

[image: cover]



​Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen


 

 

 

A KEY WEST CHRISTMAS

A Sweet Clean Christmas Romance Collection

 

 

 

Barbara McMahon

 

www.barbaramcmahon.com


A Key West Christmas

Copyright © 2021 Barbara McMahon

All Rights Reserved

 

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations or persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.

 

Artificial Intelligence (AI) was not used to create any part of this book.

 

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.


Chapter One

 

 

Shelly stood in the doorway, champagne bottle in one hand, two flutes in the other, staring at her boss. Correction, soon-to-be-former boss. How many times had she walked into his office and seen him standing exactly there, gazing out the window at the Manhattan skyline? 

Beau Charlmers was a tall man who wore his Italian business suits with flair. His dark hair was cut short. He was clean shaven, trim and fit, and in excellent shape. Too young to give it all up she believed. Yet today was his last day in the office. Tomorrow he was officially retired.

She’d seen him like that too many times to count. It was his go-to thinking position. But today was the last time. What would he do when he needed to think in the future? There was no amazing view of New York from a sail boat.

Nine years. It’d been a wild ride. She’d learned so much. And become more proficient than she ever imagined back on the day she started. Then she’d been a fresh graduate from college with a business degree and full of lofty goals.

She glanced out the window. It was snowing lightly. Soon the city would be covered in sparkling white. The forecast was for flurries only. No worry about getting home.

She stepped inside the office, the flutes clinking slightly.

Beau heard and turned. Smiling he glanced at the champagne.

“Are we celebrating?” he asked.

“We are. One last toast to the future. I’ll miss you,” she said easily. 

It was an effort to keep her tone light. She’d miss him so badly it was like cutting off a part of her. Not that she’d ever let him know the full extent of her feelings for him. She prided herself on her professionalism.

For the last nine years they’d been together every day during the week and many weekends. They’d traveled the world for business. She’d visited places others envied. Met illustrious people and a few not known for honesty or integrity. She’d skied in Switzerland, snorkeled off the sparkling waters of Fiji, and eaten specially prepared meals in India. 

Beau had been a demanding boss–yet more than fair and generous. Her compensation had grown each year as she became more and more of an asset to his growing empire. He’d already made his first millions by the time he hired her. Now he’d topped off into the billionaire category.

She put the flutes on the empty desk. Handing him the bottle to open, she glanced around the office. All his pictures, commemorations and commendations had been removed and packed away. The few statues that had been displayed on the shelves were gone. The office looked cold and sterile.

Tomorrow someone else would occupy this corner office–Lyle Jefferies. Newly named as CEO for the firm, his goal was to take the company to new heights. 

Shelly wished him well. 

She wouldn’t be here to see it.

The cork popped and Beau swiftly filled their glasses. He lifted his as Shelly reached for hers.

“To the future,” he said. “May all your dreams come true.”

She smiled and touched the rim of his glass with hers. 

“May all your dreams come true.”

Sipping the excellent vintage she was suddenly overwhelmed with emotions. She swallowed hard. She’d come this far, she could stay in control a little longer. She prayed she could. 

The end had come. In a few minutes she’d say good bye. It was highly unlikely she’d ever see him again. The thought pierced her heart.  But she’d soldier on, never giving him reason to suspect the monumental crush she’d had on him all these years.

He’d sold his home in the Hamptons, sublet his apartment in town. The next few days would have him winding up any personal aspects not yet addressed, then he’d step aboard his sailboat in preparation to sail down the east coast, through the Panama Canal and on to explorations in the Pacific. His plans had been made. He wasn’t even forty but was turning his back on business to relax and see what else life had to offer.

“Thanks for the ride,” she said, working to keep her voice light. “It’s been amazing.”

“You did more than your share. I’d never have gone as far without you.” 

His smile had her insides turning mushy.

She prided herself on being the sophisticated personal assistant to one of the world’s richest men. New York had been her home for nine years. She was not some teenager with hormones all over the place. Swallowing hard, she mustered a smile and ignored the dancing butterflies in her stomach. Ignored the sting of tears.

“You’ve been invaluable,” he said, taking another sip of the champagne. “I’ll miss you, Shelly. Lyle may have a new direction to take the company, but that doesn’t mean it won’t be as exciting as we’ve had.”

She kept her smile in place and emptied her glass. Putting it down on the table, she glanced outside again. Then back at Beau.

“I’m not staying,” she said.

“What?” 

He looked stunned. It took a lot to startle a master of negotiations who never gave away his thoughts. She knew her news was a shock. She should have told him earlier, but the time never seemed right. Now, right time or wrong, she’d share her plans.

