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I have several regrets for the foolish things that I’ve done in my life. But none so great as the day I married Roger.

Sally Pema



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1

[image: ]




I USED TO SCOFF AT people who believed in ghosts.

Not out loud, of course - I was too polite for that - but inside, where the truth of things lives.  I carried a quiet certainty that the dead stayed put and the living imagined far too much. Shadows were just shadows, old houses creaked because they were old, and the only thing lurking in the dark was whatever nonsense your own mind conjured.

Simple. Sensible. Reasonable.

That all changed the day I married Roger.

And sensible went straight out the window the moment that I stepped into Greymouth House.  It was the coveted ancestral mansion that he’d spoken of with an affection that bordered on reverence. I remember standing in the grand entry hall on that first day. The air was cool and strangely still. Even though there were many windows open letting in the fresh air, it still had a staleness about it. It was as though the walls were holding their breath while checking me out, just as I was them. Sunlight slanted through the tall windows and caught motes of dust that drifted like tiny specters. Even then, before I knew anything about what was really happening in that place, a faint prickle lifted the hairs along my non-superstitious arms.

“It takes some getting used to,” Roger said while smiling as he carried in the first of my belongings. 

His voice echoed - too easily, I thought - in the cavernous space.

I told myself that it was only nerves. I was embarking on a new marriage and simultaneously moving into a new home in a house with a history that was longer than some countries. I had no doubt that anyone would feel unsettled.

But I was wrong.

Greymouth House wasn’t just old.

It was occupied. And not by just the living.

My name is Sally Pema Greymouth,-formerly Sally Pema- though most people in this quiet New England village still hesitate when they say the Greymouth name. It’s as if the syllables are a bit too heavy -or a bit too tainted with strange- to roll naturally off their tongues. I never imagined that I’d belong to a family with a coat of arms or an ancestral home, let alone a history that was whispered about behind cupped hands. But life has an odd way of rearranging itself, especially when love is involved.

I remember the first moment that I ever laid eyes on Roger Greymouth. It was at my cousin Katie’s wedding reception. You know the kind -  an over-lit, overly cheerful affair where every table centerpiece was a miniature explosion of peach colored roses. I’d just finished congratulating the bride and was weaving my way toward the dessert table when I saw him standing alone near the far wall. His almost too slender body stood tall and as stiff as a lamppost. His hands were clasped behind his back as if he wasn’t sure what else to do with them.

He looked so out of place.

More than that, he looked uncomfortable in a way that tugged at me. Not aloof. Not arrogant. Just... misplaced. It was like he had wandered into the wrong party and was trying not to disturb anyone by breathing.

Our eyes locked and I immediately headed in his direction, making it a point to approach him. It felt almost like it was done on instinct. It was as though the room itself had nudged me in his direction.

“Hi,” I’d said while offering the most friendly smile that I could muster. “You look like you could use a rescue.”

His shoulders had loosened just a fraction. It was a barely noticeable movement, but beautiful to see. It felt like I’d had the privilege of watching a flower open in slow motion. 

“Is it that obvious?” he asked with despair.

“Only to someone who’s been trapped in her share of wedding receptions,” I teased. “I’m Sally.”

“Roger,” he’d replied while shaking my hand with a firm but hesitant grip in a way that gave me the impression that he wasn’t used to being touched.

Having been part of the wedding party, I was still wearing the elbow length gloves that Katie had insisted that we all don, but, even so, I could feel that his hand was colder than usual. I attributed it to his nerves.  Some hands could get clammy and some just cold when nervous or uncomfortable - which he obviously was. 

Our interaction started out a bit clumsy, but after a few persistent minutes on my end, the conversation flowed with surprising ease. He confided that he was an introvert and that crowds made him uncomfortable. He admitted that he’d attended the wedding only because the groom, Jeffry, was an old friend who he’d cared enough about to not want to hurt his feelings. 

I learned that Roger was an only child who was raised mostly by a nanny. He’d made it a point to be clear that she was the strict kind of nanny, but that she’d loved him in her own way. It was almost as if he needed me to understand this.

