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Dear Reader:

This collection of five short stories began as a single limited edition paper copy to be mailed out to my fans as a Christmas gift. Year one went great. Year two, I got distracted, and the story was released late. Year three? I was ready in advance, but Canada Post was on strike. That’s when I gave up on the idea of mailing and altered my plan.

Since the first five stories were already written, I’ve decided to put them together into a collection. Christmas in Berry Cove is the result of that decision. I must warn you, the heat level varies by couple. Some couples are just more eager to hop into bed, I guess. The stories range from sweet to steamy, but they are all closed door.

I hope you love spending Christmas in Berry Cove.

And be sure to watch for the next story, coming soon. Santa willing, and fingers crossed.


HUGS,

Katie
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Dedication
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This one is for Jules, Jennifer, Brian, 

and the rest of the crew at Advanced Dental.

Thanks for the great care and support.

May you all flourish in love and caring.
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Chapter One
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Joyous Christmas carols rang out from speakers strung outside local shops as Trudy Marshall hurried down Main Street in her hometown of Berry Cove. With only days until Christmas, there was something magical in the air. It was more than the Christmas spirit. There was joy and a sense of blessings to come. Everyone was smiling at each other and calling out cheerful greetings. It was like she’d stumbled into a holiday romance movie. Only better.

The air was brisk, starting to drop toward real winter cold. The speakers’ sound faded as she approached a group of singers in Dickensian costumes serenading passersby on a street corner. A gray-bearded man with sparkling eyes, wearing an old-fashioned waistcoat and top hat, led them in chorus. She’d almost swear he winked at her as she passed.

The music filled her heart with joy, and a smile crept over her face. Despite her lack of time to enjoy the moment, this was holiday bliss, and her favorite time of year.

Though she wanted to listen, she had just a short time to make it to the toy store before it closed. If she didn’t get there on time, she’d probably miss her only chance to get her nephew Tyrone the fabulous Lego kit he was begging for. Her sister had scoured Calgary toy shops and the internet in vain. Trudy had been talking to the postmistress, who mentioned the Harry Potter set by name.

She rushed along, cradling the coffee she’d purchased on her way to the post office. She didn’t want to spill one precious drop. She needed every mouthful to fuel her late-night writing. By day, she was the receptionist at Berry Cove’s town office. By night, she penned steamy romances and a blog about spicing up your love life...not that she had a love life right now, and if she didn’t finish her latest novel by next week, she’d miss her deadline, for the fourth time, and her editor would be irate. She could lose her contract over this.

She didn’t know why the words refused to come. After writing seventy-two books, she should have it down pat. In fact, if you’d have asked her six months ago, she’d have told you she could write in her sleep. Maybe her imagination was drying up along with her love life.

She paused at the first of two traffic lights between her and the toy store. She was tempted to jaywalk, but the chief of police was sitting in his cruiser on the opposite side of the street. No sense risking a ticket. She stomped her feet to keep them warm. She looked down in dismay as slush splashed onto the toes of her thin dressy boots. She knew better than to wear pretty shoes when snow was scheduled, and now it was coming down by the bucketful.

Huge lacy flakes whirled on the light breeze before drifting down and piling up. Thank heaven there wasn’t much wind or she’d be half frozen to death. It was December first, and she’d been avoiding winter clothing. That ended here...well, it ended when she got home and dug her winter gear out of the closet. She snuggled deeper into her jacket, trying to protect herself from the icy breeze.

Cars splashed past, some slowing, some seeming bent on soaking everyone who lined the quaint sidewalks along Main Street, Berry Cove. She eased back half a step lest someone splash her tan pants and ruin them. The light going the other direction changed to yellow. She peered left and right in preparation to cross.

A rusty Ford pickup careened down the street, weaving wildly, swerving into the other lane and nearly back onto the sidewalk. The driver was a menace. He veered left, then back right, straight toward her.

“Crap!” She jumped back out of his path and slammed into something solid. Her coffee flew from her hand, up into the air, and over her shoulder.

“What the...?” a deep male voice behind her cried out in surprise.

Oh no!

Trudy whirled round and bumped into a solid wall of flesh. Dripping wet flesh, covered in a coffee-soaked, once white dress shirt. “I’m so sorry.” She looked up and up into the scowling face of the man who dumped her five years ago. Maxim Langtree. Shoot. Of all the people...

