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Snow Sparks

As the snow blankets the majestic slopes of Grand Flurry Ski Resort just days before Christmas, two strangers find their lives unexpectedly intertwined. 

Nicholas Cringle, a charming but determined young businessman, arrives with a golden opportunity to take the reins of the family-owned resort—only to face fierce competition from his cunning cousin, Derk, who will stop at nothing to claim the title for himself. 

Into this icy rivalry steps Holly Winters, a spirited young woman seeking solace in the winter wonderland, unaware that her heart is about to be caught in the crossfire.

Sparks fly as Nicholas and Holly forge an instant connection amid the twinkling lights and crackling fireplaces of the lodge, but Derk’s jealousy threatens to derail their budding romance. 

With the holiday season amplifying the stakes, Nicholas must navigate betrayal, ambition, and unexpected love to secure his future—both at the resort and with Holly. 

Will the magic of Christmas melt the frost of rivalry, or will the slopes become a battleground for more than just skiing? 

Dive into this heartwarming tale of love, competition, and redemption set against a snowy backdrop that promises to warm even the coldest hearts.
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Christmas was my mother’s favorite time of year. 

This is dedicated to her; 

Love you, Mom. Merry Christmas, and keep singing those Christmas carols in heaven. 
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I want to thank my husband for always supporting my writing habit. 

I love you, Bob.  

I love my children and their children, and I hope the traditions I started, continue in their homes, long after I’m gone. 

Merry Christmas!!
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Holly Winters
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"Mother, we see the Bahamas every year." I stood in front of the mirror, trying on earrings. I had a date with Miles Holt tonight, and I wanted everything to be perfect. "I am tired of coming home with sand in everything. My birthday should be huge this year, and it should be someplace of my choosing, don't you think?" Mom sat on my bed, ignoring me, and picking off little balls of something or nothing at all. 

"Mom, I know you can hear me. You're only two feet away."

"Holly, I grew up in a place that always had snow during Christmas, and I swore I would never suffer another holiday in the cold. I find nothing wrong with lying on the beach and listening to the waves crash on the sand. 

"If you ask me, Christmas music should be banned from playing on any radio station until the week of Christmas."

"I haven't forgotten that you used to like it once. I remember going to Granny's house on Christmas Eve, having eggnog, and singing Christmas carols. You used to like singing, baking, and shopping until the very last moment. My last name is Winters, and you did name me Holly. What happened to turn you into such a scrooge?"

"You mean besides the accident your father had as he was trying to get home in time to celebrate with us?"

I spun around, hurried over to the bed, and sat next to her. "Mom, it's been ten years. I miss him too, but I think Tony is a wonderful man, and he treats you like a queen."

"Yes, he does, and unlike you, he understands why this month is so hard for me. Tony does everything he can to help me forget." My mother was still a beautiful woman at forty-six, with thick blonde hair and the same dark brown eyes I have. When she lost my dad, I didn't think she would ever smile again.

When she was first introduced to Tony, it was in the summertime, and they were inseparable. I spent a lot of time at my grandparent's house while they traveled. Tony had money and loved to spend it on my mom, and he still did. I sometimes thought she played on his sympathies to get her way. 

"Mom, Tony gives you the world, and I don't think he's as fond of the beach as you think he is."

"Why would you say that, Holly?"

"It was something he said to me last year. Have you ever asked him what he wants to do for the holidays? I didn't think so. Mom, you need to grow up and get past your need for attention and focus on Tony, or you may lose him too."

"Holly, that's an awful thing to say. You're just jealous because he doesn't treat you the same way he does, Jimmy."

"Jimmy is his son, Mom. Of course, he treats him differently, and I don't care. Jimmy and I were close when we were younger, but he's got other interests now, and he's moved on. You should too."

My mother stood up and headed toward the door. "Mom, I'm sorry. I loved Daddy too, and you know as well as I do that, he wouldn't want you to grieve forever. He always loved Christmas—you both did. I miss our family traditions, but do you know what I miss even more? I miss you, the way you used to be before Daddy died." 

"I don't want to talk about this anymore, Holly."

"Then, when Mom? We used to talk about everything, and now you're either too busy or have a headache. You used to wait on the couch when I got home from a date, and you couldn't wait to ask me all about them. Now, it seems you could care less."

"I do care, Holly." She turned back around, and I saw tears in her eyes. "I really shouldn't be saying anything yet, but..."

"But what?"

"I think you're right about Tony. After Christmas, he wants to separate."

"What?" I jumped up and hurried over and put my arms around my mom. "Mom, what happened?"

"I think he's found someone else."

"Do you have proof?"

"No, it's just a feeling. Holly, you need to finish getting ready for your date. I owe you a trip to the city to do some shopping. I'll wait up for you, and you can tell me all about your date with Miles."

