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New York Times and USA Today bestselling author Emily March lives in Texas with her husband and their beloved boxer, Doc, who tolerates a revolving doggie door of rescue foster dogs sharing his kingdom until they find their forever homes. A graduate of Texas A&M University, Emily is an avid fan of Aggie sports, and her recipe for jalapeño relish has made her a tailgating legend.  You can find out more about Emily March and her books at www.emilymarch.com and follow her on Twitter @emilymarchbooks.




Praise for Emily March:


‘With passion, romance, and revealing moments that will touch your heart, [Emily March] takes readers on an unhurried journey where past mistakes are redeemed and a more beautiful future is forged – one miracle at a time’ USA Today


‘Emily March’s stories are heart-wrenching and soul-satisfying. For a wonderful read, don’t miss a visit to Eternity Springs’ Lisa Kleypas, New York Times bestselling author


‘Characters you adore, a world you want to visit, and stories that tug your heartstrings. Bravo, Emily March. I love Eternity Springs’ Christina Dodd, New York Times bestselling author


‘Readers will be breathless as Eternity Springs works its romantic magic once again’ Publishers Weekly (starred review)




By Emily March
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It’s always the season of hope and romance in Eternity Springs, a special town where lost souls and lonely hearts find an angel’s touch.  New York Times bestselling author Emily March has written a wonderful eBook original novella, in which Christmas brings a family reunion and a family wedding.


Newly engaged to her college sweetheart, Molly Stapleton has one wish for her holiday wedding: get her estranged parents back together. Three years ago, a family tragedy drove Emma Stapleton away from her husband, Jared, and their sprawling Texas ranch. Time, false pride, and unhealed hurts have only widened the divide. But Molly, with the help of some very special people in Eternity Springs, has a plan. As Emma and Jared arrive in this magical town to share Molly’s happiness, they meet face-to-face, heart to heart. Will they accept this last chance to renew their promises of love – and cherish the gift from the daughter who loves them both?




For my mother.
You made every Christmas special, Mom. I love you.





Part One




August
Eternity Springs, Colorado



The human heart is a curious thing, Molly Stapleton thought as she glanced down at the sparkling ring on the third finger of her left hand. How could it be so overflowing with joy and so consumed with misery at the same time?


Ten minutes ago, in a picturesque gazebo beside a bubbling mountain creek on the grounds of Angel’s Rest Healing Center and Spa, Charlie Malone had knelt on one knee and asked her to marry him. Of course, she’d said yes. She’d been in love with Charlie for the past three years. She was ecstatic, thrilled, elated—until she realized she wanted to share her news with the people she loved most—her parents.


That’s where the misery came in. She couldn’t share her news with one call. She had to choose which parent to call first. Her mom and dad weren’t together anymore, and while she handled that reality okay most of the time, at big moments like this, the sorry state of her family broke her heart.


“You’re crying,” Charlie said, his brow knitting in a frown. “What’s the matter? You don’t like the ring? You said you liked the ring!”


“I love the ring,” Molly assured him, smiling up into his worried brown eyes. Charlie was tall, with a lean, lanky build, sun-bleached hair, and a ready smile. She loved him with all her heart. “I love you.”


“Then why do you have a look on your face like somebody canceled Christmas?”


She shook her head. She didn’t want to spoil the occasion by bringing up her parents’ sad situation. “I’m sorry. I’m just feeling emotional. This is an emotional time for a girl.”


“Just don’t cry. Please?” He tucked an errant strand of her auburn hair behind her ear. “I hate it when you cry.”


“I’m not crying.” She blinked away tears.


His frown deepened. “And don’t try to give me that nonsense about happy tears. Tears are tears, Molly, and I don’t like ’em. Seeing you cry gives me heartburn, and I left my antacids in the pocket of my jeans.”


Molly smiled at him lovingly. Her nerdy engineering grad student rarely wore anything other than jeans, but he’d dressed in khaki slacks to propose. His effort touched her. Other guys went to elaborate lengths to create big events out of their marriage proposals, but by keeping it simple and private and beautiful, Charlie had done it just right and made it perfect. Well, almost perfect. He couldn’t do anything about Mom and Dad.


