
  
    [image: I'll Be Home For Christmas]
  


  
    
      I'LL BE HOME FOR CHRISTMAS

      
        COMING HOME FOR CHRISTMAS

        BOOK ONE

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        SYLVIA MCDANIEL

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Virtual Bookseller]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Coming Home for Christmas

      

        

      
        I’ll Be Home for Christmas

        White Christmas

        Santa’s Baby

        All I Want For Christmas

        Box Set

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        A Christmas Miracle in the Snow — Love Comes to the Rescue

      

      

      
        
        Going home for Christmas, Olivia Miller's life takes a sudden, unexpected turn. Stranded in a desolate snowstorm, she's left reeling from a string of losses - her job, her fiance, and now her car. But just when she thought her world couldn't get any colder, rancher Lucas Peterson appears like a guardian angel, rescuing her from the icy clutches of winter.

      

        

      
        Lucas, too, is grappling with his own solitary Christmas, haunted by the tragic loss of his parents. As they find themselves drawn together by the forced proximity of the snowstorm, their connection ignites with a passion that defies reason - an insta-love that warms the coldest of hearts.

      

        

      
        In this heartwarming holiday tale, Olivia and Lucas discover that sometimes, when life strands you in the snow, it can also lead you to unexpected love and the true meaning of Christmas. Will their love melt away the icy remnants of their pasts and create a new beginning filled with hope, love, and the promise of a brighter future?
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      As Olivia Miller drove along the highway, the night hurled snow like Mother Nature spewed the white stuff.

      The blizzard warnings were right. The wind howled, blowing her little hatchback all over the road while big flakes smacked the windshield like tiny snowballs. What was she doing out in this mess?

      Music blared on the radio, and Olivia cringed at the Christmas carol that filled her car, asking for presents, snow, and mistletoe. Mother Nature was delivering on the snow.

      “I’ll be in Hell for Christmas,” she sang, changing the words, tears flowing down her cheeks as she thought about her miserable life.

      This day couldn’t get much worse.

      The holiday season was supposed to be a beautiful, happy time. A time of love and family, and damn it, this was going to be the worst Christmas ever.

      Trying to watch the road, she wiped at the tears that had not stopped flowing since she’d left Billings.  She’d waited until the last minute to leave, waiting around for the big jerk since he promised to go with her. And now she was on the road to Whitefish later than she planned. The storm they’d been predicting was upon her. In the dark, she watched as the snowflakes flew in the headlights, the wind shoving from lane to lane, her windshield wipers working overtime to remove snow.

      Her sleigh was struggling, and she wasn’t feeling jolly, merry, or bright.

      For the first time in years, her mother had issued a demand that the family gather at Christmastime for an important announcement, and she’d thought that she and the jerk would be the center of that revelation.

      In her mind, she’d dreamed of an engagement ring and a happily ever after with him, asking her in front of her family. Only the dream was a nightmare, and she’d been the only one thinking of a pledge to marry. Not the big jerk.

      The only disclosure she’d be making would be that she was still single and alone. That the man she’d thought was Mr. Right was actually Mr. All Wrong. Mr. All Wrong was caught in bed with his coworker. Even now, her eyes had a hard time unseeing the two of them entwined together, naked.

      And then there was a second life-changing event that had come completely out of the blue, taking her by surprise.

      The only thing that could be worse would be if she were pregnant. Thank goodness she’d been on the pill. Especially now.

      Somewhere her life had taken a wrong turn, and she’d found herself on a road she didn’t know how to navigate. Until today, she’d thought that everything was going great. Then life imploded, and everything that could go wrong did, including the job she loved.

      Fired.

      So what was the family message if not her engagement? She’d not been home since she graduated from college. Time seemed to have gotten away from her, and she’d been focused on the asshole and being the best at her career.

      So much for the job and the man she loved.

      This was not the first time she’d found a boyfriend cheating on her. What was wrong with her that she seemed to choose men who couldn’t keep their dick in their pants?

