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      I pulled the heavy roller bag behind me through the gently falling snow, tucking my keys into the zipped pocket on the side of my purse. For me, travel was a finely tuned system. A system that worked because I planned carefully, arrived with plenty of time to spare, and knew how to navigate an airport. Travel was also a necessity, since my job required me to roll in and out of as many airports in a month as most people saw in a lifetime.

      I hopped on the shuttle from the economy lot to the terminal, peering out the big windows as the snow came down in thicker flakes, beginning to stick to the landscape passing outside. I hoped there wouldn’t be a problem getting out as I leaned back into the seat, checking my phone one last time. My work email confirmed that there was nothing on fire. I’d seen to it that everything would run smoothly in my absence, and not much really happened around the holidays anyway. I was clear to check out for a full week, and I looked forward to getting home to see my mom and my sister. All was going according to plan.

      “Headed home for Christmas?” An old woman next to me on the shuttle smiled with an expectant nod.

      “I am,” I said, smiling back. “For the first time in a couple years, actually.”

      “That’s wonderful.” The woman leaned back in her seat, and then looked over at me again. “I’m going to meet my new grand baby!” Her excitement was clear, and I cooed and nodded as she pulled out a photo of a chubby baby with big blue eyes.

      As we arrived at the terminal, the snow was falling in heavy clumps, sticking to my coat and bag, and becoming slick and icy on the ground. I leapt to the curb as a loud crash sounded just to my right. One car had rear-ended another, probably thanks to the slippery road, which was quickly turning to a sheet of ice. I glanced around, my nerves on edge as the snow seemed to be coming down ever more heavily. I could barely see through the thick white blanket descending over the airport terminal. I assured myself that this was not going to ruin my plans. I had good airport karma. Today would be no different. Just because I’d planned this trip at the last minute, just because until three weeks ago I’d believed I would be spending Christmas in Vail, with Paul … I shook my head. No, this would be fine. The snow would stop. It could not go on like this for more than a few minutes.

      The ticket counter was just ahead as I stepped into the warmth of the terminal. Amid the blare of announcements and gate calls, Christmas music filtered through the air and I took a deep breath. I was going home for Christmas. Everything would be fine. I was not heartbroken. I was not worried about anything. I. Was. Fine.

      The weather outside certainly is frightful, I agreed as the music played. But I’d arrived with plenty of time to spare, and there was no way the snow could continue to dump down at the insane pace it was keeping now, so things would undoubtedly be fine. I had flown everywhere and often, and was proud to say that in all my travels, I’d had fantastic luck. I’d never missed a flight, never had one cancelled, and never been delayed by more than a few hours. Travel was my thing. I was good at it, and it was good to me.

      “Hello.” I offered my brightest smile to the man behind the ticket counter. “I’m on the 2:30 to Portland.”

      The man smiled and shook his head, looking doubtful. “I hope it goes, miss. We’ll get you checked in at least.”

      “It’ll go. I’ve never had a flight cancelled,” I said, trying to sound confident. I was not reassured by the thick layer of snow that had already covered the overhead windows, blocking the light and casting a dark pall over the ticket counter.

      “I’ve got my fingers crossed for you,” he said, handing me a boarding pass. “As of right now, it’s going. Checking baggage?”

      “Never,” I said. This was not my first rodeo. Having my bag lost on Christmas Eve was not the way I planned to spend the holiday. And if I was known for one thing, it was impeccable planning. “Thanks!”

      I wheeled my way to security, surprised how few other travelers were waiting in line with me. Very few people lingered at the ticket counters or the self-service machines in the atrium. The whole airport had taken on a ghostly feeling since I’d walked in. Not that many people traveled on Christmas Eve, I guessed. At least not from this tiny airport in Maryland.

      Once I was all checked in, I sat expectantly at the gate. I was used to navigating crowds, being the one who knew where all the under-visited coffee stands and restrooms were, the girl who could flit through the mass of warbling wandering humanity that airports always seemed to hold. But today, none of that was necessary. The gates were even more deserted than the ticket counters had been. It was starting to freak me out.

      I read for a while, and was just about to get the vanilla latte I always carried onboard when the unthinkable happened.

      The crackling PA system came to life. “Flight 2380 to Portland has been cancelled. Please see the gate agent for details if you are in the boarding area.”

      “Seriously? No.” I stood and approached the disheveled woman behind the counter. There were two other travelers waiting in front of me, and the gate agent I approached had a wild-eyed panicky aura about her and a sparkly reindeer pin hanging to her lapel by only a few threads. I stifled the urge to fix it for her. I might have my own problems if this flight really was cancelled.

