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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…

      

      The Unexpected

      

      Shelby Margaret worked every day in her very own bouquet play house. Carnations. Roses. Lilies.

      

      Just one month after opening her brand new flower shop, Shelby filled orders for weddings, funerals, proms, and Mother’s Day.

      

      A dream come true. But a bittersweet dream. One that came with a cost that took her breath away.

      

      An unforgettable heart-wrenching flash fiction short story by best-selling author Kathryn Kaleigh.

      

      Take the Leap

      

      During the country’s stay at home order, Sophia spent her days working from home.

      

      But she spent more time calming down frantic brides – and their mothers – than her real job as a wedding designer.

      

      Busy as a bumblebee, she put her own life plans aside. As Sophia helped others, someone else made plans for her.

      

      A heartwarming short story set during America’s attempt to flatten the curve.

      

      The Phantom Train

      

      When Hannah set off to retrace her missing brother’s footsteps, she found herself on a train. With nothing but his last cryptic message to guide her, she put her own life on hold.

      

      Charlie stayed up most nights. Watching for the train that sometimes came with the thunder. Others may say he suffered. Broken. From the war. But Charlie knew what he saw.

      

      Would destiny bring Hannah to her brother? And would she also find a love greater than any she had known before? If so, would it be real?

      

      A heart-pounding blend of romance and suspense!

      

      A Rainy Tuesday Morning

      

      A rainy Tuesday morning. A lightning storm outside. As Professor Victoria Graham waited in her third-floor office for her next class to start, the wind howled with a creepy ghostly noise.

      

      A university known for its historic oak trees. When one of those oak trees landed in the hallway blocking her in, Victoria waited for the fire department to rescue her.

      

      Turns out the fireman was one of the last people she ever expected to see again. Fifteen years seemed like a long time, but yet it seemed like yesterday in some ways.

      

      A sweet story of second chances.

      

      A Woman’s Honor

      

      The stagecoach left Maisyn standing in front of the Howling Dog Saloon.

      

      Whoever would have thought? Maisyn in a saloon. And a saloon with a strong resemblance to a brothel. An adventure like she’d never expected.

      

      Maisyn’s only business in the saloon/brothel was to find her fiancé. But life on the frontier held unexpected difficulties. Would Maisyn be up for the challenge?

      

      Another romantic adventure into the untamed west by bestselling author Kathryn Kaleigh.

      

      COMPLETE NOVEL…

      

      The Reluctant Bride

      

      A mysterious contract, made long ago, between their two fathers led Carolina to Milton’s doorstep.

      

      Milton, at the ripe old age of twenty-five, decided he needed a wife. But a wife on his own terms. Not one dictated by his father.

      

      Carolina, tired of her father’s constant badgering, relented and traveled north merely to appease him. An interminable trip that she instantly regretted.

      

      While sorting out the mystery of the contract, will what they discover link them together as their fathers planned or just push them apart?

      

      A spellbinding historical romance set in the early 1830s — before the south was devastated by a war that tore the country apart.
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      Shelby Margaret worked every day in her very own bouquet play house. Carnations. Roses. Lilies.

      

      Just one month after opening her brand new flower shop, Shelby filled orders for weddings, funerals, proms, and Mother’s Day.

      

      A dream come true. But a bittersweet dream. One that came with a cost that took her breath away.

      

      An unforgettable heart-wrenching flash fiction short story by best-selling author Kathryn Kaleigh.
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      I’d never thought it was possible to love going to work every single day.

      I unlocked the door to my flower shop, stepped inside to the happy jingling sound of the bell attached overhead, and turned the closed sign around to open.

      I dropped my handbag and tote bag onto the uncluttered marble checkout counter, then took a deep breath.

      Carnations. Daffodils. Roses. Gerberas. And my favorite – lilies. So many scents that created a unique synergistic fragrance that I never tired of.

      Pinks. Purples. Yellows. Whites. Reds. The whole shop was one big bouquet. A bouquet that I worked in every day. My very own bouquet play house. That belonged to me.

      I’d been open for business one month today.

      I turned on the computer and logged in.

