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      Enter the world of Holly Well Springs… where the Christmas spirit lives on.

       

      I came to Holly Well Springs because I didn’t feel safe anywhere else.

      An ex who won’t let go has turned my life into something small and cautious, and my parents are convinced this Christmas-all-year town is the one place he’ll never find me. I plan to lie low, keep my head down, and leave as soon as I can.

      That plan unravels the moment the town’s police chief starts showing up everywhere I turn.

      Evan is calm, watchful, and impossible to ignore. He doesn’t treat me like a problem to solve or a woman who needs fixing—just someone worth protecting. The more time we spend together, the more I realize how long it’s been since I felt truly seen… or steady.

      As Holly Well Springs prepares for its most magical celebration of the year, the town pulls me in with its lights, laughter, and quiet belief in happy endings. But the past I ran from isn’t finished with me, and when danger closes in, I have to decide who I am when fear no longer gets the final say.

      I can go back to the life I was surviving.

      Or I can stay, trust my heart, and choose the man—and the place—that feels like peace.

      Because sometimes, coming home isn’t about where you’re from.

      It’s about where you finally belong.
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          NESSA

        

      

    

    
      “What a mess you’ve gotten yourself into.”

      I furrowed my brow and looked over at my best friend, Cassie, who was currently sitting at my dressing table in my bedroom fiddling around with my collection of fairy figurines.

      Cassie had been my friend since our freshman year of college, and we knew each other so well that we could sometimes tell what the other was thinking without even saying a word. But right then, I was confused.

      “What are you even talking about right now?” I asked. “How is any of this my fault?”

      She set down my purple fairy figurine gently, looked at me, and raised her eyebrows, glaring at me as she moved a strand of her auburn hair out of her eyes. “You’re kidding, right?”

      “Nope,” I said.

      I wasn’t kidding. I knew that Cassie didn’t want me to go to a whole different state, but I was in no mood to argue with her. I had to pack and get ready to leave, and I was having enough trouble deciding what to take without her comments adding to my emotional confusion.

      I was in a mess—I’d give her that—but none of it was my fault, and Cassie knew it.

      “Garrett is just another guy in a long line of men who cannot take no for an answer,” I said. “How can you expect me to settle down with a maybe when my forever is out there somewhere?”

      Cassie shook her head. “You’re such a romantic.”

      “Isn’t that the best way to be?” I asked.

      If there was one thing I did know for sure, it was that love had to be just right to last forever. And love was definitely not just right with Garrett. It was better for both of us that I’d broken up with him when I had. He was just having a hard time accepting it.

      Cassie smiled, then got up and started walking around the room. I sat in her place at my dressing table and glanced dreamily into the mirror, fixing the strands of my silvery-blonde hair that had tangled. My gray eyes stared back at me, flashing to silver for a millisecond with a glimmer of excitement.

      That enthusiasm was part of the problem. I was conflicted. Yes, I was worried about Garrett and all the trouble he was causing, and I didn’t really want to leave my parents or Cassie. But I was also thrilled about what the future would hold for me in Holly Well Springs. It was a strange mix of emotions that had me feeling like I was on a rollercoaster.

      Regardless, I had to pack and get ready, so I took a deep breath, stood up, and got back to work.

      Cassie smiled at me softly while I walked around the room packing. “Nessa, I get that you can’t help being tiny and beautiful. The gods were surely shining down on you from birth.”

      I took a deep breath and stared at the dress I now had in my hand, folding it carefully before putting it into the suitcase. “Actually, I prefer to think it was the Fairy King and Queen, not any gods, especially since my name means Fairy Queen, but I also prefer to think of myself as a fairy princess.”

      Cassie was silent and continued to watch me carefully as I picked through my closet trying to figure out whether I should just take everything or leave some of my favorite clothes behind. I loved all my dresses, so choosing which ones to take was a tough decision, especially when my mind was such a mess.

      I knew that Cassie could see right through me. She knew that all the small talk and fumbling with clothes were just ways to avoid facing what was really going on with me.

      Finally, I threw a dress we both knew I hadn’t worn in a year into my suitcase.

      Cassie frowned. “Okay. Nessa, you need to sit down and talk to me for real. Yes, you’re excited about traveling. But Garrett is clearly a problem.”

      I sighed and sat down on the bed. As usual, Cassie had me pegged.