      With a sigh, she wondered how her sisters would react to the news that, once again, she was on her own. Once again, she’d caught her man in bed with someone else. She doubted her siblings ever had problems in regard to men. Especially Amelia, the golden girl.

      One of the reasons she avoided going home was that she knew she’d have to deal with her sisters. Why the urgency for the family to spend Christmas together? They’d grown up, and once they reached college, they had become disconnected. By choice.

      And now the twins would be there. The favored girls. No, not the oldest woman, but two girls that could do no wrong. Amelia’s life was always perfect. Head cheerleader, valedictorian, Mensa member, and scholarship winner.

      Now a lawyer.

      The family super achiever who probably had never broken a nail, and her hair and makeup were always perfect, and the world awaited her like a queen with her subjects. Bow down to Her Highness.

      And Emma was a carbon copy, though she was the introverted twin. Still a super achiever, Emma kept her accomplishments more on the down-low compared to Amelia’s shouting from the rooftops. A nurse in the NICU unit, she helped to save babies.

      Olivia…she just plodded along, thinking everything was fine, and then she discovered the truth. And nothing was right. None of her decisions, her career, everything gone to hell.

      No one would ever call her an overachiever. And she doubted her sisters had ever been fired from their jobs.

      The snow was beginning to pile up on the road, and the few cars that had been on the highway suddenly disappeared. It was just her and a truck that had been behind her for the last several miles. When she reached the next town, she would find a hotel and spend the night.

      Waiting for the big ass had been a huge mistake, and now she was paying the price in more ways than one. Not only had he cheated on her, but he’d put her so far behind schedule to return home. The plan had been to leave at noon. At five, she gave up and went to his apartment. Mistake number two.

      At this rate, she wouldn’t make it home tonight. And maybe that was for the best. And yet she needed her mother’s hug. It was the reason she’d not completely canceled.

      Maybe the two of them could figure out where she’d gone wrong. And there was this supposed family announcement that her mother wanted everyone to hear.

      In the white glare of her headlights, her brain realized an elk stood in the middle of the road like the king of the mountains. His size was intimidating and no match for her little car. The damn animal was staring her down, not moving. Her foot immediately moved to the brakes, and when she hit them, her car began to spin on the snowy road.

      Mistake number three. Don’t slam on the brakes on ice and snow.

      With a scream, she turned the wheel in the opposite direction, and when she finally gained control, she saw the snow bank just as her car slammed into it.

      Maybe this day could get worse. Her head smashed into the driver’s door window, and blackness came rushing toward her. Why had she waited for the big jerk? Why?
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      Lucas Peterson watched the little car spin on the road trying to avoid the elk that had decided it was in his best interest to finish crossing the snowy road. What the car was doing out on a night like this, he had no idea, but when it landed in the snowbank, he knew they were in trouble.

      After pulling his four-wheel drive to the side of the road, he hopped out into the cold, sinking to his ankles in snow. The flakes blasted him in the face and he was thankful he wasn’t far from home. Pulling his cowboy hat down over his eyes, he approached the semi-buried car.

      Yanking open the door, he realized a woman was slumped forward.

      “Are you all right?”

      She sat back and he saw the blood on her forehead. Glancing at the driver’s window, he noted a spider web of cracked glass that had probably been spun when her head connected with the pane. For the first time, he considered she could be seriously hurt.

      The woman was beautiful, her sapphire eyes dazed. He wasn’t about to move her until he was certain she had mobility in all her limbs.

      If she needed an ambulance, it would take hours for them to reach her. Long, cold hours of them trying to stay warm while the storm raged on.

      “What a fucking spectacular day,” she gasped as she gazed at him, her eyes unfocused.

      That was an odd statement.

      “Move your fingers and toes,” he commanded.

      When her eyes teared up, it was all he could do to keep from pulling her into his arms and comforting her. She looked so vulnerable sitting there with her seat belt fastened securely and a trickle of blood on her face.

