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About this series:

The Power of Love is a series of eight sweet romances, all set in Canada.

Each of these books was previously published under a different title as noted in the book description and many of them were available on a limited basis.

These are individual stories featuring the healing power of love when lives are shattered and relationships go wrong. Each story has recently been edited for content, and in some cases, minor re-writes have been incorporated. Each story also has a fresh new cover that more accurately portrays the romantic theme. 
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Chapter One
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It was snowing as the cab approached Whistler Village, lazy flakes that floated slowly to the ground, covering the dirty patches with pristine white. Morgan smiled to herself. The new layer of snow represented a fresh beginning... one that she’d been looking forward to for some time.

The hotel had offered to pick her up at the bus depot, but she’d declined. She wanted to discover Whistler on her own; to savour those all-important first impressions by herself.

“How about here?” The cab driver pulled into Mountain Lane. “This would be a great spot to walk in, if that’s what you really want. The Zimmerli is right through there.” He pointed to a well-lit lane.

Morgan hadn’t changed her mind; she wanted to walk in, to absorb the atmosphere slowly. She paid the driver, shouldered her backpack and started walking, her large suitcase trundling behind over the cobblestones. The lane was well used, judging by the number of footprints. Mid-November and Whistler was already busy.

The air was crisp and the snow squeaked underfoot. It was magical. A corny description, she thought to herself, but true. There was no other way to describe it. A golden glow up ahead told her she was getting close to one of the squares and she slowed. She only had one chance to see it for the first time, and she didn’t want to miss anything.

An abrupt turn and there she was... standing in a perfect little Alpine village. “Whistler,” she said aloud, then looked around. It wouldn’t do to get caught talking to herself on the very first day. She stood still and took it all in; loving it, hoping that she wasn’t going to wake up and find out she’d been dreaming.

Shops lined the main streets. Jewellery, snowboarding gear, fur coats, brandy, smoked salmon and a million souvenirs... all tantalizingly displayed. The peak Christmas season was still a little over a month away and yet every restaurant and bar appeared full, spilling music and revellers into the cold night air. Then she remembered; it was Saturday. She smiled to herself, knowing that those with the biggest hangovers would ski the double black diamond runs tomorrow to prove how macho they were. It was the same at ski resorts everywhere.

She turned another corner, went over a small faux-bridge and there it was. She recognized it from the website, from the brochures, and from studying Google Earth. Zimmerli Boutique Hotel. The eleventh and the most recent addition to the chain of exclusive hotels that had been started in Italy. Lit by soft spotlights tucked into the shrubbery, the building glowed warmly against the midnight blue of the sky. She allowed herself a moment to admire it.

Broad, shallow steps led up to the lobby. Miniature evergreens in black ceramic pots flanked the steps. Each tree sparkled with tiny white lights, enticing visitors to enter. This was what she’d wanted; to see it from the point of view of an arriving guest. So far she liked what she saw.

The lobby was minimalist and elegant. Morgan recognized the restraint it must have taken not to turn it into a kitschy copy of a European ski lodge. But then this hotel was owned by Zimco, a company known for quality and discreet, professional service.

She left her suitcase by the porter’s desk and crossed the lobby to the registration desk.

The young man behind the counter greeted her warmly. Behind rimless glasses, he had compelling dark green eyes.

“Good evening and welcome to the Zimmerli Hotel,” he said.

Her first instinct was to wonder what he’d done wrong. She’d worked in Banff long enough to know that nobody wanted the Saturday night shift. He must be in someone’s bad books.

“Thank you,” she said, trying to make out the name on his name tag. Her eyes were tired from a long day of travel and she leaned forward to squint at the letters.

“Adrian,” he said with a faint smile. He looked behind her as though expecting to see someone else.

She gave him her best hundred watt smile. Might as well; it looked like they’d be working together. “Hi Adrian, I’m Morgan Dempsey.”

“Yes,” he said, still looking toward the door. “Mr. Lewis isn’t with you?”