I found myself charmed by his awkward sincerity, the quiet intelligence behind his shy glances, and the way that he took a full three seconds to consider a question before answering it. In a world where everyone seemed to talk faster than they thought, I found this to be refreshing.

We drifted to a quieter corner where the music softened and the laughter dimmed and talked through most of the reception. I learned that he preferred books to people, that he preferred to walk or ride horses rather than use a car whenever possible. He told me that he liked architecture but hated modern houses, and that he was mildly terrified of small talk but surprisingly good at deep conversation.

I might have talked to him all night if my cousin hadn’t come barreling toward me, breathless with joy and insisting that I dance with her new husband. Roger gave me a polite smile as I stepped away, but I saw the flicker of disappointment in his eyes.

“I’ll find you after,” I’d promised.

And I’d meant it.

But life, as it often does, spun me in a dozen directions and into the arms of a good many more of Katie’s friends who she wanted to impress with my dancing skills. By the time the night wound down and I was free to look for Roger again, he was gone. He’d vanished so quietly that I wondered if I’d dreamed him up.

Since we hadn’t the forethought to exchange numbers, I didn’t hear from him or see him again until my cousin’s first anniversary celebration. I was late getting there. When I arrived, my heart sank to the floor as I spotted him in deep conversation with a very pretty and younger than me brunette.  Although I was blonde and had always heard that ‘blondes have more fun’, you couldn’t prove it by me. I can’t say that I lacked attention, but I will admit that there always seemed to be a pretty brunette not far away to take the one attention that I coveted away from me.  It was like a curse. And it looked like this party would be no different.  

I remember chastising myself for even thinking that a year could pass without him finding that special someone. He was, after all, the most charismatic man that I’d ever met.  Ever. It wasn’t that he was handsome like the models that you see in magazines. His was a unique kind of good looking -with his extremely thin physique, jet black hair, and pale, almost pasty skin- that took time to absorb to the fullest. In fact, when I’d first set eyes on him the year earlier, I wasn’t sure if I found him good looking or not. It was after I’d spent time in his company and absorbed his goodness that I realized what a catch he truly was.

Unlike the wedding, I knew very few of the guests at this party. I was feeling completely self-conscious and out of place while reprimanding myself for the fopa of not acting sooner and finding a way to reach out to Roger at some point over the months that had passed when he spotted me. My heart skipped with joy when he excused himself from his conversation with the brunette -who I’d mentally labeled my nemesis- and headed in my direction.

Even now, standing in the dark-paneled hallway of Greymouth House with its high ceilings and cold drafts, I think back to that night. To the man who seemed like an island in a sea of strangers. To the gentle soul who’d abandoned the company of a beautiful brunette to come to me and who would soon become my husband. To the moment that set everything in motion; the romance, the marriage, and the move into this looming, ancestral home.

The home that I’d once thought to be merely old.

The home that I now know to be inhabited by more than just the living.

And if I’m being honest, sometimes I wonder, Did I choose this life the moment that I crossed the room to speak to the lonely man by the wall? Or did something in this life choose me?
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ROGER WAS ODDLY OLD-fashioned in many ways. One was that he wanted to wait for marriage before we had sex. I found it a little endearing - sweet, even – and so I didn’t argue. It didn’t hurt that our courtship was short enough not to test anyone’s patience. After we reunited at my cousin’s anniversary party, everything between us moved with the certainty of a river that was headed for the sea. We were engaged within three months and married within six. It gave me barely enough time to scramble about and arrange a suitable and memorable wedding. It was fortunate that neither Roger nor I had a long guest list to worry about. Love can be a powerful thing. Swift, irrational, and absolutely unstoppable when it has the right momentum.

Our wedding night was an odd one and mildly disappointing. We didn’t head off to a fun filled honeymoon on some romantic island. We left the reception and immediately went to his ancestral home. 

