
	Sometimes what seems like a detour is the quickest way to your goal.

	 

	 

	Hope isn’t feeling very hopeful, with the impending holiday season, because of the sudden discovery of a lump on her breast. Will an old love interest prove to be the answer to her prayers?

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	Merry Little Christmas

	Copyright © 2018 Jon Bradbury

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2080-2

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Merry Little Christmas

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Jon Bradbury

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	I hope your Christmas is filled with hope and love.

	 


Chapter One: The Lump

	 

	 

	Hope Watkins stifled a yawn with great difficulty. It was the week before Christmas, and all through the station, it was literally as quiet as a church, which was appropriate, considering how it was the eleven o’clock broadcast. She and her co-anchor, Julianna Lee, were the only ones there at that hour, besides the technical people and the fill-in weather forecaster, Robin Meyers, who impressed Hope. The three women made for a visual treat, with blonde Hope, Asian Julianna, and Robin who was Black.

	There was one thing that everyone in the building had in common—they couldn’t wait for Christmas, even the ones who would have to work next week. Hope herself was literally counting the minutes until her vacation time started. Somehow she’d managed to get Christmas week off, and she intended to take advantage of every minute.

	Julianna was saying, “And here with one last check of our weather is Robin. So the forecast for next week is good?”

	“Hi, Julianna,” Robin said smoothly, smiling flawlessly into the closest camera. “For Christmas week, we’ll have mostly clear skies, with light breezes, and highs in the mid sixties. The only people who might not like this forecast are people who want a white Christmas.”

	Julianna smiled. “Thanks, Robin. It sounds like a marvelous forecast to me. What about you, Hope?”

	“Yes, that sounds good to me, too.”

	The three ladies all laughed. Julianna turned back to the camera.

	“From all of us here at WTMI Channel Seven, we hope you have a good night.”

	“And thank you for watching,” Hope closed the broadcast and smiled at the camera as WTMI’s outro played.

	“And—we’re clear,” said the floor director when the outro finished. “Good job, folks.”

	“Thank god,” Julianna said, as she began taking off her microphone.

	“You ladies have a good night,” Robin said.

	“Good night,” Julianna and Hope chorused.

	“You headed straight home, guys?” Hope asked her co-anchor and the weather forecaster.

	Robin covered her mouth to yawn. “I have to do the overnight forecast for the website. Shouldn’t take long. Then I’m gone.”

	“I’m getting out of this getup,” Julianna said, heading off to Wardrobe. “See you tomorrow, Robin. Nice job.”

	“Thank you,” Robin smiled.

	“Me, too,” Hope said, following Julianna to Wardrobe. Once in a stall, Hope began to peel off the designer body-con dress, along with the cleavage-enhancing pushup bra, and began to put on a baggy sweater and faded, torn jeans.

	She was adjusting her regular bra—when she felt it.

	A lump.

	“No,” Hope said. “Julianna?”

	“What’s the matter?” Julianna said, stepping out of her stall, sounding worried.

	“I think I found a lump,” Hope whispered.

	“Are you sure?”

	“Feel me up,” Hope said. “Touch my boob.”

	Julianna lightly rested her hands on Hope’s breasts, just as Robin Meyers came in. “Okay―whoa, I’ll just wait outside.”

	“Robin, don’t, it’s not that kind of party,” Julianna said wryly.

	“What’s up?”

	“Hope thinks she found a lump.”

	“Do you mind if I check?”

	“Well, okay,” Hope said. “Julianna has been feeling me up. You might as well, too.”

	Robin cracked a quick grin. “Just relax.” She reached over and skimmed the tips of her soft, warm, brown fingers over Hope’s pale skin―

	And then stopped. And touched the same spot again.

	“Yes,” Robin said quietly. “You have a lump. Do you have an OB-GYN?”

	“Yes. Of course,” Hope said.

	“Make an appointment. First thing tomorrow.”

	“Okay. Thanks, Robin. And Robin?”

	“Yes?”

	“Just...don’t say anything. To anyone. Okay?”

	“I used to be in the Air Force. I know about need to know.”

	“Okay. Thanks.”

	“Sure.” And she did her business and left the two of them alone in the room.

	“Well?” Julianna said, her face worried.

