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NEWSLETTER




Don’t miss out on future releases!

Sign up for my newsletter to stay up to date. 

And as always, thank you for your support. You are the reason I’m able to bring my stories to life, and I greatly appreciate you!










List of The Keatyn Chronicles characters, followed by their children’s names and current ages.








Aiden & Keatyn Arrington


—Asher Monroe (15)


—Aubrey Lane (15)


—Aspen Stevens (15)


—Ashton Steele (10)


—Arden Duncan (8)





Dawson & Vanessa Johnson 


—Ava (26)


—Harlow (23)


—Branson (15)





Riley & Ariela Johnson


—Mason (14)


—Emerson (13)


—Hadley (1 1/2)





Camden & Annie Johnson


—Parker (21)


—Sutton (20)


—Callan (19)


—Beckham (16)





Damian & Peyton Moran


—Jagger (21)


—Jett (19)


—Cash (16)





Tommy Stevens & Abby Johnston


—Keatyn Douglas (44)


—Avery (33)


—Emery (33)


—Ivery (33)


—Gracelyn (31)


—Lincoln (27) 





Brady Wright & Gracie Stevens


—Waverly (14)





Dallas & RiAnne McMahon


—Fallon (27)


—Carder (24)


—Finley (22)


—Teagan (19)


—Farryn (16)










December 23rd

The shooting star.

Aubrey Lane








“Lane, can I help you braid Sparky’s mane?” my little sister, Arden, asks me. “And do you think we can put ribbons in it too?”


“Of course, Arden,” I tell her as I continue to brush my horse. “Why don’t you go in the tack room and get the red and green velvet?”


“I already tried to,” she says with a little huff. “It’s up too high for me to reach.”


I take a moment to look and see what’s going on around me. My brothers, Monroe and Aspen, are carefully touching up the paint on a horse-drawn carriage made to look like Santa’s sleigh. My great-grandpa Douglas, who we call Doogie, is helping my youngest brother, Steele, organize all the bridles, harnesses, and reins. 


I love the rhythmic motion of brushing my horse. It’s almost therapeutic. But clearly, I was totally lost in thought. Tomorrow kicks off a full week of holiday celebrations with family and friends. And I should be focused on that, but I’m not because something is bothering me. 


Or I should say, someone.


I pick up my little sister and sit her up on my horse’s back. Sparky is really gentle and loves being groomed.


“I’ll go get all the pretty ribbons for you,” I tell her.


“Grab the bell harnesses while you’re in there,” Doogie says. “We need to get them fitted, so they’re ready to go for the parade.”


I get the harnesses and take them back out, jingling all the way, causing Monroe to start singing “Jingle Bells.” And pretty soon, we’re all singing it together. 


When I get the ribbons over to Sparky’s stall, Arden tells me, “Sparky wants to go outside for a ride.”


I smile at her. “Sparky wants to or you want to?” 


“Both!” she yells. “Then Sparky wants us to make her all pretty. Like a Christmassy rainbow pony.”


A few moments later, I’m leading the horse around the corral while Arden sits on her back and talks to her. “Sparky, did you know that Santa is going to bring me a pony for Christmas this year, so you’re going to have a new pony friend?”


I’m not really paying that much attention to her chatter, but then she shouts, “Look, Lane! A shooting star! We have to make a wish!”


I glance up and see the star, its long tail blazing behind it. 


“I wish for a pony!” Arden screams. 


And I make my own wish.


Which brings me back to who I was thinking about earlier—Branson Johnson. He has been my best friend since kindergarten. My brothers and I are close—I mean, we are triplets after all—but I’ve always been the one to want to strike out on my own, choosing Branson as my best friend when Monroe and Aspen would only play with each other.


We all had big plans to go to Eastbrooke Academy together our freshman year. His parents let him go. Ours didn’t, deciding at the last minute that they wanted us to wait until we were juniors. 


Which means we won’t be back together full-time until next fall. 


And it sucks.


Because my parents are alums, our family goes there for the homecoming festivities, so I usually get to be his date for the dance. Last year, I got to fly out for his winter formal, but this year, my dad was out of the country, and Mom was freaking out about finishing the film she was working on and said she just couldn’t deal with it. 


I really think she had no idea how crushed I was. Probably because of my possible crush—on Branson. I’d had grand visions for the dance. Me in a gorgeous dress, him finally realizing we should be more than just friends, and a night that would’ve ended with a kiss. 


My first kiss. 


While Branson said he understood, the dance was on the eighteenth, and he hasn’t texted me once since then. Granted, I know he’s probably really busy. The day after the dance, he took the train to New York City to meet his parents for a few days of shopping before traveling to their family’s big celebration in the Hamptons.


So, when I saw the shooting star, I couldn’t help it. I wished that Branson would kiss me before the end of this year.


Which means it’d better work fast because there are only, like, seven days left.










Those kinds of friendships.

Keatyn








Aiden and I get home at the exact same time. 


And we’re both late. 


“Wow, the winery’s holiday party must have been quite the bash this year,” I tease, greeting him with a quick kiss. “Sorry I couldn’t be there.”


“The party was over fast. We closed down at four. I handed out year-end bonus checks and surprised them all by saying that we were closing until January 6 and to go enjoy themselves until then.”


“You’re closing for that long?” 


