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Hi Reader! Thanks for picking up my book. I’m K.C. Lynn, a small-town Alberta girl who loves writing about true love and its existence.

This series holds a very special place in my heart because it’s inspired by a real mountain in the Canadian Rockies—where my father was born and raised, and where I grew up making cherished memories with my grandparents.

Whether I was outside splashing in the creek with my siblings, taking nature walks with my grandpa, or curled up in the living room with my grandma watching Jeopardy and Wheel of Fortune, I often found myself gazing at this breathtaking mountain with its heart-shaped peak, and knew, even from a young age, it would always mean something to me.

It’s the mountain my siblings and I always anticipated seeing on our three-hour-long car ride because it meant we were finally close to our destination—a tradition now passed down to my own children. A peak that’s been scaled countless times. One that has witnessed real love and stolen kisses. A hidden gem I always share with friends whenever I take them to experience the beauty of the Rockies, and now I am sharing it with you.

While the legend surrounding this mountain is purely fictional, the love and memories it symbolizes are not. Hopefully, after reading this story, Heart Mountain will weave itself into your soul just as deeply as it has mine and strengthen your belief in everlasting love.

Happy Reading!

Much Love,

KC Lynn XOX


Dedication


For my Auntie Kathy, lover of Hallmark Christmas movies and fellow soap operaenthusiast.

You once told me you hoped to be remembered for being kind. This dedication is to tell you I will be one of the many people who do, and I want everyone who reads this to know it too. Your unwavering strength in the face of adversity is inspiring. I love you so very much and pray every day you get the miracle youdeserve.

Hollis, Mike, and Poppy are foryou.

PS: I still can’t believe Marlena Evans was possessed by the devil. Thank goodness for Father JohnBlack.
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Nestled deep in the Canadian Rockies is the small town of Passion Falls. Known for its quiet nature, breathtaking views, and friendly locals, this picturesque landscape holds a hidden treasure very few know about: Heart Mountain.

With its distinctive heart-shaped peak, this stunning landmark can be seen from anywhere in town. What sets this particular mountain apart from all the rest is the secret it holds. A legend that weaves a tale, stating at the stroke of midnight, under the light of a full moon, if you share a kiss on this mountain’s ledge, you will be bound to your one true love forever.

At one time, this mountain was more than its legend. It was a magic that many believed in, and it became one of Passion Falls’ best-kept secrets.

Sadly, as time passed, people stopped believing, just like many other things in life, and that magic slowly faded into nothing more than a tale. A folklore that some locals even laugh about.

The thing about magic though, is it never really dies. It lies dormant until something powerful comes along to awaken it. Something as powerful as love.
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Hollis

Giant snowflakes blast across my windshield, making it nearly impossible to see what’s in front of me. I drive at a snail’s pace, my foot lightly poised over the gas pedal, prepared to shift to the brake at a moment’s notice.

You got this, Hollis. Slow and steady.

The internal pep talk does little to calm my frazzled nerves. It doesn’t help that I was already running late this morning and didn’t have time to let my windows fully defrost before leaving. The air pummeling out of my vents is warm at best.

Any other time, this Southern California girl would be overjoyed with all this snow. Sit me next to a crackling fire with a hot cup of cocoa topped with mini marshmallows and I will gladly soak in all the beauty of this winter wonderland.

It’s one of the reasons I agreed to oversee the new business my cousin purchased as an investment until he finds a profitable buyer.

I’ve always wanted to visit Canada, especially the Rockies, and when I found out that the business in question was a year-round Christmas store—my favorite holiday of the year—I jumped at the chance.

It couldn’t have come at a better time since the advertising company I worked for went bankrupt and I was out of a job, which is probably why Shane asked me over anyone else in the family. Still, he needed the favor, and I was desperate for an escape. It was a win-win for us both.

What I didn’t consider was driving in these types of weather conditions, and I really should have because this is not for the inexperienced.

I come upon the lone gas station across from the lake, where the beautiful heart-shaped mountain stands, and feel my nerves slightly settle, knowing my turn-off is just around the corner.