	“Well, what?” Hope said, sounding stressed. “I can’t do anything, not now. It’ll have to wait until morning.”

	“Let me know if you need anything.”

	“Okay. Thanks.”

	 


Chapter Two: The Diagnosis

	 

	 

	Cancer.

	That was the only thought zooming through Hope’s stunned mind. The disease. Not the zodiac sign. But then her intellect took over. She looked up, right in the eyes of the oncologist.

	“How do you know?”

	He looked stunned for a moment. “I can tell just by looking,” he said dismissively. “There is no need for a needle biopsy. You have breast cancer.”

	There was a deafening silence in the exam room. Dr. Hassan was Arabic, with dark brown skin, thick black hair, and an abrasive manner that—Hope noticed—rubbed everyone in the office the wrong way.

	“Of course, you are welcome to get a second opinion,” he said stiffly, as if he would be mortally offended that she would dare to do so.

	“That’s good, because that’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

	Hope quickly got dressed. Once she was back outside, she whipped out her cell phone and called her OB-GYN’s office for the second time that day, asking for her doctor without preamble.

	“Hope?” Dr. Lawrence’s concerned voice came through on the other side of the call. “What’s wrong?”

	“Dr. Hassan said it’s cancer,” Hope said, her voice quavering.

	“Was that what the biopsy showed?”

	“He didn’t even do a biopsy,” Hope said. “He just looked at the lump and told me it’s cancer.”

	“I’m going to refer you to another oncology clinic. This one is a friend of mine. And she specializes in cancers that affect women.”

	“Do you think she’ll be able to see me this close to Christmas?”

	“Like I said, she’s a friend of mine,” the doctor said kindly. “Don’t worry, Hope. And thanks for calling. I won’t be referring any further patients to Dr. Hassan.”

	That was cold comfort for Hope. But she plucked up courage and asked, “What’s next?”

	“This new doctor’s office will be calling you in two hours or less to set up an appointment.”

	“Thanks, Dr. Lawrence.”

	“No problem, Hope. Chin up, sugar.”

	“Right,” she said.

	The doctor’s word was good—barely an hour later, her cell phone went off. “Hello.”

	“Hi, this is Olivia at The Oncology Associates. Can I speak to Hope Watkins?”

	“This is she.”

	“Hi. We just got the referral from your OB-GYN. You found a lump on your breast, correct?”

	“Yes,” she said, trying to keep her voice steady. “The oncologist I was originally referred to didn’t even do a needle biopsy and just told me it’s cancer.”

	“Well, the doctor needs to see you first,” the female voice said. “But don’t worry, we can get you in later today, if that’s possible.”

	“Oh, yes, that’s possible. What time?”

	“Let me see...” There was the sound of typing. “Okay, how about three?”

	“I’ll be there,” Hope promised.

	“Okay. And don’t start worrying until there’s something to worry about.”

	“Okay,” Hope said. If only that were possible.

	 

	Three hours later, the oncologist—a woman this time, by the name of Felicia Carter—was removing latex gloves from her hands. “Well, it’s nothing to worry about.”

	Hope couldn’t decide whether she wanted to laugh or cry, as she rearranged the exam garment. “Are you sure?”

	The doctor nodded. “Just to make sure, we’ll schedule a needle biopsy. I’ll have the preliminary results by breakfast.”

	“That quick?”

	“Well, the official results might take a little longer,” Doctor Carter said. “But I’ll have the chance to look at the sample right away, just to make sure we got a good sample.”

	“Okay,” Hope nodded.

	“Don’t worry,” the doctor assured her, resting her hand on Hope’s shoulder. “I don’t know what this Dr. Hassan was thinking.”

	“Okay,” Hope repeated.

	“Listen,” the doctor said, her voice softening. “I’ll have the results for you as soon as possible. But I would suggest you have a friend come with you, only because the anesthetic will take a few hours to wear off. You’ll need a ride home.”

	“Good idea.”

	“So, let me just get on the phone and schedule the biopsy for you. Be right back.”

	“Okay. Thanks, Doctor Carter.”

	“Sure.”

	And she left, closing the door behind her.

	Hope wanted to cry. She desperately wished for her friend Marie to hold her, but she was at work, at the Darryl Strawberry Agency, and wouldn’t be getting off for at least another
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