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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…

      

      Silver Linings

      

      Ninety silver foil balloons. Ten party hats and ten party blowers. But no one at the party but Maribelle and her ninety-year-old grandmother. The self-quarantine order happened quickly, sending everyone isolating in their homes.

      

      After retiring from the Air Force, Lucas needed a break. Some time to himself. Little did he know that the world had completely changed during the four weeks he avoided any semblance of civilization.

      

      When Lucas found Maribelle and her grandmother isolating in a cabin in the woods, he wanted to catch up on more than just a world turned upside down.

      

      A heartwarming short story set during America’s fight with COVID 19.

      

      On a Snowy Winter Morning

      

      Natalie Worthington loved the magic of snowy mornings. The quiet peacefulness. But beneath the peacefulness lay a deadly danger.

      

      Natalie’s world flipped upside down, leaving her responsible for not only her own survival, but the survival of her little brother.

      

      When their home is invaded, and Natalie’s life on the line, will she survive?

      

      A heartwarming and suspenseful American historical short story.

      

      Louisiana Time Whispers

      

      Lilah Woodward spent her days working in hospitality with senior citizens.

      

      Enchanted by the magic of the Mississippi River, she does something few people in her position would do.

      

      Would a simple act of kindness change her destiny?

      

      A Rainy Wednesday Morning

      

      A rainy Wednesday morning. Just like any other morning. In the rain. Except that it wasn’t.

      

      Emily’s life turned upside down in the blink of an eye.

      

      A chance encounter in a coffee shop folds away the years.

      

      An Errant Yankee

      

      While on a supply run to town, southerner Alisa and her cat Muffin find a Yankee soldier treed by their dog.

      

      The injured soldier posed no danger, but Muffin wove a safety spell around them anyway. The man needed shelter.

      

      Rescuing an errant Yankee proved to be more than Alisa could have predicted…

      

      A charming short story in the Civil War Southern Belle historical romance series with unexpected compelling characters.

      

      Just Chance

      

      Tara Rodgers reinvented herself. She moved to Dallas. Enrolled in college classes. Broke up with her boyfriend. On her way to a new career. A shiny new life.

      

      Jonathan Cooper slowly adjusted to Dallas life. Especially the heat. He struggled to adapt to life in Texas. But flying for the famed Skye Travels made the sacrifice worthwhile.

      

      When Tara and Jonathan experience a life-altering event together, each find the course of their lives changing…

      

      A heartwarming and intensely engaging standalone novel in Kathryn Kaleigh’s Cupid’s Kiss sweet wholesome romance series.
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      Ninety silver foil balloons. Ten party hats and ten party blowers. But no one at the party but Maribelle and her ninety-year-old grandmother. The self-quarantine order happened quickly, sending everyone isolating in their homes.

      

      After retiring from the Air Force, Lucas needed a break. Some time to himself. Little did he know that the world had completely changed during the four weeks he avoided any semblance of civilization.

      

      When Lucas found Maribelle and her grandmother isolating in a cabin in the woods, he wanted to catch up on more than just a world turned upside down.

      

      A heartwarming short story set during America’s fight with COVID 19.
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      Ninety silver foil balloons. Ten bags of silver confetti.

      Ten party hats and ten party blowers.

      One large white birthday cake. Half eaten.

      Maribelle had grown to hate balloons.

      And cake.

      She swatted at one of the helium balloons that had drifted downwards, losing its air or helium or whatever kept it afloat.

      "You could just let them go," Granny said, lowering her spectacles as Maribelle came out of the kitchen.

      "Are you kidding?" Maribelle flopped onto the couch next to her now ninety-year-old grandmother. "I want you to enjoy them as long as they'll last."

      Granny made a noise that sounded more like her cat hacking up a hairball than a human answer. "I think you're talking about yourself."

      "What?" Maribelle snagged a potato chip from the bag on the coffee table. Potato chips were quickly going on the list of things she now hated. "You don't like the balloons?"

      Granny settled back on the couch with her book, the epitome of calmness. "The balloons were lovely, Dear. And I enjoyed them quite a bit." Granny shifted in her chair. "But we've been looking at them for six days."

      Six days.

      It was March 22 now and Granny's birthday was March 16. So, yes, six days.