"Mom, would it do any good if I spoke to Tony?"

"I've talked to him until I'm blue in the face." She stepped back and tugged at a lock of my hair. "You know, he's always thought of you as his own. Perhaps you should ask him if he would consider going elsewhere this year for our Christmas vacation. I think he'd listen to you before he would me." She turned around and left my room. 
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"Holly, what's with you?" We'd had a great dinner at LaRochelle, and then we drove around and looked at Christmas lights. Now we sat in the front seat of his car, overlooking the city, and he kept trying to kiss me. But I just couldn't get into it. 

I usually had a great time with Miles and enjoyed his attention, but I couldn't stop thinking about what Mom said to me while I was home. "Miles, I am sorry. I probably should have stayed home. My mom is going through a crisis, and I can't stop thinking about it."

"Do you know how much money I spent to make this night special? You always have an excuse when I want to get close. You know what, perhaps we should stop seeing each other. This relationship is going nowhere. I want to move onto the next step, and you never do."

"What's that supposed to mean? Did you think I would let you have sex with me after a fancy dinner and lights? Miles, we discussed this on our second date. I am saving myself for my wedding night."

He huffed. "I think you're lying. No one is a virgin at your age." He opened the door and climbed into the front seat. 

He turned around and jeered, "Grow up, Holly."

I stayed in the backseat and did my best not to show any emotions as he drove me home. He stopped in front of my house, and I hopped out. I watched as he sped away, and that's when I started to cry. 

"You big jerk." 

I don't know how long I stood there, but a pair of safe-feeling arms circled me and pulled me close. "What's wrong, little one?"

"Tony, why are you outside? Were you waiting up for me?"

"No. I was sitting on the porch swing thinking. You were too upset to notice me." He grew so quiet, and when he finally looked at me again, he was even more somber.

"I'm sure your mother already told you I asked her for a separation."

"She did earlier, but why? Tony, she adores you, and I thought you loved her too."

"Come and sit on the porch with me, Mikró, my little one." He took my hand and walked with me to the front porch. We sat on the bench seat together, and he wrapped his arms around me again. 

"Tell me why you are crying?"

"It's that stupid, Miles. He's been getting pushier lately. We initially discussed intimacy, and I told him my feelings about premarital anything, but I guess my wants no longer matter. Tonight he wanted to—you know, go further, and I told him no."

"Good girl, and if I ever see him at my door again, I will scold him. No one treats my girl like that."

"Tony, why do you want to leave my mom?"

"It's a long story, Holly. I've loved her from the first moment I laid eyes on her, and I still do, but something's changed. She's not the same person she once was, and I don't know what's wrong or how to fix it.

"Have you asked her?"

He chuckled. "You know your mother almost as well as I do. She's a stubborn woman who is very prideful, obstinate, and doesn't want to admit when something isn't perfect. I've given her the world, and she gave it back the first few years we were married. But now, she's almost indifferent toward me. 

"I love her so much, but she won't let me get close anymore. Holly, I shouldn't tell you this, but we haven't slept together in over six months."

"You're kidding? Then where are you sleeping?"

"That's not what I meant. We sleep in the same bed; it's just that we don't..."

"Have sex." 

"Yes, I mean no. No sex. She shuns my touch."

I thought about what he was saying, which gave me an idea. "Tony, she thinks you're seeing someone else. You aren't, are you?"

"My god, no. She told you that?"

"She did, just before my date with Miles. 

"Tony, it was right after I asked her if we could go somewhere besides the Bahamas for Christmas. I will be twenty-five this year and want to go somewhere other than the beach. I miss the snow, even if she doesn't. She said she would do whatever I wanted but only if you agreed."

"Where do you want to go, Holly?" 

"I've always wanted to learn how to snow ski. I will be twenty-five years old, and the only thing I know how to do is swim and surf."

"Surfing isn't a small feat, Little one. You must have somewhere in mind?"

"Not really, but I've heard the snow in Utah, and Colorado is fantastic. We can go somewhere with snow, which means cold weather, hot chocolate, and sitting in front of a fireplace and snuggling with your sweetheart. 

"Tony, if we could convince Mom to go, then maybe you could have another chance. You could keep her warm—cozy up in front of a blazing hearth after a long day skiing on the mountain. What do you think?"
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I called every one of my friends who'd gone with us to the Bahamas at one time or another. All of them declined but told me if we were returning to the beach, they'd jump on the chance to put their bikinis on and bake in the sun. 

My friend Jessica did say she would think about going to the ski resort, but I knew that would never happen. She was dating someone she called her, 'Mr. Right,' but I had seen him with other girls when Miles and I went out. 