      There was something about her that made him want to console her and tell her everything was going to be all right. That he would not let anything bad happen to her after this moment.

      “I’m all right,” she said. “Everything is working.”

      “Show me,” he commanded and she moved her fingers and her limbs.

      “I just need to get home,” she said sniffling.

      Sadly, he didn’t think she was going to make it tonight. In fact, he didn’t know what he was going to do with her. But he couldn’t leave her out here in the blizzard.

      “Do you need an ambulance?” he asked still wanting to make certain she was unharmed.

      “No, just a minor headache,” she said, glancing out at her car. “Now what do I do? Can I get out of this mess and continue on?”

      “No,” he said. “I think your radiator is busted. I smell antifreeze.”

      He knew what he wanted to do. An air of fragility about her urged him to protect her, keep her safe.

      “Noooo,” she cried. “My car. My beautiful little car. What else can go wrong today?”

      That was a question he couldn’t answer because he didn’t know what had happened to her. But he could tell she’d been crying.

      “I live right down the road,” he said. “No one will come out during the storm to tow your car into town. Come with me and you can stay until a tow truck can get you out of the ditch or I can pull you out once it stops snowing. Maybe it will be all right.”

      That last statement was doubtful, but he wanted to make her feel better. She looked so dejected, completely spent.

      Her brows drew down and he figured she was contemplating whether it was a good idea to go with a total stranger. And with the way the world was today, he couldn’t blame her.

      “This storm has just started. No one is getting out in this weather. In fact, the state police are telling everyone to stay off the roads,” he told her. It was true, they had issued the warning less than an hour ago. “You’ll be safe at my house. Here in the car, you’ll freeze to death. As soon as we can, we’ll get someone to pull your car out.”

      “I don’t know you,” she said and winced as she reached up and touched her head in the spot where she’d hit the side window.

      It was a valid concern, but she could either choose him or stay here and freeze to death.

      “I don’t know you either,” he said. “But I’m not going to let you freeze to death out here in this weather. Until this blizzard passes, we can be strangers sharing a house. You can stay on one side of the house and I’ll stay on the other.”

      Just then a blast of snow and ice hit him and he had to hang onto the car. The weather was quickly deteriorating. They needed to get home before the snow blocked the road to his house.

      Though he knew she was not going to like what he was doing, he had no choice.

      Gazing at her, he reached into the car, unbuckled her seat belt, and lifted her out.

      “Hey,” she said. “I haven’t said whether I’m going with you or not.”

      “Darling, we’re running out of time. This road is going to be impassable soon. Time to go or we’ll both be stuck trying to survive a snowstorm. That’s not how I want to spend the next few days.”

      He carried her through the snow, opened the passenger door of his truck, and set her inside. She’d felt soft in his arms and he liked the way she smelled of Christmas cookies, reminding him of his mother.

      He had the most incredible urge to kiss her, but that would frighten her.

      “My purse and phone are still in the car,” she said. “I need to call my family and tell them where I am.”

      Nodding, he walked back through the accumulating snow. They would have three feet by morning. Reaching inside, he grabbed her purse, phone, and keys to the car that had died on impact.

      Then he hurried back to his truck.

      When he stepped inside, he handed her everything and then pulled the truck away from the side of the road. The headlights showed the snow was coming down harder. They would be doing good to make it to his ranch.

      Glancing at her, he could see she was nervous and he couldn’t blame her. Times were dangerous for women, but she had nothing to fear from him.

      And he knew when they arrived at his ranch, she would not like the idea that they were alone.

      “Where were you headed?”

      “Whitefish,” she said with a sigh. “My parents are expecting me. I need to let them know I’m going to be late.”

      What the hell was she doing out so late on the road going to Whitefish? She was still three hours away.

      “Why didn’t you leave earlier?”

      A big sigh came from her and he knew something had held her up. “The plan was to leave at noon. I got held up until five. And now it appears I don’t know when I’ll get there.”

      He wondered what had kept her from leaving. But that was none of his business unless she wanted to tell him.

