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Cienna’s heart has been broken by a father who abandoned her when her mother died, and she’s never been able to let herself get close to men, let alone fall in love.
 
    
 
   Then her strange neighbour, Miguel walks directly into her life…just after her dearly departed grandmother has left her an amulet as her Christmas present, telling Cienna that not only is the amulet special, but so is she…
 
    
 
   Is everything going to finally fit together in her life? Has she found the one man to open her heart to love and the life for which she was destined? What is the significance of the Christmas amulet gifted to her?
 
    
 
   A Christmas romance with a touch of the paranormal awaits you…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

CIENNA’S AMULET
 
   A Christmas Romance
 
    
 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
   “Here comes Santa Claus, here comes Santa Claus...”
 
    
 
   Cienna groaned, grabbed her phone from under her pillow and pressed the button to dismiss the alarm. She remembered last year’s New Years’ Eve when she had excitedly set the alarm in advance for this Christmas Day. Damawyn had watched her, laughing at her granddaughter’s enthusiasm.
 
   “Cienna, you’re twenty-five and you still love Christmas like when you were a little girl,” she had said, before grabbing Cienna’s hand and giving it an impulsive kiss. 
 
   “Damawyn, you gotta plan ahead,” Cienna had said, tossing back her black curls and laughing along with her Damawyn. 
 
    
 
   As Cienna recalled those words, she saw how naive she had been. You could plan ahead but the universe had its own plans. In the springtime, her beloved Damawyn had suddenly passed away, a few weeks after suffering a heart attack during her daily walk in the park. It had been a shock to Cienna who had lived alone with her grandmother since she was a year old. Her mother had died soon after her birth and her father, Damawyn’s son, had been heartbroken and left Cienna with his mother before disappearing into the night, never to be seen again. 
 
    
 
   Every year on Cienna’s birthday, they would receive a card with a Spanish postmark and the simple message, “My heart still burns for you, darling daughter.” Damawyn assumed that her son was somewhere in Spain, where the family had originated before moving to the United Kingdom in the early nineteenth century. They still had family there, although none of them had seen her son Joseph.
 
    
 
   As she got older, Cienna grew more and more angry at her father for abandoning her and she refused to open or allow Damawyn to open the envelopes. The anger was always bubbling away deep inside her and would sometimes spill to the surface when she would explode into wild anger at the slightest provocation. She was a fiery girl and her Damawyn had been the only one who knew how to calm or prevent her outbursts of temper. 
 
    
 
   Cienna now lived all alone in her grandmother’s two bedroomed house, in a small town in Cornwall where her grandmother’s family had settled when they arrived in England. Damawyn’s cousins had moved to other areas in England and Europe until she was the only one left. She had been an only child. Cienna had become her only family; they were everything to each other.  Now it was Christmas Day, Cienna felt lost. 
 
   How do I do this without you, Damawyn? 
 
    
 
   Tears welled in Cienna’s steel grey eyes, as she stared up at the ceiling. She then became angry at herself for being weak, wiped her eyes and jumped out of bed. She would get through the morning; there was no point wallowing in grief. Besides, the girls were coming later to take her to lunch. As she headed to the bathroom, she suddenly remembered the package that Damawyn had told her about, as she lay close to death in the hospital. 
 
    
 
   “Cienna, darling, I already wrapped your Christmas present,” she had whispered, “If I’m...not around, please look in the top drawer of my dressing table. You’ll find it there.”
 
   Cienna had told her grandmother not to be silly, that she would be there to give it to her.
 
   I was wrong Damawyn; you must have known you were about to leave me. 
 
   Cienna turned to the door across the hall. Damawyn’s room. She had avoided going in there after the funeral, although she knew she would have to deal with any paperwork at some point. It was just so painful. 
 
    
 
   She gasped as she opened the door. The room still smelled of Damawyn’s favourite perfume. The curtains were closed; Cienna opened them quickly and waved away the dust that fell from them. She pulled out the old fashioned quilted stool, sat down and pulled open the draw with trembling hands. Amidst a few lipstick tubes and powder puffs was a small shiny gold package, decorated with a silver stick-on bow. Cienna carefully removed the paper.  It was clearly a jewelry box, burgundy with gold leaf trimming. A folded piece of paper fell to the floor.  Cienna grabbed it and unfolded it to reveal her grandmother’s neat, joined up handwriting. 
 
    
 
   “My Cienna,
 
    
 
   Christmas is a special time for us. Please celebrate this season and know that you bring great joy to me. You have been a blessing to my life. You are beautiful, my granddaughter, and more special than you know.
 
    
 
   I am proud of everything you have achieved in life and I want you to be happy. You need love, everyone needs love. I know your heart is always hurting but you must learn to open it and know true love. You have so much to give, please try and see that not every man will break your heart like your father did. Your father still loves you, one day this will become clear to you. 
 
   The ring inside the box is magical to me. It led me to meet your grandfather who was the greatest love of my life, my true soul mate. I want you to feel the kind of love we experienced. Keep the ring close to you. It is truly magical.
 
    
 
   You are magical, my love. Never forget that. 
 
   Merry Christmas,
 
   Love always, 
 
   Your Damawyn”
 
    
 
   Cienna let the tears flow freely as she opened the box and found, nestled in soft tissue paper, the most amazing ring she had ever seen. It had what looked like an opal stone, the size of a pinky fingernail set in the gold band and was unlike any ring she had ever seen; the design was exquisite.  
 
    
 
   As she slipped the ring onto the ring finger of her right hand, she was almost overwhelmed by how much she missed the woman who had raised her, but she knew her grandma wouldn’t want her to spend her life mourning. She walked to the window, admiring the ring as it glistened in the morning light that shone through into Damawyn’s south-facing bedroom. She felt renewed and determined to face the day with strength. 
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   I do scrub up nicely, even if I do say so myself. Now all I have to do is try not to cry once today! 
 
    
 
   Cienna stood looking at herself appraisingly in her full length wardrobe mirror. Her new red dress top accentuated her slim waist and leggings with black leather knee length flat boots finishing the look nicely. She was only five feet and four inches tall, but today she wanted to be comfortable, not tottering in heels. 
 
