

    
        
          Lost and Found

        

        
        
          CC Bridges

        

        
          Published by CC Bridges, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LOST AND FOUND

    

    
      First edition. January 18, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 CC Bridges.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393229186

    

    
    
      Written by CC Bridges.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by CC Bridges

	    

      
	    
          
	      Heaven Corp

          
        
          
	          Angel 1089

          
        
          
	          Exodus

          
        
          
	          Angels Rising

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Stealing

          
        
          
	          Stealing Jennifer

          
        
          
	          Stealing Matthew

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          A Corgi Named Kilowatt

          
        
          
	          Wolf Knight

          
        
          
	          A Christmas Yarn

          
        
          
	          The Puzzle Box

          
        
          
	          Lost and Found

          
        
          
	          The Superhero Division

          
        
          
	          Better Latte Than Never

          
        
          
	          The Perfect Blend for Christmas

          
        
          
	          Unlocked Hearts

          
        
          
	          Turning the Page

          
        
          
	          The Heaven Corp Trilogy

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at CC Bridges’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By CC Bridges

Lost and Found

Sign up for CC Bridges's Mailing List

Also By CC Bridges

About the Author


Tyler winced as his body connected with the back of the plastic airport chair. These things were not meant for comfort. He pressed his phone closer to his ear, trying to make out his mom’s voice over the sounds of the other travelers milling around and the voice droning over the PA. At least for the moment, the instrumental versions of the greatest holiday hits had paused.

“It’s delayed, Mom. Not canceled. I’m gonna wait it out.” Maybe, just maybe, he’d make it home for Christmas Eve dinner after all. He tucked his feet in to avoid tripping a family scrambling past. The father figure had a literal sack over his shoulder, filled with what looked to be wrapped presents from what Tyler could see peeking over the top.

“Maybe it’s best if you don’t come.” His mother’s voice sounded tinny down the line. “It’s safer.”

He stilled at her words. Not come? Tyler wouldn’t even consider the possibility. He wasn’t missing the Feast of the Seven Fishes this time. He hadn’t appreciated it as a kid, but now as an adult, he needed that connection with his family and his heritage. “I’m already at the airport. Took my shoes off for TSA and everything.”

“There’s six inches of snow on the ground.”

And what were the odds of that? His first winter in Chicago and it was his parents who had gotten the Christmas blizzard. “I won’t get there till tomorrow anyway. They’ll clear it all away by then.” Tyler didn’t know who he was trying to convince. “I’ll call you when I find out what’s going on.”

They said their good-byes, and he tucked his phone back in his pocket. Tyler wiggled his ass and tried to make the seat a little more comfortable. Maybe if he took his coat and made himself a cushion? It was stupid hot in the airport, but Tyler couldn’t check his jacket, not when winter waited outside for whenever he’d make it off that airplane.

Tyler had just pulled his tablet out of his carry-on bag when he saw it. In one of the chairs directly across from him, a teddy bear sat. It looked well loved, with plaid ears and a pink ribbon tied around its neck. It even had a little felt suitcase attached to one hand. Sitting there alone, the teddy appeared to be waiting for a flight.

Chuckling, he snapped a picture and posted it to his Facebook with the caption: “My traveling companion.”

Some kid would be disappointed. Tyler looked around to see if any children nearby seemed to be looking for something, but they all were either glued to a digital device or shrieking at the top of their lungs. The bear couldn’t belong to the elderly couples on either side, although he supposed it could be a gift.

Why sit it on an airport waiting chair, then?

He’d give it a few minutes longer. Maybe the poor bear’s owner would show up before too long.

The waiting area around the gate filled and emptied twice. Other planes were taking off, but not his. Tyler pulled up the airline app and frowned at the blinking delayed. He tucked his tablet away and realized the bear still sat there, staring at him with its pretty brown eyes. Tyler scooped it out of the seat. Poor little guy. His owner had probably already left by now. Time to take him to Lost and Found.