“Mr. Lewis?” She tilted her head as though she hadn’t heard him correctly. “Oh, you mean Dale Lewis.”

“Yes. Mr. Lewis did not come with you?” He spoke with a slight accent. Could be French, she wasn’t sure. Although it could be anything. Zimco, the corporate giant that owned the Zimmerli and its sister hotels, drew on employees from all over the world.

“No, he didn’t.” She’d love to hear more of his accent, but she’d better explain. “You see, Dale is female, and she got delayed back at The Lake.”

He looked up, frowned. “Lake Louise, right?”

She was tempted to say that nobody in the business called it by its full name, but managed to bite her tongue. “Yes.”

“She is coming, though?”

“She’d be here with me right now if her supervisor hadn’t been in a minor accident. You know what housekeeping’s like, with everything so physical. Dale volunteered to cover her shift until Monday.”

“Ah, I see.” He looked at his computer screen as though it had some explaining to do. “Dale. An odd name for a woman.”

“Don’t let her hear you say that. The last time somebody made a remark about her name, she threatened to rip out his tongue and... well... never mind what she said she’d do with it.”

He tried to hide a smile but failed. She took the opportunity to study him more closely. A small horizontal scar sliced across the bone underneath his left eye socket, starkly white against his tanned face. Dark brown hair curled slightly at the nape of his neck, but otherwise he was buttoned up. She became aware that he was studying her as well and looked down at the registration form.

“Are you new here, too?” She scribbled her signature on the card. The hotel provided free accommodation for her first two nights and a generous meal allowance; she wasn’t about to pass that up.

“I’ve been here a few weeks,” he said, then glanced at his watch. “The restaurant is open until ten, so you have lots of time. You must be hungry.” There was that little smile again.

“I’m starving.” She was dying to ask where he was from, but he seemed more than a little reserved and she told herself not to pry.

“Where are you from?” she blurted out. So much for minding her own business.

“I’m from Switzerland.”

“Oh, you’re Swiss,” she said, all smiles. “I wondered about the accent. So I guess you worked at one of their hotels over there?” She made a broad gesture. “Zimco?”

“I worked at their hotel in Klosters.”

“Hmmm. Klosters... wasn’t that the place Princess Diana made famous when she took William and Harry skiing?”

He gave a wry smile. “We like to think it was famous before that, but yes, that’s the place.”

“What was it like living there?”

“I lived in Davos.”

She nodded as though that made perfect sense. All she knew about Davos was that it hosted yearly G-8 Summits.

“Where will you be working?” he asked tentatively.

It was the perfect opportunity. Ever since she’d been accepted into the concierge training program, she’d been on cloud nine. It had been her dream forever.

She glanced across the lobby to where the concierge desk sat in a small alcove, serenely alone. “I’ll be covering some shifts at the front desk, but I’ll be in the concierge training program. It’s going to be amazing; I can hardly wait to get started.”

Adrian blinked once, twice, three times. She couldn’t read what was going on behind those eyes, but something had startled him. He shot a quick glance toward the alcove then looked down at his computer screen. “Ya, I see,” he said, his accent becoming more pronounced. If it got any thicker, he’d be wearing lederhosen and yodeling.

“How long have you worked for Zimco?” she asked.

He blinked again and seemed decidedly uncomfortable. “It feels like I’ve worked for them all my life.” He shrugged, drawing attention to his broad shoulders. “But not quite. I started working at the Klosters hotel when I was a young teenager. Clearing dishes in the dining room and on the terrace. Stuff like that.”

“Lucky you. My parents wouldn’t let me get a job in the mountains until I was eighteen. It was mostly about not wanting me to leave home, even though Banff isn’t that far away from Calgary. Eventually they gave in.” She paused for a moment. “I’ve always wanted to work in hotels, so it was inevitable.”

He gave her a look that she couldn’t quite decipher and held out a hand, suddenly formal. “Very nice to meet you, Morgan.” They shook. “Morgan. Another odd name.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’ll tell you about it some time.” She pointed to the elevator. “Up there?”