    
 
   She had taken a long, hot shower, washed her hair with the designer products she kept for special occasions and taken her time to apply natural looking make up. She never usually wore any -- she had delicate, pretty features and too much make-up would overwhelm her face. She had olive skin, jet black hair that fell to her waist in large defined curls and striking grey eyes which she had accentuated with eyeliner and mascara. She was a freelance hairstylist and make-up artist so she knew just how to pull out all the stops. 
 
    
 
   Bethany and Alice were her best friends and they had offered to join her for an early Christmas meal when she had confided in them that she just couldn't face a turkey dinner. Both had invited her to join them and their families, but Cienna knew memories of her and Damawyn would ruin it for everyone. 
 
    
 
   As she grabbed her jacket and took another look at her new ring, the doorbell rang startling her. The girls weren’t due to arrive for another thirty minutes and she had been about to put their gifts in bags. 
 
    
 
   Opening the door she was shocked to see her neighbour, Miguel standing in the doorway with the strangest expression on his face. Cienna’s heart skipped a beat as she looked up into his dark, tan face. His face was so serious that her heart began to pound and her stomach was sinking. What is he doing here? What's happened? 
 
    
 
   Miguel quickly smiled, as if he’d been snapped out a daydream, “Hi, I’m Miguel. Miguel Martinez.” 
 
   “I-I remember… How can I help you? Is everything okay?” 
 
   “Firstly, I just want to say I’m so sorry about your grandmother.” 
 
   “My Damawyn? Thanks, but how do you know about my grandmother?” demanded Cienna, confusion turning to slight annoyance. Just who was this man and what did he want? Her heart pounded faster. His Spanish accent was rubbing her up the wrong way. Why was he looking her right in the eye like that? 
 
    
 
   “Cienna... I’m here about your father. Please can I come in?” 
 
   Cienna grabbed onto the doorframe and staggered backwards as the blood drained from her head. Miguel stepped forward and put his arm out to steady her. Cienna came to her senses and pulled away abruptly. 
 
   “Get back! What the hell did you just say? What the bloody hell are you talking about? I don't have a father!” she hissed, her eyes darkening as she glared at the man on her doorstep. She had seen him fleetingly as she went about her daily business over the past few months, but besides a brief introduction when he first moved in, they had never spoken. He lived across the road and as far as she knew, he was a writer.
 
    
 
   “My dear, you do have a father. You know you do… I really need to speak…”
 
   “If you don’t get off my doorstep right now, I won’t be responsible for my actions! It’s Christmas Day and you come here talking nonsense… Go away, you madman!”
 
   She slammed the door as hard as she could and stood shaking in the hall. She looked at herself in the hall mirror -- her cheeks were flushed, lips trembling. 
 
    
 
   The doorbell rang. She grabbed the door handle and pushed it open. 
 
   “What the f- oh!”
 
   It was Alice and Bethany. “Merry Christmas, lady! Now, who was that hottie at your door? Curious minds want to know,” giggled Alice.
 
   “Yes, now I would love to unwrap him on Christmas morning,” chuckled Bethany.
 
   “Girls, you don’t even want to know. Let me grab my bag and car keys -- I’ll tell you about it on the way,” said Cienna gravely, looking across the road at Miguel’s front door.
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   “Wait, so you mean to tell me that this neighbour of yours knows your father, Cienna?” Bethany raised an eyebrow and took another sip of red wine.  
 
    
 
   Cienna guffawed and shook her head.  
 
    
 
   Alice topped up their glasses. They had eaten their very untraditional meal of Spanish tapas and were now on their third bottle of wine. Cienna had planned to drive home, but they now decided they would take a taxi. As she told the girls about her morning with the ring, the letter and then Miguel they were intrigued and kept ordering more wine. 
 
    
 
   “Don't you think it’s so spooky that the day you read this letter from your Damawyn, telling you to open your heart and mentioning your father, this man turns up at your door wanting to tell you about him? It sounds like it’s meant to be,” said Alice eagerly, “The universe must have called him to you…your Damawyn maybe…” 
 
    
 
   “Universe, schmooniverse! I love you Alice, but I don’t believe in all that New Age, hippy stuff, like you,” scoffed Cienna, “If that man crosses my path again, he’ll wish he was on another planet! He’s probably mentally unhinged -- you never know these days. I hope he’s not a stalker.” 
 
    
 
   “What a day you’ve had already, C” said Bethany, shaking her head. Her eyes were looking a little bloodshot and she hiccupped, and then rubbed her stomach. “Ah, girls, I hate to break up our party but I’ve got another Christmas dinner to try to eat! I promised Mum I’d be home by three and it’s... Oh my goodness, it’s three-thirty!” 
 
    
 
   Alice quickly stood up. “Me too; Darren will be waiting for me now -- hope he’s not burnt the potatoes... C, are you sure you won’t join us and stay over?” 
 
    
 
   Cienna gulped down the last of her wine and stood, then helped Bethany up. 
 
    
 
   “No hun; thanks both of you for joining me here. It’s been lovely, but I want to be alone with my thoughts for the rest of the day. Besides there are some classic films on TV tonight and you know I don’t let anyone talk during a film!” said Cienna, smiling. She threw an arm across each of her friends and hugged them to her.
 
    
 
   “You know I love you both. Call me later if you’ve not passed out by this evening.”
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   She’s beautiful...so, so beautiful... Why have I left this so long..? I hate that I upset her...I didn’t expect her to be so damned attractive... It’s taken me three months to work up the courage to do this...me! Every time I see the woman, I feel almost powerless...just talking to her took my breath away, but this time I’m going to take control... Joseph is waiting for me...
 
    
 
   Miguel Martinez was pacing the floor. He held a photo album in his hands and turned the pages as he walked back and forth across the living room, from the front wall to the back patio doors. The light was fading, night would soon be here. He had a job to do and time was now of the essence. 
 
    
 
   Here was Cienna, as a girl smiling at the camera as she sat on a garden swing… Here was Cienna as a teen, her curly hair cut short, standing on a beach, holding hands with her grandmother who was holding an old-fashioned parasol. They both wore matching red sundresses and huge smiles… Here was Cienna in her early twenties, staring directly at the camera, a close-up face shot. Her grey eyes seemed to look right at him. He traced his finger over the delicate angles of her face; he lingered over her full red lips, with that perfect Cupid’s bow and fought the urge to kiss the picture.
 
    
 
   I must be losing my mind...maybe I’m homesick...
 
