression of him had been of a kind man. He was. She might have accused him of being duplicitous, but she knew in her heart he couldn’t be. Not if he tried. 

The pull to turn and meet his eyes was growing stronger with each minute, but she stubbornly held her face to the relentless wind whipping off the water. At this rate, her cheeks and forehead would be frostbitten. 

When she couldn’t take it any longer, she turned, pretending to notice a piece of lint on her shoulder. Head lowered, she covertly scanned the passersby until she found him. Arm in arm with a red-head. Walking away. 

Stunned, and hurt, Olympia sucked in a breath, watching as they disappeared out of the park and out of sight.
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“You ladies care for some breakfast?” David asked when Sharon opened the door at eight-thirty.

Sharon smiled. “I’m game, but Olympia’s already gone.”

“Oh. Gone where?”

“She met a nice young man last night, and he asked her to breakfast.”

A fiery ball hit him in the pit of his stomach. “She’s out? With a guy?”

Sharon stepped back inside and grabbed her room key from the counter. “That’s why she came, right?”

Though her tone was cheerful, something in her eyes gave him pause. “So, was she out late?”

Sharon shrugged and slipped the key in the back pocket of her khakis. “I have no idea. She phoned to say she was at a movie, but I went to bed pretty early.”

His mind demanded answers. Were there signs she’d come in at all? Where is this guy from? Is he a local? Just a stranger passing through?

He pasted on his best fake smile and moved aside to let Sharon out. “Just you and me, then.”

David spotted Olympia the second he came down the stairs. She was sitting in the dining room looking all fresh and bright. And she wasn’t alone. So, she’d brought him back to the inn for breakfast? That was strange. Unless, he was staying here as well. In which case, they might have been together all night. David’s gut clenched. He wouldn’t believe Olympia could do anything sordid with a man she’d just met, but an all-night date gave plenty of time to learn if one was spouse material.

He avoided Olympia’s eyes when she spotted him. Sharon waved. 

“Mom, I want you to meet Todd,” she said, when they were all seated.

Todd? Really?

David offered his hand to his lanky competition across the table. “David. Friend of the family.”

Todd took his hand, unmoved by David’s excessive grip. 

“Todd. Good to meet you.”

Well, he seemed polite enough. David didn’t trust him. Sharon, too, was more standoffish than he’d seen her. Pleasant, but not quite right.

Mr. Purdy, the innkeeper, greeted them and went back into the kitchen to make some more of those amazing smelling blueberry waffles as they engaged in small talk. After a round of comments about the food and the weather, Olympia leaned toward Todd, though addressed David.

“Sorry your girlfriend couldn’t join us,” she said.

Sharon’s head pivoted to David. “Girlfriend?”

“Ex,” he corrected, sending a long look to Olympia. 

“Oh. She lives here in town?” Sharon asked.

David’s eyes narrowed before facing Sharon. “No. She’s here on business.”

“Ask him what business,” Olympia suggested.

“Are you sure you want to do that?” David asked, tipping his chin toward Todd.

He gripped his napkin tighter when she placed a hand over Todd’s on the table. 

“I have no secrets from Todd. He knows why I’m here.” She lifted her chin, daring him to defy her.

“That’s great,” David said, keeping his voice level. “And he knows where you’re staying. That’s beautiful.”

“I’m sure by now your ex knows where I’m staying, too.” 

That was it. He couldn’t sit here another second. “Excuse me.” David surged to his feet and left the dining room.

By the time he went to his room for his coat and then stepped back down into the foyer, the dining room was abandoned. And Sharon was waiting for him, dressed in her coat, scarf and gloves.

“I’m going for a walk. Care to join me?” she asked. 

He’d been going to walk anyway. Might as well have some company.

 

****

 

“Mercy, what a cold morning.”

David gave Sharon a sidelong glance. “You like that word a lot, huh? Mercy?” 

“One of my favorites,” Sharon answered. “Where would any of us be without God’s mercy?”

True. It seemed the woman who’d called the paper liked that word too, according to the girl who had taken the message. He walked silently beside her for another half a block and then stopped, causing her to pull up short beside him.

