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      “Somebody’s messing with us,” she said.

      Now that I thought about it, I knew she could be right. Music continued to drift up from the lounge and a faint glow came from the downstairs lights.

      “Maybe it’s just the electric on this floor,” I said.

      “Probably.”

      Arabella didn’t sound particularly surprised or concerned. This must have happened before.

      “It’ll come back on by morning,” she said. “Do you need help getting to your room?”

      “I think I can find it.” Although I wanted to think I could find my room in the darkened hallway, without the light from my phone, I wasn’t actually sure I could find my room.

      “How?” she asked, looking at me in the darkness.

      “I don’t know yet. Should we be worried?”

      I felt more than saw her shake her head.

      “Your room is on the other end of the hallway.”

      Again, I found myself pleasantly pleased. She knew which room I was staying in. It didn’t even matter that she probably knew which room all the guests were in.

      It only mattered that she knew which room I was in.

      “You don’t have to come back downstairs.”

      “I’m getting the feeling you’re trying to shake me,” I said.

      “Fine,” she said, taking my arm. “Come back downstairs with me then. I’ll teach you how to answer the phone.”

      I grinned and let her lead me down the hallway.

    

  


  
    
      The Spirit of Christmas in Alpine Falls

      
        CHRISTMAS IN ALPINE FALLS

      

    

    
      
        KATHRYN KALEIGH

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Christmas in Alpine Falls

        (Reading Order)

      

      

      
        
        Stranded in Alpine Falls

        Belonging in Alpine Falls

        The Spirit of Christmas in Alpine Falls

        Christmas Wishes in Alpine Falls

        Finding True North in Alpine Falls

        A Ghost of Christmas Magic in Alpine Falls

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ALPINE FALLS ROMANCES

        (Suggested Reading Order)

      

      

      
        
        Secrets and Second Chances

        Honeymoon with a Stranger

        Not Our Wedding

        Stranded in Alpine Falls

        Belonging in Alpine Falls

        The Spirit of Christmas in Alpine Falls

        Christmas Wishes in Alpine Falls

        Finding True North in Alpine Falls

        A Ghost of Christmas Magic in Alpine Falls

      

      

      
        
        All of the books in the Alpine Falls Series standalone and can be read out of order. However, some books have characters from the previous stories in them.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ALSO BY KATHRYN KALEIGH

      

      

      
        
        Contemporary

      

      

      
        
        (SILVER PINES)

        The Way Back to You

        Back to Where We Began

        When We Were Us

      

      

      

      (ONCE UPON FOREVER)

      My Forever Guy

      Our Forever Love

      Forever Vows

      Finding Forever

      Accidentally Forever

      

      (TRUE NORTH)

      Borrowed Until Monday

      Still Mine

      The Moon and the Stars at Christmas

      Perfectly Mismatched

      On the Way to Forever

      A Merry Little Christmas

      On the Way Home to Christmas

      It was Always You

      

      (UNBREAK MY HEART)

      Begin Again

      Love Again

      Falling Again

      

      (FOR THE LOVE OF THE FLIGHT)

      Just Stay

      Just Chance

      Just Believe

      Just Us

      Just Once

      Just Happened

      Just Maybe

      Just Pretend

      Just Because

      

      (MAGNETIC NORTH)

      Second Chance Kisses

      Second Chance Secrets

      First Time Charm

      Three Broken Rules

      Second Chance Destiny

      Unexpected Vows

      

      (FALLING FOR CHRISTMAS)

      The Heart of Christmas

      The Magic of Christmas

      In a One Horse Open Sleigh

      A Secret Royal Christmas

      An Old Fashioned Christmas

      

      (CITY SKYLINE BILLIONAIRES)

      Billionaire’s Unexpected Landing

      Billionaire’s Accidental Girlfriend

      Billionaire’s Fallen Angel

      Billionaire’s Secret Crush

      Billionaire’s Barefoot Bride

      

      (TRULY, MADLY, DEEPLY)

      The Lady in the Red Dress

      On the Edge of Chance

      Sealed with a Kiss

      Kiss Me at Midnight

      The Heart Knows

      

      (STOLEN ECHOES)

      When Cupid’s Arrow Strikes

      Chasing Fireflies

      A Chance Encounter

      

      (EDGE OF THE HORIZON)

      The Forever Equation

      Pretend Boyfriend

      All our Tomorrows

      Kissing for Keeps

      Out of the Blue

      The Princess and the Playboy

      

      (RED LIPSTICK KISSES)