    
 
   Miguel replaced the album on the pine coffee table where he had found it and sat down on a wicker chair near the window. He closed his eyes and thought over what he was going to say.
 
    
 
   There was a noise in the hallway, a key in the front door. It was time. He sat up straight in his seat and looked towards the open door of the living room. He began chanting, imperceptibly, under his breath. “Be open, calm, be open, calm...enchanted woman, you will listen...you will be open and calm...”
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   Cienna closed the door behind her, removed her leather jacket and hung it up with a sigh. 
 
    
 
   It’s so warm in here…but I didn’t leave the heating on. Why is it so hot?
 
    
 
   She walked to the thermostat at the end of the hall. It was on zero, as she had left it. The open living room door to her left caught her eye. She always made a point of closing all doors before she went out. Taking a deep breath, she walked in -- and saw Miguel sitting in her reading chair near the window. He stayed in his chair and looked at her with that intense expression from this morning. 
 
    
 
   Cienna held on to the door, her eyes widening with horror: “What the hell are you doing in my house? How did you get in?” she shouted. She felt strangely calm; she should have been scared but she was furious. 
 
    
 
   Miguel continued to mutter under his breath and stared right into her eyes. He raised his hand and beckoned her to him. 
 
    
 
   Cienna stepped forward on impulse, then froze as she realised what she was doing. Her stubbornness kicked in and she clenched her fists, not knowing what to do next.
 
    
 
   Why did I almost go to this madman? I should scream for help, but I just don’t feel scared. Why is he just sitting there like that?
 
    
 
   “Bloody answer me you maniac! Did you break into my house? What do you want from me?” she shouted, louder than before, standing in place as if rooted to the spot.  
 
    
 
   I’ll be damned if I go over to him. 
 
    
 
   As she shouted, she felt her right hand heating up; her ring was emitting heat, not painful but enough to make her suddenly unclench her fist and look down at her hand. For a moment, she forgot about Miguel as she touched the stone on her ring; it seemed to be glowing from within like one of those glow in the dark toys she had loved as a child. 
 
    
 
   Miguel stopped chanting and watched as confusion spread over Cienna’s face. He wanted to get out of the chair, but he couldn’t. He had tried everything to make her stop shouting and come to him, but it hadn’t worked. The more she had shouted, the more sexy she had appeared to him and he was astounded to feel his manhood harden. His magnetic mantra had failed him for the first time, he was able to draw anyone to him with those words, but somehow it seemed Cienna was resistant. Instead, it was him who had wanted to go to her and take her in his arms...
 
    
 
   Cienna finally drew her eyes away from the ring. The glow had suddenly disappeared and she was cooling down. I must be imagining things. I’ve had too much to drink. She looked at Miguel, who now had his head in his hands, his broad shoulders hunched over. She was suddenly filled with an urge to go to him and hold him close to her; he just looked so vulnerable yet strong and manly.
 
    
 
   Wow, I must be finally losing my mind. There’s a stranger who’s broken into my house and I’m attracted to him instead of running for help! Cienna took a deep breath, and cleared her throat. Miguel finally stood up and began to move to her, with his hands by his side and his handsome face calm. 
 
    
 
   “Cienna, I’m not here to do you any harm...please listen to me. I just want to talk to you. Please,” he said softly with his slight Spanish accent. 
 
   She held out her arm and lifted her palm. “You stop right there. I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but I’m leaving this room and giving you one minute to leave my house or I’m calling the police.”
 
    
 
   She turned and ran up the stairs into the bathroom. She bolted the door behind her and stood, shivering in front of the bathroom mirror, wondering why she felt a sick attraction to this man in such a strange situation. She looked down at the ring again and stroked it as she wondered what Damawyn would have done. 
 
    
 
   He said he came to talk about her father. It must be genuine...he was Spanish after all, but she wanted nothing to do with the father who had abandoned her and never returned. Why was this all happening now? Damawyn would say that everyone deserves a chance to be heard. 
 
    
 
   Cienna turned on the cold tap and splashed her face with water. She pushed her hair back off her face, looked at her sad looking reflection in the mirror. You’re being a silly little girl, Cienna Bracknell. There’s no harm in listening to what this man has to say. Once I hear him out, maybe he’ll leave me alone. She sighed, opened the door and headed down the stairs. Miguel was standing, patiently waiting for her at the bottom. He looked up and gave a tight smile.
 
    
 
   I finally have her attention. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Cienna felt Miguel’s gaze burning into her back as he followed her to the kitchen. She was aware of her body like never before. Every hair on her body stood on end. She felt a slow heat radiating from inside her...she was turned on not just sexually, but she felt awake, alive and filled with adrenalin. It was as if she had awakened from the dreamlike state she had been in since Damawyn had died back in April, when along with the beauty of nature’s new life, Spring had brought the devastation of death into her life. 
 
    
 
   “Sit there,” she said, motioning towards the kitchen table. Miguel hesitated for a moment. He was not used to taking orders from anyone, apart from Joseph. So she has some of her father’s spirit inside that exquisite body. 
 
   “Thanks, Cienna, I really appreciate this,” he said, sitting down at the small oak table.  He pushed his chair back; at six feet and one inch tall, his legs were too long to fit underneath. 
 
    
 
   Cienna had her back turned to him as she reached into her cupboards and pulled down two mugs. “I only have hot chocolate...that’ll have to do.”
 
   “That’s great,” said Miguel, who was trying not to stare at Cienna’s slim, womanly figure in her red outfit as she prepared their drinks. Her waist was nipped in at the sides and despite her leggings, he could see that her legs were firm and toned. 
 
    
 
   She turned and caught his eyes, realising with a thrill that he had been sizing her up. Her face remained impassive as she placed a steaming cup of cocoa in front of him and sat down with her own. She would not betray her weakness in front of this man, no matter how much she was finding herself drawn to him.
 
    
 
   “Okay, talk. Tell me what is so important that you had to break in to my house on Christmas Day,” she said, looking at him with a challenge in her eyes. “This better be good.”
 
   “Cienna...I don’t know how to tell you this, but I’d better get straight to the point. Your father, Joseph sent me.”
 
   “My father? Father? Let me tell you about…”
 
   “Please, let me finish,” said Miguel sharply. Cienna gasped at the sudden rise of his voice, but sat back in her seat and took a sip of her hot cocoa. 
 