“Why did you call the paper?”

Sharon’s mouth flapped open. 

“I know it was you, so don’t bother lying,” David said.

He’d only just pieced it together this morning, after wracking his brain trying to figure out why a mother would overlook her daughter’s obvious distress in being followed around by a reporter, for the sake of a family legend. Unless she truly believed it herself. Or she was getting something out of it. Since he didn’t take Sharon for a heartless, selfish woman, there had to be more to it.

When he’d seen her reaction to Todd, it only added to the puzzle. She was no happier than he had been to see that Olympia had met a man, possibly her future mate. Wasn’t that why she was here? Yet, David noticed she seemed in good spirits when he and Olympia were together, even if they were sniping at one another.

Sharon’s brow furrowed. She sighed. “I want Olympia to find happiness, start her own life. Have a husband, and children. Before I’m not around to see it.”

A terrible thought dropped into David’s head. He took her coat by the sleeve. “You’re not…something’s not wrong…?”

It took her a second to catch on; then she laid a hand over his heart. “Oh, no! No, I’m not dying, nothing like that.”

His relief was swift and genuine. He had become very fond of Sharon Mayweather in their short association. “Then why the rush?”

She started walking, assuming he would keep pace. He didn’t need to be a reporter to tell something was bothering her. 

“You can trust me, Sharon. I won’t say anything, whatever it is.”

Her lips tightened in a grim line. She quickened her step and then suddenly stopped. Looking around, she led him across the street toward the park, not speaking until they were seated on a white bench.

It was probably only twenty-five degrees today, but with the wind skipping off the lake and funneling through the narrow gouge of roadway, it felt more like twenty-five below. Sharon didn’t seem to notice, focused as she was on her imminent confession.

“I met someone,” she said, looking down at her gloved hands, twisting in her lap.

“Excuse me?”

She took a short breath and met his eyes. “I’ve been seeing him for about a year now. He lives in the next town over from us. Olympia doesn’t know.”

David shifted on the cold wood. He wasn’t sure he wanted to hear this. 

“At first I thought it was too soon to date, you know, with my husband being gone only a few years. But, there’s something about Bill. He’s so patient, and considerate, and we have so many of the same interests,” she said, reaching over to squeeze David’s hand. “I started to come alive again. And…I fell in love.”

He smiled. “Is that all?”

But, Sharon didn’t smile. She reunited her hand with its mate to wring nervously in her lap once more. “I don’t want Olympia to be upset. She’s fiercely loyal.”

David patted her hand. “Come on, she’ll understand that her father is gone and you have to move on. It’s not as if she’s a child and you’re asking her to accept a stepdad.”

But, Sharon was already shaking her head. “I’m not worried about her accepting him. It’s about her letting me go. She’s so protective of me, and that’s not just since her father died. I think she’s always seen me as a soft, vulnerable feather-head that she has to keep shielded from the world.”

“I’m sure she doesn’t think of you as a feather-head,” David said.

“The truth is, she’s the one who’s vulnerable. She puts up that strong exterior, but…. I don’t know how she’ll react if I tell her about Bill and the plans we have. I don’t want to leave her alone, unfulfilled….” 

She giggled. “So, I phoned the paper. I hoped to get some exposure, you know, increase the odds of her finding someone.”

“Isn’t that cheating?”

“That’s wisdom,” she argued. “Anyway, that’s just a safety net in case my first plan fell through.”

“Your first plan,” he repeated.

“I asked for you specifically.” 

His brows arched. 

“Turns out I know your Aunt Lorraine,” she said. “We’ve been friends for years, but not the talk about everything in our lives every time we see each other kind, more the, hey, let’s get together for bingo and a movie kind. One night we went to the diner and walked past the newspaper rack, and there you were. Someone had read the paper already and folded it out instead of in—you should be on the front page, by the way.”

She smiled, calling forth the dimples on either side of her mouth. Olympia had them too. 

“Mercy, Lorraine just gushed over your photo, told me all about you and how proud she is of you, though she doesn’t see you nearly as much as she’d like. She told me how you were nursing a broken heart after finding out your fiancé didn’t want children. You were right to break it off with her.” 

