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Dedication

To all my readers and fans who’ve waited so long for my next story, and to everyone who believes in the magic of Christmas and its possibilities.

And, finally, to the two women who've help immensely in this project—the love of my life, Tymber Dalton; and my devoted friend, Trish Bowers. Thanks to both of you.


Chapter One

Fuming, Kyra James left the afternoon staff meeting at WTPM, Tampa’s “The News You Need Now” station. Christmas Eve, and her producer wanted her to go to freaking Arcadia for a live shot on the six and eleven news shows.

“It’ll be great, Kyra,” he’d told her moments ago. “Lots of agriculture out there. Hispanics, too. They’re sure to visit nativity scenes tonight. Our Facebook page received a couple of great pics from a big nativity scene there. Plus, we need to boost our local viewer numbers over there, anyway. Advertising wants to push more marketing in that direction.”

Kyra had ignored his political incorrectness, focusing instead on how the assignment was going to disrupt her evening plans.

This is fucking great. Adam will go ballistic when he hears about this.

Adam Spaulding, the man she’d been dating for the past two years, had hinted at special plans for the evening. Starting with dinner at the Columbia Restaurant, an upscale establishment on the quay in St. Petersburg. Beyond that, he’d refused to divulge what he had in mind, although he’d kept dropping hints that this would be a memorable Christmas Eve.

She hoped his plans didn’t involve an engagement ring.

“Crap, if he does that, I’m not sure what I’ll do,” she muttered.

“Do what?” her photojournalist, Blake Archer, asked. She’d missed his approach as she mused about the situation. 

“Adam,” she replied. “He’s gonna go ballistic when he hears about our assignment. This is all I need when he made special plans for us this evening.”

“Well, look at it this way. You get to trade Christmas Eve with the douchebag for an evening under the stars with me. Romantic, huh?”

Kyra stared at Blake before she burst out laughing. No way could she be mad at Blake.

Especially not when he was closer to the mark than she wanted to admit.

“How do you always manage to say the right thing to cheer me up?”

“Gifted, I guess. Okay, I’ll go check out our vehicle, make sure we have plenty of gas, and get my equipment ready.”

Kyra sighed. “Might as well call Adam and get the bad news over with. Then I’m going to research Christmas Eve legends and tales on Google for background. We need some way to put an original twist on this story.”

“Sounds good,” Blake said. “Call me if you get any ideas on stuff you want me to shoot beforehand.”




* * * *




“No, Adam, I can’t switch with anyone else. It’s Christmas Eve, and we’ve got a skeleton crew on board this evening.”

“Who’s your producer? I’ll talk to him myself. Tell him how stupid this idea is. No one’s gonna watch this piece anyhow.”

“You can’t do that. We’ve talked about this before. This is my career—”

“And your career is more important than me?” 

She closed her eyes and pinched the bridge of her nose. “That’s not what I meant and you know it.”

“Then find someone else to do the story, or get out of it. I have plans for us.”

Kyra sighed. Same shit, different day.

“Look,” she said. “I’ll only be home a little later than we’d planned, but that doesn’t mean we can’t celebrate then.”

“That’s not the point. We planned on spending the entire evening together. I’ve got reservations for us at the fucking Columbia. Do you know how difficult it is to get those on Christmas Eve?”

“I’m sorry. I’ve got to do the story—”

“Fine. You go do the story. Spend the evening with that doofus, Blake.”

“I’ll call you when we’re heading back.”

“Don’t bother.” The line went dead.

Shit. How much hell will I have to go through to placate him?




* * * *




Blake left the station to fuel the van for the trip to Arcadia, his mood jubilant. Instead of a lonely Christmas Eve in his apartment, he’d get to spend it with Kyra, thanks to the idiocy of their producer.

Blake knew the idea for the story was lame, but on the upside, he’d be spending the evening with Kyra. He’d never met Kyra’s boyfriend—studio functions were apparently beneath him. In his opinion, based upon Kyra’s comments, Adam had to be the most egocentric, narcissistic man on the planet. Adam made the main character in the TV show The Last Man on Earth look normal.

Why would he treat Kyra like her career didn’t matter?

Working with her all this time, Blake knew her passion for her career, her intelligence, and her dedication to the stories she covered. Why Adam couldn’t see her worth was beyond Blake’s comprehension.

If Blake considered himself worthy of her attention, he would certainly have asked her for a date a long time ago. He’d spent many a lonely evening in his apartment, imagining what it would be like to have Kyra there with him, in his arms, or in his bed.

She’s out of my league.

She’d probably blow him off in an instant, if he asked.

Besides that, they worked together.

No, it was safer to keep his feelings regarding his friend and co-worker hidden so he could at least have the pleasure of her company during working hours.  

Besides, he’d often heard how badly relationships between co-workers could end. He didn’t want that to happen with him and Kyra. If all they could be were friends, he’d settle for that just to have her in his life.


Chapter Two

That night, following their last live shot and after they threw to the station’s meteorologist to give the Christmas Eve and Christmas Day forecasts, Kyra and Blake loaded their lighting and camera equipment into the van.

“Well, that was one of our more memorable stories,” Blake snarked as they toted a light stand back to the vehicle.

“Certainly not worth the grief I’m going to get from Adam for leaving him alone on Christmas Eve.”

He glanced back over his shoulder. “It’s your job, and you’re good at it.”

“I know. But I’m sure he watched tonight, so he can throw this in my face and point out what a waste of time my job is. And let’s not forget what a failure I am as a journalist and his girlfriend.”