    
 
   “Your father, Joseph sent me.  Cienna you are a special woman. You are descended from a magical race...” He stopped and put his index finger on his lips to stop Cienna who had opened her mouth to speak, “No, not your Spanish heritage. Cienna you are part faery. You had ancestors that were full faeries and over the centuries, they mixed with humans to create a race of beings that appear human but have the powers of the faeries.”
 
    
 
   Cienna had pushed her cup away as he spoke and was staring at him with a mix of pity and amazement. The poor man is gorgeous but stark, raving mad. I will have to listen to him patiently, then get him out of here. 
 
    
 
   “Faery heritage is tied up with nature’s elements -- air, water, fire and earth. These are the four types of faery -- all need to exist together in order for the race to remain powerful. You are a fire fairy, Cienna. I am one of your kind, descended from the air faeries -- I have worked for your father for many years and he has asked me to bring you back to him.”
 
    
 
   Cienna bit her bottom lip and looked Miguel in the eye, wondering what sort of mental disorder he was suffering from. Whatever it was, he really seemed to believe what he was saying. 
 
    
 
   “So let me get this straight…my father...a faery...sent for me. He suddenly wants to see me, twenty-four years after abandoning me. Oh and I’m part faery too? So what does my faery father want from me after all this time?”
 
    
 
   “I’m deadly serious, Cienna. You’re in grave danger and you need to go to your father -- I will take you. You see, our people are slowly losing their powers and other malevolent races are out to take over our natural habitat and destroy the aspects of nature that we protect. We need you to balance the elements of our group and restore our power. Those evil groups do not want you to return and are hunting you down as we speak. Your grandmother protected you whilst she was alive, but you are vulnerable now. I’ve been keeping watch over you since I moved here, but there is only so much I can do; you need to come with me to your father.”
 
    
 
   Cienna burst out laughing. “You’ve got to be kidding me; where are the hidden cameras? Is this a joke?” She looked at Miguel’s crestfallen face, his green eyes full of pain, and her laughter died down. She saw that beneath the tanned olive skin of his face, his colour had risen. Think quick; you don’t want to get him angry. He could turn violent. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, it’s just too much for me to take in right now, Miguel,” she said kindly. “I really need to think about this. Can you give me time to think about this? I’ll visit you before the New Year and let you know. Is that a deal?”
 
    
 
   She’s giving me the brush off...She thinks I’m crazy...How do I prove this to her? Do I walk through the walls, the same way I came in? No. That could send her over the edge. She’s so precious -- I can’t risk scaring her. I’ll have to come back in a few days and be more persuasive... Maybe next time I’ll take a cold shower first and my magnetism will work like it usually does... She turned me on so much; she must have turned my magic off. 
 
    
 
   “It’s a deal.” He stood and looked down into her perfectly oval shaped face, fighting the urge to bend down and kiss her slightly open lips.  “See you before the New Year. Thanks for the hot chocolate… Please be safe; I feel that these dark forces are near.”
 
   “I’m a big girl; I’ll be fine,” said Cienna, as she edged past him and headed to the front door. She had been careful not to brush against him as her body was reacting weirdly in his company. Her nipples had hardened and the warmth came back over her like when she saw him waiting at the foot of the stairs earlier. 
 
    
 
   “Take care, Miguel and thanks for coming.” Cienna stood in her doorway, watching as he crossed the street and opened his own front door. It was now dark and the streetlights were on. She had decided to call the medical authorities about him the very next morning. He probably needed to be sectioned, for his own safety. 
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   “It’s beginning to look a lot like Christmas...” Cienna hummed along to the playlist of Christmas songs and carols on her mp3 player, singing the occasional line, her breath fogging in the crisp, winter night air.  She had decided to take a walk into town to collect her car rather than do it on Boxing Day. Her whole Christmas Day had been disrupted by Miguel’s visits and she knew she was completely and utterly sober. 
 
    
 
   The town seemed to be largely deserted; apart from one elderly couple walking off their Christmas dinner on her road, she hadn’t come across any cars or people on her walk. All the shops on the high road were shut, but some of the major retailers had their lights on and their bright festive displays lit up the night. 
 
    
 
   Cornwall was a beautiful place to live and Cienna would not ever consider moving anywhere else. Big city life wasn’t for her -- she had spent six months training as a makeup artist in London and as well as missing Damawyn, she had hated the fast pace of life, the lack of greenery and the miserable, grey tinged faces of the city dwellers. She loved living near the sea with plenty of trees and green fields. She smiled, remembering Miguel’s words. She had forgotten to ask where her father, the faery was allegedly living. She felt sorry for her neighbour who looked like a normal guy...maybe more handsome than most, but a regular man. What a shame he was totally off his rocker.
 
    
 
   Cienna was now outside Cataluna, the Spanish restaurant where her and her best friends had eaten earlier that day. The metal shutters were down and the shops surrounding it were all dark. Cienna had parked in the small car park behind the restaurant, which was accessible only by the narrow, unlit alleyway between the restaurant and a mini mart type grocery store. She turned off the music and put the earphones in her pocket, looked around her and began walking briskly down the alley. She could just about make out the outline of her car ahead, lit dimly by Cataluna’s back security light. 
 
    
 
   What was that? Cienna had seen a long shadow pass over her car. “Who’s there?” she called. No answer. Maybe it was a cat. Just keep going, get in the car and get the hell out of here. 
 
    
 
   She stepped into the car park and quick as a flash a black-cloaked figure appeared in front of her, at least seven feet tall, blocking her path. Cienna shrieked and turned around to run. There was another giant, black hooded figure blocking the exit back to the alleyway. The cloak opened to reveal an extraordinary long, skeletal, pure white arm which slowly stretched out towards Cienna, who stumbled and fell to the ground, scraping her face on the rough gravel. The fall winded her and she could not make a sound. 
 
    
 
   I’m going to die, right here and now, on Christmas Day! What is this?
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Cienna looked up and saw the gathered cloak of the first figure on the ground, where its feet should have been. Looking further up, all she could see was a hood at the top of the cloak, the material was covering the face but there was definitely something, human-shaped but taller underneath. 
 
    
 
   “Who are you? What do you want? I don’t have any money...please...”
 
    
 
   Cienna heard the gravel behind her shifting; the second figure must be coming to her. She lay rigid, then suddenly jerked into a sitting position as she felt a sharp, burning sensation on her right hand as if someone had jabbed her with a red hot poker. Her right hand began to shake uncontrollably and she saw that the ring was glowing. This time there was no mistaking it. 
 