Thank you, Jesus.

My relief is short-lived when a powerful gust of wind kicks up out of nowhere. It sweeps over my car, blanketing my view in a sheet of white.

“Shit!” I lean in closer to the steering wheel, squinting to see through the cloud of white. Just as the snow clears, I’m met with flashing red and blue lights just ahead of me.

Gasping, I slam my foot down on the brake.

Big mistake.

My tires lock in place, sending my back-end fishtailing.

“No, no, no!”

Adrenaline works its way through my body at the loss of control. I press down on the brake even harder, but it’s no use. I’m completely helpless as the car coasts forward in the slowest glide known to man, and it doesn’t stop until the front end of it gently taps the back end of the police-issued SUV.

Through the mass of flurries bouncing off my windshield, I can barely make out the officer writing a ticket to the car parked in front of him.

He blinks at me, surprised by my sudden Ice Capades performance, before leaning over to see the front end of my car attached to his bumper.

I watch his jaw clench and unclench in a mix of anger and disbelief before he shakes his head.

Uh oh. This is not good. Not good at all.
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Mike

Not even two hours into my shift and it’s already been a fucking day. First, I get the kid to school late because she forgot her damn lunch at the house again, which resulted in us stopping at Tim Hortons to buy her food.

After dropping her off, I caught a bunch of high school seniors in a vacant parking lot doing donuts on the freshly fallen snow in a Ford F-150 while towing one of their idiot friends behind them on a sled.

Then, I had to pull this asshole over for texting while driving, which had him swerving all over the goddamn place.

Now, I have Franklin the fuckin’ Turtle over here that, despite driving slower than molasses, still somehow managed to slide into the back of my parked SUV.

All of this, and it’s not even ten in the morning.

Shaking my head, I finish issuing Tommy the Texter his distracted driving ticket, then leave him with a firm warning before turning around to see the young woman shuffling out of her car.

“I am so sorry,” she sputters out the apology, almost tripping over her unlaced boots as she hurries over to me.

Un-fucking-believable.

This, paired with the frosty ice bordering the windows of her car, made her an accident waiting to happen.

“I couldn’t see you through all the snow.” She comes to stand before me, her hat-covered head tilting all the way back as she squints up at me through the falling flurries, anchoring me where I stand.

She might be a walking hazard, but fuck is she beautiful.

Long chestnut hair tumbles past her shoulders in loose waves, gently framing a pair of light green eyes accentuated by thick dark lashes. Add in pouty pink lips that appear full and inviting, and it’s enough to render any man powerless, including myself. This, in turn, only serves to piss me off further.

“You didn’t manage to see my flashing red and blue lights right in front of you?” I question doubtfully.

She bristles, clearly taken aback by my tone. “Is that so hard to believe considering the weather right now?”

“Maybe it’s less about the weather and more about the frost covering your windows.”

She glances over at her car and winces.

At least she has the decency to look embarrassed about it.

“I admit I was running a bit late this morning and didn’t have time to let my car warm up long enough, but—”

“That’s what snow brushes are for.”

Her lips thin at the interruption. “I know. I haven’t had a chance to get one yet.”

She can’t be fucking serious.

Her slow blink tells me she damn well is.

“Let me get this straight,” I start, crossing my arms over my chest. “You’re driving around in this weather right now without a snow brush which is why your windows are caked in ice, but it’s not your fault that you didn’t see my flashing lights?”

Her eyes narrow gracefully. “Don’t you think you’re overreacting just a little? It was an accident. A minor one at that. Look, I bet there isn’t even damage.” She moves between our vehicles, inspecting the scene before coming back to stand in front of me. “Yep. Just as I suspected. No damage.”

Kinda hard to cause damage when there are power wheel jeeps that drive faster than she does.

“Besides,” she continues sharply. “I don’t have a snow brush yet because I’m not from here and—”

“Clearly,” I mutter. Unfortunately, not quiet enough.

She straightens defensively. “What does that mean?”