“Yep. I’ve been planning it for a while, so we didn’t book any tastings or weddings. But after surviving mudslides and fires and all the other chaos in the world, we all need a nice, long break. I thought I told you about it.”


“You might have. Sorry, I’ve been a little distracted, trying to finish this movie.”


He gives me a deeper kiss, one that tastes of whiskey, not wine.


“Just what have you been up to since then?” 


He grabs me around the waist, dips me back, and goes, “Ho, ho, ho,” before planting another kiss on my lips.


“Oh gosh, did you lose the drink-off for Santa this year?”


“Yep,” he says in mock sorrow.


The drink-off for Santa is something that all the men who live on what is now a big tract of adjoining properties we lovingly call The Enclave do, playing drinking games to see who has the honor of being Santa at our annual holiday party. 


“Logan played even though he and Maggie are leaving on their vacation tomorrow and won’t be here. He was supposedly filling in for Knox, who joined us late since he was still filming with you—which I thought was unfair, but whatever—and Riley and Dawson played via video chat from the Hamptons.” He kisses my neck. “I take it you stayed to look at the dailies?”


“I did. And they were good. It’s officially a wrap,” I tell him happily. 


“Perfect timing,” he says with a smirk. “You know, I bet you’re really tired. I should probably get you to bed. And we should hurry before the kids get home.”


“Where are they? I figured they were probably already asleep.”


“They’re working on a project,” he says, leading me toward our room. “Don’t worry. Grandpa is supervising. And there’s a big bathtub calling our name.”


“Sounds like the perfect way to kick off our holiday.”


Of course, we don’t make it to the bath right away. That comes after he picks me up and tosses me on the bed and proceeds to remind me why I married him. 


Okay. Maybe I didn’t marry him just for sex, but he still makes my heart flutter and takes my breath away almost as much as our very first time. 





I’m leaning back against his chest in the tub while he cups warm water and pours it down the front of me. 


“You were talking about the chaos in the world,” I say dreamily. “You know, you’re still my control in it all.”


He leans down and kisses my neck. “Hard to believe we’ve been married for sixteen years already. Seems like yesterday, we were just a couple of kids at school.”


“I know. And our kids are growing up way too fast. I can’t believe they’ll be going to Eastbrooke next fall.”


“They should have gone their freshman year,” he counters.


“I couldn’t do it, Aiden. They are so well-traveled and articulate and smart, but they’ve been really sheltered here. I was afraid to send them too soon. Not to mention the fact that I will miss them terribly.”


“The boys didn’t seem to mind, but Lane was upset about it.”


“That’s because she didn’t want to be away from Branson,” I tell him.


“He has been her best friend for most of her life. Well, since Dawson and Vanessa moved out here full-time.”


I let out another sigh. “I really hope they enjoy Eastbrooke as much as we did. That they make those kinds of friendships.”


“I will admit that when I followed my sister to some East Coast boarding school,” he says, “I never imagined I would meet the love of my life, realize my dream of owning a vineyard, and work and live in close proximity to so many of my friends. All because of Eastbrooke.”


“It’s funny really. Before I got sent there, I wanted my two sets of friends to come together. And eventually, they did. Dawson married Vanessa, Dallas married RiAnne, Knox and Katie met at our wedding, and they all became close with Maggie and Logan and Riley and Ariela.”


“And don’t forget our Thanksgiving in St. Croix, where my sister met Damian.”


“Crazy, right?” I say, because it really is. I also know we are really fortunate.


“And now, all our kids are friends too. And with the changes Braxton has made at Eastbrooke—”


“I still can’t believe that he is now the school’s dean,” I say with a laugh. “Can you? I loved him from the moment I met him back when he was a cocky little eighth grader—even with that potty mouth of his. He just cracked me up. Still does really.”


“Well, he certainly knows the kids’ tricks since he’s probably done it all before.”


“And then some.” I continue to laugh. 


“You know Lane will do well. She loved being in Paris by herself this summer, working at The Arrington there. She told me she wants to run that company someday.”


“First off, she wasn’t by herself. In Paris. At fifteen,” I counter.


“You know what I mean. She wasn’t with us. And she probably will run it someday. She wants to intern in London next summer.”


The thought of not seeing my kids most every day makes me sad, but I know that it’s time.


We hear commotion coming from the kitchen.


“I guess bath time is over,” Aiden says. 


“We could pretend to be asleep,” I offer, knowing that won’t happen.





We get out of the tub, put on robes, and head in the direction of the noise. And I can’t help but smile, seeing all my children around the kitchen island, making late-night nachos—one of their favorite snacks. 


It’s amazing how all five look related, but each takes after Aiden and me in different ways. 


The triplets—Asher Monroe, Aubrey Lane, and Aspen Stevens—have such varied personalities. Monroe is the tallest of the group, already six foot tall. He’s an Aiden mini-me, except for his striking blue-purple eyes, which were passed from my dad to me. His light-brown hair is either shagging in his eyes or shoved straight back in almost a pompadour style. He loves meeting people and trying to figure out what makes them tick. He’s very laid-back, and he plays guitar, writes music and poetry, and appears perpetually bored even though he’s not. His mind is always going, even when you don’t realize it, and he remembers everything everyone says. Right now, he’s sitting on a barstool, playing Christmas songs on his guitar amid the chaos around him. 