      Though the building was renovated, everything was new. My computer. My refrigerated displays. And so many flowers.

      I had a full page of orders that had come in overnight. It still sent a little thrill through me that people were actually buying from me. That they trusted me to make flower arrangements for the important events in theirs lives. Weddings. Funerals. Proms.

      And Mother’s Day.

      I glanced at the calendar, as though I didn’t have it memorized. Mother’s Day was in four days.

      I printed out the orders. Although I had everything totally automated, I liked to work from paper.

      Just one year ago, this flower shop was no more than an embryo – a glimmer in my eyes, really. I had filed the paperwork for the corporation, but it still seemed like an impossible dream.

      Eddie would have liked what that dream had become.

      The first order was a cascade wedding bouquet. It must be for an elopement since there were no accompanying arrangements. No groom’s flowers or bridesmaids or anything to go with it.

      I hummed to myself as I put together the flowers. Positive by nature. That’s what I kept telling myself.

      The next arrangement was for a funeral. The request was for black ribbons and deeply pigmented orchids that looked almost black. Fortunately, I just happened to have some dark orchids on hand.

      Along with the dark flowers, my mood threatened to darken. I reigned myself back and rifled through the requests looking for one more cheerful in nature. I’d found that working on the depressing ones were easier to handle in small doses.

      I found a Mother’s Day request for an expectant mother. They wanted bright pink colors and a teddy bear. I went into my storage room and brought out one of the teddy bears I’d ordered in bulk.

      The tinkle of the front door bell interrupted my work, but an hour later, I had a deposit to do the flowers for a high school reunion.

      I still had time to finish up the expectant mother bouquet before lunch. I had hired a college student part time. She could deliver it that afternoon.

      I put pink gerbera daisies, white and pink roses, and monte casinos in a glass baby block vase. Then I attached the whole thing to the oversized teddy bear’s lap.

      There. I stood back and admired the lovely creation and wasn’t surprised when my eyes teared up.

      It was perfect. I ran a hand along my little baby bump and allowed my mind to wander along its familiar bittersweet path.

      I was ten weeks pregnant when Eddie had gone hiking with three of his friends. A simple loose rock on the trail and his life was over.

      Our life was over. As least life as I knew it.

      Though unconscious, he’d fought for three days, but the injuries had been too extensive.

      The whole thing was such a waste.

      Stop. Just stop.

      Some people insisted that therapy was a waste of time. But not for me. Dr. Lee had taught me how to keep my thoughts under control. And from there, I was able to regulate my emotions.

      I took the teddy bear arrangement to the counter and logged back into the computer. There was no address on my printed paperwork.

      There was no delivery address.

      I dug further into the order, but there was no delivery address and no credit card information. No name to trace the request back to.

      Just great. I’d created this arrangement for nothing. I took a deep breath. I’d put it in the shop display window. Even if no one bought it right away, it could still lead to more business.

      Taking my little creation to the shop’s front window, I realized that I’d sold my main display yesterday. So I had the empty space.

      There was an envelope there. Right where I was about to set the teddy bear.

      I picked it up and looked for a name. I almost tossed it away, but instead, after arranging the teddy bear flowers, I opened the envelope.

      My dearest Mags,

      My heart flipped over and dropped to my toes.

      My name was Shelby Margaret. No one called me Mags other than my husband and no one ever had before him.

      I was thinking you could name her Lily for one of your favorite flowers.

      Happy Mother’s Day, my love.

      I sat down hard on the bench in front of the window.

      My eyes blurry with tears, I looked out toward the street.

      Eddie stood there watching me, a wistful smile on his face. His palm was splayed on the glass of the shop window.

      I blinked rapidly and stood up. I held out my hand toward him.

      Eddie.

      The father of my unborn child.

      The love of my life.

      The reason I’d been able to open this flower shop.

      But Eddie slowly faded.

      I just stood there staring.

      I put my hand on my stomach and felt the baby kick.

      Staring at the imprint of Eddie’s palm on the window.

      And I knew. I just knew.

      The teddy bear bouquet I’d made had been for me.