Her gaze travelled to emerald eyes below a pinched brow. She was struck mute by their deep fire. His hands gripped her arms, keeping her from teetering over on her slender heels.

“Are you okay?” His frown deepened then morphed into an enormous smile. “Trudy!” He crushed her into a hug. “It’s been way too long.”

“Maxim, sorry, I didn’t mean to drench you,” she blathered. She wanted to sink into the slush and melt away.

“I’m not sorry. I’ve been looking all over town for you.” The frown eased. He waved at the front of his formerly white dress shirt and coffee coated suit jacket. “I assume this belonged to you?”

“Yes. Oh, I’m so sorry, Max.” Heat rose in her face as she stared at his chest. His shirt clung to his muscles like a lover. Like she used to do. Oh, she missed those days.

Stop! You’re over him.

“Send the dry-cleaning bill to City Hall, and I’ll reimburse you. I swear.” She held up her fingers in a Girl Guide salute. His eyes widened, and he grinned. 

“I really will pay to have that cleaned. Send the bill in my name. Gotta run.”

She’d love to talk to him, except just looking at his familiar face made her heart ache. They’d been good together until he left her for his career.

She hurried across the street, barely making it before the light changed to red. Solid footsteps sounded behind her. She risked a glance toward the sound. Max was striding along in the same direction.

She slipped into the toy store and made a beeline for the Lego section, and scanned the shelves. Nothing. It wasn’t there! She sighed and stomped her foot. She muttered under her breath, “This sucks.”

“That sounds serious.”

She turned to Max, who must have followed her inside. “It is. I really needed a kit for my nephew. I thought it was here. I don’t know what to do now.” She wasn’t one to give in to any old whim by her nephew, but he’d had a tough year, and she wanted to make his Christmas extra special.

“Let me help you look. What do you need?” His smile and offer slipped right into her heart.

She explained the Harry Potter kit.

“Okay, I’m on it. If it’s here, I’ll find it for you.” He went to the other end of the aisle and started shifting boxes. She watched him stretch to the top shelf and rearrange kits. He was still fit and gorgeous with his short dark beard and his flashing green eyes. She did love green eyes. And his height still made her swoon.

She started at the bottom on the opposite end of the aisle and dug through every package. Ten minutes later, they were bumping shoulders in the middle. He smelled incredible. Beyond the scent of her mocha was something spicy and minty. She inhaled deeply. So delicious.

He squatted down as she reached higher to shift another kit. She placed one hand on his shoulder for support. Oh yeah, solid as a rock.

“Oh! Is this it?” He held up a kit and looked up at her, an enormous smile stretched across his cheeks. She stared into his eyes; the kit entirely forgotten. All she could think about was how much she had loved him, before...

“Trudy?” His smile was slightly mocking and entirely endearing.

She shook her head. “Um. Yeah. Sorry. I got distracted for a second.” He shook the package in excitement, and she glanced at it. “Yes! Oh, it is the one I need. Thank you so much.”

He stood and passed her the kit. Impulsively, she flung her arms around him in a hug. Lord, he’s rock-hard and she just wanted to melt into him. She jumped back; her face flooded with heat. “I’m so sorry. I was just so excited.”

“No problem.” His low laugh rumbled across her skin and into her heart.

His wink went straight to her heart. All her old feelings rushed forward. Love, disappointment, longing, lust, love. She needed to pull herself together.

“You can make it up to me by buying me a coffee.” He paused. “And by not spilling it on me.”

“Funny.” She raised a brow at him. His teasing was still adorable. “As soon as I pay for this kit, I’m all over coffee. I owe you big time. For the toy, and for the spillage.”
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Chapter Two
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Maxim smiled at Trudy as they took their seats in Annie’s Café amid a myriad of tinsel, bells, and holiday greenery. She was as beautiful as she was five years ago. Maybe more so. She’d gained a few curves, and the years had only made her prettier. Her blonde hair was short and spiked up, her green eyes sparkling with life and happiness. She looked like a Christmas sprite.

He’d seen her exit the town office and had delayed his visit to the mayor to follow her. It was astounding how she’d drawn him like a rope pulling right on his heart. He’d missed her every second of every day when they’d been apart. Seeing her again was pure heaven. Except for the guilt of leaving her.