Although we made love, it was done in a way that I -who was no virgin- never imagined. He kept me covered with a layer of fabric between us so that there was no skin on skin. There was a slice in the fabric that he used to enter me. I’d grown to accept that Roger’s body temperature was naturally cooler than the average person. This carried right into my sexual experience. It felt cool- almost refreshing- inside my vagina as he worked himself up to a climax. When it was over, I pondered the experience and recalled that I’d heard about certain cultures who had sex through a hole in a sheet, but later learned that it was a rumor. 

But, was it? 

I won’t deny that I found my wedding night experience to be a huge disappointment. Not only because of the sheet between us, but the fact that there had been no foreplay and I’d experienced no arousal. It was as if I was just there for him to use for his pleasure with zero consideration of my own. If he was into such things -which I doubt- I believe I could have easily been replaced by a blow up doll. The idea of a lifetime of joyless, foreplay-less, and one sided sex was tragically troubling.  This was something that I vowed to work on as the marriage progressed.

Roger’s work required that he travel quite a bit. This was never an issue during our courtship. I still had my own apartment then with my roommate, Casey, bustling in and out like a caffeinated whirlwind. On the stretches when Roger was away, I had someone to chatter with, someone to steal my leftovers from the refrigerator, and someone to complain about misaligned eyeliner or the broken washing machine. The silence of an empty home was a thing that I rarely encountered.

That changed the day that we exchanged our vows.

I was never really clear about Roger’s work. He said he was “into investing,” which sounded vague enough to fit a thousand realities. Investing in what? For whom? Was he an agent for someone or simply investing for himself? Was it stocks? Start-ups? Something more esoteric? Every time I’d asked, he’d either change the subject to something that he felt was more pertinent - usually me, or us, or some charmingly old-fashioned domestic concern - or we’d be interrupted by one of the few people who were employed to maintain the estate.

Those interruptions never felt accidental. Greymouth House always seemed to know when conversations took a direction that Roger didn’t like. And its staff - which was always quiet, punctual, and loyal to a fault - appeared at exactly the right moment to redirect his focus. It was almost choreographed. Like some subtle dance that was performed around me while I remained oblivious and smiling in the center.

But in truth, I didn’t push things. I felt safe and secure with our future. We had no financial worries. Not even the hint of one. The utilities, the estate maintenance, the groceries... everything was handled smoothly and efficiently. My credit card statements were paid without hesitation. Although, admittedly, they were light as I rarely left the house and wasn’t much on internet shopping. When we traveled and required a room for the night,-which only happened once- Roger booked the best suite in the type of hotel that my wallet had always considered untouchable without flinching. I never saw a bill, which was so unlike the life of financial struggle that I’d led up to the point of our marriage.

So, I allowed myself to be incurious. At least on most days. It’s easy to let go of questions when all of your needs are met with such effortless generosity. Still, occasionally, curiosity would slip through the cracks. I’d find myself wondering how a man who loathed crowds and  no office in the house - just that locked study that I wasn’t permitted to clean or enter without him.

But the questions never lingered long. I’d grown up in a world where worrying about money was a constant background noise. Living without that noise felt like a luxury that I wasn’t eager to disrupt. And besides, I loved him – quietly and fiercely - in that uncomplicated way that you do when someone has shown you nothing but gentleness.

So, I accepted it. 

His work took him away for small stretches at a time. That was simply part of the life that I was stepping into. And perhaps I’d foolishly assumed that the only thing that I needed to make peace with after entering into the Greymouth household were those stretches of him being away from home.

I didn’t yet understand that Roger’s absences weren’t the strangest thing about my new life.

Not by far.

House was far too modest a word for Greymouth House - Roger’s ancestral behemoth of a home that had become my new residence. It loomed over the land like an old monarch that was reluctant to release its crown. It was grand, sprawling, and so heavy with history that the very walls seemed to exhale it.

I tried to quickly adapt. I really did. After all, I was Mrs. Sally Greymouth now, and with that title came a certain level of grace and composure that I felt that I should at least try to live up to. But when Roger left on one of his business trips only two days after our wedding, the truth settled over me like a cold quilt.

I was alone. Truly alone.