      “It’s been really scary, having Garrett take my rejection this way,” I admitted. “It’s so much different than my other boyfriends. They weren’t happy at first when I broke up with them, but Garrett is starting to be really frightening.”

      “Okay, now we’re getting somewhere. You need to talk this out, Nessa,” she said.

      I nodded, but it was still difficult to put my feelings into words. Cassie just looked at me with empathy.

      “I don’t understand why he doesn’t just move on,” I said finally. “Seeing those black roses on my front porch was the last straw, as far as my parents are concerned.” I crossed my hands, my fingers gently picking at the lace design on my skirt.

      “Frankly, that was my last straw as well,” Cassie said. “I don’t want to see you go, but I’m happy that you’ll put some distance between yourself and Garrett.”

      I nodded.

      “I just can’t believe they’re sending you off to some desolate place in Montana,” Cassie said. “But I guess that’s far enough away that he won’t bother you.”

      When I looked up, I saw the sadness in her eyes. She was going to miss me as much as I would miss her, but I wanted her to see that there was some good coming out of this whole arrangement.

      I looked right into her eyes and smiled. “That’s the best part of all of this. This isn’t just a remote place in Montana. Holly Well Springs is the best place in all the world to be, according to my mom’s stories.”

      “Why is that?” asked Cassie.

      “Holly Well Springs is a small town in a valley in Montana,” I said. “It’s an adorable little town, according to Mom, and the best part is that they celebrate Christmas every day all year long.”

      Cassie gave me an uncertain smile. “What? You’re joking.”

      “No, I’m not,” I said. “I’ve never been there, but my Aunt June lives there, and she owns the bakery in town. I’ve always wanted to live there, but for some reason, my parents never wanted to go back.”

      “Why not?” she asked.

      I shrugged before standing up again and folding the next dress to pack. “I don’t know. But wouldn’t that be amazing, to be in a place where you can celebrate Christmas every day?”

      “I suppose it would,” she said. “But how does a town celebrate Christmas all year?”

      “It’s all magic,” I said with a smile so big that my eyes must have sparkled.

      I didn’t like the reason I had to go to Holly Well Springs, but the more I thought about it, the more exciting the idea of a town with Christmas all year round started to become. Yes, I’d be getting away from Garrett, but I decided right then that I’d focus on what I was getting—an adventure in Holly Well Springs.

      “Why have they changed their minds about you going there now?” Cassie asked.

      “They believe it’s the safest place for me to hide out until Garrett moves on,” I said.

      “If he moves on,” she mumbled.

      I had just opened my mouth to say something when I heard my mom’s voice calling from the dining room.

      “Girls, dinner is ready!”

      “We’d better get out there,” I said.

      Cassie nodded and we both headed down the hall toward the dining room.

      I loved my home. Everywhere I looked, it was covered in beautiful plants and flowers in pretty pastel colors, and all our furniture was made of intricately carved natural wood, so everything flowed together as if we were in a lovely forest—a magical pixie forest.

      “Your house always amazes me,” said Cassie. “It’s so beautiful. It looks like something out of a fairy book.”

      I smiled. “I love it too. When I get a house of my own one day, it’s going to be decorated in exactly the same way.”

      We rounded the corner into the dining room and saw Mom waiting there for us.

      “We’re glad you like it so much,” said Mom. “Have a seat, girls. We’re ready to get started on dinner.”

      “Thanks, Mom,” I said.

      “Thanks, Mrs. Thompson,” said Cassie. “Oh, this all looks and smells so delicious.”

      Mom smiled. “Thank you, dear.”

      “Oh, this is my all-time favorite,” I said as I saw the incredibly cheesy pasta dish in front of us, as well as my favorite salad, a colorful mix of greens and garden vegetables.

      Mom and Dad prided themselves on their beautiful garden in the backyard, which was a blended combination of gorgeous flowers and bright, colorful vegetables and fragrant herbs for Mom’s culinary creations.

      “I knew you’d like it,” said Mom, just as Dad walked into the room.

      “Hi, Dad,” I said.

      He bent down and kissed me on the forehead. “Hello, sweetheart.”

      Then he looked up at Cassie. “Always great to see you here, Cassie.”

      “Hello, Mr. Thompson,” said Cassie with a smile as she arranged her napkin in her lap.

      Dad sat down and reached out his hands. “Let’s join hands for grace.”

