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      Each issue contains a complete novel and at least five full short stories.

      

      Each issue is an anthology of Kathryn’s different stories including historical romance, time travel romance, and sweet wholesome contemporary. Most issues contain stories from her different series, but some issues have standalone stories not part of a series.

      

      In this issue:

      

      SHORT STORIES…

      

      After the Summer

      

      The summer held so many promises.

      

      But now the Fall semester brings the bright, shiny, and new with it.

      

      Along with it come so many uncertainties.

      

      A standalone clean wholesome romance short short story.

      

      Southerners in Blue

      

      A steamboat packed with soldiers on a flooded Mississippi River.

      

      Disguised as a young boy in blue, Abigail Sutton blends in with the Yankee soldiers.

      

      Only one man sees through her disguise.

      

      Can they come together and survive when their world explodes?

      

      A standalone story that introduces new characters into the Civil War Southern Belle historical romance series.

      

      Originally Published in Heart’s Kiss.

      

      Shattered Memories

      

      Madison McKivitz sat in an unfamiliar town filling out an employment application.

      

      Previous Employment. Her thoughts darted here and there, but landed on nothing. She wrote “various odd jobs.”

      

      How could she look to her future, when she had no memory of her past?

      

      A standalone clean wholesome romance short story.

      

      A Rainy Friday Morning

      

      It was a rainy Friday Morning. A perfect morning for sleeping in.

      

      Addison, however, jogged through Central Park dodging mud puddles.

      

      A southern girl, she felt safe in her anonymity.

      

      But who knew what the day would bring?

      

      If you enjoy sweet second-chance romance, grab your copy of A Rainy Friday Morning by this best-selling author. 

      

      For Churning Butter and Companionship

      

      When Charlotte set off on the western trail with little more than her prized horse, she never expected so much dust.

      

      And smoke.

      

      As could be expected, things on the trail didn’t go as planned.

      

      First in a new series. If you like Kathryn Kaleigh’s Civil War series, follow her into the untamed west.

      

      COMPLETE NOVEL…

      

      Falling Through to Forever

      

      While a hurricane churns in the waters of Charleston Harbor, Gabriella Cooper perches on the slippery stone rubble of Fort Sumter.

      

      Her wedding dress catching in the buckles of her strappy heels cannot possibly be a good omen.

      

      When something unexpected happens during the storm, Gabriella questions life as she knows it.

      

      A standalone story that introduces new characters into best-selling author Kathryn Kaleigh’s Once Upon a Time world of time travel romance.
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      The summer held so many promises.

      

      But now the Fall semester brings the bright, shiny, and new with it.

      

      Along with it come so many uncertainties.

      

      A standalone clean wholesome romance short short story.
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      I sat alone in the Louisiana Tech University library at a table on the first floor.

      I could see the front doors from here. Students wearing new backpacks, eyes glued to their cell phones, came and went. There was an excitement in the air that always came with the first day of classes. I’d been through too many semester cycles to count. First as a student, a graduate student, and finally as a professor.

      Even after all this time, the Fall semester was still bright, shiny, and new. It brought new schedules, new challenges, and much overdue cooler temperatures. And who didn’t love football season with its tailgating parties and marching bands.

      The library was mostly a meeting place right now – students meeting new friends and reuniting with old friends. In a couple of weeks, the library would be buzzing with students studying.

      So many changes had occurred since I was a student. We actually went to the library for research back in my day. The stacks of journals we’d gotten lost in had now been computerized and cleared out for the most part.

      But studying was something that probably would never go away. But who knew, they may find a way to implant knowledge some day.

      The glazed-eyed freshmen were easy to distinguish from the seasoned juniors and seniors. I taught all levels. Catching young ones in Introduction to Psychology and upperclassmen in Abnormal Psychology.

      But right now the tension flowing through my body had taken some of the gleam off the Fall semester.

      I sat straight in the hard chair, my hands in my lap. My eyes darted between the front doors and the brown envelope on the table in front of me.

      They called it a summer romance.

      He’d sent a text this morning. How about lunch?

      The work I’d planned on getting done that morning just didn’t happen. And I would bet money on the afternoon being a bust also.

      I’d been debating on whether or not I should contact him. Summer romances by definition ended with the summer.

      I wasn’t one to break rules. Too many years doing what was expected.

      I wanted to see him. To talk with him. But not in a crowded restaurant. And not in my office beneath the prying eyes of colleagues and students. The library was the first place I thought of that was close by and private.

      When James Louis Graham walked through the library doors, my heart went into a frenzy. That was about the only way I could describe it.

      I held up my hand, but he’d already spotted me.

      He was wearing charcoal gray slacks and a white button down shirt, making him stand out like a walking GQ model. Good genes. Yes, the library had been a good place to meet.