      “We’ll get you on the next flight out,” the woman told them all. “But I don’t know when that will be. Nothing’s coming in or out for a while.”

      We all turned and stared out the window. The snow was falling so fast and so heavily that it was already forming gentle drifts outside the terminal windows.

      “There must be something going out,” I told the agent. “What’s the next flight leaving here? We can connect from there. Which gate?” I fought to maintain the calm required for navigating unexpected situations while traveling. Things happened. I flexed. It was what I did.

      The agent stared at me, and then shook her head. “Nothing’s going out.” She said the words slowly, enunciating in case maybe I was slow. “The last flight just got out, but the snow’s coming down so hard nothing else will be going until it slows.”

      “I’ve flown out in snow before.” I felt like stamping my feet and screaming at the woman, but I kept on my best traveling smile. Things didn’t happen faster when people got angry. In fact, I had found the opposite to be true. “Right?” I asked, looking around for someone to agree with me. “Snow doesn’t stop a plane.”

      “No, but when the snow is so heavy that more than half of the passengers still haven’t checked in by boarding time,” the woman said. “That will ground a plane. How in the world did you make it in? You must have connected here from another city this morning before it started.”

      “I live here,” I said. “I drove here. It was snowing, but …” My voice trailed off and I shook my head. It had been snowing. But not too hard. Not while I drove, at least. But I thought about the thick snow that had started as I was walking in. I wouldn’t have wanted to drive for very long in that. I probably wouldn’t have been able to. “What should we do?” I asked, realizing that the other passengers were waiting for an answer too. I had become the unofficial spokesperson for travelers not going to Portland this afternoon.

      This was why living in a place where a tiny regional airport was the best bet wasn’t a good idea. This was why I needed to seriously think about moving.

      “Wait a while, I guess,” the woman said. “Maybe it’ll stop and things will be better tonight.”

      “But it’s Christmas Eve,” said the portly balding man next to me, evoking sympathy inside me I didn’t know I was still capable of feeling after Paul had smashed all my emotions two days ago.

      I nodded, though I knew that pointing out the obvious wouldn’t help.

      “For me, too,” the gate agent said bitterly. “Listen for announcements.”

      I turned from the gate and stared out into the almost empty terminal around me, feeling my confidence deflate. I walked a bit, headed to the coffee shop to get my coffee, and then sank down into a booth in the back after I’d ordered. I should have known something like this would happen, despite my usual travel luck.

      Life was not going my way lately.

      “Tall Americano,” someone said, the customer’s deep rich voice rolling back toward me from the counter.

      At least I wasn’t completely alone.

      I couldn’t help but crane my neck to see who owned the warm resonant voice that had cut through my melancholy for a moment. I caught sight of a tall man with a head of dark wavy hair and a gorgeous pair of amber eyes. He glanced back at me, winked, nodded a hello and then turned away.

      Wait, did he just wink at me? Who does that? It had happened fast and seemed so natural that I’d almost missed it. But that man had definitely winked. I felt uncomfortable, and oddly flushed. Whatever.

      I returned my attention to the tablet before me on the table. According to the weather service, the snow was not going to stop tonight. It was forecast to taper off early the next morning. It did not seem like I would be headed home for the holiday after all. Not in time for Christmas Eve or morning, anyway.

      I slouched back into the booth and let the hurt and depression I’d been holding at bay come flooding in. I stared down at the forecast, and felt the tears start to gather. I’d planned the trip at the last minute, after Mom had let me know that Nana wasn’t doing well. And while most of my holidays in the past few years had been spent on exotic ski trips with Paul, my very ex-fiancé, those plans had been cancelled this year—at the last minute—under extremely infuriating circumstances.

      “Excuse me.” The girl from behind the counter suddenly stood before me, holding a plate with a chocolate cupcake on it. She set the plate down before me.

      I wiped at my eyes, sniffing and pulling myself together. “I didn’t order this.”

      “I know. The guy after you did. He said you looked like you needed some chocolate.” The girl smiled and shrugged before turning away.

      What the hell? I thought. First the winking, and now this?

      I scanned the other tables for the winking guy I’d noticed a few minutes ago. I was alone except for the poor girl who had to work the coffee counter. I stared at the cupcake, mocking me with its chocolaty perfection from the glass plate. I resolved not to eat it. I didn’t need to add any more pounds to my already curvy figure, and I’d done plenty of reactionary eating in the few
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