
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Christmas in Copenhagen
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Chapter 1: A Winter to Remember
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Snowflakes danced lazily from the gray Scandinavian sky, settling on cobblestone streets and gaslit windows. Copenhagen at Christmas was magical—tiny lights twinkling on every building, the scent of cinnamon and roasted almonds drifting from street stalls, and the soft hum of Christmas carols echoing through the old city.

For Adrian Clarke, Copenhagen had always been a city of work and routine. A consultant for international businesses, he traveled constantly, rarely staying in one place long enough to feel the heartbeat of a city. But this year was different.

Adrian had arrived a week before Christmas, sent to help a boutique hotel reorganize their holiday program. The thought of spending the festive season surrounded by strangers, in a city whose charm he had only glimpsed in passing, made him tense. Yet beneath the anxiety, he felt a spark of anticipation—an inexplicable pull that maybe this Christmas could be different.

And then there was Lukas Jensen.

Tall, warm-eyed, and impossibly easy to talk to, Lukas worked at the hotel’s front desk, guiding guests with quiet confidence and an infectious smile. There was something about him—something in the way he handled chaos with patience, or how he laughed even when a snowstorm trapped visitors in the lobby—that made Adrian feel like the world had slowed down, if only for a moment.

Adrian hadn’t planned to let anyone close this Christmas. But Copenhagen had a way of changing plans. Its narrow streets and cozy cafés, the smell of pastries warming cold fingers, and the glow of candles in every window seemed to whisper that maybe, just maybe, magic was real.

And for the first time in years, Adrian felt a little spark of hope—hope for warmth, hope for connection, and perhaps, hope for love.

This Christmas in Copenhagen promised more than twinkling lights and festive cheer. It promised a story neither Adrian nor Lukas would forget.
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Chapter 2: Snowflakes and First Meetings
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Adrian pulled his coat tighter around his shoulders as he stepped out onto the street, the chill of Copenhagen’s winter biting at his cheeks. Snow had fallen overnight, leaving a pristine layer over cobblestones and benches. The city smelled of roasting almonds, fresh bread, and pine from the decorated trees lining the squares.

He glanced at the hotel entrance across the street. The staff moved efficiently, but something about the bustle today felt different—lighter, warmer. Maybe it was the holiday decorations, or maybe it was the person standing just inside the lobby, greeting guests with a smile that seemed to reach all the way to Adrian’s chest.
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