
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


New Year’s Kiss
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Chapter 1: Snowy Arrival
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Bridgit tugged their scarf tighter around their neck as the wind whipped through the streets, scattering freshly fallen snowflakes across the city sidewalk. Every step left a crisp imprint on the white carpet, each one a reminder that this was new—new city, new apartment, new job. Even the bright holiday lights strung along storefronts felt different here, as if the city had dressed itself for a party Bridgit hadn’t been invited to yet.

They paused for a moment outside a corner café, watching the steam rise from the warm drinks displayed behind the glass. The smell of cinnamon and coffee wrapped around them like a gentle hug, and for a fleeting second, Bridgit imagined stepping inside, letting the warmth soak through the chill in their bones. But the apartment was still unpacked, the boxes stacked like silent, patient judges in the living room, and the thought of leaving them behind even for a half-hour seemed indulgent.

Still, they lingered, sipping in the scene. A small bell chimed as the door opened, and a rush of warmth and laughter spilled out into the street. Bridgit watched as a young woman in a bright red coat and a beanie with a pom-pom on top exited the café, holding a cup that was clearly too big for her hands. Her hair, a riot of curls, tumbled around her shoulders, catching the glow of the fairy lights strung above. She bumped slightly into a passerby, laughing and apologizing in a voice that was both melodic and mischievous.

Bridgit couldn’t help but smile. The city had been intimidating until now, but there was something alive in moments like this. Something inviting.

And then the universe, it seemed, decided to push things along.

The woman—Izzy, as Bridgit would later learn—tripped slightly over a patch of ice. Bridgit’s reflexes were faster than they realized. “Hey, watch out!” they called, stepping forward just in time to catch her elbow.

Izzy looked up, eyes wide, then recognition flickered into amusement. “Oh, thanks! I swear this city is trying to eat me.” Her voice carried warmth and humor, like she wasn’t just talking to Bridgit, but drawing them into a little bubble where only the two of them existed.

Bridgit’s mouth opened, then closed. They weren’t usually this forward. But the way Izzy’s curls bounced when she laughed, the way her eyes sparkled even in the dim streetlight, it was disarming. “It looks... slippery,” Bridgit said finally, voice a little breathless. “I mean, city sidewalks, winter... hazard warning everywhere.”

“I think I’m good now,” Izzy said, brushing snow off her coat with an exaggerated flourish. “But thanks for the rescue, random stranger.” She tilted her head, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “I’m Izzy.”

“Bridgit,” they replied, shaking her gloved hand. Their own gloves were too thick, making the handshake awkward, but somehow it felt right.

“Well, Bridgit, nice to meet you,” Izzy said, stepping back and spinning slightly, almost like a performer acknowledging applause. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

Bridgit shook their head, the corners of their mouth lifting despite the cold. “Just moved in. New job, new city, trying not to get eaten by icy sidewalks.”

Izzy laughed, a sound that seemed to echo through the quiet street like music. “Welcome to the chaos, then. You picked a... festive time to arrive, I’ll give you that. Nothing like snow and holiday lights to make you feel both excited and completely lost.”

Bridgit’s chest warmed despite the cold. There was something magnetic about Izzy—the way she spoke without pretense, the way her laughter lingered like a trail of perfume. “Yeah, it’s... a lot.”

Izzy’s eyes softened. “Don’t worry. You’ll find your rhythm. Cities have a funny way of welcoming you when you least expect it.” She paused, sipping from her coffee cup as if considering something. “Actually, there’s a little holiday market a few blocks from here. If you’re not busy, maybe you want to check it out? It’s cheesy, I promise, but fun.”

Bridgit blinked, taken aback. It was bold—strangers didn’t usually invite strangers anywhere. But something about Izzy’s energy made it feel safe, as if the invitation wasn’t just casual, but genuine. “Uh... sure,” they said, surprising themselves. “I mean... I could use a break from... moving boxes and apartment chaos.”

“Perfect,” Izzy said, eyes lighting up. “Follow me. I promise not to let the city eat you.”