      That meant six days of being in the cabin.

      Fortunately, Granny was a good person to be quarantined with. She didn't eat much. And she was easy to cook for. Whatever Maribelle put out there, Granny was happy to have.

      At first they hadn't paid much attention to the COVID 19 virus. The day before Granny's birthday, there was a warning about avoiding large gatherings of fifty people or more, but they'd only invited ten people.

      Maribelle helped run her family's souvenir store downtown Estes Park. It was family run. Her mother. Her father. Her sister. Even Granny still came in a couple of days a week, mostly to talk to customers.

      She'd known some of the tourists for years and years, seeing them every year.

      The only family member who hadn't stayed in town to help with the business was her brother Nick. Nick had always wanted more. To be more. So he'd gone to medical school. And now Nick was a cardiac intern at a hospital in Houston.

      It was the morning of Granny's birthday that Nick had made the phone call that had changed everything.

      "Don't go around anyone," Nick had said.

      "All right," Maribelle had said. "Granny and I came up to the cabin yesterday. We're just going to stay here and wait. Everyone's coming for her birthday party later this afternoon."

      "No," Nick had said. His voice had held a firmness and something else that she hadn't been able to identify at the time.

      "What is it Nick?"

      "It's the coronavirus."

      And with that one word, everything changed.

      No one had come to Granny's birthday party.

      Granny was ninety years old. Part of the high risk group.

      And since Maribelle was the one person who'd been spending the most time with her the past few days and the one who was currently with her, she was the designated caregiver.

      But it went deeper than that.

      Maribelle and Granny were sheltering in place together.

      "If either of you gets a temperature, you have to get to the hospital right away," Nick had insisted.

      Unfortunately, they had no thermometer at the cabin. "How am I supposed to do that."

      Nick had sounded weary. "Just watch her, ok? Watch for high temperature, shortness of breath, or a cough."

      That was six days ago.

      Six days of hypervigilance. Maribelle and Granny had eaten half the cake, a bag of chips, and countless cheese sandwiches.

      And they'd watched the news as the country closed down.

      All the restaurants and non-essential stores in town had closed down. That meant their little souvenir store was closed.

      Now they only watched the news in the mornings and late afternoons, but Maribelle got news alerts.

      She'd stopped telling Granny about all the alerts that came through on her phone.

      She hadn't wanted to be an alarmist.

      After all, they were there to celebrate Granny's ninetieth birthday.

      And Maribelle didn't want to ruin it by focusing on all the negative energy out in the world right now.

      Her primary job was to keep Granny safe.

      So they stayed put. Maribelle gathered fallen limbs during the day and they made a fire in the fireplace at night.

      They ate popcorn and watched movies.

      And everything was fine.

      Everything was fine until Maribelle lay her head on the pillow at night and wondered if the world as she knew it was coming to an end.
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      Lucas knelt at the edge of the rocky cliff between a pine tree and a spruce tree and gazed out toward the little town of Estes Park nestled in the valley far below. It was probably a couple of miles away as the crow flies.

      The sun was bright this morning, but the town was still in the early morning shadows of the mountains.

      He saw no movement, but in truth he was too far away to get a good look.

      He took a deep breath. The air was fresh with the clean scent of pine. As he got closer to town, it would be harder and harder to find air this fresh. Untainted by pollution.

      It was Sunday morning. Most people would be sleeping in. As they should be.

      And tourist season wasn't up and going yet, so the little town was still quiet.

      It had been four weeks and three days since he'd had any contact with the real world.

      He'd just needed some time.

      He'd taken an early retirement at fifteen years of military service.

      He'd had to reconcile that with his dream of making a long-term career out of the Air Force. He had no wounds. At least not any that were visible to the casual observer.

      But he had wounds. He could barely get through a night's sleep without waking up in a cold sweat.

      He'd just needed some time.

      He knew now what he wanted to do. He was going to open his own shop in Estes Park. But he wanted to do it right. He wanted to know what he was doing and get it right.

      So he was going to go to college. Online, most likely. He didn't like the idea of sitting in a classroom with a bunch of kids.

      In the meantime, he'd have time to research the market. Maybe find a piece of real estate. Decided whether to buy an existing building or build from the ground up. Education would help with those decisions.

