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            Welcome to Snowflake Falls

          

        

      

    

    
      This Christmas, love has a little help from the big guy up North...

      A magical holiday romcom with a clumsy artist and a charming stranger who is one very creative reindeer shifter.

      

      This Christmas, Snowflake Falls needs a little extra sparkle. Good thing Santa sent help.

      She’s the artsy dreamer who can’t stay on her feet.

      Grace Mitchell believes in the magic of creativity, even if her holiday card workshop looks more like glitter chaos than Christmas cheer. She’s determined to make her small-town holiday shine, but she never expected the charming artist who offers to lend a hand.

      He’s Santa’s undercover reindeer shifter.

      Blake Dancer’s mission is restore Christmas spirit before it fades for good. But between Grace’s quirky charm, her fearless creativity, and the way she sees beauty in every imperfection, his carefully guarded magic starts slipping out one glowing paintbrush and mysteriously moving canvas at a time.

      Together, they’re splattering paint, tripping over each other’s feet, and maybe creating the most magical masterpiece of all: true love. But when Grace learns Blake’s secret, she’ll have to decide if she can trust not just his art, but his heart.

      Expect: enchanted paintbrushes, swoony sparks in the studio, holiday hijinks, and a hero who really can’t dance (ironic, given his name).

      Perfect for fans of sweet paranormal holiday romance, secret identity heroes, fated mates, and small-town Christmas charm.

      

      Content Warning: Contains an excessive amount of holiday cheer, magical mishaps, artistic chaos, terrible dancing, and a guaranteed happily ever after that will leave you believing in Christmas magic.

      This sweet paranormal holiday romance is a guaranteed happily ever after with extra glitter.
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      Blake Dancer

      Portals are like temperamental art critics. You never quite know what reception you'll get. This one deposits me behind a snow-covered evergreen with all the grace of a Jackson Pollock splatter, and I have to catch myself against the rough bark to avoid an ungainly face-plant.

      "Perfect landing, Dancer. Really sticking with the family tradition of grace and poise there," I mutter, brushing snow That fell from a tree branch to my vintage peacoat. At least no one witnessed my less-than-elegant arrival in Snowflake Falls. The last thing I need is to start my mission by reinforcing the universe's ongoing joke about my complete inability to live up to my family name.

      The December air paints my breath in delicate swirls as I step onto Main Street. My artist's eye immediately catches ambient holiday magic threading through the scene - gossamer sounds of silver bells weaving between buildings, clearly Nick Dasher's handiwork. Trust him to use bells to amplify the Christmas spirit. Always one for the classics, that one.

      "Well, well," I murmur, watching frost patterns spiral across a nearby window in response to my presence. I quickly wave my hand, dissolving the frost before anyone notices. "I'm supposed to be going for subtle here."

      A laugh escapes me. "Subtle. Right. Because that's totally what Santa meant when he said, 'Blake, go help that charming artist in Snowflake Falls remember the magic of Christmas.'" My impression of the big guy needs work, but then again, who can really capture that signature ho-ho-ho? But subtle? Everyone at the North Pole knows how much the boss likes to play matchmaker. Not that I have any intention of falling in love but I do agree with Santa's desire to increase the level of Christmas spirit, so here I am.

      The morning sun makes the fresh snow sparkle like diamond dust. My fingers itch to sketch what I see. I quickly capturing the scene on the sketchbook I always keep in my pocket. The pencil practically dances across the paper of its own accord. I have to concentrate to keep the drawing from literally sparkling.

      There's something magical about the way the light catches the icicles hanging from the eaves of a shop called Holly's Heavenly Bakes. The delicious smells coming from that shop have my stomach suggesting that any time is a good time to eat. And now would be a good time.

      "Focus, Dancer," I remind myself, "I'm here on a mission, and that's not to create an entire winter wonderland portfolio."

      A flash of movement catches my eye. I look up to see a woman through the window of The Painted Page - my destination. She's arranging a display with the kind of focused intensity usually reserved for heart surgery or soufflé baking. Adorable blonde curls escape from a messy bun secured with a paintbrush, and her green artist's apron is covered in a rainbow of paint splatters that make my artistic sense tingle.

      "Grace Mitchell." I recognize her from Santa's book. She's even more beautiful than her picture. "She is the one who needs to remember that sometimes the most beautiful art comes from imperfect strokes."

      As I watch, she trips over absolutely nothing, catching herself on the display table with practiced ease. The sight makes my heart do a peculiar flip. Luckily, my incoordination is only if I try to dance in human form. But she and I appear to have clumsiness in common.