      We all held hands around the circular dining table and Dad said grace. His words were always so poetic and beautiful. He had always taught me how important it was to be thankful for nature’s bounty.

      Dropping hands, we all passed the food around until our plates were full, and I couldn’t wait to take my first bite. The conversation was pleasant as we enjoyed our delicious meal.

      After a while, Cassie said, “I’d love to hear more about Holly Well Springs.”

      The table grew silent as Mom and Dad looked at each other.

      Dad spoke first. “I’m not too happy about her going there myself.”

      “Daddy—”

      He held up his hand. “But I’m far more worried about her staying around here while some guy is stalking her. It’s too dangerous for her here right now. This boy doesn’t seem to get the message, at least not from my efforts.”

      Most of my boyfriends were afraid of Dad, and often to my embarrassment, he’d scared them off rather easily in my high school and college days by just looking at them in a certain way.

      “Well, it is rather hard to set the boy right when we don’t even know where he is,” Mom said.

      Dad nodded. “That’s what frightens me right now.”

      We were quiet for a while, but then Mom started to describe Holly Well Springs. I could feel the excitement grow inside me as she talked about all the beautiful decorations and the exciting festivals they had regularly.

      Dad looked at her, smiling the whole time as she spoke about her chosen hometown. “Maybe things would have been different if we’d raised you there.”

      Mom shook her head. “We’ve had a great life here, and we’ve raised a beautiful daughter.”

      “With that, I agree,” said Dad.

      They both smiled at me.

      I could tell Dad was still concerned about me, but I wasn’t sure if it was about me leaving home or the drama I would have if I stayed.

      “Dad, you don’t have to worry about me,” I said. “I’ll be fine in Holly Well Springs.”

      “I’m sure you will be.” His eyes said he wasn’t quite convinced, and he paused for a moment. “You’re twenty-three years old. I can’t force you to stay or go, but I do think that you’re in more danger here.”

      “I’m sure you’re exaggerating,” I said, trying to lighten the mood.

      It worked, and we spent the rest of the dinner laughing and enjoying the meal. Then we spent the evening playing board games. At one point, the phone rang.

      “I’ll get it,” I said.

      But when I answered, no one spoke on the other end. All I heard was breathing.

      I hung up as a chill ran up my spine.

      Yes, it was time for me to go.
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          EVAN

        

      

    

    
      Paperwork wasn’t my favorite part of the job as chief of police in Holly Well Springs, but it did serve as a transition of sorts between the workday and home. Even on a Sunday, a police chief’s work was never done.

      Even though it could be hectic and the hours were never predictable, I loved my job. There was nothing else I would have rather been doing than serving the citizens of Holly Well Springs and keeping everyone safe and happy.

      The main problem today was that a few of the local teenagers had been messing around with graffiti on the back of our local retailer, Star Bright General Store, and today we’d had a meeting with the teens and their parents to talk about how they could set things right.

      The teens were sorry for what they’d done. These were generally good kids. I knew they were just pushing a few boundaries, as teenagers did from time to time.

      In the end, we’d decided that the kids would paint over the mess they’d made, and they’d use their artistic talents to create a colorful mural on one of the walls near an alleyway, which would look perfect with the Christmas mosaic design they had in mind. Their parents and I agreed that it was a great solution, and Henry, owner of Star Bright, was happy with the result as well.

      The whole meeting led to the paperwork I was currently filling out in my office in the town square, which was right across the street from the city park. I’d always loved having my office in this location where I had a perfect view of the gigantic Christmas tree that the folks in town put up each year. They got the tree from my family’s tree farm, which was run by my brother, Brodie. The whole town would get together to get the huge tree upright, and then we’d all participate in creating the decorations to make it a spectacular masterpiece.

      I finished up my paperwork and put away the folder, happy with my efforts to make the community a better place. That was my passion—finding ways to make everyone’s lives even better in our friendly little town where we celebrated Christmas every day.

      I grabbed my keys and hat and stuck my head into my deputy’s office.

      “Hey, Sam. I’m heading out.”

      He nodded, looking up from his desk. Sam was a rookie, and I was training him to help me keep Holly Well Springs safe on the night shift with one other officer, Gerald.

      “Dinner with the folks tonight?” he asked.

      It was my turn to nod. “Every Sunday. You know how important those Fisher family traditions are to us.”

      “I do indeed,” he said. “Have a great time.”