    
 
   Her head was roughly yanked backwards; something was pulling her hair. Cienna began to struggle frantically. She had to fight; she couldn’t just let this happen to her. In her peripheral vision, she saw that the first figure was leaning forward, getting closer and closer to her. She felt the hold on her hair tighten behind her and she began to feel heat in her body, like earlier in the day, but stronger. As if she was in a sauna, turned up to a dangerous temperature. 
 
    
 
   The first figure’s hood was now directly in front of her face. A putrid smell emitted from its folds as it reached out a hand that looked the same as that of the creature that was holding Cienna’s hair in a death grip. This hand, which was topped with long curling black nails reached around her neck, massaging it slowly, and then beginning to squeeze harder and harder as it rubbed. 
 
    
 
   Cienna had stopped fighting; all her senses were focused on the heat that enveloped her from the inside out. Her hand with the ring spasmed and her ring finger now glowed as one with the ring. She reached with that hand and hit the hooded figure’s hand that was throttling her; then quickly reached behind her head and did the same to the hand that gripped her hair. 
 
    
 
   There was an orange burst of light as the strangling figure burst into flame in front of Cienna’s eyes. The hand around her neck fell away and she felt the grip on her hair release. She sprang up, heat burning the air around her and saw two hooded balls of flame that hovered before her for an instant -- lighting up the whole car park -- before suddenly disappearing, plunging her into darkness once more. 
 
    
 
   Looking down, she saw the sleeves of her jacket and the red top underneath had been completely burned away to her shoulders but her skin was intact, with no burns to be seen. The ring still glowed faintly but the heat had gone. Only the sound of her jagged breathing penetrated the stillness. She reached a hand to her face and felt the wetness of what must have been blood from her fall. 
 
    
 
   Oh my goodness....did that just happen? Did I just burn those things? I’m going crazy. I’ve lost my mind.... All thoughts of her car completely gone, Cienna turned and began to run back down the alleyway, tears streaming down her bloodied face.
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   Miguel quickly pulled on a pair of shorts and tee shirt. He couldn’t answer the door naked. It was eleven o’clock at night and he had been lying on his bed, meditating and practising his power mantras. When he heard a loud, insistent knocking coming from downstairs, he was not surprised in the slightest. 
 
    
 
   She’s called the police on me. I’ll have to use a spell to get them off my back and it had better work this time. Maybe I shouldn’t have entered her house without permission.  He pulled the door open and was horrified to see Cienna standing on the doorstep, her hands crossed in front of her, shivering, her black curls dishevelled, small cuts on her forehead and cheeks. The sleeves of her blouse appeared to have been ripped off. 
 
    
 
   “Damn, Cienna -- what happened?” he exclaimed, putting a muscular arm around her and ushering her into the house. He could now see clearly that her face was tear-streaked and blackened with what looked like soot. 
 
   “I was attacked... by... creatures...Miguel...” she stuttered, before breaking down into tears. He lightly placed his hand on the small of her back and led her to his living room and onto his two-seater sofa where he sat beside her, rubbing her shoulders as she cried, deep body shaking sobs.  
 
    
 
   Cienna was feeling the emotion of all the grief from her Damawyn’s death, all the anger at her father and all the fear at what she had just experienced, and she couldn't stop the tears. Miguel was deeply moved by her sorrow and caressed her tenderly, wishing he could wipe away all her pain.  
 
    
 
   For almost an hour, they remained on the sofa as she cried her heart out. Not a word was spoken, but within that hour Miguel was sure that Cienna had revealed the deepest, hidden places in her soul. For a strong woman like her to cry like that around anyone felt somehow intimate. Within that hour, Miguel knew he was completely in love with her; he had admired her from afar for months, but now he was willing to die for her. 
 
    
 
   By the time she grew still, she was enclosed in Miguel's arms, her head resting on his chest. His heart beat was steady and reassuring and sitting there, they both felt at peace. 
 
   “Thank you,” she said, her voice husky and low. “I’m so sorry I doubted you, but now I need to know more... I have so many questions that I need you to answer.” 
 
   “Cienna, you’ve been through a lot tonight; let’s get you home and in a hot bath -- we don’t have much time, but you’ve had a shock.” 
 
   “Don’t leave me alone! Please,” exclaimed Cienna. 
 
   “Of course not, never. Let me grab some things. I’ll stay with you tonight... If you agree, once you hear me out, then we’ll leave at dawn.” 
 
    
 
   “To go where?” 
 
    
 
   “Sennen, near Lands End. Your father is now there... At Castylly Sprig-gan, the Faery Palace at Caer Sen Senana.” These latter names were unfamiliar to Cienna, but she was now willing to follow Miguel to the ends of the Earth, if needs be… 
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   She’s been upstairs way too long... She’s not answering when I call her name. Surely she’s finished taking her bath after an hour... Oh no, what if the attack hurt her more than we thought? From what she told me earlier it sounded like pestriors... They could have cursed her or… 
 
    
 
   Miguel got up, ran to the hall and up the stairs, taking two at a time. His heart was in his mouth as he approached the closed bathroom door. Opening it, he saw the steamy room was empty. 
 
    
 
   He walked a few steps and opened the door to his right.  Cienna lay on the bed, sleeping soundly. There was a tub of body moisturiser next to her right hand. She must have fallen asleep before she applied it. She was wearing a pastel pink belted bathrobe that gaped tantalisingly in the chest area revealing just a hint of the firm mounds of Cienna’s breasts. Her raven waves of hair cascaded over the side of the bed, almost touching the floor. 
 
    
 
   Miguel moved to her and gently moved her damp hair onto the bed. He reached for her blanket to cover her. Cienna jerked awake, opening her eyes in fright. When she saw it was Miguel she was relieved and hugged him tight. He felt himself begin to harden at her touch.
 
    
 
   Cienna knew the effect she was having and now she did not care. She let her bathrobe fall open a little wider, so that she exposed the hint of one pink nipple.
 
    
 
   I want him...I need him now...I have to have him…
 
    
 
   “Cienna...this isn’t right. I’m here to look after you,” Miguel murmured under his breath, before he gave into his desires and kissed Cienna’s rosy lips. She kissed him back passionately and pulled him to her until they were lying on her bed. 
 