      Red Lipstick Kisses and Small Town Wishes

      Stolen Dances and Big City Chances

      Chance Connections and Upside Down Plans

      A Christmas Kiss on the Twenty-Fifth

      Believe in the Magic of Christmas

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ROMANTASY

      

        

      
        (IN THE SPIRIT OF LOVE)

        Spirits of the Heart

        Out of Dreams and Ashes

        Etched Upon the Heart

      

        

      
        WESTERN ROMANCE

      

        

      
        (LONE STAR HEARTS)

        Wanted by a Texas Ranger

        Saved by a Texas Ranger

      

        

      
        (WHISKEY SPRINGS)

        Finding Natalie

        Promising Samantha

        Falling for Allyson

        Saving Savannah

        Claiming Charlie

        Rescuing Keira

        Protecting Gabriella

        Courting Isabella

      

        

      
        TIME TRAVEL

      

        

      
        (INTO THE MIST)

        Written in the Wind

        Scripted in the Stars

        Destined in the Twilight

        Promised in the Mist

        Trapped in the Melody

      

        

      
        (DRAGON’S BLOOD)

        Dragon’s Blood

        Lavender Blue

        Champagne Silver

        Twilight Frost

        Mountbatten Pink

      

        

      
        (WHEN HEARTSTRINGS BECKON)

        Rescued in Time

        Meet me in 1879

      

        

      
        (WHEN HEARTSTRINGS ECHO)

        Messages Across Time

        Falling Through to Forever

        Once Upon a Winter’s Spell

      

        

      
        (BECKONED)

        Before the Storm

        Twist of Fate

        When the Stars Align

        Once Upon a Christmas

        Once in a Blue Moon

        A Wish Upon a Star

      

        

      
        (BEGUILED)

        When Lightning Strikes

        Storm of Time

        Midnight Storm

        When the Moon Falls

        Stormborn Angel

      

        

      
        (SPELLED)

        Time Tempest

        The Heart Remembers

        A Moment in Time

        Moonlight Shadows

      

        

      
        HISTORICAL

      

        

      
        (TAPESTRY OF BLUE AND GRAY)

        Shadows Beneath Magnolia Blooms

        Secrets Among Southern Roses

      

        

      
        (IT HAPPENED BY ACCIDENT)

        Accidentally Alluring

        Accidentally Married

      

        

      
        (SOUTHERN BELLE CIVIL WAR)

        Beyond Enemy Lines

        Love Always

        Hearts Under Siege

        Hearts Under Fire

        Away Down South in Dixie

        The Reluctant Bride

        Stay with Me

        Jasmine Kisses

        Magnolia Kisses

        Gardenia Kisses

      

        

      
        (THE QUINNS)

        Wait for Me

        Take Me Home

        Keep Me Safe

      

        

      
        FATED MATES

        Riley’s Mate

        Aiden’s Mate

        Brayden’s Mate

      

        

      
        STANDALONE SUSPENSE

        Lost and Found

        All I Want for Christmas

        Serenity

        Courting Alley Cat

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Writing as Kella Kaleigh

      

      

      

      (Vows of Inheritance Series)

      Vow to Protect

      Vow to Redeem

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          ARABELLA FLYNN

        

      

    

    
      The Alpine Lodge was quiet tonight.

      The chandeliers and other overhead lights in the lobby on dim and with the night being dark and cloudy, no light spilled in through the floor to ceiling windows. With two window walls, the indoor atmosphere of the lodge was contingent upon the light from outside.

      With the night being dark and cloudy, the windows were dark, ensconcing the lodge in a cocoon of warmth and coziness.

      At the moment there were no guests sitting in the eight chairs around the oversized stone fireplace in the center of the lodge’s lobby. The fireplace, open on all four sides, let heat radiate out in every direction.

      Just in case a guest wandered down from their room to read a book or just sit by the fire, the flames burned brightly, real wood sending sparks up the chimney when one of the logs burned through and fell off the grate. We burned cedar mostly because it gave off a pleasant aroma and didn’t produce much smoke.

      We hired boys, always local high school boys, whose only job was to maintain the fireplaces. There were two fireplaces altogether in the lodge that burned real wood. The large one in the center of the lobby and a smaller one in the lounge.

      The boy on duty tonight, a tall skinny teenager named Jeff, pulled a little hand wagon around, full of firewood on one end and a fireproof bucket for ashes on the other. The sound of the wagon rolling over the lodge’s stone floors was a familiar and regular sound.

      Although the lodge was wired for music, we mostly, like tonight, kept the lodge quiet. The guests who came to stay in a remote lodge at nearly ten thousand feet in elevation didn’t complain about being able to hear the steady ticking of the tall grandfather clock standing in the foyer. And sometimes on a cold night, we could even hear outdoorsy sounds.