“It means people who live here don’t drive around without snow brushes in their car, and they sure as hell don’t drive around with their shoelaces untied adding to an already hazardous driving situation, and then blame the weather when they get into an accident.”

It’s a lie, some people do. Hell, some do even worse, like the dumbass teenagers I busted stunting this morning. But I refuse to tell her the real reason I know she isn’t from here, and that’s because I know every single person in this town, or at the very least have seen their face. And I would never forget a face like hers. One that is so goddamn beautiful it’s enough to stop a man’s heart from beating.

Her hand flies to her chest in a dramatic gesture. “Well, excuse me, for not being local and knowing how to drive in a freaking blizzard,” she snaps.

Jesus, I need more coffee for this shit.

“For your information, pal.”

Pal?

“I was given exactly twenty-four hours to get my ass on a plane which gave me very little time to prepare for every scenario I might encounter when it comes to a Canadian winter. And while I admit I probably should have bought a snow brush by now, the weather hasn’t exactly called for it until this morning, so it really wasn’t high on my list of priorities. You will be tickled to know it is now. Actually, I tell you what, as soon as I leave here, I’m going to buy the holy grail of snow brushes and proudly display it in my back window just for you!”

I grunt, unamused by her smart mouth.

“I will also have you know that while a snow brush would have been handy this morning, it would have done nothing to stop the entire Arctic from being blown over my little Subaru, which is why I didn’t see your ‘big flashy lights.’” She makes a large gesture with her hands, emphasizing those lights. “Not because of the ice bordering my windshield, and not because my shoelaces are untied. But since you are so hell-bent on making this about me being careless, go ahead and write me a ticket so we can both be on our merry little way and live happily ever after with our stupid snow brushes!”

By the time she finishes the tirade, she is out of breath, the anger in her cheeks matching the rosy tip of her perfectly shaped nose. She’s so worked up that the giant flakes falling from the sky melt as they land on her face.

I’d find this rather amusing if I didn’t feel like shit for being the one to get her so upset. I decide to take pity on her and wrap this up but not without finding out some important information first. “License and registration, please.”

She gapes at me, her snow-kissed lashes fluttering in shock. “You’re serious? You’re really going to give me a ticket for this?”

I don’t bother to confirm or deny her assumption.

Shaking her head, she stomps back to her car, almost tripping over her shoelaces again.

This woman is a hot fucking mess. Hot being the operative word.

She climbs back into her car with a huff and slams the door on me.

She’s also a fiery one.

I wait patiently for her to lower the window. Once she does, she hands me her license and the rental’s registration without a word.

Ignoring the registration, I look only at her license, wanting—no, needing—to know one thing…

Hollis Elizabeth Billings.

I find the name fitting, despite not knowing her. Taking in her address next, I see she’s from Southern California.

I figured she wasn’t Canadian by her remark about a Canadian winter, and, yet for some reason, I’m still struck with a pang of disappointment.

A scowl forms on my face as I hand her back the documentation. “Wait here.”

I hear her grumble something behind me as I walk back to my car.

Yeah, well, I’m annoyed too, sweetheart.

Though, if I’m being honest, more with myself than with her. Which is why I grab the snow brush from my backseat and walk back over to scrape the semi-melting ice off all her windows, starting with the windshield.

I ignore the feeling of her eyes on me as I move around the vehicle. After double-checking that there is, in fact, no damage to her car, I walk back over to the driver’s side window and lean just inside the vehicle, bringing myself dangerously close to all that beauty. “You can have this,” I state, handing her the snow brush.

Surprise and confusion mask her expression as she accepts it.

“It’s not the Holy Grail of snow brushes, but it does the job,” I add, throwing the words back at her.

A pink blush blooms across her cheeks.

“Just don’t display it in your back window for me. I wouldn’t want it to obstruct your view and cause another accident.” After a smirk in her direction, I push away from the car and get the hell out of there before I do something really stupid, like ask her out.

Once inside the safety of my SUV, I sit and wait, watching her drive away.

As her beauty slowly fades into the distance, the haze begins to lift, allowing my emotions to fall back into place, and it leaves me wondering what the fuck just happened.
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