    
 
   The heat began to rise within Cienna, all over her body, but this time it was deliciously concentrated in her most intimate areas. Miguel felt the power of the heat; he began to sweat and could not continue until he had removed his clothes, with Cienna’s encouragement. At the sight of his strong, muscular body in its full glory, Cienna was overcome and knew she wanted to go all the way tonight... It would be her first time. She had come close with men in the past, but had never been able to relax enough to take the final step. 
 
    
 
   Tonight, this heat was compelling her towards Miguel; he was everything she wanted in this moment. She looked at him and nodded solemnly as he untied her bathrobe, slowly took it off her and gasped at the sight of Cienna’s nude body. Her femininity was amplified, her breasts high and firm with virginal pink nipples, her waist tiny, her hips gracefully curved and her skin a light olive colour. He took her right hand and kissed each finger, his lips lingering over the opal ring. 
 
    
 
   “You’re beautiful,” he whispered in her ear.
 
   “Miguel, I’ll go with you...anywhere you want to take me...anywhere...” Cienna whispered back and they began to kiss again, slowly this time as they explored each other’s bodies in the soft light of the bedroom lamp.
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   “There’s no turning back now, is there?”
 
    
 
   Cienna looked over at Miguel as he drove along the main road, early Boxing Day morning.  They had each packed small bags and collected her car earlier that morning. They thought it safer to be driving on main roads where it was more likely that there would be other vehicles; they were less likely to be attacked by pestriors if there were other motorists about as witnesses.
 
    
 
   “Cienna, Caer Sen Senana is beautiful. You will love it there...the place I’m taking you to is in a remote area, by the sea. Our kind like to gather there in the winter...it’s not accessible to full humans...you’ll see. You’ll adore living in the Castylly Sprig-gan.”
 
    
 
   Miguel’s eyelids were feeling slightly heavy, so, even though they had only about half an hour’s journey left to do, he turned off the road onto the Loggans Moor services and rest area at Hayle. He needed to stretch his legs and get some air on his face, as well as find a snack or liquid refreshment. They both got out the car and Cienna took Miguel’s hand, not wanting to be the slightest distance away from him. Her head was still spinning with everything that had happened over the past twenty-four hours or so. 
 
    
 
   The love her and Miguel had made was passionate beyond anything she had ever dared imagine. He made her whole body come alive and she felt like he had taken her to Heaven and back. He felt exactly the same, but also slightly guilty that he was indulging in physical acts with this woman whose father had entrusted him to protect her. They had stopped the car several times to make frantic, heated love to each other. They shared their life-stories with each other while they made their way to meet up with her long lost father.
 
    
 
   “I’m descended from air faeries. I can move through any substance if I need to, which is how I got into your house...I can manipulate the thoughts and feelings of other beings,” Miguel had said to her earlier in the day, as they had lain in each other’s arms in the grass of a knoll off a motorway after another passionate interlude. Although the December weather was bitterly cold, they had stripped naked every time; Cienna realised she could generate heat at will by focusing on her ring, or just touching Miguel. “So, being a fire faery definitely has its perks!” she had smiled to herself. 
 
    
 
   “So have you been manipulating me?” Cienna had felt anger rising up within her, “Are you using your powers to take advantage of me?”
 
   “Cienna, whenever I’m with you it doesn’t work. Believe me, I tried when I first knocked at your door and when you found me in your house...you do something to me…” He had been unable to finish as Cienna leaned forward and began kissing him, reaching her warm hands to his manhood again...
 
    
 
   A flash of light had interrupted their lovemaking and looking up they had seen three cloaked figures in the trees who had jumped down, and began digging clawed hands into Cienna and Miguel’s naked flesh. Miguel had been powerless and his cries of pain pierced Cienna’s heart. The heat had been faster to come this time and as she struck each of the pestriors, her ring glowing bright red, they had been instantly incinerated to ash and smoke. 
 
    
 
   “You’re a handy sprig-gan to have around, you know…” smiled Miguel as they hurriedly re-dressed. 
 
   “What is a sprig-gan when it’s at home?” Cienna smiled back, relieved that Miguel was unharmed.
 
   “A faery my dear… Now, we must hurry before more pestriors come along. We must stick to the motorway and stay out in the open with the other motorists.  Hurry! What would Joseph say if he knew we were having a sexual pause at the time of the attack? He’s trusted me with your life… and you saved me!” They jumped back in the car and continued their journey.
 
    
 
   Cienna was thoughtful. That attack had taught her that her anger was directly related to the force of the heat that she could generate. It was now obvious that the ring had a major something to do with the power that she now had. Damawyn, you knew this was going to happen...
 
    
 
   Now, as they stood holding hands, this all seemed like a lifetime ago. Cienna turned to Miguel, “I’m nervous about meeting my father. I’ve been so angry at him for so many years I don’t know how I’ll react. I’ve never even seen a picture of him.”
 
   “He’s a wise, generous and kind man Cienna. He’ll explain everything to you when you meet him. He took me in when I was only fourteen after my parents were taken by pestriors in Spain. I didn’t understand then...he was the one who told me about my faery heritage,” he said, his voice breaking. 
 
    
 
   His eyes are filling with tears, I feel his pain. 
 
   “Shh, it’s okay. I’m sure he had his reasons,” said Cienna gently, placing her arms around Miguel’s waist. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   “My dear, you are the last fire faery. Your mother was also a fire faery, she was killed by dark forces just after you were born. They have been trying to wipe faeries off the face of the earth since time began. Cienna, you need to know that I sent you away with your grandmother to protect you.”
 
    
 
   Joseph’s light grey eyes shone as he placed a hand on Cienna’s head. They were in his chamber, in the Castylly Sprig-gan, in the centre of Caer Sen Senana, an invisible land to humans, accessed by the faery-folk via Sennen Cove beach. He sat in a large mahogany throne-like chair, 
 
    
 
   Cienna sat curled at his feet. She looked into her father’s face, drinking in his features recognising herself in the curve of his lips, the tilt of his nose. His curls were white and stopped at his shoulders but now she knew where she got some of her features from and she was fascinated to see herself in this man. She looked nothing like her Damawyn, who had been tall and fair haired, with larger more rounded facial aspects. 
 
