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Dedication
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Uncle Andy and Aunt Maureen,

Thank you for so many wonderful Christmas Eves. I wish we could have just one more.
Um, nope. No way. Not gonna happen. I don't care what the calendar says. I'm not ready, and I'm not gonna do it.

I am not Christmasing this year.
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Christine's New Year's Resolution List:
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	Try something new

	Cook a turkey

	Buy high heels

	Get a promotion

	Take a vacation

	Learn to make frosting

	Read three books

	Clean the bathroom

	Fall in love
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Chapter One—January
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"Michele, you've got to be kidding me!" I'm trapped. I can't move. And my best friend is laughing at me.

"C'mon Christine, you can do this. It's going to be fun."

"No, it's not. It's going to be torture. A cold, painful torture that ends with me in a body cast."

"You said you'd try new things this year. Isn't this number one on your list? This is what you need to bring you out of your shell. It will be good for you. Think of it as an item you can check off your list."

"My shell is just fine. I don't see how throwing myself down a mountain in sub-zero temperatures can possibly be good for me." But she knows she's got me. I'm a list maker, and nothing makes me happier than checking things off my lists.

Michele snaps her boot buckles and stands up. She looks like the perfect snow bunny, all cute and adorable in her snow pants and coordinating sweater. Her blond curls cascade perfectly down her shoulders, and no hat will flatten them or make her look bedraggled.

I look bedraggled before I even start. My hair is a dull, coppery brown. I can't call it red, and it's not regular brown. The closest description I can come up with is an old penny. It's straight. Like pin straight. And even attempts at perming have not been successful. Hot curlers, curling irons—nothing. Pin straight and boring. 

Just like me.

"When I said new things, I meant maybe cutting my hair or getting highlights put in," I mutter, trying to buckle my boot. The layers of clothes are constricting, and I'm having trouble breathing bent over like this. The buckle finally snaps shut, and I return upright, only to find myself out of breath and lightheaded.

Not off to the most auspicious of starts.

I've got a bad feeling about this.

Michele, who grew up skiing, is itching to get out on the slopes. Despite the fact that I've lived in Upstate New York my whole life, I've somehow managed to avoid this particular form of torture thus far. I've signed up for a lesson and am starting a novena that I don't die on the chairlift.

I pick up my skis from the rental shop and awkwardly carry them outside. We find Michele's skis on the rack, and in a few swift moments hers are donned and she's ready to swoosh off. I'm still trying to figure it out. Michele lets out an exasperated sigh and pops her ski off. She goes through the process again, step-by-step. Finally, I have my skis on. 

Except now I can't move. She uses her pole to point to where I have to go and she's off, gliding on the snow like a figure skater. 

Do you know how freakin' hard it is to move on skis when you're not on a hill? Or worse, when you have to go uphill? Not to mention that in order to fit my 5'10" (Okay, 5'10 ¾". Fine. I'm 5'11") frame, my skis are the length of Delaware.

I'm exhausted by the time I get to the ski group. But then the embarrassment continues. I'm the only adult in the group. This is so not worth it. Checking one stupid item (try something new) off my resolution list is not worth it.

Yup, you get the picture. Me and four kids under four feet tall. I feel even more like a giant than I normally do.

And sadly, most of them are better skiers than I am.

After ninety minutes, I've learned to pizza and french fry enough to stop and start. The most challenging thing for me is to stand up once I've fallen down. 

Wait, check that. The most challenging thing is the damn J-hook bar contraption that drags me up the bunny hill. You can't sit. You can't stand. You hang in a weird crouch, praying your skis don't hit a rut knocking your ass over tea kettle into the other tow-ees, toppling them like bowling pins. Not that this happens. Okay, yes, it totally happens. 

In a heap, one ski pointing one way, one ski lost, I'm pretty sure this skiing thing is not for me. And if I can figure out how to stand up, I'm going to go in the lodge and have a hot toddy. Or ten. And hope that this day passes quickly.

It's just I don't have a lot of free time. I work crazy hours. Free weekends are a rarity and to waste one on something I hate seems frivolous.

Maybe I'll read while I'm in the lodge. That's something on my list. To read three books this year. I've been trying to read the same book for about two years now. I never get through more than a page or two at a time, and anytime I get a large chunk of time to read, I have to start again because I can't remember what I've read.

This is what I'm thinking about, lying in a heap, snow creeping down into my snow pants.

"You need a hand?"

I look up through my goggles to see another begoggled face leaning down over me. The face emits a voice with a deep timbre, which makes my belly twist a little bit. A thick-gloved hand extends and I grasp it. With apparent ease, he hauls me up to a standing position. I still only have one ski on. Not saying a word, he retrieves my ski and guides my boot back into the binding. 

"Better?" His smile shows a row of white teeth. Just one looks crooked. It's probably a good thing, though. Otherwise, I have a feeling he'd be too perfect. The best part—he's looking down on me. Do you know how often the guys I meet are my height or shorter? I swear there's a shortage of tall men out there.

"No. I'm still out here, making a fool out of myself."

"I take it this is your first time."

"Is it that obvious I'm a virgin?"

He lifts his goggles up, eyebrows raised. The bemused expression in his light green eyes highlights my faux pas. "Oh really? I didn't know we were getting this personal."

"Oh my God!" My mitten-covered hand, white with snow, flies to my mouth. Which, of course, results in me getting a face full of snow. "That's um, not, crap. I'm not a virgin-virgin. I meant a skiing virgin. I have lots of experience with the other. Well, not lots. I mean, I'm not loose or anything. Oh crap, I should just stop talking."

"No, keep talking. It's quite amusing."

"I'm going to go bury myself in a snow bank right now. Thanks for the help. It's been nice knowing you."

FYI, it's impossible to storm off in a dignified manner when you're wearing skis.

"Wait! Don't leave!"

Can he really be calling after me? I turn and look.

"I didn't even get your name!"

Seriously? He wants to know my name? Well, I guess he did stop and help me out. He's got a perfectly imperfect smile and the coolest green eyes I've ever seen. Not to mention he's actually more than a hair's breadth taller than I am. Why wouldn't I want to talk to him?

Oh right, because I'm a moron.

"Christine. And you?"

"Patrick."

"Well, thanks for the help, Patrick."

"Don't mention it." 

We hold each other's gaze for longer than is necessary. I should just turn back around and ski away, but let's face it, we all know that's not possible. "So, um, I guess I'll see you on the slopes then."

"No, Christine, I don't think you will."

My face falls, even though I will it not to. "Oh, that's too bad. Well, then ..."

"No, you won't make it to the slopes at the rate you're going. How about some personal instruction?"

Patrick and I head over to the bunny hill. Turns out, the chair lift is a whole lot easier than that stupid J-hook thingy. He gives me useful tips like to keep my ski tips up when dismounting the lift and how to tighten my snowplow a little. Turns out, I'm not a terrible skier.

Especially not when I have a great teacher. 

What are the odds that I meet a guy on the slopes? It's, like, too 80s movie cliché for me. But here it is, happening. 

I spy Michele and wave to her. She swooshes over with a light spray of powder dusting my pants. Leave it to Michele to be fancy. I go back to feeling plain and awkward again.

Lucky for me, she picks up on the none-too-subtle death glare I'm giving her and makes an excuse to leave. But I'm worried that since Patrick has seen the cute and perky Michele, he'll forget about me. Like guys always seem to do.

"I'm gonna have to go soon, but wanna take
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