“Oh. Yes.” He seemed a bit flustered. “I’ll have your bag brought right up.” He handed her the room card. “See you later.”
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Morgan found her makeup bag, placed it on the bathroom counter and dug out her hairbrush.

“I wonder what’s up with him?” she said aloud, brushing her hair back from her face and securing it with a clip. She stared at her reflection. “He seemed to pull back, as though I’d said something wrong.” She replayed the conversation in her mind but couldn’t think of anything she’d said to offend him. She gave her head a quick shake. “I hope he’s not going to be a pain in the butt to work with.” Her stomach growled, reminding her that she hadn’t had a proper meal all day. Time to eat.

Adrian was busy checking in a young couple when she came back downstairs. The restaurant attached to the hotel wasn’t run by the hotel, but was accessible from the lobby for the convenience of the guests. She went down a short hallway, opened a door and was met by a blast of sound.

The hostess looked up and beckoned her over. “Hi, you must be Morgan. I’m Tess. Adrian called and said you’d probably be coming down.” She nodded toward a large table in the corner. “I thought you might like to sit with some of the gang in the casual section. Come on.”

Morgan followed and was greeted exuberantly by the assortment of people around the table.

“Settle down, people. This is Morgan. She’ll be working at Zimmerli.” She turned. “What department?”

“Front office.” Morgan smiled.

“Okay,” said Tess. “You all can introduce yourselves. I have work to do.” A broodingly handsome specimen lounged with a foot up on an adjoining chair and she slapped it down. Morgan got the impression that there was an ongoing struggle between Tess and the man.

A puddle of snow had melted on the chair. The man wiped it off with a napkin and indicated that she should sit. “Welcome,” he said nonchalantly. “I’m Rob.” Dark blue eyes rimmed with slate grey studied her from beneath dark brows. “Rob Taylor.” He picked up a glass of beer and held it for a moment, then drained it. His Adam’s apple bobbed and her attention was drawn to a gold chain around his neck. She found herself wondering what his chest looked like and forced herself to drag her eyes away.

“Hi, Morgan.” A man with a welcoming smile leaned across the table and offered his hand. “I’m Chance Larson.” He jerked a thumb over his shoulder, toward the street. “I work in the ski shop next door.”

“And I’m Karen.” A young woman with a bright smile and long dark hair stuck out her hand. “I’m in the front office at Zimmerli as well.”

The rest of the people around the table worked on the lifts and one worked for the Village, keeping the walkways clear of snow. She didn’t try to remember their names; there’d be plenty of time for that later.

“So, Morgan. Where are you from?” Chance smiled again, revealing a dimple in his right cheek. He placed a hand flat on his chest. “I’ve spent time in a lot of places, but I’m originally from Lake Louise.”

“Oh really? My roommate is there right now. She’ll be here in a couple of days. I grew up in Calgary and I’ve been working in Banff.”

“Great.” Chance hiked his chin toward Rob. “Rob grew up in Squamish, just down the road, but we don’t hold that against him. He’s a ski instructor.”

So that accounted for the amazing tan. She glanced sideways at Rob but he didn’t seem to be following the conversation. His attention was focused on a group of women at a nearby table.

“And Karen is from Vancouver.” Chance gave her that amazing grin. “Hotel Vancouver, wasn’t it?”

“Yes. I’m hoping to travel and I thought working for Zimco would be a good way to do it.”

“I can’t argue with that.” Morgan looked up at the server. “Sorry, I haven’t even looked at the menu. Just bring me a hamburger and fries, please. Oh yes, and a pot of tea.”

Karen pushed her cup away and sat forward with her elbows on the table. “So you met Adrian? What did you think?”

Morgan shrugged. “He seems nice enough but I must have said something to offend him. He was friendly and smiling at first and then he kind of backed off.”

Rob turned away from the women who were now eyeing him with interest. “He’s a loser.”

“Oh Rob, shut up. Just because he doesn’t like to ski.” Karen gave him an annoyed look. “There are other things in the world besides skiing.”

“Well, we agree on that.” He gave Morgan a smouldering look.