    
 
   “I am descended from the Dryad faeries. We live all over the world but originate in Celtic countries, we protect the trees but our element is air. The fire fairies are the most powerful. As long as we have a fire fairy in our midst, we can keep the pestriors at bay. You see, their aim is to make this earth barren, to destroy the trees, animals and upset the environment until the human race eventually dies out. They wish to take over this earth and raise up the spirits of their evil ancestors. We, the evolved faeries and our full faery ancestors before us have always existed to protect nature and its balance to keep the human race going.”
 
    
 
   Cienna nodded. She was exhausted and did not have the energy to speak.
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   About ten miles after her and Miguel had quitted Loggans Moor, her car had broken down some miles from the village of Sennen, where snow was falling lightly but steadily. 
 
    
 
   They abandoned the car on a deserted roadside but were unable to find a taxi service that would take them even close to where they needed to go and so they trekked for more than an hour to reach Sennen Cove. Miguel, who seemed to know exactly where to go, had grown increasingly quiet as they got closer to their destination and his mood seemed to grow dark. They had walked in silence for the final half hour across snow covered fields until Miguel had stopped at a particularly large oak tree and closed his eyes. 
 
    
 
   Joseph is near, I can feel him. He opened his eyes. 
 
   “Cienna your father is near. Air faeries are able to communicate with each other by telepathy. Be ready.” Before he finished speaking, a hooded figure in a cloak had moved from behind the tree. Cienna immediately lifted her right hand and willed her ring to trigger its fire against this dark force. Nothing happened. She didn’t feel warm in the slightest now and for the first time she could feel the real chill of the winter air. 
 
    
 
   “Get back, pestrior,” she hissed, as the cloaked figure drew closer. She saw with relief that it was a human hand that emerged and pulled the cloak off. The man under the cloak had a head of white hair and was not much taller than her.
 
   “I’m no pestrior...my daughter.” He ran to her and squeezed her, laughing and crying and lifted her off her feet. 
 
    
 
   As his words sank in, she did not resist and hugged him back gently. Despite herself she had cried like a little girl. Miguel had walked a few yards away and stood watching them, smiling wryly. He had completed his mission and he was happy for both of them, but for some reason he felt jealous. I’m losing her already... There’s no way that Joseph will free her to be with me. Not when he has finally got her back. She deserves time to be with him, but I want her to myself. How can I go back to my life and be happy without her?
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   Listening to her father in the castylly that first night, Cienna’s whole life had become clear to her; her father had always loved her, Damawyn was right all along. She had never really felt she belonged anywhere and had been unable to commit herself to working for anyone full time. Working freelance had given Cienna a feeling of freedom and her Damawyn had never pushed her to follow a particular career. 
 
    
 
   Damawyn always told me to follow my heart and do what I felt was right. This feels so right. Kilkhampton was perfect, but this feels like my true home. She had decided that she would write to Alice and Bethany asking them to watch over her house while she was away, as she had gone to travel the world. They would not question it as they knew how impulsive she could be and Cienna had always spoken about this dream with them. 
 
    
 
   “Was Miguel a good companion? He’s like a son to me and I knew I could trust him to bring you safely to me.”
 
   “Oh yes, I really enjoyed his company, although I thought he was stark raving mad when he first approached me with your message!” She laughed to cover up her blushes as she thought about what an excellent companion Miguel had been.
 
    
 
   After accompanying Cienna and her father to the castylly, Miguel had left to return to Spain where he was taking care of Joseph’s former forestland with the other faeries that still lived there. He had said a quick goodbye to Cienna with a pat on her shoulder. As her father was around he did not dare to embrace or kiss her, although his heart was breaking inside.
 
    
 
   Cienna had been saddened, but her joy at meeting her father could not be quenched. I tasted what true love could be like, but maybe it is just not in my destiny. I will hold on to the memories of the hours I spent with him, but I have so much to learn now, I cannot dwell on what could have been...
 
   “Yes, father. He really took care of me. He’s a good man,” she continued, with a small sigh. 
 
    
 
   “I am now unable to leave Caer Sen Sennen, Cienna. That is why I could not come for you myself, after your Damawyn died. The Castylly Sprig-gan is now the only safe zone which the pestriors can’t enter. I was badly injured in Spain, last year by a coven of pestriors, who stole my amulet, or soon as it’s called here, and my powers are now limited. During this attack they found out that you were living in England and it must have taken them all those months to figure out exactly where.”
 
    
 
   “You mean an amulet like my ring?” asked Cienna.
 
   “Yes, we all have soons that intensify our powers. Your ring contains an opal stone that can only help fire faeries. My soon was an emerald bracelet.”
 
    
 
   I wonder what Miguel’s amulet was...he never told me...
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Happy New Year, Damawyn. I miss you so much. 
 
    
 
   Cienna rubbed her ring as she walked down on the hillside. She didn’t feel like joining in the celebrations in the castylly with the other faery folk who had been playing musical instruments and singing all evening. Her father was particularly gifted at playing the harp and as Midnight had drawn closer, he had played a particularly heart rending tune whilst singing a ballad that he had written about her mother and her beauty, whilst she had been pregnant with Cienna. 
 
    
 
   It all became too much and she had fled the castylly, seeking solace in the night air. The faeries she had met over the past week were a happy and positive bunch. Most of them had known what they were from birth and were comfortable in their skins, but for her it was still a shock getting used to this new life with all the powers and secrecy it entailed. 
 
    
 
   Her thoughts turned to Miguel. He would understand. He knew what it was like to think you were one thing, then to suddenly have your reality turned upside down. 
 
    
 
   I miss you too. I only knew you for a few days, but I miss you, like I miss Damawyn. Even worse because I know you’re out there somewhere…do you miss me the same?
 
    
 
   She leaned against the nearest tree as she almost collapsed with the strength of her feelings. 
 
    
 
   How could I just let you go like that? I was so caught up in father that I didn’t even say goodbye properly!
 
    
 
   Cienna heard footsteps approaching and quickly stood up. As she squinted into the darkness, she saw that it was Joseph and she smiled. He had done so much to make her feel welcome; she did not want him to see her sadness. 
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   The New Moon shone over the forest as Miguel walked on. Trees were no obstacle as he went through them, the molecules of his body shrinking down into nothing as he passed through solid objects and reappearing as he reemerged. His mind was frantic and he could not focus on anything apart from the tightness in his chest. It had started since he left Cienna at Caer Sen Senana and grown worse every day he spent in Spain. He was missing her; his heart was breaking more with every hour that passed. He had never felt like this before. 
 