“She told you all that, huh?”

“And the way she described you—intelligent, sweet, real father material. And while she was talking, bells were going off. It just seemed right, you know? I figured if you met Olympia …put you right under her nose…. It all came together in my head and made perfect sense.”

“Your sinister plan?”

Now she frowned. “It didn’t seem sinister at the time. I thought the worst that could happen was if you didn’t hit it off, no harm done. But, when I met you and saw you were just as Lorraine described, I knew you’d be perfect with my daughter. And I see how you look at her.”

David cleared his throat. 

“But, now I can see my plan might be affecting you both in a negative way. And if your fiancé’s in town and you’re thinking of getting back together—”

“No. Definitely not. She’s a reporter, and she’s been looking for you. She found me yesterday and I led her away before she could find your daughter and badger her. Apparently, Olympia thinks…. It doesn’t matter.” 

His shoulders slumped. How had he gotten into this drama?

“You care for her.”

Sharon’s smile told him she meant Olympia. He couldn’t deny it.

“Anyway, I’m back to wondering if I’m just being selfish,” Sharon told him.

David shook his head. “You’re not being selfish for wanting to be happy. You can’t just give up Bill and—”

“Give up?” she interrupted. “Who said anything about giving Bill up? I’m in love. I’m keeping him. He wants to get married.” Her spine stiffened and she turned her face into the wind. “I’m going to tell Olympia the truth.”

“Then what?”

Tears filled her eyes. “That’s the thing. I don’t want to leave her alone. I don’t want her to feel I’ve abandoned her.”

“Hey, it’s the next town, right?” 

Sharon shook her head. “One of the things he and I have in common is archeology.”

“Really?” Interesting.

“Yes. It was my major in college. Then I met my husband.”

“And everything was put on hold,” he finished for her.

“Bill is going on a dig in Queensland in February. He’s asked me to go. To move there. Permanently. It’s where his family is from.”

He couldn’t help wondering if once again she was giving something up for a man, but kept his mouth shut. She’d obviously given this more thought than he had.

“And we’ll visit at least once a year, at Christmastime, of course.”

They sat in companionable silence, taking in the scenery, he sifting the details of the conversation through his brain. He’d seen firsthand how protective Olympia could be with her mother. No doubt she would question Bill’s intentions. But, he couldn’t see her putting her own happiness ahead of Sharon’s. Still….

“Don’t tell her.”

Sharon turned to David. “What?”

“Don’t tell Olympia about your plans yet.” 

Sharon moved to speak but David stood, pulling her to her feet. “If you tell her, she’ll just assume I knew about it from the start and my motives…how I feel…. Let’s let this Christmas quest play out. It’s only one more day. Anything can happen.”

Sharon’s face relaxed, her reluctance fading to relief. 

“But, I need a favor,” he said.

“Anything.”

She tucked her arm through his and they half walked, half jogged out of the park.
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Waiting for her mother at Bentleyville Castle in Bayfront Festival Park, Olympia sniffed the air. It smelled like snow. Not that it mattered. It was only Christmas Eve, and anything that fell now didn’t count toward her finding a husband. She laughed inwardly, shaking her head at how silly it sounded even in her thoughts. 

But, could her sisters’ experiences and those of so many family members before, be merely coincidence? She didn’t believe superstitions were from God—breaking mirrors, black cats under ladders—but this didn’t fall under that category as so many claimed. Only He knew His plans for the Mayweather women and how He wanted to handle them.

But, she was feeling discouraged, and when that happened, her logic tried to take command. Year after year of disappointment should be enough to prove to her that it was all just plain nonsense. Maybe there was no destiny at play here, no Divine intervention. Just a lonely woman who wanted to be wanted. Who wanted fairytales to be true and heroes to be real.