      “Thanks.”

      I headed out, confident that Sam and Gerald could handle anything that would come up while I was gone. But before I could step out the door, the phone rang. With the front desk lady gone for the day, Sam picked it up. Then he made a few hand gestures to let me know that I shouldn’t leave.

      “One moment,” he said.

      He put the phone on hold and looked at me. “You’d better take this. It’s someone calling from Florida.”

      “Florida?” I asked. “I’ll get it at my desk.”

      As I spoke to the person, a frown formed on my lips, but I was polite and in the end I promised to help him out. I hung up and looked at the clock, realizing I was a few minutes late for dinner, so I quickly headed out the door, my mind a bit distracted from the phone call.

      Climbing into my police car, I headed up the road toward the Stay & Sleigh. Our family had run the hotel for decades, and Mom and Dad had put their heart and soul into the place. My brother and I helped out at the hotel whenever we could, but we both had our own responsibilities as well.

      When Dad retired, I had taken over as chief of police. Brodie, with his love of plants and uncanny ability to care for them, had followed in my grandfather’s footsteps to run Fisher Greenhouses & Tree Farm, one of the most important businesses in the town.

      I pulled up to the hotel and parked, then walked up the wooden steps of the hotel deck toward the front door. The hotel design was rustic but modern, with a log cabin style and a huge wooden deck that was wrapped all the way around it. Inside was Mrs. Claus’s Fine Dining, a gourmet restaurant that Mom and her team of chefs and assistants ran with pride.

      With a smile on my face, I stepped inside the dining room, only to find my brother, Brodie, and his new-found love, Hannah, holding hands and gazing deeply into each other’s eyes as if the rest of the world didn’t even exist.

      Walking up to the table, I rolled my eyes. “I’m not going to have to watch this all night, am I?”

      I was happy that my brother had found the love of his life, but it was getting a bit much to watch them give each other goo-goo eyes every time I turned a corner.

      “Sit down and be quiet,” said Brodie.

      Hannah laughed. “Brodie was just checking to see if I had something in my eye.”

      “Right,” I said.

      Before Brodie could give me another excuse, Lily, the main server at Mrs. Claus’s Fine Dining, sauntered up to the table with a friendly smile.

      “Good evening, Chief,” she said. Her blonde ringlets floated as she moved, and her eyes twinkled with a happy sparkle. Lily was always in a cheery mood, and it rubbed off on everyone around her.

      I smiled back. “Hello, Lily.”

      “Can I get you something to drink?” she asked.

      “Just something light, like a soda,” I said.

      “Me too, please,” said Hannah.

      “Coming right up,” she sang as she walked off.

      I turned my gaze back to the table.

      “So, why are you late?” Brodie asked.

      “I got a last-minute phone call,” I said.

      Lily came back quickly with my drink.

      “Thank you,” Hannah and I said at the same time.

      I turned back to Brodie. “Right as I was leaving, I got a call from the police chief in Henderson, Florida.”

      “Henderson, Florida?” asked Brodie. “That sounds familiar. Hey, isn’t that where Ms. June’s sister lives?”

      My eyes widened as I looked at my older brother. “How could you possibly remember that?”

      He chuckled. “She talks about them at least once a month. You need to listen more, little brother.”

      All I could do was shake my head. “So you have flawless listening skills, unless, of course, it’s me talking to you.”

      He gave me a blank look. “What?”

      I laughed. “Anyway, it’s about June’s family, strangely enough.”

      “Her family?” asked Hannah. “What’s going on?”

      I opened my mouth to explain, but Mom and Dad walked up to the table at that moment, so Brodie and I stood to greet them. I gave Mom a quick kiss on the cheek while Brodie pulled out her chair. Then my father and I exchanged greetings.

      “Hello, Hannah,” said Dad.

      “Hello,” said Hannah.

      Mom glanced around the table. “My goodness, everyone here looks so serious. What were you discussing?”

      “I was just telling everyone about my call from the police chief in Henderson, Florida.” I looked over at Mom when I said the city name, confident that she would recognize it.

      “Henderson?” she asked. “Is everything okay with June’s family?”

      I nodded. “Don’t worry, Mom. So far, they’re fine. But that’s just the thing. Apparently, there’s a problem with Ms. June’s niece.”

      “Nessa?” asked Mom. “What could possibly be wrong with that sweet, angelic girl?”