      He wanted to learn and get out. He wasn't going to college to play and grow up. He'd done his share of both already.

      When he'd graduated high school, he'd just been so ready to see to the world. He wanted to see something outside of his own backyard.

      Well, he'd seen it and he knew now that there was no place better than right here.

      Estes Park and the surrounding Rocky Mountains.

      He'd taken his time and space and now it was time to come back to civilization. He had a purpose now. A plan.

      But before he got into all that, he needed a shower.

      His high school girlfriend's family had a cabin not far from here. He knew how to get in through the back window.

      He'd just slip in, use his own soap to take a quick shower, and get out.

      Heading west toward the cabin, using his old memories of the area for guidance, he quickly reached the little stream with its water bubbling over the rocks.

      Maribelle had been part of the friendly fire fallout. When he'd left to see the world, he'd left her, too.

      And, though it hurt to admit it even to himself, he knew he'd wanted to meet other girls before he settled down.

      In retrospect, he'd been wrong to do what he'd done. To leave her here like that after they'd been together for two years of high school. He'd been a junior and she'd been a freshman. It had been love at first sight. They'd been a couple of for two years.

      But in his defense, he hadn't made her any promises.

      He'd planned to come back to her. But a few days had turned into a few months that had turned into a few years.

      Then it had been too long. Too long to just call her to hear her voice or to catch up on how she was doing.

      He didn't even know how she was doing.

      His own link to the town had been disconnected when his family had moved to Denver. His grandmother had gotten sick and his parents had moved to Denver to be closer to her.

      Though his parents were from Denver, they'd moved to Estes Park when Lucas was an infant. So he'd never known anything other than the small-town life.

      Sometimes he wondered if just knowing that he was born in Denver and that his parents were from there increased his curiosity about life outside of Estes Park.

      Yes, the idea of the cabin was much better than heating water for a quick rinse-off like he'd been doing.

      No hot shower was definitely a downside to taking his time to think in the wilderness.

      He followed the stream for a bit, then crossed over it using a familiar rocky path.

      He quickly found the trail and braced himself. It was time to come back to the real world. He couldn't stay out here forever.

      Besides, he missed pizza.

      And beer.

      And television.

      And so many things that came with the civilized world.

      He smelled the smoke before he even saw the cabin.

      As the little log cabin came into view, he stopped, his boots sending a few pebbles skittering down the earthen trail.

      The inviting front porch was just a few steps away with its swing where he and Maribelle had snuggled together, watching the stars.

      The family could have sold the cabin. Or they could be renting it.

      Since he hadn't kept up with anything, including Maribelle, he would have no way of knowing.

      He took one step back.

      He should just walk away. Hike back to his truck and drive to Estes Park.

      There was a remote possibility that Maribelle could be in the cabin.

      He smiled to himself.

      Very remote.

      Maribelle preferred town. He'd often wondered whether, as she aged, if she'd be more like him and feel the lure of the city. Perhaps even move to Denver.

      She was two years younger than he was, so when he joined the military and walked away, she was still a child in many ways.

      He'd so often wondered what the grown-up version of Maribelle would be like.

      That remote possibility that she was there, in the cabin, right now, had him frozen.

      He'd imagined seeing her again. Looked forward to seeing her again.

      But he wasn't ready.

      He wasn't ready to see the love of his life.

      The girl he'd left behind.

      But would he ever be ready?

      Perhaps. But not today.

      Today he wasn't ready.

      He turned around to start back up the hill - away from the cabin.

      And stood face-to-face with Maribelle.
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      Maribelle cradled fallen branches and twigs in her arms.

      She had gotten up early today. Earlier than usual. She'd wanted to go out for a walk before Granny got up and gathering firewood was as good an excuse as any.

      She missed her morning jog down to the Starbucks.

      But from what she'd been told, all the restaurants were closed, even the Starbucks.

      It wasn't that she had cabin fever, exactly. She couldn't explain her restlessness.

      It was nice to spend time with Granny.

      But she felt like there was something else she could be doing.

      Volunteering, maybe.

      Though she'd woke with these thoughts, they all left her head as she stared at the man in front of her.

      He was standing so still, that she hadn't seen him at first.

      She gasped in surprise when he turned.

      Blinking quickly, she tried to make sense of what she was seeing.