      A gift from Eddie.
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      During the country’s stay at home order, Sophia spent her days working from home.

      

      But she spent more time calming down frantic brides – and their mothers – than her real job as a wedding designer.

      

      Busy as a bumblebee, she put her own life plans aside. As Sophia helped others, someone else made plans for her.

      

      A heartwarming short story set during America’s attempt to flatten the curve.
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        April 2020

      

      

      Sophia pushed back her office chair, stretched her arms high, and twirled ninety-degrees around to look out her apartment picture window.

      It was a full moon, the night clear, but her eyes were drawn to the street lights below.

      Her home office desk held six computer screens and an iPad. Most of her time was spent staring at those different screens.

      But a ninety-degree twist in her chair gave her a view of Uptown Houston to die for. From here she could see the intersection of Post Oak and Westheimer. The busiest intersection in the city.

      At the moment, however, there were only two cars, their headlights lonely as they traveled along Post Oak beneath the street lights.

      But she counted fifteen cars in line at Starbuck's. Some things were hard to let go of.

      She would know. She made the walk twice a day. Not so much for the coffee, though she did like her vanilla lattes, but to get outside. Walk. Breath fresh air.

      Most people wore a mask of some sort and she was no exception.

      Some days she'd stop for take-out and other days she'd do a curbside pickup at the grocer's.

      One of her computer screens chimed and she turned back. It was an email from one of her brides.

      Sophia's Ph.D. was in psychology, but her talent lay in wedding design.

      She worked closely with wedding planners and coordinators, but her talent lay in listening to a bride's dream and making it come to life.

      In a perfect world, Sophia's job was challenging, but in this time of social distancing, she was spending more time calming down frantic brides - and their mothers - than in helping them choose the perfect dress.

      The perfect dress was her specialty. Once the bride had the perfect dress, Sophia could help the bride with color palettes and design concept.

      But Sophia could take anything - the dress, a color or even just a special flower - and design a wedding around it.

      One time she'd started with a bride's hairstyle. Another with a song.

      She had clients all over the country.

      And all over the country, weddings were being frantically rescheduled.

      More time for planning. She'd said that a hundred times.

      She'd dealt with tearful brides, angry brides, nervous brides.

      But right now, people were surprisingly... resigned.

      There had been a few tears, of course, but her brides understood.

      They understood that if they didn't change their special day, they were putting their families at risk.

      Sophia had never seen anything like it.

      No one had.

      She answered a quick email and went back to studying shades of pink that would match a bride's lipstick.

      They hadn't started with the lipstick color, but they may as well have. It had become surprisingly important to the whole color scheme.

      She was into shades of pink on her bottom middle computer when she got a text on her phone.

      I want to incorporate face masks into my design.

      The text was from Bettina, one of her clients in California. Bettina, so far, had been one of the most level-headed of her clients.

      She wrote back. Not a problem. What are you thinking?

      Sophia picked up one of her own face masks and toyed with it. She'd been expecting this question. And had been already been thinking about possible answers.

      It was to be expected. After the social distancing was relaxed, people were still going to be nervous around each other.

      She knew she was. In fact, she had been collecting scarves that she could use once she started having face-to-face meetings again.

      Whenever that was.

      Her phone chimed again and her fingers were already hovering, ready to type in a response when she realized it wasn't Bettina this time.

      It was Aiden.

      Aiden was the last person she expected to hear from.

      I'm about to call you, he texted.
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      Aiden's face appeared on her computer.

      "Today's the day," he said, grinning. His face mask hung just below his chin.

      Her heart rate kicked up like it always did when she so much as heard his voice. Even so much as a text message from him sent her pulse racing.

      But looking at his handsome face put a smile on her own lips. He looked sexy with his face mask resting loosely against his chin.

      "Actually Saturday is the day. Two days." She licked her lips, tasting the lip gloss she'd smeared on her lips in the two minutes between his text and his call.

      "That's right. But I'm giving you time to get ready."

      She laughed. "Is that so? Two days notice?" She was stalling and she knew it. He knew it.

