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Agent of Santa (Romance Division) Nova Nouvelle had always loved Christmas, the sheer magic of the time of year and she had absolutely loved Christmas romances even more, so when she died in a rather horrific car crash she supposed she shouldn’t really have been too surprised when Father Christmas resurrected her, and made her one of his Agents.

Nova had been an Agent of Santa for over thirty years now, travelling about the world and helping young and older people fall in love over the holidays, giving them the best Christmas present a person could hope for in the entire world. And Nova seriously loved her job.

But as she stood outside a massive London skyscraper with over fifty floors and immense floor-to-ceiling windows, Nova just wasn’t sure if this was exactly what she was meant to do to make two people fall in love, or back in love as it was the case tonight.

It was only a few days before Christmas and Santa had gotten a small paper letter (Nova had no clue people still wrote them and Santa much preferred email anyway) from a young woman, 26, who just wanted Santa to make her parents fall back in love in time for Christmas.

The air was rather mild for late December with amazing hints of holly, peppermint and hot chocolate filling the air from the street cart a few metres away. And the delightful sounds of young children laughing, playing and singing on the wide busy street behind her really did make Nova smile.

It was for those little children and all that was good in the world that made Nova continue on being an Agent every single year without fail.

There were plenty of people wearing massive thick winter coats of blacks, whites and creams coming and going through the large glass revolving door of the skyscraper. Nova much preferred her long bright burgundy Santa costume that she always used. There were so many people that Nova was almost scared that she would miss her target.

Since she was meant to encounter a woman called Fiona Irons. She was a woman with a fit body in her early forties wearing a very smart business suit with long brown hair perfectly straight. Nova was meant to find her and somehow convince her and her husband to stay together and that they really loved each other.

It was times like this that Nova knew full-well that the Joy and Crime Divisions of the Agents of Santa had a much easier job than her. One only had to spread Christmas cheer about and the other only had to solve crimes. But Nova had to actually make two people fall in love.

It wasn’t easy.

And Nova just knew it was going to get a lot harder tonight.

“Hello?” Fiona asked.

Nova smiled at the woman and Fiona really did look great tonight and her business suit really left very little to the imagination. That would be great in helping to convince her husband that they both loved each other still.

“I presume my daughter summoned you,” Fiona said gesturing they should walk together.

Nova nodded and started following Fiona along the busy, wide London road with cars, black cabs and plenty of poor cyclists rushing past.

“I do not love my husband anymore Agent,” she said. “My husband is a thief, a crook, a criminal and my job is too important to deal with that sort of person,”

Nova just couldn’t believe the daughter didn’t give her that sort of information. This was only going to make things harder.

“My daughter is a great woman and I love her more than anything but she doesn’t know how to let things go. Me and my husband tried counselling, couples therapy and even sex therapy for God sake,”

Nova tapped into one of her superpowers that allowed her to see the emotions of the woman, and she wasn’t talking with hate, sadness or anything that negative. She was talking with such disappointment about the process so clearly she had wanted it all to work.

So maybe there was hope for a better future between the woman and husband.

“What crime did your husband commit?” Nova asked as she went to one side to avoid a bunch of young teenagers walking past.

“He... he was caught having sex with another woman. The woman was my... twin sister,”

“Oh,” Nova said by accident. “Is it possible he thought it was you?”

Fiona laughed. “Of course not Agent. I explored that idea when it first happened because an ex-boyfriend did that at university. My husband knew full well what was going on and that he was sticking his tool in my sister’s tool case,”

Nova wanted to say something helpful but she couldn’t think of anything to say. Fiona went to the side of the road and waved down a black cab.

“Good evening Agent,” she said. “Happy Christmas but leave this alone. There is no hope for my husband unless... it doesn’t matter,”

Nova used all the superpowers she could to tap into Fiona’s mind to try to get whatever that thing was but she couldn’t. The mind wasn’t her speciality, Nova could only do things romance related.

