
Ivy

Book One

Christmas on Dewberry Lane

[image: ]

Cheryl Wright

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright

[image: ]


Ivy

(Christmas on Dewberry Lane – Book One)

[image: ]

Copyright ©2020  by Cheryl Wright

Small Town Romance Publications

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the copyright owner of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Characters, places, and incidents are a figment of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations or people living or dead, is totally coincidental. 

This book was written by a human and not Artificial Intelligence (A.I.).

This book can not be used to train Artificial Intelligence (A.I.).

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication


[image: ]


[image: ]

To Margaret Tanner, my very dear friend and fellow author, for her enduring encouragement and friendship.

To Alan, my husband of over fifty-one years, who has been a relentless supporter of my writing and dreams for many years.

To You, my wonderful readers, who encourage me to continue writing these stories. It is such a joy knowing so many of you enjoy reading my stories as much as I love writing them for you. 

Table of Contents

[image: ]

Copyright

Dedication

Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Epilogue

From the Author

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


Early November 1880

Dewberry, Montana

Jeremy Hycroft disposed of his foul-tasting whiskey as the young waiter hurried past. His gaze fell to David Carson, an undesirable acquaintance who was trying to force a young woman to her feet. She looked more than a little distressed. 

“I say,” he said rather breathlessly, having almost run across the ballroom to her defense. “I believe the lady is not interested.” 

Carson rounded on him; his fist ready to connect with whomever got in his way. Her intake of breath was further evidence she was repulsed by the man standing before her. “Is this gentleman bothering you?” He gazed at her, determined to help if she so desired. 

“Mind your own business,” Carson demanded. “What’s it to you anyway?” 

“Watch your mouth in front of the lady,” he snarled, grabbing Carson by the scruff of the neck and ejecting him from the ballroom. 

“I apologize on Carson’s behalf,” he said breathlessly when he returned. “Might I introduce myself?” 

She nodded briefly and he continued. “Jeremy Hycroft.” He extended his hand, and she lifted her gloved hand to his. “And you might be...”

She smiled demurely, but he noticed her hands shaking. Carson had obviously upset the beautiful creature. “May I have this dance?” 

Without a word, she stood and offered her hand, and Jeremy led her onto the dance floor. He pulled her close, placing his free hand at her waist before beginning to guide her around the room.

“You’re a good dancer, Miss...” 

She raised her eyebrows and smiled. She was being mysterious. He liked that. “Thank you,” she said, then stared up into his face. That gave him the perfect opportunity to scrutinize her. 

She wasn’t very tall; no more than about five-foot-five or six he figured, although probably far shorter without heels. At first, he thought she had gray eyes, but when he spun her around nearer the light, they looked green. Her long blonde hair was fashioned at the back of her head, and her perfume enticed him far more than he wanted it to. 

The music stopped and the few couples left on the floor clapped. The orchestra began playing again almost immediately. 

“Shall we?” He bowed slightly as he spoke and stared into her eyes. Now they were blue. Was this woman some sort of chameleon? The thought amused him. As they slid around the floor, neither one spoke, although he was sorely tempted to ask about her bizarre eyes. 

“Ivy,” she suddenly said, and it confused him. 

“Ivy?” he said without thinking. “What is that?” 

“That,” she said pointedly, “is my name. Ivy Henderson.” She tilted her chin then and stared up at him. 

Henderson. Was she related to Mildred Henderson? He’d never met her before, he was certain. He would never forget such a beauty. 

“Welcome to Dewberry, Miss Henderson,” he said.

“How do you know I’m new here?” She tilted her chin again, and it amused him. Or perhaps not. Was she one of those highfaluting women who looked down their nose at everyone else? He certainly hoped not. 

He tried to hide his amusement, but it was too late. “Do you find that amusing, Mr. Hycroft?” She began to pull away from him, but he pulled her closer still and her eyes opened wide. This time, they were gray. How utterly strange. 

“How do you do that?” he pleaded. It was more than a little off-putting. 

She suddenly stopped dancing and he almost toppled over her. “Do what?” She stared up at him with the most innocent of expressions, and it was almost his undoing. 

His hand lifted and he indicated her eyes. “That thing you do with your eyes,” he said, waving his hands about. He raised an eyebrow, and to his dismay, she stormed off, leaving him to stand alone in the middle of the dance floor. 