      He was also wearing that charming grin that had caught my attention the first time I’d seen him. In May.

      Something in my expression must have alerted him that something was wrong. His smile turned questioning and he sat down across from me.

      I knew what he was expecting. He was expecting me to demand an explanation. It’s been two weeks. Why haven’t you called?

      But that wasn’t my style. I’d been leaning toward not contacting him at all.

      But when he texted me this morning, I’d taken it as a sign.

      “How have you been?” I asked, keeping my hands clasped beneath the table.

      “Good,” he said. “Busy.”

      “Me too.”

      “How’s your sister?” I asked. He’d spent the summer staying with his sister, helping her out with some things. His sister just happened to live next door to the house I’d bought last year.

      But two weeks ago, he’d returned to Dallas to his own job as a college professor.

      What were the odds? Two college professors meeting like that?

      We’d had an instant bond that started with a shared profession and went from there. We’d pretty much been attached at the hip for three months.

      We’d ridden bicycles in the park, stayed up too late watching movies, and sat right here in the library writing an article together. We’d sent it to a psychology journal for possible publication before he left.

      “She’s good.” He seemed to relax a bit talking about his sister. “I’m staying the rest of the week.”

      “Right. Your classes start a week later than ours.” I hadn’t forgotten, of course. It just seemed like the thing to say.

      “How have you been?” He sat up straight and leaned back a little.

      I kept my gaze glued to his. His clear blue eyes softened as we looked at each other.

      Using one finger, I slowly slid the brown envelope across the table to his side.

      “What’s this?” he asked, not touching the envelope.

      Under different circumstances, his expression might have been comical. I nodded toward the envelope.

      He picked it up and keeping his gaze on mine, opened it.

      I watched his expression as he pulled the sonogram from the envelope.

      His eyes widened as confusion turned to surprise. Then the surprise turned to shock.

      But then he wore an expression I hadn’t expected. Not in a hundred years. I’d wanted to see it, yes, but I hadn’t expected it.

      Pure joy crossed his features.

      Before I knew what was happening, he was around the table, grabbing me up in a hug.

      “It’s ours, right?” he whispered.

      “Of course,” I answered, laughing against his cheek.

      “I’m gonna be a daddy,” he announced to anyone on the first floor of the library. “We’re having a baby.”

      I laughed, feeling two weeks of stress fade away into nothing.

      “I was going to talk to you at lunch,” he said, putting me back on my feet. “I’ve had an offer to teach here. At Tech. It’s a last minute fill-in thing.” The uncertainty on his face was adorable. “But I wanted to make sure you’re ok with having me around.”

      Grinning, I put a hand on his cheek. “I’ll try to tolerate it.”

      And then he kissed me.
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      The Civil War had ended, sending soldiers home in swarms.

      

      Abigail Sutton’s sister needed her quickly. Even so, the Sultana traveled too fast.

      

      Abigail knew enough about steamboats to know the captain took a huge risk. Would it be too much?

      

      A standalone story that revolves around characters in the Civil War Southern Belle historical romance series.
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        April 27, 1865

      

      

      Abigail Sutton wasn’t supposed to be on the Sultana. She stood on the lower deck of the side-wheel steamboat, elbow to elbow in the midst of weary, unshaven Yankee soldiers. Men who hadn’t bathed in forever.

      She blew on her hands, creating a plume of mist in the cold air. Thank heavens it was cold. If these men smelled like skunks now, she could only imagine what they would smell like baking in the hot Louisiana heat only weeks away.

      Between the roar of the steamboat and the laughter of the newly minted veterans, she could barely hear herself think. She didn’t blame them. These men had languished in Confederate prisons for years and now, with the war officially over just a fortnight or so ago, they didn’t care if they had to travel all way from Vicksburg to St. Louis standing up. Most hadn’t seen their families in years.

      The boat was crisscrossing the swollen Mississippi River, making slow headway north against the flooded currents. She could almost feel the boilers straining with the pressure to move faster and faster.

      Or it could have been her imagination. Being the daughter of a steamboat captain, she knew more than most men about the innerworkings of the boat.

      And she knew the risks.

      Enough so that she only traveled by water when absolutely necessary. And traveled in men’s clothing-a blue wool uniform-with her hair tucked just so under a cap, and her head low. Today it had been the only way to quickly get to her sister in St. Louis. Her sister who was about to give birth any minute.

      She too silently urged the boat to push to its full speed.

      “The first thing I’m going to do is get me a woman,” a burly man with a full beard standing next to her said, to no one in particular.

      Abigail pulled the blue cap lower on her forehead. And stuck her hands in her trousers.

      Burly man elbowed her. “How about you, Little Billy Yank?”

      Abigail balanced herself on her feet just in time to avoid bumping into the other soldier next to her. “That’s right,” she said. “Me too.”