But thankfully she knew a superhero that could help them.
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The advantages of not being a superhero in the traditional sense was that Nova didn’t have to put up with any of the normal rubbish that other superheroes did, because they had to deal with Gods and Goddesses as their boss, but unless Nova really annoyed Father Christmas then she could do whatever she wanted. Including seeing a very sexy woman.

Nova stood outside a very large frosted glass door in what could only be described as a waiting room. The little wooden chairs with very festive red and green fabric cushions were a great touch, the bowl of peppermint candy canes looked beautiful and Nova really loved the blue tinsel that hung everywhere.

Nova hadn’t been here before because she had just never needed a superhero psychologist before, but given how when Fiona left her, Nova had researched the husband it was great to see that the husband was receiving psychological therapy for depression and social anxiety. 

And that meant Nova could hopefully get her friend to help her.

“I have called Matilda Plum for you Agent,” the very young and rather cute female receptionist said, and Nova sensed that she was a superhero in the Organisational, Office and Typing Sector of the world.

As the receptionist went off into the backroom that was probably a small kitchenette, Nova couldn’t help but focus on the woman’s ass as she went away. She really was cute.

A few moments later, the frosted glass door opened and out came a very beautiful Matilda Plum with her gorgeous brown hair wearing a white blouse highlighting her fit body, high heels and black trousers. She looked amazing.

Matilda hugged Nova and Nova really enjoyed Matilda’s fruity perfume.

“What do I owe the pleasure Agent?” Matilda asked grinning.

“Your client Mr Jordan Irons,” Nova said. “I need to talk to him about his wife,”

Matilda folded her arms and weakly smiled. “Well, this is the first session of his therapy and from what I can tell through my superpowers, that does seem to be the cause of his distress. Why do you want to help him?

Nova gave her a playful shrug. “A 26-year-old daughter wrote to Santa, a real paper letter, and well, I want to help keep the wife and husband together,”

Nova focused on Matilda as she felt the psychologist start to probe her mind and really focus on her. Nova had no clue if Matilda was going to help her until she went back into her therapist office and held the door open.

Nova went inside and she was amazed at how warm and large and friendly the entire office was with bright white walls and amazing floor-to-ceiling windows that gave everyone in the office a stunning view of historic Canterbury, but Nova couldn’t understand why there were so many different types of chairs. There were plastic chairs, bean bags and more.

“Jordan,” Matilda said. “This is Nova, Agent of Santa, Romance Division,”

Nova had to admit Jordan was one hot man as he stood up and shook Nova’s hand. Jordan was a very tall man with a typical gym body, broad shoulders and toned thin waist, and he really did have a wonderful smile.

“My daughter?” Jordan asked.

Nova smiled. “Yes, your daughter did right to Santa. And I have spoken to your wife, there seems to be a condition that they will have you back but I can’t see it,”

Jordan frowned. “I just want her back. I didn’t... well I did mean to try her sister but it was a mistake,”

“So you don’t know what this mystery condition is that your wife wants?” Nova asked.

Matilda clicked her fingers. “I might know actually because I’ve already explained to Jordan that I’m a superhero, I sadly had to tell him that when I searched his mind because he knows all about superheroes. But there was a memory that might help you,”

Nova folded her arms as Matilda closed her eyes and from what Nova understood about her good friend, because all her superpowers came from the myths and misconceptions surrounding psychologists, it allowed her to read their minds.

And access their memories.

“Here,” Matilda said. “At the last therapy session your wife muttered something about if you told her sister exactly what she was then she believed you wanted them to work out,”

Jordan gulped and fell onto the plastic chair behind him like a stone. 

Nova took a step forward and really didn’t need to be non-judgemental like Matilda. “What is her sister?”

“Fiona wants me to say how awful, bad of a person and useless her twin is. I don’t know to because, yes her twin has some problems, likes to sleep around and is basically one week away from living on the streets because she spent all her money on beauty products instead of food and rent. But she’s nice,”

“You’re lying,” Matilda said. “Don’t hide your thoughts from me,”

Nova had no idea what Matilda had seen in
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