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Chapter 1: A Winter to Remember
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Snowflakes danced lazily from the gray Scandinavian sky, settling on cobblestone streets and gaslit windows. Copenhagen at Christmas was magical—tiny lights twinkling on every building, the scent of cinnamon and roasted almonds drifting from street stalls, and the soft hum of Christmas carols echoing through the old city.

For Adrian Clarke, Copenhagen had always been a city of work and routine. A consultant for international businesses, he traveled constantly, rarely staying in one place long enough to feel the heartbeat of a city. But this year was different.

Adrian had arrived a week before Christmas, sent to help a boutique hotel reorganize their holiday program. The thought of spending the festive season surrounded by strangers, in a city whose charm he had only glimpsed in passing, made him tense. Yet beneath the anxiety, he felt a spark of anticipation—an inexplicable pull that maybe this Christmas could be different.

And then there was Lukas Jensen.

Tall, warm-eyed, and impossibly easy to talk to, Lukas worked at the hotel’s front desk, guiding guests with quiet confidence and an infectious smile. There was something about him—something in the way he handled chaos with patience, or how he laughed even when a snowstorm trapped visitors in the lobby—that made Adrian feel like the world had slowed down, if only for a moment.

Adrian hadn’t planned to let anyone close this Christmas. But Copenhagen had a way of changing plans. Its narrow streets and cozy cafés, the smell of pastries warming cold fingers, and the glow of candles in every window seemed to whisper that maybe, just maybe, magic was real.

And for the first time in years, Adrian felt a little spark of hope—hope for warmth, hope for connection, and perhaps, hope for love.

This Christmas in Copenhagen promised more than twinkling lights and festive cheer. It promised a story neither Adrian nor Lukas would forget.
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Chapter 2: Snowflakes and First Meetings
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Adrian pulled his coat tighter around his shoulders as he stepped out onto the street, the chill of Copenhagen’s winter biting at his cheeks. Snow had fallen overnight, leaving a pristine layer over cobblestones and benches. The city smelled of roasting almonds, fresh bread, and pine from the decorated trees lining the squares.

He glanced at the hotel entrance across the street. The staff moved efficiently, but something about the bustle today felt different—lighter, warmer. Maybe it was the holiday decorations, or maybe it was the person standing just inside the lobby, greeting guests with a smile that seemed to reach all the way to Adrian’s chest.

Lukas Jensen.

Adrian had noticed him the moment he arrived—a tall man with soft brown eyes, dark hair tousled by the winter wind, and a laugh that was unexpectedly warm in the otherwise brisk hotel lobby. Lukas had an ease about him, a calm confidence that made everything feel less hurried. Adrian, who spent most of his life juggling schedules and flights, found himself... distracted.

He stepped inside, brushing snow from his boots. “Morning,” he said, trying to sound casual.

“Good morning,” Lukas replied, eyes lighting up. “You must be Adrian Clarke, from London?”

“That’s me.” Adrian held out his hand. Lukas took it, firm but gentle, and the warmth of his palm lingered longer than expected.

“We’ve been looking forward to your arrival,” Lukas continued, a playful glint in his eyes. “I hope you like Copenhagen in December. It’s... special.”

Adrian swallowed, caught off guard by how intimate the word “special” felt. “I’ve heard it’s beautiful. But it’s my first time here.”

“Well, then you’re in for a treat,” Lukas said, turning and motioning toward the decorated lobby. “Come on—I’ll give you a quick tour before the meetings start. There’s a lot of Christmas magic around, and I can’t have you missing it.”

Adrian followed, trying to focus on the sights—the wreaths hanging from chandeliers, the glittering lights on miniature Christmas trees, the smell of hot cocoa wafting from the café corner. But it was impossible to ignore Lukas. Every gesture, every glance, seemed effortless, like he belonged here in a way Adrian never had anywhere.

At the end of the tour, Lukas paused near a large window overlooking the city square. Snowflakes fell lazily outside, landing on rooftops and the cobblestones below. “See that?” he asked, pointing. “That’s our Christmas market. It opens this afternoon. You have to try the gløgg—it’s tradition.”