Miles. That big jerk missed out on a great vacation. I hope Santa put him on the naughty list; he deserved a huge bucket of coal.

We would be leaving in a week. My mother was excited about our trip for the first time in a long time. I don't know what Tony told her, but it had worked. 

Today, Mom and I were going shopping for Christmas gifts and winter attire and then having a spa day together. Tony handed her one of his credit cards and told her there was no limit before pulling her close and kissing the pants off her. Not literally, of course. 

Way to go, Tony. 
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Chapter Two
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Nicholas Cringle
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"Nick, it won't be that bad." Mother continued our conversation from the kitchen. 

"Mom, that's easy for you to say. You don't have to live there, but I do." I kept reading the letter I'd received from J.D. Brinkley and Sons, my great uncle's lawyers. 

I didn't mind the snow when I was a little kid. Making snow forts and sledding were just a few of my favorite things to do. But I'd grown up, and I discovered I loved surfing. My buddies and I met yearly in Cabo during Christmas week and hung out on the beach. Besides that, we scuba-dived, partied, and observed the bikini-clad girls. It had become a yearly tradition, and if I decided to accept my great uncle's offer, I would miss going with them for the next five years. 

"Your uncle Christopher was such a nice man, and he adored you."

"Apparently, he adored Derk, too. Mom, the deal goes to him if I don't accept his offer. I wouldn't mind it so much if he weren't such an arrogant jerk."

"The two of you used to be so close. I don't know what happened between the two of you, and I don't care to, now. But it wouldn't hurt you to try and make amends. He is your cousin and the closest to you in age."

"Well, then you might like this next section." I began reading, 

A copy of this letter was also sent to 'Derk Poindexter (the second party). During the next thirty days, if Nicholas Saint Cringle (the first party) decides he doesn't want to follow the terms of the agreement, then Grand Flurry Resort, location Snow Bird, Utah, will be awarded to Derk Poindexter (the second party,) with the same stipulation. 

As written in the previous provisions, the property can be sold after five years of residency. 

Sincerely, John D. Brinkley, Attorney 

"My goodness. Christopher was a sneaky old bastard, wasn't he?" I hadn't heard my mom leave the kitchen, and now she stood behind me, reading the letter over my shoulder.

"Mother, what would father think if he heard you talk like that?"

"Well, it's not likely that he'll be home in time for the holidays this year, either." My father was still fighting the war in Syria. He was supposed to be home in August, but his orders were changed. 

"You never know, Mom. Maybe he'll surprise you and show up under the tree."

"Like that would ever happen. But I can cross my fingers. So my boy, what are you going to do?"

"That resort is probably worth a mint. We haven't been there in a while, but I remember it was large."

"We do have many great memories of that place. Nick, so take your time and choose wisely. The choice is yours, and I don't want to influence your decision, but if it were me..."

"I thought you weren't going to sway me. I'm meeting Ronny tonight. We were going to go over our plans for Cabo. Maybe he'll join me for some snow instead."

Mom chuckled. "Ronny will freeze to death in that snow. That boy needs some fattening up. Doesn't his mother cook?"

Mom started back toward the kitchen, and I caught up with her and hugged her from behind. "No one cooks as well as you do. Who will look after me while I'm there if I decide to go to the resort?"

I released her but followed her into her favorite room in the house. My mother went all out for the holidays. Everyone on the street got a Christmas plate full of cookies, candy, and a Christmas wish. If I left, she'd have to deliver them herself. 

I sure wish my dad were here.
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"Bro, are you kidding me? A ski resort, you? What are you waiting for?" Poor Ronny. If I left, he'd have almost no one else to hang out with. We met at work. I'd taken him under my wing when a particularly nasty woman, who I later discovered was the head of his department, wouldn't let him get past the door as she screamed profanities at him. 

Afterward, we referred to her as Cruella. She was fired after that incident, but her pets started harassing Ronny after she was given her walking papers. They lost their privileges and made damn sure he suffered for it. That was nearly ten years ago. 

What would Ronny do if I left?

"So, you'd take the offer if you were me?"

"What? Think of the opportunities. Not only will you be rich, but you'll also have an endless supply of the babes staying at the resort to choose from. A lesser man couldn't do it, take me for instance, but you... my friend, the possibilities are endless."

"It's not the beach."

"No, it's not, but still," Ronny smirked.

"The women will be completely dressed from head to toe."

"I would hope so; there's snow outside."

"Ronny, I’m saying they’ll be dressed all the time. No more bikinis."

He thought about what I said for a minute, then quirked a brow, "That's true, but it could work to your advantage. I'm sure every room comes with a fireplace. With you being the owner, you could find some lost snow bunny, freezing her little tail off, and offer her the warmth and comfort of your hospitality. Bro, I am so jealous."