      Even now a couple of wolves howled in the distance, their mournful cries carrying on the cold December air. Even though it was only a fifteen-minute walk through the trees to my house, when I worked late, I drove my car. This was a remote area and things had been known to happen. It was rare, but I didn’t want to be a statistic. We even urged the guests who went outside to walk their dogs at night to stay within the lighted area outside the lodge.

      The lodge was decked out in its finest Christmas décor.

      A Christmas tree itself, a blue spruce standing almost two stories tall, stood next to the wide grand staircase that curved into a gentle wave on its way up.

      The real Christmas tree had been grown on lodge property—my family’s property—and brought inside the lodge by a special team of men. Much like the tree chosen for Times Square, it was consider to be a special honor for the tree chosen to stand in the lodge.

      Not that the trees felt that way, but that was another story.

      The tree was decorated with clear twinkling lights, giving the blue spruce a cold appearance. Some of the decorations had been added recently, like the clear pink balls, but some, like the faded red beads draped around it had been in the family for decades.

      An angel stood at the top, her wings moving ever so slowly. She was new, too. The original angel had been relocated to the Christmas tree at our house for safe keeping.

      There were lots of oversized wrapped gifts beneath the tree. The paper was mostly light blue, some in a cranberry red, all finished up with silver and white ribbons.

      The gifts were actually empty boxes that Madeline, my younger sister, and I had spent the better part of a Saturday afternoon wrapping.

      It had been a good investment. I’d noticed several guest already using the tree as a background for photographs.

      The staircase banisters were wrapped with green garland and white bows. It was very understated and elegant.

      I walked upstairs carrying two bottles of cold water in a paper bag with handles. After a quick knock on the door of room 204, I left the bag hanging from the doorknob.

      A big part of being a family run business was being available to help out.

      I had a girl sitting at the front desk, but instead of pulling her away from the phones to deliver a couple of bottles of water, I delivered them myself.

      I was getting ready to head home and besides, I liked the exercise. I also liked to be hands-on.

      I’d been working the lodge, learning all aspects of it inside and out, since I was a teenager and I loved it. Even before I was old enough to actually work at the lodge, it had been a second home to me. When I wasn’t at school, I was here at the lodge with my parents.

      It was an unexpected honor when my parents had named me General Manager last year. I hadn’t thought to be granted that title until they decided to retire and move somewhere south. Not that they would ever do that.

      In all truthfulness, I didn’t expect them to ever retire.

      The door to room 204 opened and just as quickly closed. A young couple. Not wanting to be disturbed.

      The halls were quiet and deserted, at least at the moment.

      It was the calm before the storm.

      One week until Christmas. That span of time when city people were getting ready for their holiday trips.

      They were plowing through paperwork. Shopping for new warm coats and scarves and gloves. Arranging house sitters.

      Buying train tickets to Alpine Falls. If they were coming by airplane or helicopter, they’d likely had those reservations for months.

      We had two pilots in the family. My older brother Christopher flew the Alpine Lodge helicopter and my younger brother Reed flew our Alpine Lodge Phenom private airplane.

      The property had both a helipad and a runway just long enough to handle the Phenom. The guests who came in on the train from Denver had to find their way here from the train depot in the little town of Alpine Falls. There was talk of us setting up a shuttle service for them, but so far that hadn’t gotten off the ground. Christopher was supposed to be checking into the possibility.

      Unfortunately, Christopher was newly married and he had the newly married brain to go along with it. Distracted. Carefree. One track focus on his wife.

      And now my younger brother Reed was engaged to his high school sweetheart, leaving me surrounded by idiots. Reed, however, living with his fiancé in Alpine Falls, had never been directly involved in working at the lodge. He mostly did errands when he had come home. That didn’t seem likely to change even with him moving back to Alpine Falls.

      As I walked down the hallway leading back toward the stairs, one of the candles in one of the sconces along the wall blew out.

      First of all, there was no wind in the hallway.

      Second, even if there was wind, the flames were behind glass.

      It wasn’t possible for a perfectly good candle to just blow itself out.

      “Not yet Abigail,” I said. “It’s not time for me to go home yet.”

      The next candle blew out, too, as I walked past.

      “Really?”

      I rolled my eyes and kept walking.

      Part of my nightly routine was to walk along the hallway every night before I left the lodge and blow out the candles. They were great ambiance, but when I left the lodge at night, I left the candles blown out and the fireplaces banked until morning.

      Safety first.

      Abigail, however, seemed to think that it was time to secure the lodge for the night.

      Abigail was our resident ghost.

