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The Christmas Reunion

By Misha Carver
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No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any way whatsoever without written permission from the author. 

This book contains sexually explicit material that may offend some readers and is intended for adult audiences only. That means if you’re under 18, it’s scorching enough to burn your eyes out, so stay away. 

Everything in this book is purely fictitious and none of the people in it are real. They exist only in my overactive imagination. If they seem like someone you know, it’s just a coincidence. It also means you must have some pretty exciting friends.

All sexually active characters are over 18 and none are related by real or imaginary blood.

Join my mailing list to stay up to date on new releases and discounts! 

NEWSLETTER SIGNUP

Want to connect? Follow me on Twitter: https://twitter.com/Misha_Carver

Other Books in this Series:

Book 1: The Christmas Homecoming

Book 2: The Christmas Reunion 

Book 3: The Christmas Spirit

ABOUT THIS BOOK

I still love you... That’s what I’m still so angry with you after all these years...

Billionaire supermarket tycoon Grayson Lawrence keeps himself so wrapped up in business that life keeps passing him by. For the first time in years, he’s returning home to Cherry Valley to enjoy Christmas with his family while he conducts some business on the side. The one person he hopes he won’t run into... the one person he can’t face is his old high school sweetheart. 

Famous movie star, Sydney Silverlake talks her way out of rehab early to return to the set of a major production. When the going gets tough, Sydney decides a good old fashioned holiday season with her family might be exactly what she needs. Returning home to Cherry Valley she looks forward to a much needed vacation from the limelight. As long as she doesn’t run into the man she despises most, she’s convinced she’ll be just fine. 

Will Grayson and Sydney spend the holidays together or will they each find happiness in the arms of another?

Personalities clash, stocks plummet, and Christmas parties rock in this heart warming second chance holiday romance novella.

Note: All stories in this series are standalone and have the guaranteed HEA you’re craving!
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​Chapter 1 – Sydney
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“Look, you don’t understand. I need to get out of here,” I said as I stared at Larry, my counselor, who sat across from me.

“Sydney, you know the recommended time is ninety days, and you’ve only been here for thirty. If you leave now you’ll wind up relapsing.”

He was probably right, but I didn’t care. I had a staff and bills to pay. These people didn’t understand that while they had me locked away, I was falling behind and my bank account was dwindling.

“I won’t, I promise. I won’t hang with the same people anymore, and I know to avoid parties where drugs and alcohol are likely to pop up.”

“Sydney, you can’t live your high Hollywood lifestyle and avoid all those things without the proper tools to back you up. You’ve already succumbed to addiction more than once, and it’s destroying you. It would be better if you stayed for another two months to get your life back on track.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “You don’t understand. While I’m in here, I have a staff that’s not getting paid because I’m not working, and my finances are falling apart. I’m fading away from the public sight. By the time I get out of here, nobody will remember my name.”

Larry folded his hands, placing them down on his desk, and stared at me. I could tell that he didn’t have any empathy for the problems that I was facing.

“Right now I’m sure that all of that feels like the end of the world. But you have to remember, Sydney, you will bounce back from all of this. It’s important that you take care of yourself first. Going out there right now would be career suicide for you.”

I couldn’t believe that a mere counselor was trying to tell me how to run my business. How could working be career suicide? He had no clue how things worked in the movie industry.

“How the hell would it be career suicide to get back to work?” I asked. “Sitting in here is career suicide. Trust me, Larry, I know what I’m doing.”

“I really don’t think you do. Do you want to wind up being headline news again? If you leave now, you’ll be all over the news again in three months’ time. I’m telling you right now walking out that door will be the biggest mistake you ever made.” 

I adjusted my sunglasses to cover my eyes so he wouldn’t see me looking down at the floor as I thought about what he had said. The night I was speeding down a Los Angeles freeway heading in the wrong direction before the police pulled me over had started off like any other. 

I was partying with some friends at a local nightclub until the wee hours of the morning. Just like a million times before I got in my car and headed for home. I was just about to get onto the next off ramp when I saw red flashing lights coming up behind me. 

I immediately sped up, trying to outrun the police in my drunken wisdom. Within minutes the police chase ended with me being arrested and my face plastered all over every television station worldwide. 

After they released me, I received hundreds of phone calls from friends and coworkers who fought the same demons I did. Yet I still felt deeply ashamed because I got caught and they didn’t.

The drug bust, that was another story altogether. I was doing a photo shoot in Milan and I was sitting in the hotel room bored while I waited for my turn on the set. I called my drug dealer, who I referred to as the candy man. He no sooner arrived with a pound of cocaine, when a series of police officers busted into my hotel room directly behind him. I found my face making headlines once again.