“Your decision to see the world on your terms gave me the kick I needed. I’ve decided I want a change. I’m tired of cold New York winters, of crowds that seem to grow year after year. I want to work where I can wear flip-flops every day, never have to wear a heavy coat or fight the crowded subway.”

“I didn’t know you were unhappy here,” he said slowly, placing his glass on the desk.

“I haven’t been unhappy exactly–most of that due to you. With your leaving, I’ve made up my mind to try something different. Be someone different. Nothing against Lyle, but if I’m not working with you, I’m going in a new direction.”

“And that is?”

“Key West. I’ve accepted a job as concierge in a high end hotel right on the beach.”

“A concierge?” He frowned. “Hotel workers don’t get paid that much.”

“I don’t need the money. The investments you’ve recommended over the years pay nice dividends. With freedom from financial worries, I can work at what makes me happy.”

“I can’t see you as a hotel worker,” he said slowly, as if the concept was too foreign to believe.

“If it doesn’t work out, I’ll still have my skills and experience to find another job. But I’m really looking forward to this. So while you enjoy skimming along the ocean waves, think of me on the beach in Key West.”

“When do you leave?” he asked.

“Two weeks from tomorrow. Just in time for Halloween at the beach.”


Chapter Two

 

 

Fourteen months later.

 

He’d found her. Beau Charlmers stood to one side of the cavernous lobby looking across to where the concierge desk was surrounded by skimpily-clad vacationers. He’d been in Key West three days, checked out several other high-end hotels and found her here in the Royal Key Resort.

He almost didn’t recognize her. His sophisticated PA from New York no longer wore a tailored dark suit with a white blouse. Instead the colorful sarong she wrapped around herself displayed beautiful tanned shoulders. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, wavy in the humid air–not pulled back into a low ponytail, sleek and tamed. He couldn’t see her feet. Was she wearing the flip-flops she’d longed for?

She laughed at something one of the young men who were plying her with questions said. Beau was startled at how young and happy she looked. Not that he’d ever suspected she wasn’t happy in New York, but he tried to remember seeing her laugh so freely before.

He’d wait until the guests left and she was alone. He suspected she’d be surprised to see him.

It’d been more than a year since they’d said goodbye in his office. He thought back to how startled he’d been to hear of her leaving New York. Somehow he’d never pictured her anywhere but working for Farmingham Investments. 

When the last of the guests turned, he took a step forward.

“Beau Charlmers? Whatever in the world are you doing here?” a voice called from his left.

He turned and Elizabeth Wilson took two steps closer and reached out to clutch his arm. 

“I haven’t seen you in ages. Last I heard you’d given up on New York and set sail to see the world. What are you doing in Key West?”

“Hi, Elizabeth. It’s a stop on seeing the world,” he said, glancing over his shoulder to Shelly. 

She was busy writing something. He didn’t think she’d seen him. Impatiently he turned back to Elizabeth and tried to catch up to what she was saying.

“...in the bar. He’d love to see you. Join us for a drink and tell us all about where you’ve been and how long you’re here. You’ve missed some great parties in New York.”

“I’d like to see your father, but I have somewhere I need to be,” he said, glancing back at Shelly. 

She was gone. The concierge desk was empty.

“No, I insist. Surely you have time for a moment. Dad will be so delighted to see you. He still talks about the Mets game you two attended how many years ago?”

Beau nodded, remembering the outing he’d arranged for several high-end customers. Everyone had a great day–made even better with the Mets’ win.

“Just for a minute, I really need to get going,” he said, wondering if Elizabeth would let go of his arm as they walked toward the bar situated to the side of the main lobby. Open to the sea breezes, the area was only partially full. 

“Jason, good to see you,” Beau said when they reached the man nursing a drink at one of the tables near the opening.

“Beau Charlmers, you’re the last person I’d expect to see here. How are you?” 

The older man rose and shook hands, smiling at his daughter. 

“I’m sure Elizabeth’s happy to see you, too. She gets a bit bored hanging out with an old man like me.”

“Oh, Dad, not so. But it’s good to see Beau, isn’t it?” 

She snuggled just a little closer.

“Join us for a drink?” Jason invited.

“I’m on my way somewhere. Maybe another time. Are you two here for long?” Beau said.

“For another few days. A friend of mine is getting married on the beach. A long-held dream of hers. Do your remember Suzzie Baker?” Elizabeth asked.

Beau nodded once. One of the many women he’d known in New York. Always up for clubbing, parties and social activities that filled their days.

“She’s marrying Bart Herman. They met at a New Year’s Eve party and fell in love, so romantic,” Elizabeth said, hugging his arm again.

Beau nodded once again and then stepped back forcing Elizabeth to let go, Her gaze remained fixed on him.

“Then I’ll probably see you around. I
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