      It was rather odd because my brothers had never seen her. They knew about her. The whole family knew about her and rumors swirled around town that there might be a ghost at Alpine Lodge.

      The family, however, did not talk about Abigail to outsiders. We didn’t want the lodge becoming known as a “haunted lodge.” That kind of reputation might bring in some tourists, but it would likely run more off than it attracted.

      Abigail seemed content to cooperate with that for the most part, not doing anything to reveal herself to the public. I was pretty sure she was a mind reader. Either that or she was a good listener.

      I, on the other hand, had first seen her when I was seven years old. My cousin and I been playing in the attic, playing dress up with some old dresses and things we’d found in some abandoned trunks. My cousin had gone downstairs to use the restroom.

      When I looked up, Abigail had been sitting on an unopened trunk. She was wearing a pretty white dress and a maroon velvet hat. I’d always thought the maroon hat had something to do with the color of the staff shirts.

      She hadn’t said anything. She’d just smiled at me.

      I turned around to see if my cousin was back yet. To see if she knew who the stranger on the trunk was.

      When my cousin came back, Abigail was gone.

      I hadn’t seen her when I was an adolescent. She had simply vanished and I had all but forgotten about her.

      My parents had done a good job of convincing me that Abigail was my imaginary friend and I had believed them… until I came back from college.

      And saw her again.

      Even though I now knew Abigail was not my imaginary friend, Abigail seemed to think she and I were… well… friends.

      Sometimes I could go weeks without any indication she was here. Then other times it seemed like she followed me around, helping me out with tasks around the lodge.

      Like tonight.

      Tonight she seemed to be insisting that it was lights out.

      And when Abigail wanted something to happen, it happened. Getting her way seemed to be one of the benefits of being a ghost.

      By the time I reached the stairs, all the candles on the second floor were out.

      I hadn’t had to touch a single one.
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          JAMES WORTHINGTON

        

      

    

    
      “I have a job for you,” Uncle Noah Worthington said.

      “Okay.” I sat with Uncle Noah in his office on the second floor of the Skye Travels offices right on the edge of our private runway at the Houston airport.

      Uncle Noah had the best view of the tarmac from his floor to ceiling windows. From his office, we could watch Skye Travels airplanes—his airplanes—take off and land with a perfectly clear view and that view was accompanied by the distinctive scent of jet fuel.

      It was a fully immersive experience.

      When I was a boy, Uncle Noah had let me sit here in his office and do just that. Watch the airplanes out on the tarmac while he worked.

      He always had time in between phone calls and meetings to talk to me about what I was seeing. I knew more about airports and airplanes by the time I was nine than most first year aviation students.

      It was a perfectly good explanation for why I had my pilot’s license by the time I was eighteen.

      Uncle Noah, however, insisted that I go to college and get a degree in aviation before he would hire me on to work at Skye Travels. No exceptions, even for family members.

      I hadn’t really minded. I’d been first in my class. A small detail that seemed to impress the girls.

      “Uncle Noah,” I said. “You do know that I have a job.”

      Uncle Noah grinned and sipped water from a bottle.

      Sometimes I wondered if Uncle Noah was getting dementia and then he would turn right around and say something brilliant.

      “This job is more like a favor.”

      “In that case…” I snapped the lid off my own water bottle and took a long drink. It didn’t matter. I would do whatever Uncle Noah, technically my great uncle, asked of me.

      “Have you heard of Alpine Falls?”

      “If you mean the one in Colorado, then yes. I went to college with Reed Flynn.”

      “He’s one of the sons of the owners.”

      “Why are you asking about Alpine Falls?”

      “One of your Aunt Savannah’s friends was telling me about the lodge. It sounds like it’s becoming quite popular.”

      I knew where Uncle Noah was going with this already.

      I knew how he thought. Since I’d learned everything I knew from him, I pretty much thought the way he did.

      “You’re thinking about putting an airplane there.” It wasn’t even a question. I already knew the answer.

      “Yes. But it might be a problem.”

      “How so?”

      One of the Skye Travels airplanes, a little Cessna, came in for a landing. We both stopped talking to watch as the pilot took it down to the runway for a smooth landing.

      “According to my information,” Uncle Noah said. “Your friend, Reed, owns an airplane and actually has a runway of his own at the Alpine Lodge.”

      “Seems like I heard something about that. Doesn’t he use his airplane to shuttle guests to and from the lodge?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Why are you interested in Alpine Falls?” I asked. “Sounds like it’s already covered.”

      “It’s growing,” Uncle Noah said. “It won’t be long before the town will need more than just a runway. It’ll need an airport. It might be a good investment.”

