
[image: image]
[image: image]

Table of Contents

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Epilogue

About Katie O’Connor

Katie’s Social Links

––––––––

⎯Matchmaker Christmas ⎯

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2023 by Katie O’Connor

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews, without permission in writing from its copyright holder.

Published October 2023

(katieohwrites.com)

ISBN: 978-1-989816-79-0 Digital Edition

ISBN: 978-1-989816-78-3 Print Edition

––––––––

Design and cover art by P.S. Cover Designs

Editing by Terri St. Clair

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Dedication  
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For Christmas lovers everywhere. 

You know who you are, and I’m proud to be one of you.

For the Sharps and the Hecks.

Thanks for lending me your names.

Can Santa’s Christmas magic help a single mom with a matchmaking daughter find love with a jaded billionaire?

Darcy:

Getting over my ex’s betrayal has been tough and having a five-year-old daughter makes it easier and worse. Thankfully, I have a job, a home, and a mother to help us out. When my daughter enters us into The Amazing Santa Race, the last person I want to team up with is Kurt Stanwyck, my high school crush. Especially since my daughter thinks he’s the dad she asked Santa for.

Kurt might just be the perfect Christmas gift. But do I want to risk getting closer and having him break my daughter’s heart?

Kurt:

I’ve got more money than I’ll ever use, but I’m bored, lonely, and there’s this weird thing happening with my heart. Taking a medical sabbatical in my hometown of Salvation might just be my salvation. I’m debating leaving it all behind to work at my parent’s garden center where I know I’ll find the human contact I’m missing.

My folks have organized a Christmas challenge to raise money for the local hospital and they expect me to pair up with Darcy Sharp the pest who followed me around through high school. I’m not finding it as onerous as I thought I would. Darcy might just be the angel of my dreams.

How can I convince her that my money isn’t an obstacle to being together and that her heart is safe with me?
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This is a sweet Christmas romcom with a feisty single mom and a hopeful billionaire who is returning to his home town. She’s protecting herself and her matchmaking daughter. Can the miracle of Christmas and Santa’s magic pull them together? 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One  
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Darcy

December first marks the start of the holiday season in my hometown of Salvation, a cozy town of only five thousand people, right on the edge of the Canadian Rocky Mountains. Salvation has been my actual salvation since my fiancé, sorry ex-fiancé, dumped me and kicked me out of our apartment when he found out I was carrying his child. He had the nerve to claim I cheated...right before he moved his secret girlfriend into our bed.

Pregnant and alone I ran home to Mom. I mean, where else is a girl gonna go when her world is blown to smithereens? Every fiber of my being hates what he’s done, but I’m over him. Abby and I are better off without him. We share an apartment with Mom over her coffee shop and I have worked my way up to head cashier at the Greck’s Grocery. We’re doing okay. I’ve almost saved up enough for a downpayment on a condo or small house.

A pounding din bounces off the mall’s high ceilings. I can’t wait to be out of here.

“Abby, look at me.” My baby girl, five years old now, bounced up and down and wiggled in her excitement to see Santa. I have to admit, he was probably the most realistic Santa I have ever seen. He sat on his sleigh in front of a screen showing snowflakes falling onto the perfect winter wonderland scene.

“Abby,” I raise my voice to be heard above excited chatter of children and the overly loud Chipmunk rendition of We Wish You a Merry Christmas. Thank heavens the grocery store where I work prefers quiet, less shrill music. I’d never survive working in the mall for the Christmas season. The constant noise is battering my brain into mush.

“What?” Abby turned to look at me for a grand total of four seconds before turning back to the jolly man in the red suit. Her feet are in perpetual motion, jigging back and forth.

I sucked in a breath and try to chill. This is the first year she’s eager to see Santa. Before now, Santa pictures featured a howling baby or frightened child. This year, she was raring to talk to him. “Abby, look at me.” I grasp her shoulder and spin her around and kneel in front of her carefully keeping my much-needed coffee upright. It’s just about cool enough to guzzle.

“What? I want to watch Santa. It’s almost my turn. I need to give him my list.”

Ah, the list. She’d been making and discarding lists since last summer. Each and every list was put through the shredder when she created a new version. I’d recently taught her the concept of privacy and was regretting it. She kept telling me I had to respect the privacy between her and Santa. I wasn’t worried, but I would like an inkling of what she intended to ask for.

“Abby, remember that Christmas is about love and hope, not things. Be sure to ask for something small, okay?”

“Can I ask him for a phone?” Ugh. The phone thing. Again. What rational parent gave a five-year-old kid their own phone?

“You can ask but he probably won’t get you one. Phones are a parent thing. Okay?” I took a deep breath. “It might be wiser to ask for something a little more reasonable. Remember, Santa brings gifts to all the children and gifts aren’t free.” I loved that she still believed in the magic of Christmas and hated having to remind her that money was tight. I wish I could give her everything her little heart desired. Within reason.

“Santa’s elves make the gifts. That’s free.” Her grin is irresistible and I grin back.

“Either way, free or not, do not ask for a phone. Santa won’t give you something I don’t approve of.” I tried to keep my voice firm, but her irrepressible spirit always makes me smile. She’s the eternal optimist.

The sound of the Chipmunks fade as a commotion rose behind us. I pivot to look, just as two wrestling eight-year-old boys crash into us sending my coffee spiraling into the air and straight down on Abby’s red and white Christmas dress.

Her scream of terror rakes down my spine like claws. The drink was hot, but not hot enough to burn, but my maternal instinct kicks in and I spin her around to unzip the dress before yanking it off. I rip off my snowman sweater and wrap her in it. Her chest is slightly pink, but not burned. Moisture wells in my eyes as tears drip down her face, off her chin.