Gamma Airlines had a concierge kiosk in the middle of the waiting area, in the center of the gates. As Tyler approached, he got a good look at the guy manning it, currently on the phone. He took a moment to appreciate the dark wavy hair and the broad shoulders. Then the guy looked up, and he had amazing pale green eyes. Wow.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, no one has brought anything like that in.” He nodded at Tyler and held up a finger as he continued the call. “I can certainly leave a note and tell them to be on the lookout for it.” He pulled out a pen and started to jot notes on a Post-it. “Pink ribbon? Where?”

Tyler looked at the bear in his hands. Could it be? He plopped it down on the desk. “Is this it?”

The man looked at the bear. “Ma’am, does it have plaid ears?”

Tyler could hear the loud squeal through the phone from where he stood. He bit his lip to keep from laughing.

The guy winced slightly, but calmly took down the caller’s information. “Stop at the concierge on your return trip, ma’am. We’ll have it in storage.” He set down the phone, and only then did Tyler notice he had a name tag that said “Aaron.” “You have absolutely perfect timing.”

“I knew someone had to be missing this little guy.” Tyler shrugged. “And it’s not like I’ve got anything better to do, with my flight delayed.”

“East Coast? Yeah, bad weather out there right now. Did you want me to check your flight status?” Aaron had set the bear down in front of his computer, and it looked like the bear was typing.

Tyler couldn’t help himself. He took out his phone and snapped a picture. “Sorry,” he apologized immediately after doing it. It probably seemed a really weird thing to do. “It looks like the bear is manning your desk.”

“His name is Oliver,” Aaron said very seriously, his lips quirking a bit to betray the smile he was hiding.

Tyler did laugh. “Well, Sir Oliver clearly has a very busy night ahead of him.” He told Aaron his flight number and got the disappointing news that there still was no update, other than a delay. “Great. I was really hoping to make it home for Christmas this year.” He’d promised Mom.

Aaron’s fingers continued to move on the keyboard. “Would you like me to try to get you on another flight? There’s one leaving tomorrow morning... oh.”

“Yeah, the waiting list for that one is like a hundred people deep.” Tyler had already been through this.

“I’ll add you to the list, just in case.” Even Aaron didn’t seem convinced.

“Thanks, I appreciate it.” Tyler went back to his seat and dug out his headphones. He only put one bud in so he could still hear if they announced his flight, but otherwise he was going to lose himself in his favorite podcast and hope he’d soon be cleared for take-off.
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THE NEXT HOUR FLEW by, although Aaron had hardly realized it until Janelle arrived to give him his break. He flexed his hands, trying to work out the kinks in his fingers from typing flight numbers in so many times. Lots of planes were still stuck on the ground. What shitty luck for some people. This was the absolute worst time to travel, weather-wise, and of course everyone needed to be on the other side of the country posthaste. It seemed a lot of work for only one night of presents.

“I’d keep this list up,” he told Janelle. “It’s what I’ve gotten the most questions on.”

“Okay, but what am I supposed to do with this?” She held up the teddy bear he’d left by the computer.

Aaron could feel his cheeks heat. “Oh, that’s for Lost and Found. I have the owner’s name. They’ll pick it up on their way back through the airport. I’ll take care of him.”

“Him?” She laughed before turning to the person who’d come up to the counter.

Aaron figured he’d best escape now if he wanted his lunch break.

He’d left the men’s room when he spotted the hot guy from earlier still sitting at the gate. Aaron felt a bit like a creeper, having gotten the guy’s name from looking up his flight information. At least he knew it now, so he wasn’t thinking of “Tyler Martin” as “Flight 292.” Tyler was farmer’s market hot, with tousled dirty-blond hair, honey-colored brown eyes, and enough scruff on his cheeks to make Aaron want to run his hands through it. It was the kind of light beard that would feel good against his inner thighs.

Wow, that escalated quickly. He purchased a bottle of water with his lunch and held it to his forehead to cool down. Aaron barely knew more than Tyler’s name. He shouldn’t be cooking up sexual fantasies about him.

“Hey.”

A voice from behind had Aaron jumping and dropping his water. Aaron bent to pick it up and nearly collided with Tyler, who’d also crouched to give him a hand. Great, if he didn’t look totally klutzy before, this clinched it.
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