I thought about what he said for a minute, then asked, "Does that mean you'll come with me?" 

"Hell no. Look at me. I would turn into a popsicle."

"That's almost exactly what my mom said."

"What?

"Never mind. Ronny, if I decide to do this, will you be—okay?" 

He stared at me for a few minutes before what I was saying hit him. "Don't stay on my account, Nick. Thanks to you, I do have other friends at work. Wait, I forgot to tell you about my conversation with Sandy."

"Sandy North?"

"No, Sandy Matthews. She's a foot shorter than me, with cropped brown hair, and—"

"Glasses? Go on; she's a cute girl."

"Cute? She's amazing. I've been crushing on her for weeks." Ronny got so excited when he spoke sometimes. He reminded me of how my mom acted when she was happy about something. 

"What did she say?"

"She wants to meet me for lunch one day when I return from Cabo."

"Way to go, Ronny." We high-fived, and then I slapped him on the back. "Do you need any pointers?"

"Who, from you?" He laughed, "Nick, when was the last time you dated anyone?"

If he only knew the truth. "It's been a while. I'm happy for you, buddy." It got quiet between us. I realized I might not see Ronny again for a long while if I went to Utah. Was he thinking the same thing?

"When are you leaving, Nick?"

"I have to leave next week to meet with the attorney."

"So you won't be there for our Cabo kick-off party."

"Nope. I'll be somewhere in Utah freezing my buns off." 

"Maybe I can talk to the rest of the guys and get something going before you go." Ronny swallowed, and I knew he was getting emotional. 

Hells bells, I was too. "That would be great." Before it got too awkward between us, I gestured at one of the wait staff to come to our table. "We're celebrating. Bring me a pitcher of beer and two mugs." I handed her my credit card, "Ronny, do you want to share some chicken wings?"

[image: A picture containing sitting, keyboard, mouse, table

Description automatically generated]

"Mom, if you change your mind, and decide to join me, let me know." I threw my arms around her and then forced down a huge lump stuck in my throat. I squeezed her hard. 

"Nicholas, you're going to break me."

"Sorry, I forget my strength sometimes." We both knew that wasn't true. I didn't want to let her go. 

"Have you heard anything from Dad?" He was another subject that might break me, but I had to know.

"No. I expect to hear from him any day now. He usually calls a few weeks before Christmas." She put her hand on my cheek, held it there for a few more seconds, then pinched it and let go.

"Ouch, why did you do that?"

"To give you a good reason for those tears I see in your eyes. I love you, Nicholas. I'm going to miss you like the dickens. By the way, I put a tin of my Christmas goodies in your larger bag. Make sure you send that one through security so someone else doesn't nab them."

"I will. I'm going to miss you."

She sniffled after I said that, and we hugged one more time. "I'll call you when I hear from your father. Nick, you be a good boy, and remember that I love you."

"How could I be anything but good? You raised me well, Mom. You and Dad both. It's too bad Derk's parents failed at their parenting skills. I'll be stuck with that conceited jerk for the next thirty days."

"Remember what I said, Nicholas."

"I know, be good. I will." I waved at her as I hurried outside and down the steps toward the taxi. 

"I love you, Son. Merry Christmas." That's all it took. I couldn't speak as I turned and waved back.

I climbed into the cab's back seat and ran my arm under my nose. "Will you take me to the airport, please?"
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Chapter Three
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Holly
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The Christmas music was in full bloom now. Everywhere we went, it was either Jingle Bells or White Christmas playing over the speakers. 

Naturally, my least favorite song got stuck in my head during our flight–Grandma Got Run Over By A Reindeer. What a terrible song. I remember the horror I felt as a young girl as our family sat around Granny's large kitchen table waiting for our Thanksgiving feast. 

My father was so handsome that day. He was every day but especially when he dressed up for special occasions. He loved the holidays...

"Douglas, will you see if you can find any Christmas music to listen to?"

"Sure, Mom." Dad turned the stereo to the Christmas music channel, and that song started playing. I cringed as everyone else laughed. 

After dinner, I hurried into the kitchen to help Granny do the dishes, and I apologized repeatedly. "Holly Bell, don't let it bother you. It's just a song. I'm sure it was written in good fun."

"Granny, I don't think it's fun at all."

"What's your favorite Christmas song, Holly? I don't think you've ever told me."

"Silent Night and Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairies are the ones I like best, but I have a few others that are special too."

"Whenever the grandma song comes on, sing your favorite along with it, so it doesn't get to you."

"Is everything okay, Holly?" Mom sat in between me and Tony. We could have sat in first class, but my mother never wanted me to be alone during the flights. They always let me sit by the window. 
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