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      Original Stories and Novels by Kathryn Kaleigh

      

      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…

      

      Almost Midnight

      

      Almost Midnight. A new year. A new beginning.

      

      But Mika’s heart still waited. Weary with heartbreak.

      

      Would this year bring more than just snowfall? Or a ray of happiness?

      

      A sweet story of second chances and new beginnings.

      

      Guardian Angel

      

      The southern land burned. Scarred. Its families splintered. A war going on three years too long.

      

      Union soldier Christopher Mitchell rides alone through the south.

      

      Emily does the unthinkable to protect her family.

      

      Will Christopher do his part to help her? Or maintain his loyalty to the Union?

      

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

      

      Apartment 602

      

      Ava never took anything that would be noticeable.

      

      And no one noticed her work, or even her for that matter.

      

      Except for the man in Apartment 602.

      

      A sweet story of an American Dream.

      

      A Rainy Saturday Morning

      

      It was a rainy Saturday morning. Not the way Samantha planned to spend her morning.

      

      Her first solo camping trip in the mountains turned out to be a rainy wash out. But this day held significance. So did hiking into the Rocky Mountains. Always had.

      

      Little did she know that the day also held significance for someone else. Sometimes what started as a rainy day ended with a silver lining.

      

      The Locket

      

      After the Civil War, Lily’s life as a southern belle ends forever forcing her into heading west.

      

      A prairie fire rages toward their covered wagon. Caught between saving herself and leaving behind her mother’s cherished locket, Lily makes an impossible choice.

      

      This split-second choice changes her life in more ways than she could ever imagine.

      

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

      

      COMPLETE NOVEL…

      

      Serenity

      

      Kristen MacGregor chose Serenity, Colorado as a peaceful place to get away from her troubles.

      

      But Serenity may hold dangers not evident to tourists.

      

      Did Mark Jensen know enough about the little community to keep her safe?

      

      If you enjoy sweet romance with a more than a hint of danger and page-turning suspense, grab your copy of Serenity by this best-selling author.
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      Almost Midnight. A new year. A new beginning.

      

      But Mika’s heart still waited. Weary with heartbreak.

      

      Would this year bring more than just snowfall? Or a ray of happiness?

      

      A sweet story of second chances and new beginnings.
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      The grandfather clock stood front and center on the back wall, next to the gas fireplace, behind the plush sofa. The perfect spot for reading.

      The grandfather clock chimed eleven times. It was almost Midnight.

      Mika shoved a strand of hair out of her face and straightened six leather-bound books stacked one on top of the next.

      She inhaled deeply, the scent of century old leather soothing her senses. So many hands had touched these books before. So many lives touched by the worlds within them.

      Nonetheless, their current job was to act as bookends to a row of contemporary romance novels.

      It seemed such a disservice to them in some ways. In other ways, it was fitting.

      The old books had come before, providing the framework for the modern books.

      Kit Kat, a silver long-haired cat napping on the next shelf up, stretched and rolled over on his back. The bell on his little collar jingled softly. He stretched a paw toward Mika and meowed once.

      Mika smiled and scratched his ears and Kit Kat rewarded her with a loud purr.

      Mika looked over her shoulder toward the door.

      But there was no one there.

      Mika’s heart was weary with watching. Waiting.

      But in just one hour, it would be a new year. Time to put the past behind and start again.

      He wasn’t coming back.

      Even though she knew it, her heart hadn’t given up.

      Her gaze shifted to one of the tall French windows that opened out to the street. It was snowing again. The thick snowflakes came down like snowfall in one of the glass snow globes in the display case that stood between the two front windows.

      There were no customers today.

      No tourists wandering about the streets, sometimes coming inside the little store to look around.

      There would be no more tourists until Spring.

      And very few customers. The few residents of Mackinac Island who chose to stay on the island through the winter had little use for snow globes or century old leather books.

      She might sell a paperback novel or two if anyone was brave enough to venture out in the cold and snow. But really, it wouldn’t matter either way. She only stayed open in the winter months as a public service and, to be perfectly honest, for something to pass the time.

      The cold winter months seemed to go on and on. And on.

      Summers on the island flew by, but the dark winter months stretched into what seemed like forever.

      Last summer had been different. Last summer had changed Mika’s way of thinking.

      Nate had spent the summer helping out with his family’s business. They owned the only bank on the island. It was a small bank, but a bank nonetheless.

      Mika had gone in with a deposit, like she did at the end of every day, and there he was. One of two tellers. His line had opened up first and she’d walked up to him, her hands shaking.

      When he’d smiled at her, her world had turned upside down.

      Just like that.

      Mika wasn’t from Mackinac Island. She’d inherited the store from her grandparents. Grandparents she’d barely even known.

      Mika’s parents had moved to Texas shortly after they had been married and she had no memory of visiting.