“I want to tell someone,” she said. Her thoughts went naturally to her college roommate, Eternity Springs native Lori Reese. “Let’s go find Lori and share the news with her.”


“Um . . .” Charlie rubbed the back of his neck, his grin turning sheepish. “About Lori. She sorta already knows.”


Molly folded her arms and tried to look dismayed. He was quick to explain. “I wasn’t about to choose a ring all by myself, and since she’s your best friend, I figured she’d be the one to ask for help.”


“Does she know you were going to propose this afternoon?”


“No.” He scowled in affront. “This was private, just for you and me.”


He’s so perfect for me. “I love you, Charlie Malone.”


“I love you, too, Molly Stapleton soon to be Molly Malone.” He hesitated then, and asked, “You will take my name, won’t you? We won’t have the hyphen thing going on?”


“No hyphen thing.” She went up on her tiptoes and gave him a playful kiss on the mouth.


Charlie, being Charlie, took it from playful to passionate, and when they finally broke apart, he spoke with strain in his voice. “Honey, I think we probably better move to a more public place . . . unless”—he shot her a hopeful look—“you want to find a private spot?”


“Later,” she promised, happiness rushing through her. “I told Ms. Blessing that we’d help her tear down her Christmas-in-August market tent at four, and I told Lori we’d meet her there. We’d better head over toward the festival.”


“All right, then.” He stole one more quick kiss, then reaffirmed, “Later.”


They held hands during the short walk from Angel’s Rest to the center of Eternity Springs. This was Molly’s second visit to the little Colorado mountain town that was Lori Reese’s home. Molly had become fast friends with Lori when they both worked at the Texas A&M University bookstore three semesters ago. Lori had walked into the stock room one afternoon to find Molly crying following a phone call with her dad. They’d shared absentee-father stories and bonded while restocking racks of T-shirts. Lori had never even met her father, Cam Murphy, who had been her mother’s secret boyfriend in high school before he’d been sent off to juvie jail and never returned.


Molly adored Eternity Springs when she first visited at spring break. Celeste Blessing called the town a little piece of heaven, and Molly agreed. She’d been delighted to return with a group of college friends for a week between the end of summer school and the start of the fall semester. Celeste had cut them a super-cheap deal on rooms at Angel’s Rest, and Lori’s mom had supplied them with most of their meals. That Charlie had managed to rearrange his work schedule and had made the trip up for part of the week, too, had made it the best of mini-vacations.


Holiday trimmings decorated the streets of the charming little town, and with the scent of roasting chestnuts and the songs of strolling carolers drifting in the air, Molly could almost believe it was Christmas. Well, Christmas in Texas, anyway, where it could be a balmy sixty-five degrees in December. She recalled that Lori had said that last year on Christmas Day the thermometer had topped out at a frigid five degrees in Eternity Springs.


Today the beautiful weather had brought the tourists out in droves, and for Molly, the sight of so many families enjoying the festive atmosphere was bittersweet. Her family hadn’t vacationed together in more than five years now.


“Look at those wood carvings,” Charlie said, his gaze snagging on a booth whose sign read Vistas Art Gallery. “That eagle looks almost real. Think we have time to stop?”


“Sure.” Ten minutes later, Charlie had finished his Christmas shopping for his parents with the purchase of a painting for their lake house, and Molly’s throat was tight after her spirits had taken another dip. She had to buy separate gifts for her separated parents.


She blinked back tears. This was silly. It wasn’t like they’d separated yesterday. They’d been apart for three years now. She should be used to it.


She’d never be used to it.


She spied the Angel’s Rest booth and, ready for a distraction, focused on it like a lifeline. Celeste Blessing had three large plastic storage boxes lying open, with stacks of plastic Bubble Wrap and tissue paper ready for use. She was dressed in denim capri pants, a gold polo shirt sporting the Angel’s Rest logo, and white sneakers. Her sun visor had angel’s wings embroidered across the headband. Though she was old enough to be Lori’s grandmother, Celeste was one of the coolest women Molly had ever met.


Also, she discovered, Celeste had a heavenly voice as the older woman segued from singing “Hark the Herald Angels Sing” to “Angels We Have Heard on High.” Seeing Molly and Charlie arrive, she winked and altered the lyrics: “sweetly singing to all the tourists.”
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