“What brings you back to Berry Cove?” She sipped her mint hot cocoa. A small drop of whipped cream stuck to her lip, and she licked it off.

He swallowed hard. She was too enticing, and her impact hadn’t lessened one bit.

“Work. I bought a business here. I was on my way to see the mayor when I saw you.”

She blinked in confusion. “If you were going to see the mayor, how did you end up in the toy store?”

“I thought we could talk.” His heart knew her. She was the love he was looking for, the one he’d let go in a moment of idiocy, and he wanted her back. She was the real reason he’d returned to Berry Cove.

“Talk about what?”

He loved how she didn’t put up with partial answers. “I decided you were a Christmas miracle, sent straight to me.” He shrugged, “I was headed to City Hall, the carolers were playing, It’s Beginning To Look a Lot Like Christmas. I spotted you just when the lyrics said, “The prettiest sight you’ll see.” It felt like...destiny.”

Her eyes went wide and darted back and forth. She leaned toward him like she was going to impart a secret. He slid forward until their faces were only inches apart. She licked her lip nervously. “When I turned around and you were there, I felt the same thing. A little zing jolted through my heart,” she confessed with a sweet blush.

Her laugh was like angel bells. “Scared the ever-loving crap out of me. Because...instant attraction? After what you did to me? It doesn’t happen.”

“I’d like to talk about that. I have a few things to say, to apologize for.”

Indecision danced across her face. He saw a no, a yes, and something that looked distinctly like this is a bad idea. He pulled back and picked up his orange spice tea, feigning nonchalance, and waited, fear in his heart. He couldn’t mess this up again.

“You know what? I’m not sure about that discussion, but I’d like to catch up.” She grinned. “Want to go to the craft fair? I’ve got shopping to do.”

Ah. A test. Because men hate shopping. She wasn’t getting rid of him that easily. “I’m okay with that. I need a gift for my mom and my sister.” He slipped his family in because she’d always been close to them. She still visited his family, just never when he was home to visit.

The craft market was packed. People clustered around all the vendors. The enticing scents of mini-donuts lingered in the air along with cranberry-apple cider and fresh hot coffee. He followed Trudy as she squished herself between smiling patrons and inched up to the fudge table.

“Franny, I need a fix.” She laughed. “Rocky road, maple, cranberry-orange, and pecan, please.”

“Is that to go, or are you eating it here?” Franny teased.

“Both?” They laughed together, and Max couldn’t help but join in. Trudy was the sunniest, most easy-going person he knew.

“Do you want anything, Max?” Trudy asked.

“I’ll take one of those flavor packs, to go. On my bill, not Trudy’s,” he said to Franny.

She offered a tray of samples, and Trudy devoured four immediately before turning to him. “You know the sampler has sixteen flavors, right?”

“I do. I like fudge, so does my sister. And I’m sort of seeing this woman who likes it too. I re-met her today, and I’m trying to impress her.”

“Indeed?” She grinned and lifted one eyebrow skeptically. “How’s that going?”

“I’ll let you know as soon as I know. It looks good so far.” He couldn’t resist the blatant Top Gun rip-off. They’d watched the old movie together a dozen times. He loved the jets. She adored the romance.

Her laugh rang out again, and people around them smiled at her joy. His heart tripped, and he couldn’t stop returning her jubilant expression. This was the most fun he’d had in years, come to think of it, probably, since he left her. Coming back to Berry Cove was the best decision he’d ever made.

They wandered up and down the rows, chatting with one another and talking to vendors. He wanted to start apologizing or start explaining why he’d cut and run. More importantly, he wanted to talk about why he was back. It was hard to push the issue in public.

Trudy picked up a blue and white flannel shirt and a pair of men’s gloves. He wondered who they were for. Did he have competition?

“Tell me, Trudy, are you single, married, dating, engaged?” He held his breath waiting for an answer.

“Currently unattached in all ways. How about you? I mean, aside from your mystery woman.”

“Single. Completely. My mystery woman is you.”

She reared back slightly in response to his declaration. He hadn’t meant to spring it on her, but he didn’t want her to think he was a cheater. She needed to know he was fully into her and no one else. He’d messed up with her once; and he sure as heck wasn’t going to do that again. “Single for a very long time. I haven’t dated in over two years.”
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