      “Nothing’s wrong with her,” I said. “But according to the police chief, it seems she has gotten herself into some bad stuff⁠—”

      Mom took a deep breath, and I knew what she was thinking.

      “It’s not drugs or anything like that,” I told her quickly.

      She seemed relieved and nodded.

      “She has a stalker, it seems,” I said.

      “Oh, my,” said Mom.

      “A stalker?” asked Hannah. “That’s frightening.”

      I nodded. “Yes, an ex-boyfriend, it seems, and the situation is getting worse. Her family and the police thought it would help to get her out of town for a few weeks.”

      “Out of town,” Dad repeated. “You mean hide out here? I’m not sure that would be the best idea.”

      “Why not, dear?” asked Mom.

      Dad shook his head. “This place is like Grand Central Station with crowds of people this time of year, especially with Fantasy Week coming up. Every available place in town is booked for that week, including all our rooms.”

      “I explained that to the police chief, but I guess they figure Holly Well Springs is so far away from Florida that it won’t make a difference if there’s a crowd,” I said. “They’re putting her on a plane in the early morning in hopes of getting her out of town without being seen.”

      “That poor girl,” murmured Hannah.

      “Poor me,” I said.

      “Poor you?” asked Brodie.

      “Yes, poor me,” I repeated. “Who wants to follow a spoiled blonde airhead around town all day? I’m thinking my rookie might be perfect for the job.”

      Hannah looked at me. “How in the world could you know that she’s a spoiled blonde airhead?”

      “She’s from Florida, Hannah,” I said. “Aren’t all Florida girls like that?”

      Mom looked at me with disapproving eyes and spoke with that tone in her voice that meant business. “That may be true, or it may not be, but remember, she’s the niece of Ms. June, so make sure you take care of her, Evan Lewis Fisher.”

      I swallowed. Even as an adult, Mom’s scolding always got to me. “Yes, Mom.”

      “Good,” she said. “I’m sure she’s a lovely young lady, and we’ll be happy to have her visit Holly Well Springs. If I remember correctly, she has never been here.”

      “I’m sure she’ll love it here,” said Hannah. “I know I do.”

      Mom smiled at Hannah, and I rolled my eyes. Thankfully, Lily arrived and passed out our dinner plates, and we all started focusing on the food and some lighter conversation.

      Dad carefully sliced his steak and looked up at Brodie. “How are things at the farm, son?”

      “Never better,” he said. “Ben and I have done a few more repairs to some of the older greenhouses that Grandpa built, and they’re looking as sturdy as ever. We’re thinking of expanding, I think. All our greenhouses are fairly full, and we need more room for the bigger shipments we’re getting in.”

      “Do you have room to expand?” asked Mom. “I would think you’d be working on expanding the house first.”

      She looked over at Hannah, and the two women exchanged a knowing glance.

      “I can do that as well,” Brodie said.

      I smiled. He was either ignoring how the women seemed to be ganging up on him or being completely oblivious to it.

      “I’m thinking of expanding some of the area into the valley behind the hill,” he said.

      “That would work,” said Dad. “If you’d like, I can look at the plans and give you some ideas.”

      “Thanks, Dad,” said Brodie.

      “This is delicious, Mom, as always,” I said. “Is this vegetable side dish one of your creations?”

      Mom nodded. “It is, but I have to give credit to one of Hannah’s wonderful articles in Foodie Nation Magazine.”

      Hannah had once been a writer for the magazine, and her travels on assignment had brought her to Holly Well Springs in the first place.

      I looked at Hannah. “It’s delicious.”

      “Thanks,” she said with a bright smile.

      We continued with some lively family conversation over the delicious dinner. It would have been a perfect evening, but thoughts of a blonde airhead traipsing into town the next day made it awfully difficult to relax.
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          KRIS

        

      

    

    
      I had spent a few quiet minutes alone, just sitting on the bench by the magical Wishing Well within the tree farm, enjoying the last sip of my hot cocoa from the restaurant in the middle of town, Dasher’s Favorite Soup & Sandwiches. Marjorie, the cook there, always knew how to make it just right.

      It was a beautiful scene around the well this morning, with the flowers blooming bright with the coming of spring. The sun was just filtering into the clearing through the trees, making the entire scene glisten with sparkling light.