      He shrugged. "I know. But you're good. And I happen to know that you can move fast when you need to."

      "Aiden." She sat back in her chair. Shook her head. "We agreed to wait."

      He couldn't hide the shadow of disappointment that crossed his face. Most people probably wouldn't have noticed. But Sophia had a trained eye. She saw micromovements.

      Even when she didn't want to.

      "I don't want to wait another year."

      Sophia was used to dealing with anxious brides. Brides who didn't want to put off their weddings. Dealing with a groom was new territory.

      Her groom.

      "I know," she said. She didn't have a good answer for him. The problem was that Saturday really was their day.

      April 18 was the day - her parents wedding anniversary and strangely enough, his parents wedding anniversary.

      But to top it all off, it was the day they had met. A year ago to the day at a wedding. Aiden was the best man and Sophia was there as the bride's designer.

      She'd like to say it was love at first sight.

      But Aiden had been most annoying.

      "I don't want to wait either," she said. "but I don't see how we have a choice."

      "There's always a choice." Aiden was a surgeon at one of the big hospitals in Chicago. "I have from today to next Saturday off."

      She leaned forward, studying his expression. "Seriously? You took off work during this time?"

      He grinned again. "I did." Waited a beat. "For you. For us."

      Sophia shook her head. "We agreed to wait until this thing is over. Until things are back to normal."

      "Things are better. A little." He held up a piece of paper. "I got tested this morning. I'm clear. I don't have the virus."

      Sophia crossed her arms. "So you want me to just throw away my weeks of isolation and being cautious. Just throw it to the wind."

      He grinned sheepishly. "I have everything arranged. Everything that will keep both of us safe. Sophia." He leaned forward so that she could see those beautiful blue eyes.

      She knew she was lost. But she waited to hear him out.

      "I want to marry you. I don't want to wait another year."

      "But you said-"

      "I know. I wanted to keep you safe. And I still do."

      The sound of a siren passed on the street below. Life went on. No matter how much she wanted to avoid any risk, life continued.

      "We cancelled everything." The first thing they'd cancelled were her family's flights. And his.

      Sophia walked the talk. While she was telling other brides to cancel and keep their families safe, she was doing the same thing. When she needed to, she told them so, even though it was personal.

      "We did."

      "I won't risk my family," she said, her eyes misting. That was the most important thing to her. It trumped anything else. Even her own wedding.

      "Not even asking you to. Wouldn't even let you." He leaned back. "We can have the big wedding if you want to and have everyone there. We can even do it a year from Saturday. Our day. This one is just for us."

      "I don't understand." Sophia struggled to wrap her mind around what Aiden was talking about. Neither one of them wanted an elopement. They'd talked about it. They'd agreed.

      "Sophia."

      She looked outside her picture window. Looked at the line at Starbucks below. Life did go on.

      "Sophia, do you trust me?"

      She turned back and smiled. "You know I do."
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        Two days later

      

      

      Sophia stood next to Aiden on a balcony at the Silver Creek Lodge in the mountains of Colorado.

      There were still patches of snow on the ground. Such a stark contrast to the warmth of Houston she'd left behind just yesterday.

      Birds fluttered happily around the bird feeder below, tossing bird seed all along the ground, then hopping down to hunt for it among the dirt and grass sprigs.

      The scent of the spruce and fir trees filled the air. So clean. No pollution. The air was so fresh it almost made her head hurt.

      Shivering, she snuggled inside her wool coat.

      She bit her bottom lip and tasted her strawberry lip gloss and closed her eyes as Aiden pulled her close.

      It had been two months since they'd been in the same city, much less close enough that they could wrap their arms around each other.

      They were the only people at the lodge. The only people other than one of the owners - Skylar Hunter.

      Aiden had offered to rent the entire lodge, but Skylar had assured him that they would have no other guests.

      People weren't traveling. People were sheltering in place.

      Just as Sophia had been doing until Aiden called and convinced her that they should be married on the 18th. As they had planned. Just differently.

      He still hadn't told her how he was going to pull it off. It was a surprise. But they had a ceremony time. Six o'clock.

      "We
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