      Not that he needed more investments, but like most successful people Uncle Noah jumped on opportunities when he saw them.

      “What do you need me to do?”

      “Just go check it out. See what you think. This is their busy time of year.”

      “How long do you want me to stay?” I’d done something like this before, but Uncle Noah had been with me. Again, he’d taught me everything I knew.

      “Stay until Christmas,” he said.

      “Now you’re trying to get me in trouble with Mama.”

      “You can come home on Christmas Eve. By then you should have a good feel for the place.”

      “It won’t take me that long,” I said.

      “You’d be surprised,” Uncle Noah said. “what you can learn when you stay somewhere for more than a few days. So stay. Until Christmas Eve.”

      “Any other instructions?” I asked. “Other than to get a feel for the town and the lodge?”

      “Just check in every day. We’ll pivot as needed.”

      “You want me to take one of the Phenoms?” I asked, hopefully. If I had my own plane there, I could come and go in case things started to get boring. I didn’t tell him that, of course.

      “No. I want you to fly into Denver on a commercial flight. Take the train if you want to or rent a car and drive up.” He looked at me and I could all but see him thinking. “And use your middle name. I don’t want them to know that we’re checking them out.”

      “Uncle Noah,” I said. “I didn’t know you have such deviousness in you.”

      “In case I decide against it, I don’t want any hard feelings.”

      I had a feeling there was more to it than that, but even though Uncle Noah may have taught me a lot, there was a whole lot more that he didn’t tell me.

      “Alright then,” I said. “I’ll spend the next week as James Aster.”

      “Businessman,” Uncle Noah clarified. “Not pilot.”

      “Uncle Noah,” I said. “I’m not sure I can go a week without being in the cockpit of an airplane.”

      Uncle Noah grinned mischievously and I got a funny feeling that this was part of why he was sending me there. That, however, didn’t make a whole lot of sense so I let it go.

      “I have faith in you, Nephew,” he said.

      I laughed. Uncle Noah hadn’t called me that in a long time. It had been his nickname for me when I was growing up. I’d always just figured it kept him from having to remember all the names of his nieces and nephews.

      “When do I leave?”

      “You have a reservation for in the morning,” Uncle Noah said, finishing off his bottle of water.

      I narrowed my eyes at him.

      “You’ve had this planned all along,” I said.

      “I do everything for a reason,” Uncle Noah said. “You should know that by now.”

      I did know that. and that was precisely what had me feeling nervous about the whole thing. There was something he wasn’t telling me.
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      The next morning I sat at the breakfast table of the house where I lived with my parents and three younger siblings. My older brother and his new wife lived in the house, too.

      Technically, it wasn’t just a house. It was what most people called a mansion. I personally called it a manor, even though everyone thought that title a bit too European.

      The lodge had actually been built before the house. The lodge had been in the family since my great-great grandparents claimed the land and proceeded to grow their family of twelve children.

      After their children (nine daughters) left home, they had begun renting out the many vacant rooms. That was how the lodge was born.

      Their son, my great grandfather had married and together he and his wife had built the house that my family now lived in. They, too, had a large family and although they had started off with what was considered a normal sized house, they had built on more rooms over the years. Each generation, it seemed, added their touch to the house. The effect was a large rambling house with plenty of room for extended family.

      We all lived here, even my newly married brother, and we all never even stepped on each other’s toes. It was only after people visited our house that they understood how adult children could live with their parents and it not be weird.

      Our parents had their own two-story suite of rooms and their own entrance to the outside.

      The house was that big and rambling.

      The kitchen was one part of the house that we all shared. The kitchen, breakfast room, and the dining room.

      I sat at the breakfast table, my laptop computer open, and a cup of coffee, going over the reservations for the day.

      So far we hadn’t had any cancellations for Christmas week and we’d been fully booked for two months. Our annual Christmas Eve Masquerade Ball grew in popularity every year.

      I truly believe if we had more rooms, we could fill them, just for the masquerade ball alone. People wanted to come up from Denver to attend the ball, but the last train to Denver left at five o’clock on Christmas Eve. It was on my list to petition the train to make an exception and run a later train back to the city.

      I’d tried last year and they had refused.

      Although it didn’t leave me very optimistic, I wasn’t giving up.

      Since there were no rooms in town, I knew of a handful of people who came to the masquerade ball, then drove back down to Glenwood Springs heading west or back down Interstate 70 heading east for the night.

      The weather played a big part in everyone’s plans, too. I always urged people to plan for the worst weather when they made their travel plans.

      Being at nearly ten thousand feet in elevation, we always got snow
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