And with that, she started walking, turning back to make sure Bridgit followed. They fell into step side by side, the air between them light but charged with something Bridgit couldn’t name yet. Conversation started hesitantly—where they were from, what brought them to the city, favorite winter drinks—but soon it flowed easily, punctuated by laughter, shared observations, and teasing glances.

The market was everything Bridgit had imagined: twinkling lights strung over booths selling hot cocoa, handmade ornaments, and winter treats that smelled like cinnamon and sugar. Children ran past, their cheeks flushed pink, parents calling after them, laughter ringing through the crisp night air. It was chaotic, warm, and alive—the city in its festive heartbeat.

Izzy guided Bridgit through the stalls, picking up small ornaments, offering samples of roasted chestnuts, pointing out the booth with the “best hot cocoa in the city.” Bridgit couldn’t stop smiling. The nerves they had felt about moving, about being alone in a new place, began to melt away under the warmth of Izzy’s company and the glow of the lights.

At one point, a small dog in a tiny sweater darted past them, chasing a ribbon. Bridgit laughed, stepping aside just in time, and Izzy grabbed their arm to steady them. “See? See how chaotic it is? And somehow... magical.”

Bridgit looked at her, and for a moment, the whole city seemed to fall away. The snow, the lights, the music—they all faded into a blur around Izzy’s smile. And something fluttered in their chest, a new feeling that was equal parts nervous and exhilarating.

“Thanks,” Bridgit said quietly. “For... leading me through this chaos.”

Izzy tilted her head, quirking an eyebrow. “For letting me? Or for surviving my city tour?”

Bridgit laughed, a little breathless, and shook their head. “Both, I guess.”

As the night deepened, and the snow continued to fall softly around them, Bridgit realized that maybe moving here wasn’t just about starting a new job or a new life—it might also be the start of something entirely unexpected. Something that made their chest tighten and their heart race whenever Izzy laughed or reached out to steady them.

And though they didn’t know it yet, the snowflakes swirling around them were more than just winter’s magic. They were a quiet herald of the sparks that had just begun to ignite—sparks that would lead to laughter, shared secrets, and maybe, just maybe, a New Year’s kiss.

For the first time in a long while, Bridgit felt that maybe, just maybe, this city wasn’t so intimidating after all.
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Chapter 2: Holiday Hustle
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The city had a rhythm all its own, and Bridgit was still trying to find the beat. Every morning felt like a trial: navigating streets crowded with last-minute holiday shoppers, buses that seemed to arrive exactly when they were least convenient, and the constant glare of store windows overflowing with blinking lights and glitter.

Bridgit clutched their tote bag tighter, juggling a map, a coffee, and a sense of rising panic. They had promised themselves they would embrace the city’s chaos, but the reality was... exhausting. There were a hundred little decisions to make every day, each one more stressful than the last: which route to take to avoid construction, which subway line wouldn’t smell vaguely of burnt coffee, whether they had remembered to bring their umbrella despite the snow clearing overnight.

“New city, new chaos,” Bridgit muttered under their breath, slipping on the icy patch of sidewalk and catching themselves against a lamppost. They exhaled, fogging the air around their face. At least no one had seen that, right?

Of course, the universe—or perhaps just fate—didn’t agree.

“Hey! Watch your step!”

Bridgit looked up to see a familiar voice, cheerful and teasing, slicing through the bustle. They blinked. It couldn’t be... could it?

Izzy.

She was balancing a clipboard in one hand and a travel mug in the other, weaving expertly through the crowd as if she owned every sidewalk in the city. Her curls peeked out from under a knit cap, and her bright scarf was tucked neatly into her coat. She looked... perfect, and yet effortlessly chaotic, like the city itself had taken human form.

“Izzy,” Bridgit said, a mix of relief and embarrassment in their voice. “I... uh, didn’t expect to run into you.”

Izzy grinned, setting the clipboard under her arm and giving Bridgit a little mock salute. “Small city,” she said. “Or maybe it’s fate. Probably fate. Or luck. You know how the universe works.” She bounced on the balls of her feet, then looked down at the clipboard. “Speaking of fate—or chaos—I’m running late for my event planning gig. And by gig, I mean orchestrating a small holiday miracle.”
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