    
 
   The other faeries would be feasting as they did whenever there was a New Moon, but this was the mid-January Moon, the first one of the new year and so it was an extra special night for their people. He could not join in with the feasting. He had no appetite and was only hungry for Cienna’s love. 
 
    
 
   As he strode on, he remembered her face when he had first entered her. Her eyes had grown wide and he knew it had been her first time. With every stroke he made he had fallen into an abyss of love like he had never known before and when they had burst into ecstasy together that night, he had vowed to himself that he would make her his own forever. 
 
    
 
   He was now going to fulfill that promise, if she would have him, no matter what the consequences with Joseph would be. 
 
    
 
   The lights in the trees did not catch his attention at first. They were always displayed on special occasions when clusters of fire flies would gather in decorative displays for the faeries’ delight. Faeries found it highly amusing that humans would try to emulate this effect, using what they called fairy lights in their Christmas trees. Nothing was as beautiful as the real thing. 
 
    
 
   The lights gradually became brighter and soon Miguel noticed that the path to the entrance of the Faery caves, near the entrance to Caer Sen Senana was lit up on both sides by fireflies that hovered symmetrically. 
 
    
 
   He had come back to Cornwall, to Sennen Cove, on the night of the Duggle of the First Moon, to declare his love for Cienna, but it looked like there was something special going on here. 
 
    
 
   He heard the whispering of many voices as he reached the rocks that signified the secret entrance to the faery caves, and as he muttered the chant that revealed the entrance, he walked into a great crowd who all turned to him, smiling and stood aside to let him walk through. “Hurry, boy, you’re going to miss it!” said an elderly earth flower fairy who he had known since he first came to Cornwall. 
 
   “Miss what?”
 
   “Just go to the castylly -- quick!”
 
    
 
   The crowd made encouraging noises and he walked on through the caves, feeling concerned. Joseph had never been the same since the attack in Spain last year.  Please don’t tell me he’s ill or...worse...
 
    
 
   After walking for five minutes, Miguel stopped at the large mahogany gates of the entrance to the castylly, and turned back to the crowd that was gathered in the huge courtyard space behind him. He noticed the fireflies lighting up the sky; this was most unusual. Even for a feast night. The old flower fairy stepped forward.
 
    
 
   “Go on boy, it’s alright, you’re here now,” she said, pushing him gently forward.  One of the gates opened, and Joseph stood there, looking full of life and dressed in his finest robes of purple with gold lining. 
 
   “Joseph, what’s going on?” said Miguel. “Where’s Cienna? Is she okay?” Joseph smiled and nodded, “Come in, dear Miguel.” He gestured at the crowd in front of him, raising his palm for them to wait, then closed the gate behind himself and Miguel. 
 
    
 
   “Cienna, he’s here,” called Joseph. Miguel turned to see Cienna emerge from a chamber door. She looked resplendent in a floor length, pure white satin dress with long lace sleeves. Her long black curls were adorned with a jewelled tiara and her ring was glowing as she smiled at Miguel. 
 
    
 
   “Miguel, you came here to ask me something didn’t you?” said Joseph, “You know that sometimes our communication can happen even if we don’t want it to. I have heard how your heart has cried out for my daughter since you left.”
 
   “Joseph, it’s true. I love her and cannot live without her. I came to ask you for her hand, if she will have me, that is.”
 
    
 
   Joseph turned to Cienna. He had seen how sad she was when he had come to her on the night of New Year’s Eve, and after he questioned her she confessed how she felt about Miguel. He was glad she had told him the truth as he had known about the attraction from the moment Miguel had first laid eyes on his daughter after moving to Cornwall. As air faeries, they shared a telepathic bond and the close relationship that Miguel and Joseph had, had made this bond stronger than Miguel had realised. 
 
    
 
   “Cienna, do you wish to share your life with this man,” asked her father. 
 
   “Yes,” she gasped as Miguel ran to her and they embraced. They declared their love to each other amidst tears of joy. 
 
    
 
   Joseph smiled and clapped his hands together. “Well, let’s not keep the crowd waiting -- let’s go outside for your soul bonding ceremony. Miguel, we have been preparing since I knew you were on your way.  The new moon is in the perfect position and the forest is ready. Take your bride to be by the hand.”
 
    
 
   Cienna and Miguel turned, hand in hand, to follow Joseph out of the castylly. Cienna stopped and looked up at Miguel. His face was shining with joy. “I never did ask you,” she said, “What is your soon?”
 
    
 
   Miguel placed her hand on the left side of his chest, covering it with his own, “Although I have had powers since I was born, my heart has always been numb. I never felt anything here until I met you. When I am around you, my magical powers fade because the magic of the love you have brought into my life is the greatest power I will ever know. You are my amulet, my soon, Cienna.”
 
    
 
   As Cienna felt Miguel’s heart beating, she saw her ring glistening between his fingers. 
 
    
 
   Damawyn... I’m experiencing the love you wanted me to feel and it truly is magical. The more I love him, the more I know I can…
 
    
 
   THE END
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed reading this story, don’t forget to pop over to Amazon to leave a review, thanks. It is greatly appreciated.
 
    
 
   And don’t forget to look out for more stories by Raymara Barwil.
 
    
 
   You can contact me or ask to be added to my emailing list for future updates of new stories, at my website: 
 
    
 
   www.nicier.net
 
    
 
   or at my Amazon Author Page
 
    
 
   Merry Christmas!
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   Another Christmas Romance by Raymara Barwil:
 
    
 
   Give a Little Love, A Christmas Romance
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   SOMETIMES WE MAKE OUR OWN MIRACLES...
 
   Abby's all but lost her sense of Christmas spirit. It took years, but it finally happened.  After seeing one too many people claim that the charity they gave during the holidays somehow covered them for the whole year, Abby just gave up on the whole notion of people doing the right thing for the right reasons.
 
   But when a mysterious man with wild curls and an old pea coat passes her by and starts doing what no one else is willing to do, Abby finds herself waking up to a whole new world of possibilities. How far it takes her, or the man who holds her at arms' length while still beckoning her on, may just depend on a Christmas miracle.
 
   Unless, of course, they both step up and take the miracle into their own hands . . .
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