      I finished off my cocoa and stood up in front of the well, watching it and listening to the water moving down below. A warm breeze brought a light feeling to the air and I smiled, barely hearing Sachee’s cleansing breath as she entered the garden surrounding the well.

      “How are you this fine morning, Sachee?” I asked without turning around.

      “I was just going to ask you the same thing, my friend,” she said softly. “You seem tense this morning.  How can we help you?”

      I turned and smiled at my friend. Sachee was such a vibrant spirit standing there. Many times, she was almost as hard to see as the wind, even with her shimmering gold and silver gowns, but now, her form was more human and easier to converse with. Sachee only showed up when there was an important need from someone in Holly Well Springs.

      “It doesn’t take a genius to know who will soon be center stage at this well,” I said distantly. “I assume you know Nessa is on her way here.”

      “I do,” Sachee answered simply. “Is this your source of tension this morning?”

      “Most of it,” I admitted. “I sense a cloud over this time she will be here, and I can’t make out whether it will be positive or chaos. I’m very concerned for her and young Evan.”

      “Yes,” said Sachee. “There is plenty to be concerned about in the next few weeks. How it will play out is up to the Well.”

      I glanced back at the Wishing Well as if it were a person. In a way, I supposed its spirit was just that. “Has there ever been a time when the Well was wrong?”

      She looked at me with a pained expression, as if she’d just felt a small spark of pain tug at her heart. “Are we still talking about Nessa and Evan, or are we talking about your grandsons now?”

      “The question is the same whomever we are talking about,” I said.

      “Then no. The Well is never wrong,” Sachee answered.

      I nodded, deep in thought for a moment as the soothing sounds of the water beneath the well relaxed me. Then I asked, “Exactly how does Nessa’s gift work? Is every man doomed to fall for her spirit?”

      Sachee smiled and sat down on the bench, running her fingers over the bright flower petals, which seemed to bloom brighter under her touch.

      After a few moments, she answered. “You will have to walk this journey with her to see where it leads, but I can tell you it is not only men who are drawn to her gentle, happy spirit. But, to answer your question, no man whose heart is chosen by another has been or ever will be affected by her soul spirit.”

      I nodded. “There are dark days ahead for our Nessa, but the light always prevails.”

      “Indeed, it does,” said Sachee.

      She looked up as though she were receiving a signal from the wind. “Time is up. Nessa has arrived in Holly Well Springs.”
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          NESSA

        

      

    

    
      “Nessa, it’s time to go.”

      I took a deep breath but didn’t turn around as Mom entered the room. “Do I really have to leave so early? The flight isn’t for hours. It’s still dark outside.”

      “You need to arrive at the airport early so you’ll be sure to catch your flight,” Mom said. “It takes some time to get through all the lines.” She sat next to me on the bed and brushed a stray curl away from my face. “Besides, you’re about to go to a wonderful place. Aren’t you excited?”

      I nodded. “I am, but I’m also nervous.”

      “Don’t be, dear,” she said. “Once you get to Holly Well Springs and see how beautiful it is, you’ll never want to leave.”

      “Why did you leave?” I asked.

      She bit her bottom lip and stood up. “That’s a question for another time. We’d better get you to the car. Your dad has all your luggage loaded already.”

      Saying goodbye was a lot harder than I’d expected. I could see the tears welling up in Mom’s eyes when I gave her a hug. Then she quickly walked back into the house after saying goodbye. Just before I stepped into the car, Cassie came running across the sidewalk.

      “You didn’t have to get up so early,” I said.

      “And not say goodbye to my best friend before she goes on an adventure? No way.”

      I laughed through the tears that were threatening to pour down my cheeks. I opened my mouth to speak but couldn’t find any words, so I just gave her a hug.

      “You’ll love it there. I’m sure of it,” she whispered into my ear.

      As we separated from the hug, she said, “We won’t say goodbye, just see you later.”

      I nodded. “See you.”

      Dad, who usually wasn’t nearly as emotional as I could be, had some tears of his own in his eyes when we parted at the airport. “It’ll only be temporary. We’ll deal with this problem, and you’ll be back home.”

      I nodded and hugged him as I said goodbye.

      I’d flown before, but it was always with my family or at least with a friend. This was the first time I’d be flying solo. I had to admit that it was fun to do something like this on my own, but I was still nervous. What if something happened in Holly Well Springs that I couldn’t handle?