“Are you okay? Are you hurt?” I hadn’t seen any burns.

“My dress. It’s destroyed,” she weeps.

I saved for months to buy the dress of her dreams, now it’s ruined. Coffee with cream and sugar doesn’t come out, no matter how you wash it. Maybe I can over-dye the stain to from white to cream. My shoulders sag. While it’s possible, it won’t happen in time to see Santa today.

“It’s okay, honey. We’ll go home and get a clean dress and come back later.” I have no idea when, I have to work in less than two hours and the lineup snakes halfway down the mall.

“No,” she wails, wringing her hands like a dismayed church matron. “Santa needs to see my pretty dress.” Nobody pitches a fit like a heartbroken kindergartener. She stamps her foot and splashes coffee up my legs and onto my blouse.

“You can wear your green one,” I offer, knowing it won’t be good enough.

“Excuse me,” a deep male voice says behind me. “Is she okay?”

“She’s fine. Just upset that her dress was ruined.” I don’t look at the man, I’m too busy hugging my daughter, and not falling into the pool of coffee at our feet. His voice is deep and sexy and sends a shiver of unusual interest across my spine despite the anxiety bettering my nerves.

“I apologize for my nephews. They will be reprimanded, and I will replace the dress.”

“Hang on sweetie. I’m going to talk to the man behind me.” After one last hug and a look to confirm she isn’t burned, I pivot and stand in one slightly uncoordinated motion. I lurch forward but manage to keep upright.

My eyes are caught by the quality fabric of his suit and the breadth of his chest. His jaw is smooth shaven and his mouth caught somewhere between a smile and a grimace. His green eyes shine with concern.

Holy cow! I know those eyes. Kurt Stanwyck. I blink and try not to growl at him. Once upon a time, a dozen years ago, Kurt had been my ideal man. Well, boy, because at eighteen, he hadn’t yet reached the amazing sexy manliness I saw before me. Holy hamburgers. He was h-o-t, hot. Scorching. A lump of something I didn’t want to admit rose in my throat and my mouth went dry. An irreverent part of my mind wished I’d find Kurt in my stocking on Christmas morning.

“Darcy? Darcy Sharp? Is it really you?” His smile stole my breath.

Down girl!

He flung his arms around me and pulled me to his rock-solid chest. I pushed away.

“Kurt. Hi.” I inched backward, cautious of the wet floor.

“Mama, I’m cold.” Abby yanked on my hand.

“Your daughter? Let’s go get her a new dress. It’s our fault hers is covered in coffee.” Kurt knelt beside me. “Hey there. I’m Kurt. I am so sorry about your dress. Let’s take your mom to the store and get you a new dress.”

My heart broke at the indecision on her face. “But Santa...”

“We’ll get you a dress and come back to see Santa,” Kurt offered.

“Hang on. What are you doing?” I demand. Kurt might have been the captain of the football team, but he had no right to make plans on my behalf.

“Offering to make it right. We ruined her pretty dress, I’ll replace it.”

More than anything, I wanted to decline his offer. This was the man who spurned me when I asked him to dance at his graduation. He’d laughed and said, “I’m meant for better things,” and walked away. I still wanted to punch him in the nose.

“Come on, Darcy. I can afford it.”

“Are you saying I can’t?” I demanded. I couldn’t but that was beside the point. How dare he judge me?

He held up his hands in mock surrender, his expression serious. “I’m not saying, or implying anything. My nephews ruined her dress and I’m offering to replace it.”

“Please, Mama. I really want to see Santa in a pretty dress.”

“Here are some paper towels,” a teenage elf shoved them toward me. “If you want to go change, I’ll give you first spot in line when you come back.” The girl smiled at us. “I’m so sorry this happened.” The girl glared at Kurt before getting down on hands and knees and wiping the floor. What a waste of liquid gold! We had scrambled out the door this morning and I had yet to have a single sip of life-giving coffee.

“Thank you,” I said gratefully. I looked at Kurt. He appeared chagrinned and hopeful. “Fine. Let’s go get a new dress.” I looked at Abby. “Come on, munchkin. Mr. Stanwyck is going to get you a new dress.” I thanked the elf for her help and we headed down the mall toward the discount shop at the far end.
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Kurt

Darcy Sharp had changed. A lot. Gone was the awkward girl I remembered from high school. She’d morphed from a kind of geeky cuteness ruined by braces to stunning, and she had curves that just didn’t quit. If I had been watching my nephews instead of ogling her backside, they might not have crashed into her. I felt guilty, but at the same time I was glad for the chance to reconnect.

Getting to know more people was one of the myriad reasons I returned to Salvation. Well, that and a doctor ordered vacation. This small town had made me crazy growing up, but I’m loving the friendly atmosphere here. Darcy and her daughter strode down the mall, slightly ahead of the boys and I, almost like she didn’t want to associate with us. She passed three girls’ clothing stores.

“Hey, Darcy, wait.” I called out. She stopped and whirled around; her dark hair flew out in a wave of shining silk practically begging me to touch it. Her hair had taunted my dreams for months after I rudely declined to dance. Okay, before that. I was a typical teenage boy back then.

“What?” Her eminently kissable lips turned down at the corners.

“What’s wrong with this store?” I jabbed a thumb toward Little Princess, the shop my niece adored.

Darcy blushed. “Nothing. I just like that one.” She pointed to a discount place.

I realized that she was clean and neat, but her
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