I had expected that the judges would give me some leniency because I was a star, but I was wrong. Instead, I faced a choice of time spent in rehab or time spent in jail. Obviously, I chose rehab.

I knew that if I left and screwed up, the next time a judge wouldn’t give me a choice and I’d be off to the slammer for sure. If Larry let me go I’d have to make sure that I kept my nose clean, literally.

“Larry, I really believe that I can do this. I know what will happen if I fall off the wagon,” I said to him pleadingly. “I need to get out of here. I have a movie that’s coming up next week, and if I’m not there on the set they’ll hire another actress. Please let me go.”

He sat there and looked at me while he was deep in thought. I wasn’t sure if he would let me go or not, but I prayed to God that he would. My last accountant had swindled me out of millions. I needed that movie so bad to get my life back in order. If it fell through, I’d have nothing left to live for.

“Okay, Sydney,” he said. “The only way I can let you leave this soon is if you sign a statement saying that you left against my advice. But remember, if you mess up and go back to your partying lifestyle, the next time a judge will likely sentence you to go straight to prison.”

“Thank you, Larry. Thank you so much. I won’t mess up, I promise. You won’t regret this, I swear.”

Larry gave me the papers to sign, and I added my signature at the bottom. I was thrilled that I would be home in time to start filming the following week. 

After I left his office, I called my chauffeur and arranged for him to pick me up in the middle of the night. I didn’t want any press fanfare when I made my exit from the South Haven Rehabilitation Center.
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​Chapter 2 – Sydney
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“What do you mean, they dropped me from the movie?” I yelled at my agent on the other end of the telephone.

“Sydney, you’ve become a huge liability. There’s so much bad press around you that nobody wants to deal with you anymore.”

“Because of two little arrests and a bit of time spent in rehab?” I asked.

“Sydney...”

“It’s not like I’m the only one, you know,” I said. “Lots of other actors and actresses get busted for drug and alcohol offenses and they still get to work. Why can’t I? Why did I get dropped from the movie?”

“Sydney, it’s not just about that. For months before your arrest you were showing up late on the sets, and sometimes you didn’t show up at all. When you were there, everyone found you difficult to work with. Sometimes you even went to work drunk or high. People didn’t know if you’d remember your lines or even be able to say them properly. Nobody wants to work with you right now.”

“Simon, I’m Sydney Silverlake. I’m a star. My movies make millions of dollars for the studios. I can’t believe that none of them would want to work with me.”

“I’m sorry, kiddo. People have just had enough. You can only carry on like that for so long before people give up on you.”

“Don’t they understand that I need to work?” I said as I paced the floor, trying to figure out what on earth I was going to do.

“Sydney, those people need to work too. They need to hire someone that they know will show up for work on time every day and nail the scene on the first take. They don’t get that from you, or at least they haven’t been getting it lately.”

“I can do this, Simon,” I said, pleading. “I can be everything they want me to be. If they want someone that shows on time and is the picture of the prim and proper Hollywood actress, I’ll be that from here on in. I just need the money. I’m desperate here.”

“What you need is to get your life together. Until people see that you’ve gotten your shit together, nobody’s going to take a chance on you.”

I yanked on my hair out of frustration with one hand while I held the phone with the other. As I listened to him talk, I couldn’t believe that all of this was happening to me right before Christmas. 

My career was being stripped from me and I didn’t even have a say in the matter. I’d always given everybody in my life a second chance, and now I felt as if I was being denied the same opportunity.

“Simon, can you find me another part in another movie?” I begged as I wiped the tears away from my eyes. “I need to work.”

“You’re asking me to do the impossible,” he said. “Right now I want you to focus on getting yourself together and worry about your career later. You’ll have a much better chance of making a go of it if you make yourself the priority,” he said before he hung up the phone.

I stared at the phone for a few moments with tears streaming down my face before I hung it up. I’d gone through so much effort to get myself out of rehab early just for that movie, and now they’d cut me loose. Nothing mattered anymore. I walked into the kitchen, opened the cupboard, and pulled out a bottle of vodka.

“Looks like it’s just you and me, kid,” I said as I unscrewed the lid and tipped up the bottle.
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​Chapter 3 – Sydney


[image: ]




For three days after my agent told me I’d lost the movie I’d kept myself in a drunken state. I wasn’t worried about getting into trouble because I never left my house. That was one sure way of making sure my face didn’t get plastered all over the ten o’ clock news. On the fourth morning the telephone rang.

“Hello Sydney,” Simon said.

“Simon,” I said. “Is that you?”

“Sydney, are you sick?” he asked, sounding concerned.
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