      Lucas?

      She took a step closer. Just so she could see the man better.

      He was wearing khaki hiking pants and an all-weather jacket. He wore a big backpack. The kind backcountry hikers wore.

      And he needed a shave. And probably a haircut.

      Not the Lucas she knew. The Lucas she knew was clean-shaven and well... clean. He'd liked the outdoors, but he also kept himself presentable.

      This man blended in with the forest. He looked like he hadn't cleaned up in a few days.

      "Maribelle?" He sounded as surprised as she felt.

      Oh, it was definitely Lucas. She knew that smooth as silk voice with just enough roughness around the edge to give him an ever-so sexy appeal.

      She couldn't answer past the lump in her throat.

      So many years had passed. Fifteen.

      Fifteen years.

      How could that much time have passed since she'd seen the man who was the yardstick against which she compared all other men.

      Because of him and the impossible standard he'd set, she was still single.

      He was the one she blamed anyway.

      She nodded her head just enough.

      "Wow," he said. "You've grown up."

      The bubble of laughter felt strange on her lips. "So have you."

      She started to step forward, then stopped. Remembering.

      She covered her mouth with her elbow and turned away, dropping about half the branches she'd gathered in the movement.

      He moved forward to help her pick them up.

      She dropped the rest and held out a hand to stop him. "Don't."

      "What's wrong?" he asked. "I just need a shower."

      Shook her head. Would have laughed under normal circumstances. "No. It's not that." She watched him over her sleeve. "It's the social distancing thing."

      He shook his head, obviously baffled. "Social what?"

      She slowly lowered her arm. "How long have you been out here?"

      He didn't hesitate. "Four weeks and three days."

      "Wow." She had so many questions. But she just summed them all up in one word. "Why?"

      He looked at her with those sky blue eyes. And shrugged. "It's kind of a long story." He glanced toward the cabin. "You're staying out here? In the cabin?"

      "Yeah." She glanced toward the cabin. If Granny woke and she wasn't there, the older woman might panic.

      "That doesn't seem like you." He shifted the backpack that looked about as big as he was. And Lucas wasn't a small man.

      She smiled a little. Though Maribelle had come to the cabin with her family - and often brought Lucas when they were dating - it was never her first choice. "No. It doesn't, does it?"

      He grinned.

      The instant connection sent a jolt through her system. Like an unexpected charge of energy.

      She knew this man and he knew her. The years. The distance. None of it mattered.

      She wiped a stand of hair out of her eyes with her wrist. "So, you've been out in the backcountry?"

      He nodded.

      "For over four weeks?"

      He nodded again.

      "And you haven't seen or talked to anyone?"

      He shook his head. "No. I took some alone time."

      "Have you been sick? Do you have a fever?"

      "No. What's going on?"

      "COVID 19." She tried to think back to where the world was four weeks ago. "Everything's closed down. We're doing social distancing." She glanced toward the cabin, but stood her ground.

      "I remember something about a virus."

      "Yeah, well. People are dying." She tried to think how much he must have missed. "There's a pandemic."

      "Is that why you're here?"

      "Yeah. I was here with Granny for her ninetieth birthday."

      Lucas grinned. "Granny, ninety years old? No way."

      Maribelle grinned back. "Still as spry as ever." Then she grew serious. "But the virus is really hard on the elderly. We have to stay here. Isolated." She waited a beat. "You couldn't have been exposed. It's been too long. Do you want to come inside?"

      "On one condition." He kept his gaze on hers.

      Her heart rate skipped into high gear. She was reminded of how much influence Lucas had on her when they were teens.

      That memory was immediately followed by the heartbreak that had followed when he'd enlisted. But he hadn't left her with any promises.

      She couldn't hold his desire to fight for their country against him.

      "What's that?" she asked, bending down to pick up the firewood to distract herself from the ton of memories that came crashing back.

      "Can I borrow your shower?"
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      Lucas whistled as he washed away the last of his hiking adventure using the fresh minty soap in the cabin's shower.

      While he'd been resetting his own world, the outside world had changed, too.

      Schools and businesses were closed all across the country.

      This was truly an unprecedented time.

      He'd heard a little of the morning news before he turned on the shower. There had been nothing like this since 1918. Not just America, but the world, had come to a screeching halt.