      I struggled to put those thoughts out of my head and tried to read one of my favorite books on the flight, but I ended up just staring at the pages and not reading at all. The flight attendant was so sweet, and she gave me a colorful fruit salad to enjoy, which helped take my mind off my troubles back home and my nervous energy for the adventure ahead of me.

      As the flight neared the end, I gave up and just watched out the window as we descended toward the rolling hills of Montana. Even high in the sky, I could see all the different shades of green in the beautiful landscape.

      Once we’d landed, I made my way toward the baggage claim area and had to find a cart to hold all my luggage. A porter helped me load it all into the rental car that Dad had reserved, and I gave the man a big tip before climbing in and starting off toward Holly Well Springs.

      The busy thoroughfare leading away from the airport eventually gave way to a long, winding two-lane highway. The scenery was mesmerizing, with the bright green fields and rolling hills with green plants and colorful flowers. The distant snow-capped mountains provided the perfect backdrop against the bright blue sky. It was like one of the most beautiful paintings I’d ever seen, and I pulled the car over a couple of times to take some pictures before heading back down the road toward my destination.

      Eventually, it was clear that I was getting closer.

      What an awesome bridge.

      I marveled at its structure as I passed over it. The bridge looked ancient but sturdy, supported by intricately carved beams that blended perfectly into the scenery. Whoever had built it clearly put a lot of love and attention into the details.

      I was looking at a sign that said three more miles to town when I almost missed a deer that had jumped into the middle of the road. I stopped the car and just stared at it for a moment, pulling over and shutting off the car. It was silent around us except for the birds chirping happily in the forest. I could have sworn that the deer smiled at me, so I smiled back and waved at it.

      It dropped its head into a bow and continued to walk across the road, disappearing silently into the woods on the other side.

      Wow. Did that just happen?

      From the way my heart was fluttering, it was clear that it had. I waited a few moments and took a few deep breaths to calm myself before starting the car again and continuing toward the town.

      Shortly after that, I came to a bend in the road, and once I’d turned the corner, my breath caught in my throat. I had never seen anything like it—a Christmas wonderland appeared before my eyes.

      And it wasn’t just the sight of it all that thrilled me. I also had a feeling growing quickly in my heart as if I were coming home for the first time. I felt like stopping the car right then and dancing up and down the sidewalks of this gorgeous little town.

      Sounds like a good plan, actually.

      I pulled over into the first parking spot I could find and stepped out of the car, feeling my body tingle all over as my foot touched the ground. Mom had told me many bedtime stories about Holly Well Springs, but I’d never understood my mom’s love of the place until that very moment.

      Adorable little shops lined the streets, with a wide, welcoming sidewalk guiding visitors through the town square. My dress shimmered around me as I started to walk, and I could feel the smile growing on my face.

      I always loved the way the silk of my dresses danced around my legs as I moved. I never liked wearing jeans or shorts, no matter what the weather or where I was going. Cassie had always giggled, calling me the girl in the fancy dress, but I couldn’t imagine wearing any other type of clothes.

      My silvery blonde hair always flowed down my back, even though it sometimes drew a bit too much attention. No matter where I went, someone was always bound to ask me where I had it colored and what I put on it to make it shine. No one ever believed that it was natural, but that was the truth.

      I could feel eyes on me now, and I smiled in response. The people here seemed friendly and welcoming, and after a nod, they’d turn back to whatever they’d been doing before.

      My eyes wandered to the beautiful park in the center of the town square, which was full of lush greenery and bright, colorful flowers, all arranged beautifully along a winding sidewalk. I moved away from the shops and my eyes landed on a huge Christmas tree in the middle of the town square, decorated in shimmering ornaments and tinsel garlands with a bright silver star at the top.

      I heard running water and wandered around the pathway for a moment to see if I could find a brook, but there was none. However, sitting squarely in the middle of a huge white gazebo was a large wishing well that just had to open up to some sort of water source underneath.

      The wishing well itself was gorgeous, made of polished stone that shone brightly even in the shade of the gazebo, which had lovely stone benches surrounding it and flowers everywhere.

      Figuring that the running water had to come from the well, I skipped straight across the path toward it. I climbed the stairs and entered the gazebo, which was empty at the time, and made my way over to the well.

      I stopped to admire the slick, shimmering stone, which was warm to the touch and as smooth as glass. The sound of rushing water was louder then, and I leaned over into the well, so far that I almost slipped in.
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