That didn’t change the fact that she was here, at her mother’s suggestion, braving the cold to mingle and be seen by eligible men. She might have laughed if she wasn’t afraid it would turn to hysterics. Before her irrational tears could freeze in her tear ducts, she cupped her gloved hands over her eyes. If anything should be able to disprove the tradition, it was the fact that she’d met David almost two weeks ago, and he was the one she wanted. At least she thought she did. She could just be seeing him through the stress of finding Mr. Right. Maybe he didn’t kiss as great as she thought, either.

Maybe she should give Todd another shot. She’d met him last night at a late showing of “It’s a Wonderful Life”. Two people alone, deciding to sit together in a movie. She should have known something was wrong. A man that good-looking didn’t go to the movies alone.

But, he’d cleared it up when they’d met for breakfast this morning and he’d told her about his forty cats. Forty cats! And he kept them at forty. When one died, he replaced it. Her reflexive shiver had nothing to do with the temperature and reminded her why she would not give him another shot.

“Olympia!”

Olympia put on her game face and turned toward the sound of her mother’s voice, where she was depositing two new, unwrapped toys in the Toys for Tots box. Her mother hurried over, smiling as they linked arms, and walked through a multicolored tunnel of lights.

It always surprised her how many people came out in frigid weather to see twinkling lights, though she enjoyed Dinosaur Land and the other displays as much as everyone else. And, it was worth risking hypothermia to see a twelve-story steel tree flash, blink and strobe to Christmas music. People applauded after every song. Finally, when the second cup of hot chocolate had turned cool in her system, and no man had done more than glance in her direction, she’d had enough. She was about to tell her mother she was heading back to the inn, when she heard them.

“I think that’s her.” 

“It’s not.”

Olympia turned to the source of the ferocious whispering behind her, two girls about seventeen years old. One girl elbowed the other, trying not to move her lips as she spoke.

“Ask her.” 

The other girl cleared her throat. “Are you that woman who’s looking for a husband?”

Olympia fisted her hands on her hips. “What business is that of yours?”

The girl sniggered, and started to walk away, murmuring to her companion. “She’s never gonna get a husband with an attitude like that.” 

“Who cares? We know where she is, and that’s fifty bucks.”

“I’m sorry,” her mother said, watching the girls hurry off.

They were on their way to sell her out, Olympia would wager, as hot tears scorched her cold cheeks. Blinking them back, she moved as quickly as she could toward the street with her mother in pursuit. What a fiasco.

 

****

 

At one a.m., David was still awake, thinking of Olympia. He’d watched her at the Christmas display, from a distance, only moving closer whenever he saw a man noticing her. Twice he’d intercepted by bumping the man, apologizing, and starting an inane conversation, giving her time to blend into the crowd. Once, he threatened a man outright to “take your eyes off my wife.” Fortunately, the man shrugged and moved away without another word.

And then there had been Amy to deal with. No sooner had he seen Olympia hurry off to the inn, than Amy had trotted up in the company of two teenagers, searching frantically through the crowd. He’d thrown her completely off track by pretending to seek Olympia himself and informing her that he’d spotted the want-to-be-bride wandering off in the opposite direction.

Staring out the window from his place on the bed, David watched the first flake float past. Three inches were predicted for this Christmas Day, confirming to Olympia that it was destined she discover her mate today. And he was determined she would.

 

****

 

Olympia rose early, threw back the covers and dashed to the window like a kid expecting to find a new bike under the tree. But, instead of a shiny bike, her perfect gift would be lots of white, wispy snow drifting, swirling and blowing. 

There was snow. But, to her disappointment, not one flake was falling. It had come overnight and she’d missed it. How could this be? The forecast had called for snow on Christmas! She checked the weather on her phone. Three inches were reported to have fallen, but no more expected until late tomorrow night.

Her sigh rose up from her feet and emptied into the quiet room. Her mother stirred and rolled over, but slept on.

Well, if this didn’t cinch the idea that her hopes had been foolish fantasy, nothing did. There would be no final shot to run into the man of her dreams as she sculpted a snowman in the park. No chance of trudging through a blizzard and stumbling upon him on his way to the coffee shop. She’d already slept through her final chance.