Karen rolled her eyes. “Ignore him,” she said brusquely.

Not an easy feat when he was looking at her like that. His gaze lingered on her for a long, suggestive minute and then he rose and sauntered across the restaurant to the table of women. He moved like a predator and it occurred to Morgan that he was precisely that. He grabbed an unoccupied chair from a nearby table and straddled it backwards to the delight of the women.

“The man’s an alley cat.” Chance’s tone was non-judgmental. “But you’ve gotta give him props for going after what he wants.” He watched for a moment as Rob proceeded to charm the women, then returned his attention to Morgan. She got the impression that nothing ever bothered him. “Don’t pay any attention to what he says about Adrian. The guy’s all right.” He paused. “Although it does seem odd that someone who grew up in Switzerland and worked at ski resorts all his life doesn’t ski.”

“I grew up in Calgary and worked in Banff for the past four years and I’m not much of a skier. Now my friend Dale, she loves to ski.” She looked at Karen. “She got delayed at the Lake but when she gets here she’ll be working in housekeeping.”

“She’s the assistant housekeeper? I heard somebody was on the way.”

Morgan nodded. “Yup. We’ll be rooming together at the Lodge.”

“The Lodge.” Chance picked up his cup and drained the last of the coffee. “That was a brilliant move on the part of Zimco to buy property and build a no-frills apartment building for staff. Finding a place to rent has historically been the hardest thing about working here in the winter. Rents are astronomical.”

Morgan turned to Karen. “You live there?”

She nodded. “Yes, and so does Chance. They rent their surplus units to people who work in the Village.”

“What’s it like? I mean I know what they told me, but reading about it on paper and reality are generally two very different things.”

Karen and Chance exchanged looks and Karen answered. “It’s pretty much as advertised. The units are small and compact. Small fridge, microwave, two-burner stove but no oven, small bedrooms and a small sitting area. The common area downstairs was a good idea. Big screen television, one of those electric fireplaces, comfortable chairs and a few tables for when somebody orders in pizza or Chinese food.” She glanced at Chance. “It’s nice, isn’t it?”

“I like it. And there’s a laundry room right on the ground floor so you can read or watch television while you wait for your laundry.”

“Sounds like they thought of everything.”

“They did, but a lot of us have got in the habit of meeting here after work.” Chance looked up. “Hey, Tyler. How’s it going?” A tall man in chef’s gear stood at the table.

Karen looked up and blushed prettily. “Hi, Tyler.” She glanced back into the formal section of the dining room. “They let you out.”

He winked at Karen. “Yeah. Can’t keep a good man down.” He spoke with a broad Australian accent. “And who have we here?” He extended a hand toward Morgan. “Tyler Brockman, Sous-Chef extraordinaire. Welcome to the Heartbreak Hotel.”

“Jeez, Tyler. Give her a break. She just arrived.” Chance shot Morgan an apologetic look. “Somebody came up with the name last winter and it kind of stuck.”

Morgan couldn’t help glancing over at Rob. “Is it true?”

“Nah.” Tyler set down the coffee mug he’d brought with him. “And even if it was, I don’t think you’d have to worry.” His eyes sparkled with good humour and Morgan was charmed.

“In that case, I guess I’ll stay.” She laughed and stuck out her hand. “Morgan Dempsey,” she said. “Just arrived from Banff.”

Tyler bobbed his head. “Nice enough place, but Whistler’s got better pow.” He sat down in the chair that Rob had occupied.

“Tyler’s a rider,” explained Chance. “One of the best amateurs around.”

Morgan realized that she was probably one of the few employees not here primarily for the skiing or snowboarding. “So, Tyler,” she said. “Is it true that once a person starts snowboarding they rarely go back to skiing?”

He considered her question for a moment. “I can’t think of anyone who’s ever gone back.” He grinned. “But it’s always there when we get older.” It was clear he thought that day would never come. His gaze landed on Karen and softened. “I’m going to give Karen a few tips next weekend when I have a day off. See if I can convert her.”