      The man laughed. “Right. You wouldn’t know what to do with one.”

      “I like to think I’d figure it out, sir,” she mumbled, then bit her tongue.

      Rule number one when traveling with Yankees was don’t speak. Between her soft feminine voice and pleasant southern drawl, her voice would be the first thing to give her away.

      The burly Yankee grunted and dismissed her, turning to have a similar conversation with the soldier to his left.

      Veteran. She corrected herself. The war was over. After four long years, it was hard not to think of these men from the north as Yankees. Enemies. Besides most of them were still wearing their blue uniforms.

      She blew out a breath. The same uniform she wore herself.

      Her mother had sewn this uniform herself when Abigail had needed a way to walk around New Orleans without being accosted. General Butler’s decree that any woman showing contempt for a Federal solider would be treated as a woman of ill repute had terrified Abigail’s mother. Especially since Abigail became responsible for both her mother and her little brother after her mother took ill and could no longer move about.

      Even now, her mother’s legs were so weak she was confined to sitting, only moving about with assistance.

      Hence, Abigail’s current plight. Charlene, Abigail’s older sister, had followed her husband to St. Louis. Charlene’s husband was now a physician for the army. Charlene never said which army. Abigail could read between the lines. She would have bet her last pair of silk slippers that Charlene’s husband was a Yankee.

      In the end, it didn’t matter. Her sister needed her and married to a Yankee or not, Abigail would go to her.

      It was unfortunate that she’d ended up on the same vessel that carried hundreds of Yankees fresh out of prison.
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      From his perch high on the steps leading to the upper deck of the Sultana steamboat, Daniel Buchanan had a bird’s eye view just over the tops of the Yankees crowding the lower deck. They stood shoulder-to-shoulder in small groups like men at a ball waiting for their turn to dance. Only there were no women with dance cards waiting.

      The soldiers’ boisterous mood was settling to a low rumble along with the setting sun. Soon they would be vying for any available space to sleep.

      Daniel blinked against the blinding sunlight as it reflected off the water of the Mississippi. The scent coming from the water smelled like wet dogs and cheap bourbon.

      Daniel wasn’t supposed to be on this boat.

      But then nor was he supposed to have spent the last four months on the wrong side of a Confederate prison. Four months deep in the heart of Alabama. Cahaba Prison, they called it.

      He knew it had been a bad idea to put on this blue uniform.

      Then again it wasn’t like he’d had a choice.

      It hadn’t been his choice, either, when the war ended, and he was swept along with the soldiers onto the Sultana.

      Even with the war officially over, he wasn’t willing to reveal that he was southern as the banks of the Mississippi River from New Orleans to Baton Rouge where he’d was born and bred.

      Daniel had been raised on a farm with four sisters. Some described his family as unconventional.

      A nice way of saying odd.

      But his parents had enough money to support five children. Without slaves.

      His folks believed in hard work. His sisters worked the fields and Daniel pulled his share of cooking duty.

      He could fry up a chicken better than his buddy’s household cook.

      The thing that mostly made his family unconventional though was probably that his sisters wore trousers when they were working.

      It would have been hard for them to move about the sugarcane fields wearing dresses. It was much more practical for them to wear britches.

      Due to this unusual upbringing, Daniel knew a woman when he saw one.

      Even if she was wearing Yankee pants.

      He also knew that the young lady who was passing herself off as a boy was not a Yankee.

      Two words out of her mouth and he knew she was as southern as he was.

      She looked vaguely familiar, but at the moment, he couldn’t place her.

      Since he didn’t have anything better to do, he entertained himself with watching her and waiting for his memory to kick in.
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      Abigail had inched her way across the crowded deck of the steamboat to an unnoticed area beneath the stairway. Shivering from the cold, she pulled herself to the top of a wooden gunpowder keg, snagging her sleeve on the iron ring at the top.

      After glancing about to make sure she’d managed to go unnoticed by the hordes of Yankee soldiers standing, sitting, sleeping on the deck, she pulled her blue Yankee cap over her eyes and tucked the ends of what used to be long dark hair behind her ears.

      She wrapped her arms around her knees and tucked her hands in the rough material of her uniform, finding what little warmth she could.

      It was quiet now on the ship and she could hear the water splashing from the steady movement of the paddlewheel.

      From the moon’s position, she guessed it must be some time after midnight. Her mouth was dry from the hardtack she’d brought with her. She’d give her last Confederate States dollar for a sip of water.

      Or maybe a blanket.

      Or some smelling salts to diffuse the scent of unwashed Yankees.

      She tucked her face in her own wool jacket, wrinkling her nose. It didn’t smell so good either. But even stale wood smoke was an improvement.

      She closed her eyes and shifted her focus to her sister.

      Abigail smiled in spite of herself. She was going to be an aunt.

      Abigail’s beau had been killed at the
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