
  
    [image: Only Christmas]
  


  
    
      ONLY CHRISTMAS

      A CONTEMPORARY ROMANCE SHORT STORY

    

    
      
        KATHRYN KALEIGH

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      
        
        Sign up for my newsletter at www.kathrynkaleigh.com to receive email updates

      

      

    

  


  
    
      ONLY CHRISTMAS

      Copyright © 2022 by Kathryn Kaleigh

      All rights reserved.

      Written by Kathryn Kaleigh

      Published by KST Publishing, Inc., 2021

      Cover by Skyhouse24Media

      www.kathrynkaleigh.com

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This is a work of fiction. Any names, characters, places, or incidents are products of the author’s imagination and used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual people, places, of events is purely coincidental or fictionalized.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Bailey Rivers

      

      
        2. Trey Massey

      

      
        3. Bailey

      

      
        4. Bailey

      

      
        5. Trey

      

      
        6. Bailey

      

    

    
      
        Also by Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            BAILEY RIVERS

          

        

      

    

    
      “Dr. Rivers, this package just came for you.”

      My assistant, Kendal, walked up to my desk and set the little box in front of me.

      “What is it?” I asked, looking from the little square package back up to her.

      Kendall, as usual, wore a bright smile. It was just one of the things I loved about her. She was not only my assistant, but also my friend.

      “It’s from your Grammy,” she said.

      I smiled to myself. I knew she had looked. It was part of her job, but I think she would have looked anyway.

      I picked up the box and turned it over. It felt like an empty box.

      “Maybe it’s a gift card,” Kendall said helpfully as she picked up a little red pitcher and watered the poinsettia that sat on one side of my desk.

      “Maybe,” I said, setting the box back down.

      Kendall’s phone started ringing. Her ring tone was a Christmas jingle.

      “It’s my brother,” she said, answering her phone as she stepped toward the door. “Open it,” she said over her shoulder.

      Tomorrow was Christmas Eve.

      My first Christmas away from home.

      But it was my turn to be on call at the hospital.

      There were people who needed psychological help over the holidays, too.

      Maybe even more so.

      I picked up the box and shook it. Kendall was probably right. It was probably a gift card.

      Grammy had gotten it here just in time for Christmas.

      I pulled the scissors out of my desk drawer and slid it across the tape.

      It was mostly a box of shredded paper.

      But deep in the middle of the paper there was a small white box.

      Grammy was the best gift giver of them all. She’d win first place for most creativity when it came to Christmas gifts.

      Holding the little white box in my hands, I looked at the family photo sitting in front of my poinsettia.

      My mother and grandmother sitting in the front. My father and grandfather standing behind them. My three sisters and I stood on either side of them.

      It was one of my favorite pictures. The only one I had of all of us together. It had actually been taken on Christmas Day last year.

      Taking a deep breath, I shook off the wave of sadness.

      I wasn’t the only one who wasn’t home for Christmas this year.

      Kendall popped back into my office.

      “Did you open it?” she asked. “What is it?”

      I held up the white box.

      Kendall sat down in the chair in front of me.

      “Open it already,” she said.

      “Okay already,” I said with a grin and took the top off the box.

      Wrapped around a velvet cushion was a silver heart locket.

      I recognized it immediately.

      “What is it?” Haylee asked.

      “It’s a locket,” I said. “It’s just my grandmother’s.”

      I looked over at the photo. Grammy was wearing her silver locket over her red sweater.

      “She must have had one made for me,” I said.

      “Oh. How sweet,” Kendall said. “You have the best family.”

      “I know,” I said. Then I turned the locket over and looked at the back of it.

      Wait. Something was wrong.

      This wasn’t a replica.

      There was an inscription on the locket.

      For my forever love.

      1975

      I glanced up at Kendall and put a hand over my mouth.

      “What’s wrong?” she asked, looking concerned now.

      “I need to call my mother,” I said, picking up my cell phone.

      “Okay…” Kendall said, looking at me sideways. “I’ll catch you later.”

      “Sure,” I said, tapping on my mother’s phone number.

      My gaze strayed back to the photo sitting on my desk.

      My grandmother was wearing the locket.

      While I waited for her to answer, I tapped my fingers against the desk and swallowed the sick feeling in the pit of my stomach.

      “Hi Mom,” I said when she answered.

      “Hi Sweetie,” she said. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

      “I am. I just… Is Grammie okay?”

      “Of course. She and Grandpa are on a cruise, remember?”

      “I know. Have you talked to her lately?” I stared out the window of my second floor office. The mountain peaks seemed so far away right now.

      “Before she left. Why?”

      “She sent me a gift,” I said, putting her on speaker and straightening out the chain.

      “Of course she did. It’s just the way she is.” Mom paused. “We agreed to hold our gifts to each other until next weekend.”