      “When we get to the house, why don’t you call your family? You can use my phone if yours doesn’t work. Mine works most of the time,” he said. “I’ve got a booster antenna for it on the house.”

      Sometimes the weather kept his phone from working, but he hoped for her sake that she could reach her family. Certainly that would make her feel better. At least then someone she knew would know of her whereabouts.

      Turning onto the dirt road that led to his ranch, he had to be careful or they could get stuck. The snow was deep and the mud was frozen.

      Putting the truck into four-wheel drive, they began the sloppy trek down the lane slipping and sliding through the snow. When he reached the gate, she gazed at the large wooden entry. “Peterson’s Folly.”

      He grinned at her. “I’m Lucas Peterson by the way. I’d shake your hand, but right now I need both on the wheel.”

      “Olivia Miller,” she said. “Why is your ranch called Peterson’s Folly?”

      Gazing at her, he smiled as he recanted his family history.

      “My grandfather had a racehorse named Folly and he won enough money that he was able to purchase this spread. It’s been in the family for generations.”

      And now he was the only family member left. Sadness gripped him, but he pushed the feelings away. Now was not the time or there might be no family left after tonight.

      The automatic gate tried to swing open through the snow and he knew it wasn’t going to make it. “Excuse me.”

      He jumped out of the truck and the snow came up mid-calf. Pushing the gate open manually, he had to move some of the snow out of the way with a shovel he kept chained to the gate.

      When the snow was deep, the tool came in handy.

      Once he’d moved enough snow, he climbed back in.

      This was the first big snowstorm of the season. Sure, they had several inches before, but this storm was going to make feet, not inches.

      “Don’t be surprised if we get snowed in for a couple of days,” he said, putting the truck back in gear. Thank goodness the cattle trucks had hauled away most of the herd several weeks ago. The remaining heads were close to the house and he could feed them hay.

      “No,” she said. “I have to be in Whitefish for Christmas.”

      Stealing a peek at her, he could see she was visibly upset at the idea of not getting to her family before the holiday. “We’ll see what happens.”

      Whitefish was still several hours away and the roads were already covered with more snow coming down. The plows would not be out until the precipitation stopped and then they would see how much damage the little vehicle had sustained.

      It was not looking good for her to make it to Whitefish before Christmas.

      As they neared the house, she saw the Christmas lights that twinkled different colors on his ranch house.

      The lights always filled him with warmth and happiness, even though his mother was no longer around.

      “Oh, this is beautiful,” she said. “Who put up the lights? Your parents?”

      Now she was about to learn they would be alone.

      “No,” he said, “I put them up.”

      His mother had loved the house to be adorned for Christmas, and in honor of her memory, he made certain their home was decorated just the way she would’ve liked.

      It always filled him with pleasure at the thought of how happy she’d be to see he’d kept up the tradition. But secretly, he wished she was here hanging Christmas lights and giving the family direction on how she wanted everything.

      Olivia frowned at him. “You do have family living with you?”

      He licked his dry lips. “No. My parents are both dead. I gave the servants the week off to spend with their families. We’re going to be all alone.”

      Until now, he’d planned on being by himself for the holidays.

      A gasp came from her and she shook her head. “No.”

      “If you want me to, I’ll go stay in the barn,” he said, knowing it would be a cold night, but at least she might feel more comfortable. And he wanted her to trust him. He would never hurt her, but she didn’t know that beneath his cowboy hat was just a lonely man.

      Biting her bottom lip, he could see that she was indecisive. “No, it would be too cold.”

      “Good,” he said. “I was not looking forward to bedding down with the cattle. Don’t worry, I’m not a serial killer or a rapist or a bad person. Just a lonely cowboy.”

      Her brows drew together. “You’re a stranger,” she said. “And yet, I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t stopped.”

      As the truck pulled up in front of the house, he didn’t answer her, but feared she would have frozen to death.

      “We’re two strangers brought together by a bad storm.”
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