Karen flushed again. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Chance watched the interaction, smiled, and then turned to Morgan. “If you’re not here for the skiing, why are you here?”

Morgan set down her hamburger and wiped her mouth. “I’m here for the concierge training program. It’s something that’s always interested me, and I finally have the chance.”

Karen gave her a surprised look. “That should be interesting. You’ll like Klaus.”

“That’s Klaus Drescher, the concierge, right?”

Karen nodded.

Morgan decided to jump in. “While we’re talking about personnel, what about Colin Wynn-Jones, the manager?”

Karen exchanged a quick glance with Tyler. “You’ll find out for yourself soon enough, but let’s just say he’s not very popular with most of the employees.”

“Oh?” This wasn’t what Morgan had hoped to hear. “Any specific reason?”

“I don’t know. It’s hard to put your finger on it. He’s one of those people who expect you to take responsibility, but when you do he’s quick to jump all over you if he doesn’t like your decision. I understand that it’s all part of the learning process, but he loves to do it in front of the guests, or the other staff.”

Morgan winced. “I can see where that would be annoying. Thanks for the warning.” She looked up as Rob left the restaurant, one arm around a thin, elegant blonde in the latest après-ski gear. He whispered something in her ear and she gave a low, sexy laugh. He pulled open the door and ushered her out then turned back to look at Morgan. For an irrational moment she wished that she was the one heading out into the snowy darkness with him. Then sanity returned and she broke eye contact, but not before his mouth curved in a knowing smile. Heartbreak Hotel indeed... there was no doubt the ski instructor had broken more than his share of hearts. 

“Well,” she said, somewhat breathlessly. “It’s been a long day for me. I think I’ll head up to my room.”

“I’ll finish your fries.” Chance pulled over her plate. “Probably see you around tomorrow. Let me know if you need help getting down to the Lodge.”

Morgan was deep in thought when she entered the lobby. Table lamps illuminated the room with golden pools of light and a fire crackled softly in an open fireplace. When compared with most hotels the lobby was small, but it was elegantly appointed.

“Goodnight Morgan.” Adrian’s greeting broke into her thoughts and she turned to see him standing behind the desk. He didn’t have the dark, sensual looks of Rob or the casual friendliness of Chance and Tyler, but his quiet, old-fashioned manners seemed just right in this setting.

“Goodnight, Adrian.” She continued toward the elevators, then paused and went back to the desk. “I’m sorry if I sounded like I was prying into your private life earlier. My friend Dale is always telling me I ask too many questions.”

“No.” He took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “I enjoyed our talk.” He replaced the glasses. “Please let me know if you need any help getting to the Lodge tomorrow.”

“Thank you. You’re the second person who’s offered to help.” She thought for a moment. “I do get to stay here tomorrow night, though?”

“Yes, but most people move in on the second day. It’s your choice.” He glanced toward the concierge desk. “I hope you enjoy working here. See you tomorrow.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter Three


[image: ]




Bright sunshine flooded the restaurant with light the next morning. Designed with a wall of large windows, patrons could watch as skiers and riders ascended the massive mountain. Line-ups had already formed at the base of the lifts.

“Amazing, isn’t it?” Chance appeared behind her and guided her to the same table they’d occupied the night before. He raised a hand for two coffees and they appeared moments later.

“Shouldn’t you be working?” Morgan glanced toward the ski shop.

“We usually don’t open until eleven on Sundays.” He shrugged. “Most of the retail outlets do the same.” He blew on his coffee. “Calgary, huh? Why would you want to work in hotels when there are so many other opportunities in Calgary?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“All those big oil companies. There must be lots of good jobs.”

She nodded. “You’re right, but I’m not the office type.” She thought for a moment. “I’ve always wanted to work in hotels. Ever since I was a small kid.”

“Really?” He seemed genuinely interested. “Tell me about it.”

“My Dad owns a car dealership, and Mom and Dad travelled a lot when I was growing up.”

Chance grinned. “Don’t tell me your father is Boomer Dempsey. I’ve seen his commercials. They’re great.”
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