      People were being told not to go out unless they were going out for medicine or groceries.

      No social gatherings.

      Lucas was fine with that.

      A social person in his youth, part of the scars left by the military involved a propensity to want to be alone.

      Or with one or two other people.

      What were the odds?

      He still couldn't believe his good fortune.

      Out of all the places. Out of all the people.

      This cabin.

      Maribelle.

      If he had to choose one person to be isolated with for a month or a year or however long it took for this thing to get under control, it was Maribelle.

      He must have done something right in his life to be so fortunate. He'd always liked Granny, so he didn't even mind that she was here, too.

      He didn't know whether or not Maribelle felt the same.

      Or if a second chance was even a possibility. Since he hadn't kept up with her, he just didn't know.

      But he was here and she was here.

      And that was enough of a second chance for him.

      He'd made plans, sure, but plans could be adjusted.

      The world out there may be falling apart, but he had Maribelle.

      And in his world, all was right.
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      The afternoon sun was bright. The temperature was perfect. Chilly morning air warmed by the sunlight.

      Baby birds chittered in a nearby nest, a reminder that spring was here.

      The seasons came and went no matter what trouble humankind endured.

      Maribelle held the door while Lucas brought out a bundle of silver balloons.

      They'd brought them outside where they floated to the roof of the porch.

      Granny sat just off the porch in a lawn chair. A big grin on her face, she watched them.

      They'd spent the morning writing little notes and tying them to the balloons.

      Each little note said something different.

      Together we can beat this.

      Standing apart. We stand together.

      Keep calm and carry on.

      Being at the end of one thing means being at the beginning of something else.

      All three of them - Maribelle, Lucas, and Granny - had written their own inspirational quotes and they'd borrowed a few from the Internet.

      With all the balloons outside, Lucas holding the bulk of the strings, but Maribelle and Granny holding their share, they counted to three.

      And let go.

      Ninety silver balloons took off together toward the sky.

      As they floated skyward, they separated and each went off on its own little gust of wind.

      "Happy Birthday, Granny," Maribelle said, standing with Lucas behind Granny's chair.

      Lucas took Maribelle's hand and watched her watching the balloons disappear into the sky.

      "This turned out to be a wonderful birthday," Granny said. "Ninety balloons. Ninety messages. If even just one person finds one of them and it helps them get through this time, it will have all been worth it."

      Maribelle sighed.

      Granny was right.

      This heart-breaking period had so many silver linings.

      So many little ways that people could help each other.

      Lucas pulled her close and kissed the top of her head.

      Life was changing right before their eyes, but somehow the love of her life had landed back in her world.

      And she knew.

      No matter what happened next, together they would get through it.

      One of many silver linings.
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      Natalie Worthington loved the magic of snowy mornings. The quiet peacefulness. But beneath the peacefulness lay a deadly danger.

      

      Natalie’s world flipped upside down, leaving her responsible for not only her own survival, but the survival of her little brother.

      

      When their home is invaded, and Natalie’s life on the line, will she survive?

      

      A heartwarming and suspenseful American historical short story.
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      There was something magical about a snowy morning.

      The world was quiet and peaceful.

      Absolutely no sounds whatsoever. Like a soft blanket insulating the earth.

      Quiet except for Duke’s soft snoring. The dog was curled up on the foot of her bed, keeping her feet warm.

      Duke was a big gangly black dog. He’d shown up on their doorstep about a year ago, just a puppy then. He still acted like a puppy, but was in a grown dog’s body.

      Natalie rolled over and looked out the window. The snow was still coming down like heavy rain.

      Pulling the blankets up beneath her chin, she considered the possibility of staying in bed all day.

      Less than four long years ago, she could have done it. That was before her father had left for the war and her mother was still alive.

      But now her nine-year-old brother, Declan, was asleep down the hall and it was her responsibility to make sure he was fed and did his chores.

      Finding enough food for him to eat was a full-time job.

      The two of them worked from sunup to sundown just trying to survive.

      Declan had gotten good at chopping firewood and liked to be outside.

      Even today with the snow coming down, he’d see going outside to gather firewood as a grand adventure.

      Unfortunately, that left Natalie with a world of other things to do. Like making sure Declan had dry clothes.

      And lots of food to eat.
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