He followed her, hooking his arm through hers when he caught up. Which he did quickly since he was far taller than the mysterious Miss Ivy Henderson. 

She rounded on him. “I do not do anything,” she snarled. “It happens automatically. Most people,” she said gruffly, “are not rude enough to accuse me of being a freak show.” She pulled her arm from his and thundered off toward the cloak room. 

He couldn’t pull his eyes away from the pretty little newcomer who set his heart to racing. 
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“Of course, Mrs. Grayson,” Ivy said. “I’ll have it packaged and ready by the time you return.” She patted the elderly lady on the shoulder and began to fold the garment. She glanced up as she heard low muttering at the door. 

Jeremy Hycroft held the door open for the older lady. Such a gentleman. It was a pity he could be quite rude when he put his mind to it. 

“Oh, Miss Henderson,” he said, heading toward her. “I was looking for the owner. She always looks after me.” He glanced about. “She’s not here?” 

She wanted to turn away, but he was presumably a customer, so she kept her gaze on him. Her voice quivered. “My aunt died last week. You didn’t hear?” 

He swallowed. “I’ve been out of town on business. I’m sorry to hear about Mildred. She was a gem.” He blinked a few times, and she wondered if her aunt’s passing had genuinely upset him. “I apologize that I didn’t put two and two together. I should have figured you were related because of your surname.” 

“My mother and Aunt Mildred married brothers. Uncle Henry died some years ago.” All this talk of lost family brought a tear to her eye, and Ivy swiped at her cheeks. Turning her back to the man, she snatched up some tissue paper to wrap Mrs. Grayson’s purchase. “What can I do for you, Mr. Hycroft,” she said, suddenly becoming frustrated by his presence. 

He watched her wrap then reach for a dress box. “It’s like watching Mildred,” he said then shook himself. “I’m after a gift for my mother. A scarf perhaps?” 

“What price range are we looking at, Mr. Hycroft?” 

He frowned. “Do call me Jeremy.” He smiled then and glanced about the store. “As to price, there is no limit. She is my mother after all.” 

Somewhat surprised, Ivy placed the lid on the box of the carefully wrapped gown then put it aside. “If you’ll follow me, Mr. Hycroft.” 

He was so close on her heels, Ivy was certain she could feel his breath on her neck. “This is my full range of scarves. Does anything take your fancy?” She watched as he scrunched up his face. 

“No, no. This isn’t what I want.” He turned to her and frowned again. “I think I’ve used the wrong terminology.” He glanced about the store again, his eyes landing not far away. “That’s what I want,” he said, pointing to a shelf across the store. 

“Those are called shawls,” she told him firmly. “Quite different to scarves.” Ivy knew she was being terse with him, but the man had been quite rude to her at the ball. Was it any wonder she felt bad tempered around him? 

She pulled a few of the better-quality shawls off the shelf to show him. “Follow me to the counter and I’ll lay them out for you,” she said, then turned on her heel and made her way to the counter. 

“I rather think Mother would like this one,” he called, fingering yet another shawl. Ivy turned back and smiled. It was one Aunt Mildred had made herself. 

“That particular shawl is made of the finest wool, as I’m sure your discerning eye can see.” She’d meant it as a back-handed insult, but he didn’t seem to take it that way. “The woolen flowers would not have been easy to create considering her arthritic hands in the end.” She closed her eyes and swallowed. Of all the garments in the store, why did he have to pick that one? 

“Did Mildred make this,” he asked gently, stepping toward her. 

Ivy glanced up at him. Perhaps he wasn’t such a buffoon after all. “Yes,” she said quietly. “She did a wonderful job, all things considered.” 

He watched her closely, his eyes never leaving hers. He seemed to study her for an eternity, then he placed the oversized shawl back on the shelf. “I’ll find something else.” He began to walk away, and she felt terrible. She’d made the poor man feel guilty, and over what? Something her aunt had painfully made for this very purpose – to sell in the store. 

“No,” she said suddenly. “Aunt Mildred made it to sell. She would be devastated if she were here, knowing I’d all but talked you out of it.” 

The way he looked at her made her heart pound. She could see pity
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