There was no chatter. No clattering of dishes. No footsteps overhead. Just the cavernous hush of a house that was far too large for one person, and the subtle, unsettling awareness that sometimes the silence wasn’t silent at all.

Of course, there was the fact that the staff was still there with me... sort of.  They kept a cool distance from me when he was home and even more so when he was gone. In fact, many times when Roger was gone and I’d searched for them, I could find absolutely no one except the young maid, Lena. It was as if the rest had all left the property at once, only to return upon their schedule and desires. But always in time to greet his homecoming.  I considered mentioning this to my husband but, then, thought better of it. I was the newcomer and complaining about the habits of the staff would not earn the respect that they clearly lacked for me.

At first I thought that the faint sounds in my big house- which were small, insignificant things at first- belonged to the elusive staff. Like footsteps where there should have been none; or, a door clicking softly shut down a hallway that I hadn’t walked; or, the whisper of fabric against fabric, as though someone had brushed past in an empty room. When I’d hear something and then discover that the staff was either outside or off the property all together running errands or whatever it was that they did, I began to feel a bit regretful about so willingly agreeing to settle into such an old house.

I told myself that these things were just the settling of an old structure. Drafts. Pipes. Wind. Anything but the suspicions that my gut had already begun whispering while I continued to chant the mantra in my head; Ghosts aren’t real.

I repeated this mantra each night as I curled into the cavernous four poster, canopied bed that Roger and I shared with my side warm and his side cold.
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ROGER WAS USUALLY GONE for five days and then home for two. But this time his trip was extended to the point of reaching a few weeks! It wasn’t unusual for him to travel, but it was unusual for him to be gone so long. He’d warned me about it, of course, but that didn’t make me feel better about it. It felt as though the longer that we were married, the longer his trips stretched. It was like an elastic band being pulled tighter and tighter by a force that I couldn’t see.

It wasn’t that I thought that he’d grown tired of me. No. If anything, when he was home, he seemed almost overly attentive. Not with his affections such as touching. He had an aversion to that which I attributed to his upbringing. It was more through his verbal praising and compatible conversations and his insatiable desire for sex. It was as if he was making up for his absences in ways that bordered on apologetic. That, more than anything, worried me. It felt less like distance and more like pressure. It was as though he was working harder than he should to keep things running smoothly. Was it our life? Our comfort? The house itself?

Thinking that if I helped lighten the load, he could spend more time at home which would allow me to work on some of the issues in our marriage like touchless sex, I offered to go back to work full time or even take a simple part-time job. The moment the words left my mouth, his entire demeanor changed. His face tightened and he rejected the idea so swiftly and sharply that it startled me.

“Sally, no. Absolutely not,” he said with a harshness that was foreign coming from him. “I provide for us. That’s my responsibility. Yours is to fill this house with your presence and, hopefully, a new life.”

His tone was final. Too final. The topic upset him so much that I never brought it up again. But the question gnawed at me. Why would it upset him? I knew that he was old fashioned, but was he really that old fashioned? It was expected that our passionless sex would eventually create a child, but until that happened, what harm could there be in me earning a bit of money? Or, better yet... keeping myself busy?

Because, truthfully, I needed something -anything - to do other than restlessly ramble around that enormous house like a lonely waif. Some days I felt as though the hallways stretched longer simply to mock my idleness. I tried to create routines such as morning coffee in the sunroom, midday walks through the gardens, and afternoon tidying things up even though the staff insisted that certain rooms didn’t require my attention. I found it interesting how the absentee housekeeper would miraculously appear whenever I entered one of those rooms.

But the thick and heavy silence always returned.

I tried getting out more to meet people. The library seemed like a good place to start. So did the supermarket. But every attempt that I made at starting a friendly conversation with someone who looked like they might be receptive ended the same way. As soon as they heard my name was Mrs. Greymouth, they retreated as though I’d casually mentioned that I carried a contagious illness.

The first time it happened, I chalked it up to coincidence. The second time, to someone being in a hurry. By the tenth time? Well, patterns are hard to ignore. The polite smiles, the sudden excuses, the careful steps backward all added up to an unspoken truth that I was being socially avoided.