      “It’s not that,” I said. “She sent me her locket.”

      “Oh good,” Mom said. “She told me she was going to do that.”

      “But Mom,” I said, pressing my hand against my forehead. “It’s her most prized possession. Is she… sick?”

      “No, Dear.” I heard my mother’s smile through the phone line. “She just wanted you to enjoy it. She said it was time.”

      “Ok,” I said. “I’ll call you when I leave the office.”

      “Merry Christmas,” Mom said.

      “Merry Christmas, Mom. Tell everyone I miss them.”

      Grammy wasn’t suicidal. She was just being thoughtful.

      I still didn’t understand why she’d done it now. But I’d have to talk with her about it later.

      I pulled my long brunette hair to the side and slid the locket around my neck.

      It was odd, at first, wearing something that my grandmother wore all the time.

      Something she cherished.

      I sat back in my chair and looked at Grammy’s picture again.

      Then I leaned forward and pulled out another picture frame that I kept tucked behind that one.

      It was a ten-year-old picture of my whole family. Grammy and Grandpa. My brother and his best friend. We were all wearing our ugly Christmas sweaters. I’d actually gotten away with wearing a nice Christmas sweater with little snowflakes scattered over it.

      Pulling the picture closer, I looked at Grammy. She was wearing the locket in that picture, too. I knew she was, of course.

      Then my gaze strayed to my brother’s friend. Trey Massey.

      What had ever become of him?

      I’d looked for him on social media, but I hadn’t been able to find him.

      With a sigh, I tucked the picture back into its hiding place. He was my if only person.

      If only we’d had more time together. If only…

      It was going to be a lonely Christmas Eve tomorrow. To me Christmas Eve held a special kind of magic.

      Wearing my grandmother’s locket made me think of Christmas at home in Whiskey Springs.

      If only I had a cup of peppermint hot chocolate to get me through the day.

      A message came through on my computer and I leaned forward to check it.

      Come to the break room to get your peppermint hot chocolate.

      I blinked at the message.

      What just happened?

      That was very odd. Very odd indeed.

      My grandmother always made her special peppermint hot chocolate during Christmas, but I’d never had it here in Denver. It just wasn’t a thing.
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      I made a perfectly smooth landing at the Denver airport, if I did have to say so myself.

      This little four passenger jet flew like a speed demon. Smooth as silk.

      John Gray, a big burly man who looked more like a lumberjack than the multi-millionaire that he was, didn’t seem to notice.

      His attention was glued to his computer.

      After securing the airplane and opening the door, I went to stand in front of him.

      He’d closed his laptop computer, at least, but now he was typing on his phone.

      “We’re here,” I said.

      He kept typing.

      “Mr. Gray,” I said. “We can get off the plane now. Your car is waiting.”

      Mr. Gray held up a finger and kept typing.

      I waited. It wasn’t my job to pull a passenger off the plane. Usually, though, they were more than ready to get off the plane when we landed.

      Finally, he set his phone aside and looked up at me.

      “I have to get to Whiskey Springs,” he said.

      “Where?” I pressed my fingertips into the soft leather of the seat in front of him.

      Mr. Gray liked to sit in the back, his briefcase open, papers spread everywhere. I honestly didn’t know how he managed to be so successful.

      “Whiskey Springs, Colorado,” he said.

      That was exactly what I thought he said.

      “Okay,” I said, trying to remain pleasant and calm. “Let’s get you unloaded and I’m sure the staff at Skye Travels can set you up a flight in no time.”

      “I don’t think you understand,” he said. “I have to leave right now.”

      “You can’t just—”

      “Get me there,” he said. “Or I’ll never fly Skye Travels again and I’ll make sure to tell everyone in my network of associates to use another airline.”

      Skye Travels had an impeccable reputation. Noah Worthington, the founder and owner, made sure that each passenger left as a satisfied customer.

      He had tons of repeat customers and I’d never heard anyone say anything bad about him or the airline.

      “Wait here,” I said. “I have to call my boss.”

      Mr. Gray grunted and went back to his phone.

      I had Noah Worthington’s personal phone number. We all did. In fact, I think Noah only had one number.

      I couldn’t have the Skye Travels reputation destroyed on my watch.

      My career would be over, that’s for sure. And rightly so.

      “Mr. Worthington, Sir,” I said. “I need to know what I’m supposed to do.”

      Less than five minutes later I had my answer.

      I programed a flight to Whiskey Springs, Colorado into the plane’s computer.

      Tomorrow was Christmas Eve, but apparently I was going to Whiskey Springs.

      It wasn’t that I had plans for Christmas. My parents were in Paris on a second honeymoon, having the time of their lives.

      I had a quiet evening at home planned with a six pack of
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