Feeling like a fool, she got dressed and went downstairs, slowing when she passed David’s room. Her heart gave a peculiar lurch when she thought, for just a second, how nice it would be to kiss him again. To have him hold her again, like he had in the craft store. All this other Christmas…stuff, couldn’t compare to that feeling. And strange as it seemed, she wished he felt the same way. 

She went outside and kicked a small drift of snow from the porch, swiping it with her hand as well before she sat. The view from here was absolutely lovely, with the entire town and everything in it draped in shimmering white. A new beginning. That’s how she would face this day, not as the loss of a dream until next year, but as a new chance to put fables behind her and look forward to whatever God had planned for her.

That determined, she smiled.

The jingle bells on the door wreath tinkled, and she leaned back to see who else was up so early.

David. Great. Come to gloat. But, she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.

“Hey, look at me, I haven’t found a husband,” she said, opening her palms, annoyed at her self-criticism. 

David took a gulp of the bracing air and smiled down at her as he pulled a piece of paper from his pocket and unfolded it. “One of your sisters emailed this to me. It’s a copy of one of your grandmother’s letters explaining the tradition.”

Olympia shook her head, refusing to take the paper. “I don’t care about the stupid tradition. I’m staying grounded in the real world. Facts only, from now on.”

David pursed his lips then stuffed the paper back in his pocket. “Fair enough.” He walked past her to stand on the steps facing her. “Well, I’ll tell you this…it’s a fact that having fun is good for you. Come on.”

Despite her confusion, she went with him down the steps and to the front yard, where he promptly lifted her into his arms and then plopped her on her butt in the snow. 

Startled, she could only open her mouth in silent protest. Long enough for him to drop down in the snow beside her, about six feet away. 

“Are you crazy!” she asked, finding her voice.

“Possibly. Now lay down.” He wagged his finger at her when she tried to protest further. “When’s the last time you made a snow angel?”

That quieted her, long enough to be delighted. The last time she’d made a snow angel? She’d probably been eleven. Maybe younger. 

Olympia lay back in the snow, the bulk of her parka pushing up and forming a small wall around her face. She patted it down to look over at David who was already spreading his arms and legs in wide arcs. She laughed out loud and did the same. 

A moment later, David scooted toward her. Raised on his elbow, his other hand came up to caress her cheek. The look on his face took her breath away as his clear, blue eyes captured hers. 

“The tradition says if the boy kisses the girl in a Christmas snow, she’ll be a happy bride all her days,” he said, his voice a husky whisper.

She wanted to roll her eyes, to exhibit disbelief. But, it sounded so right. She swallowed the lump in her throat. “It’s not snowing.”

He shook his head. “It doesn’t say it has to be snowing, it just says in a Christmas snow. And since this came down after midnight, it qualifies.”

“But—”

“Would you just shut up and kiss me?” He lowered his head and then paused. “Hey, if it’ll make you feel better….” 

David grabbed a handful of snow and tossed it into the air, the powdery flakes fluttering over them as his lips came down on hers. 

Olympia poured all she had into this kiss. All her emotion, her wishes and hopes, and she received from David all he gave. She could feel his passion and caring, his intent to make her believe that he was the one for her. The only one. And she did. 

He kissed her breathless in the biting air. Though the ground was cold, her body flowed with warmth. She had no desire to stop kissing him. Ever. But, slowly, he parted from her, his eyes darkening, his brows pulled together.

“But, you’ve decided to live in reality, not trust in fables,” David said. 

Olympia sucked in a breath.

“So here’s reality. First, I know it seems a little crazy, we barely know each other, but I want you. I believe you’re the woman I’m supposed to be with, no matter how it came to be.”

Olympia’s heart soared.

“Second, I come from a long line of happily-ever-after, and my family tradition says that when you find the one you’re meant to be with, you cherish her as long as you live.” 

Tears stung her eyes, but she smiled. “That sounds like a fairytale, not reality.”

He smiled. “That is my new reality. You’ve made a believer out of me.”
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for purchasing this White Rose Publishing title. For other inspirational stories, please visit our on-line bookstore at www.pelicanbookgroup.com.
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May God’s glory shine through 

this inspirational work of fiction.
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