      The only evidence that her parents had left was a photograph of her, no more than four years old, grinning, standing on the ferry. The wind blowing her hair everywhere, her grandparents, also grinning, behind her.

      She didn’t remember it. And her parents had never mentioned it.

      She had no idea what had happened to create the estrangement, but she hadn’t even known she had grandparents in Michigan until after their funeral.

      Even no one on the island could tell her. It was strange because everyone seemed to know everyone else’s business.

      Mika had resigned herself to never knowing.

      This was her third year on the island. And she would have her twenty-third birthday in two months.

      Last summer had been Nate’s first time back to the island in three years.

      They’d talked about the irony of the timing.

      About how fate had brought them together.

      They hadn’t talked about their future. About anything past the next day.

      Then on that evening, August 29, he’d said he had to go.

      “I’m flying out tomorrow.” He’d kept his eyes down, focused on their loosely clasped hands.

      Her heart had sunk. An evening, or even a night without Nate sounded like torture. “For how long?” She’d watched him out of the corner of her eyes. Trying not to let him see her dismay.

      He’d shaken his head, closed his eyes. “I’m going back to school.”

      “Oh.” She’d tried to pull her hand back, but he held on tight. “You decided to finish then.”

      He hadn’t responded right away and Mika had immediately put everything together.

      Nate had said he’d be going back to the University in Auburn. He’d just said he didn’t know exactly when yet.

      Exactly when.

      Her heart had broken that day. Nonetheless, she respected the way he hadn’t focused on leaving.

      As a result, they’d had three months together. Three months focused on being together, not focused on when he was leaving.

      He’d doubtlessly known all along that he was leaving in August, but he hadn’t seemed to let that affect him.

      Mika had been there when he got the ferry and left Mackinac Island.

      He’d kissed her goodbye and held her close until the last boarding call.

      The soft breeze from the lake had quickly dried her tears.

      But the breeze couldn’t take away the pain.

      She hadn’t heard from him since. No phone call, no text, no email, no letter. Not one word.

      But then he hadn’t promised either. It was for the best, of course. It had been like ripping off a Band-Aid. A flash of quick intense pain, then just a dull memory.

      She went to the front of the store and turned off the light.

      With her hands in the back pockets of her blue jeans, she stood in the darkness watching the snow falling in the glow of the street lights.

      So cold. She pulled her sweatshirt tighter.

      The clock chimed the half hour.

      Just thirty minutes and the new year would be here.

      She took a deep breath. Yes. It was time to put last summer behind her and move on.

      Nate wasn’t coming back.

      Just as she was turning away, deciding it was time to get some sleep and let the new year settle in quietly and uneventfully, when something caught her attention.

      She blinked and peered into the falling snow.

      Someone was coming in her direction.

      Not just someone, but Nate.

      She took a step back from the door, not daring to believe what she was seeing.

      When Nate reached the door, she unlocked it, and held it open while he come inside.

      His coat was covered in snow.

      He held out a perfect red rose, little snowflakes clinging to the petals.

      As she took the flower from him, the snowflakes melted along with her heart.

      “I tried,” he said, love shining in his eyes. “But I couldn’t stand the thought of another day without you.” He took her hand. “Not even another minute.”

      The clock began to chime the Midnight hour.

      Midnight. A new year.
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      The southern land burned. Scarred. Its families splintered. A war going on three years too long.

      

      Union soldier Christopher Mitchell rides alone through the south.

      

      Emily does the unthinkable to protect her family.

      

      Will Christopher do his part to help her? Or maintain his loyalty to the Union?

      

      A standalone story that introduces new characters into the Civil War Southern Belle historical romance series.
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        March 1864

      

      

      The war had been going on three years now. Three years too long.

      The southern land was scarred. It had been burned. Violated. Its people tortured. Its families splintered.

      His horse’s hooves padded on the rain-soaked ground. The air was quiet. So quiet he heard the drop of water that fell from an overhead tree limb onto his blue Union-issued cap as he rode beneath it.

      Tendrils of mist whispered in the trees alongside him. There had been a fire nearby, probably a battle. He could smell the echoes of damp smoke.

      Christopher Mitchell came from a long line of West Point military graduates. His grandfather had been in the first class of graduates. Then his father had been a West Point grad. It was expected even before he was born that Christopher graduate from the military academy.

      And he had. He’d graduated in 1860. Before the country splintered.

      He and his three closest friends, all from Boston, had entered the academy together and had graduated together.

      They would fight for the Union. Of course. They were from Boston, after all. There was never any question. Any doubt.

      So here he was. In the middle of Louisiana.

      He chewed on a pine needle he’d snagged earlier from a tree. It helped to ward off some of the boredom from traveling so many miles alone.

      Christopher fleetingly thought about the thousands of miles he and his horse Buttercup had traveled since the war had begun. But it was too much to comprehend, so his thoughts brushed against it, then moved on to other thoughts.