Adrian’s lips curved into a small smile. “Gløgg?”

“Hot spiced wine,” Lukas said, grinning. “You’ll love it. And maybe we can walk through the market together later.”

Adrian’s heart skipped. The words sounded innocent, casual, but he felt an unmistakable pull, a flutter he hadn’t felt in years. “I’d like that,” he said softly.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of meetings and hotel logistics, but Adrian found himself counting down the hours until the market, until the moment he could be near Lukas again. Each glance, each shared smile, left him warmer than the thickest coat he owned.

And as evening fell over Copenhagen, painting the snow in shades of gold and silver, Adrian realized something he hadn’t expected: he might be here for work, but he was already caught in a different kind of magic—one that had nothing to do with business and everything to do with a man with warm eyes and a smile that lit up the coldest winter day.
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Chapter 3: Cinnamon, Gløgg, and Glances
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By late afternoon, the city square was alive with the festive hum of Copenhagen’s Christmas market. Tiny stalls lined the cobblestones, each one twinkling with fairy lights, overflowing with handcrafted ornaments, knitted scarves, and the unmistakable scent of roasted almonds and cinnamon.

Adrian followed Lukas closely, his scarf pulled high, breath puffing in white clouds. Lukas walked with an easy confidence, greeting vendors and helping a small child tie her mitten before giving Adrian a cheeky grin. “See? It’s not just about the shopping. It’s about the little things—moments like this.”

Adrian nodded, trying to take it all in. The smells, the lights, the music from a nearby band playing Christmas carols—it was enchanting. But what captivated him more was the way Lukas moved through it all. Warm, genuine, utterly at ease.

They stopped at a stall selling gløgg. Lukas motioned to two steaming mugs. “Here. First sip is on me. You’ll thank me later.”

Adrian took the cup, the spicy aroma rising to meet his nose. He hesitated before sipping, then blinked at the warmth spreading through him. “Wow,” he said. “That’s... actually perfect.”

Lukas laughed softly. “Told you. It’s a Copenhagen tradition. Best enjoyed with good company.”

Adrian felt heat rise to his cheeks, though not from the drink. “Good company, huh?”

Lukas leaned just slightly closer, a conspiratorial smile playing on his lips. “Exactly. And I think you qualify.”

The words, so casual, carried an unspoken weight. Adrian’s heart thudded, sudden and strong, but he forced a smile, trying to keep the flutter under control. “I’ll take your word for it.”

They wandered through the market, stopping at stalls to admire ornaments, taste spiced pastries, and listen to carolers sing. Adrian found himself laughing more than he had in months, drawn out by Lukas’s easy charm and the magic of the snowy streets.

At one point, they paused near a carousel, its lights glowing softly in the twilight. Children circled on painted horses, parents snapping photos, and the air smelled of sugar and pine. Lukas turned to Adrian, eyes catching the reflection of the carousel lights. “Do you want to ride?”

Adrian hesitated, then smiled. “I haven’t been on one in years.”

“Then it’s settled,” Lukas said, offering his hand. “Come on. You can’t spend Christmas in Copenhagen and skip the carousel.”

Adrian took his hand, the warmth of Lukas’s fingers seeping through his gloves. The simple contact sent an unexpected thrill up his arm, and he felt his pulse quicken. They mounted the carousel, and as it began to turn, slow and steady, the world seemed to shrink to just the two of them—lights, snow, music, and the quiet knowledge that this was the start of something neither had anticipated but both already felt.

When the ride ended, Lukas leaned closer, voice soft. “You see? Magic exists. Sometimes you just have to step into it.”

Adrian looked at him, heart swelling. “Maybe... maybe I’ve found a little magic already.”

Lukas’s smile widened, a spark of mischief and warmth. “Good. Because Christmas in Copenhagen has a way of giving more than anyone expects.”

As they walked back through the snow-covered square, mugs in hand, Adrian felt something shift within him. He had arrived in Copenhagen expecting routine, deadlines, and solitude. Instead, he found warmth, laughter, and a man who made the coldest winter day feel like the coziest place on earth.

And somehow, Adrian knew this Christmas would be unlike any other.
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