      Taking a deep breath, I straighten my coat, vintage, because every entrance should have style, and reach for the door handle. The bells above chime in perfect pitch as I enter, and I silently beg them to behave. The last thing I need is for them to start playing "Jingle Bells" in harmony.

      "Welcome to The Painted Page!" Grace calls out without looking up from her display. "I'll be with you in just a minute. Just trying to convince these watercolors to - oof!" She bumps into the edge of the table, sending a display of brushes cascading toward the floor.

      Moving with what I hope looks like normal human reflexes rather than magical reindeer ones, I catch the display before it crashes. "Allow me to assist," I say, flashing my most charming smile. "Though I have to say, I've never seen art supplies stage a revolt quite like this before."

      Grace finally looks up, and oh - her eyes are the exact shade of blue that painters have been trying to capture for centuries. They widen slightly as they meet mine, and I feel my magic surge in response. On a nearby shelf, a set of colored pencils rearranged themselves by shade without anyone touching them.

      "Thank you," she says, then glances past me and frowns. "Did those pencils just...?"

      "I'm Blake," I say quickly, setting the brush display I rescued carefully on the counter. "Blake Dancer. I heard you might be looking for someone to help with a Christmas card workshop tomorrow?"

      "You heard?" Her head tilts adorably. "From who? I just put the sign up this morning."

      Sugar plums. I didn't want to say that Nick Dasher told Santa who sent me. So, I improvise. "Oh, you know how small towns are. News travels faster than reindeer on Christmas Eve." I wince internally at my own terrible joke, but Grace's lips twitch in response.

      "Well, you're right about the workshop," she says, tucking an escaped curl behind her ear. "Though I wasn't exactly expecting help to materialize quite so..." she waves a paint-stained hand at me, "dramatically."

      I laugh. "Dramatic? Me? I'll have you know I'm the very soul of subtlety and restraint."

      As if to prove me a liar, my magic chooses that moment to make all the paint bottles on the nearest shelf glow ever so slightly. Grace doesn't seem to notice, but I send a stern mental warning to them to behave.

      "Right," she says dryly. "That's exactly the impression I get from someone wearing a coat that looks like it belonged to a Victorian art patron."

      "I'll have you know this coat has witnessed many great artistic moments," I declare, which is actually true - it used to belong to Monet. Though I probably shouldn't mention that part.

      "Well, Mr. Dramatic Art Patron," Grace says with a sparkle in her cute blue eyes. "If you're serious about helping with the workshop, I could use someone with..." she gestures at my general existence, "your flair for the theatrical. These community events can always use a little extra magic."

      Oh, if she only knew.

      "I would be honored to assist in bringing creative Christmas joy to Snowflake Falls," I say, bowing slightly because, well, I am who I am. "As long as you don't ask me to dance to entertain the class. Despite my name, dancing is not among my talents."

      Grace's whole face lights up. "Really? You too? I used to take ballet until I broke the leg of the nutcracker during the Christmas recital. While playing a tree."

      "A stationary tree?"

      "Exactly!" She laughs, and the sound hums through my veins like a good cup of peppermint cocoa. "I'm actually much more coordinated with my paint brushes than I ever was as a dancer."

      "I know exactly what you mean," I say, thinking of how much more graceful I am on four legs than two. "I'm definitely better when I'm..." I catch myself before saying 'galloping' and quickly substitute, "...creating art."

      "Well then," Grace says, extending a paint-smudged hand, "welcome aboard the Christmas card workshop adventure, Blake Dancer. Fair warning - working with me involves a lot of random acts of clumsiness and probably too much hot chocolate."

      I take her hand, and the spark of connection makes my magic surge. Off to the side, a blank canvas suddenly sprouts a perfect sketch of two people dancing in the snow. I quickly step to block her view before she can notice.

      "Sounds perfect," I say. "I have a feeling this is going to be quite the magical experience."

      Grace smiles, and for a moment, I see her creative aura shine with the first hints of rekindling Christmas spirit. "I think you might be right."

      If she only knew just how right. But that's a revelation for another day. For now, I have a mission to focus on - even if my magic is already getting ideas of its own about this particular artistic collaboration.

      Santa definitely didn't mention anything about Grace's smile making my heart perform a full Nutcracker ballet routine. I have a feeling this mission just got a lot more complicated than I expected.

      But then again, the best art often comes from unexpected inspiration.
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