      Christopher was a scout. His job was to ride ahead. To gather information about Confederate troops. To ascertain their location.

      He’d left Alexandria, Louisiana two days ago and headed northwest. It had started raining on and off since sunrise this morning and from the look of the black clouds to the west, that wasn’t likely to change anytime soon.

      He mostly traveled off-road, but with the rain, he’d decided to use the road for a while. There were very few travelers out and if he encountered anyone, he’d hear them in time to duck behind the trees.

      The people in this area of the country had seen very few Yankees, in fact, most had probably never seen one. He didn’t care to be their first.

      He was wearing his blue uniform and a brown overcoat. So he didn’t stand out like a beacon. Exactly. Unless someone got close enough to see his blue trousers and his blue cap. He was only wearing his hat now to keep the rain off.

      He did not care to be an open target.

      He passed by a farmhouse, the house itself tucked in the pine trees while the fields on each side lay empty waiting for warmer weather.

      Other than a couple of chickens near the house, he saw no livestock. Things were not good on the homefront here either.

      They may not be confronted by the enemy on a daily basis, but they, too, no doubt were affected by the war.

      After he passed by the farm and was back in the trees, he heard a rustling off to his right. He stopped Buttercup and listened for a moment. He heard the rustle again. If it weren’t so early in the day, he’d pull out his rifle and shoot whatever unfortunate squirrel or rabbit was out enjoying the early spring morning.

      Instead, he settled in on his horse for a long day’s ride.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      Emily Robicheaux’s hands shook as she pulled on her brother Edward’s butternut gray wool trousers and tightened her own scarf around her waist to keep them tight. Since they were at least six inches too long, she stuffed them into own boots to avoid stepping on them and tripping.

      She could still taste the dried-out biscuit she’d had for breakfast. Disgusting as it was, her stomach growled for more.

      She pulled Edward’s white shirt over her head and it, like the trousers, was much too big for her small frame. She hastily tucked it into the pants and, grabbing his jacket, pulled it on.

      There. She was ready.

      She caught her own reflection in the mirror over her dressing table as she crossed her bedroom and stopped. Her long dark wavy hair would do her no good.

      She grabbed a couple of pins and secured her hair on top of her head. She needed her brother’s gray cap. She quickly scanned her room, but it wasn’t there. She knew it wasn’t in his room because she spent more time there than anywhere else these days.

      She rushed into the living area, found both his cap and his rifle next to the door, and without a sound, slipped outside into the misty early morning.

      There were chores to be done, but they would have to wait.

      Right now she had to take care of business.

      She’d seen the Yankee riding by on his fancy horse in his fancy clothes. He hadn’t seen her though. She’d crouched low behind the fence her grandfather had built up by the road. The weeds were getting tall there and there was a dogwood tree that she’d climbed up as a child.

      She’d clenched her jaw to keep her teeth from chattering with fear of being spotted as he rode by with his blue pants and his blue cap and his shoes without holes in them. No doubt new shoes. His saddlebags were bulging.

      Fortunately he hadn’t been in any hurry as he rode past. As soon as he was out of sight, she’d dashed back to the house and changed.

      The road was half a mile ahead and if she ran across the half acre they’d designated for this year’s cotton crop, she could intercept him.

      They needed the cotton. Not to sell. But to knit socks, blankets, and whatever else they needed. If there was any left over, they’d take it into town and sell it.

      Not that it would do them much good. Confederate money was just about worth nothing these days.

      Emily reached the curve where she could intercept the Yankee.

      Blood pounded in her ears and her heart beat nearly out of her chest.

      She took deep calming breaths.

      She’d missed him. She’d taken too long changing clothes. He’d probably galloped ahead.

      Relief washed over her.

      She wouldn’t have to rob a Yankee soldier today.
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      The rain had stopped and the birds were singing in celebration. The fresh scent of foliage was a balm to his soul. Even here, so very far from home in a strange land, Christopher could take comfort in a land newly cleansed by fresh rain.

      He rounded a curve in the road and started to go off-path, but his head was in Boston. He was wondering after the health of his mother and sister. His little sister, nine years old now, had his heart. She’d been the one who’d named his horse Buttercup.

      The name had stuck and he’d accidentally let it slip out once while combing Buttercup’s mane. The soldier who’d overheard him had lost a tooth that day.

      His thoughts as always, found their way around to Annabelle. The day before he’d left Boston, he’d asked her to wait for him.

      To marry him when he came back to the war. It wouldn’t take long, he’d told her. The southerners would be no match for the resources of the Federals.

      But that was four years ago. And Christopher would never admit this to anyone, but try as he might, there were days he couldn’t remember what Annabelle looked like.

      Christopher’s thoughts were jerked back to the present day and place when a boy stepped out into the road in front of him. Not just a boy, but a boy, slight in stature, with a rifle pointed right
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