So, even my outings were lonely.

Sometimes I sat in the car after being shunned and stared at the steering wheel while wondering what unspoken stigma I had married into. Roger never once indicated that the village disliked him or his family. What history lingered on the name Greymouth to make people pull away like that?  I wondered, but had yet to gather the courage to ask him. After all, when all was said and done, we were still getting to know each other. After his reaction to my offering to get a job, I hedged on certain topics that I suspected might upset him.

One librarian even murmured, “I’m sure you mean well, dear,” before hurrying off while refusing to meet my eyes. Mean well about what?

I didn’t know. And the house wasn’t giving up any answers.

But I was beginning to understand why Roger preferred to deflect certain questions. And why the staff moved like shadows when his name came up.

Something was wrong.

And I was the only one willing - or foolish enough - to notice.

Relief to my loneliness came with the arrival of a young woman named Jordana Callis. She was a writer for a woman’s magazine that wanted to do a feature on the mansion. Since Roger wasn’t at home, it was up to me to decide if she should do it. Of course, I agreed. Not only that, but I insisted that she stay in one of the guest rooms under the pretext that it would give her a better feel for the place. I saw no need to confide the truth about my being so lonely that I wanted a complete stranger under my roof with me. Or that the silence pressed on me at night, and that the house seemed far too large for one woman and her imagination. Or, that I was breaking my rule of hating pretty brunettes on principle alone -since she was indeed a pretty brunette- for the sake of a reprieve from that loneliness.

Jordana was so completely taken with the enormous house with its carved banisters and wide, shadowed corridors that had a way of captivating newcomers -and I’d like to believe that she was also a bit taken with me -that she readily agreed.

She arrived with a canvas bag full of notebooks, several cameras  slung over her shoulder, and an enthusiasm that filled the great hall in a way I hadn’t realized it had been lacking. There was a warmth in her smile and a quickness in the way that she reached for my hand or leaned in when I spoke as though we were already old friends.

It felt good - dangerously good – to finally have someone look at me with friendship. Someone whose attention wasn’t divided and whose presence didn’t flicker in and out of my life like a candle on a drafty windowsill.

When I showed her to the guest room that she would be staying in at the end of the east hallway, she turned a slow circle while gazing at the tall windows and the heavy velvet drapes as though she’d stepped into a dream.

“This place,” she murmured, “has stories soaked into the walls. You can practically feel them breathing.”

I laughed, although something cold skittered along my spine at her choice of words.

“Yes,” I lightly said. “You’ll get used to that.”

She set her bags down and flashed me a grin as she replied with, “I hope not. I want to experience every odd, wonderful thing that this house has to offer.”

If she only knew.

Still, her enthusiasm warmed the chilled edges of my heart. For the first time in weeks, the house didn’t feel so cavernous and I didn’t feel quite so alone.

She slowly walked through each room that I was familiar enough with to direct her to, and thought that she’d enjoy, as though the air itself was worth tasting while murmuring her impressions under her breath. I lagged behind and watched. I was comforted by the soft sound of another person’s footsteps moving in the mansion.

That first evening, after she settled herself into the guest room with the view of the beautiful fruit orchard to greet her in the morning, she came downstairs in her stocking feet and joined me in my favorite sitting room. It was the room that I’d been told was dedicated for the personal use of the original lady of the house when she was alive and I could understand why. It had a type of cozy charm that the rest of the manor lacked. She’d already changed into a soft sweater and jersey pants and had her hair pinned up in a knot on her head with a pencil.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said. “It feels like the kind of house where one should be comfortable.”

“Comfort is rare here,” I answered before thinking. Realizing what I’d said, I quickly forced a smile. “Make yourself at home.”

She studied me for a heartbeat longer than politeness required. It was as if she was trying to read a line of text that she wasn’t sure she’d been meant to see. 

“I’d like to interview you tonight, if you don’t mind,” she finally stated. “The house is marvelous, but people bring the soul to a story.”

I felt my cheeks get warm with pleasure. No one had ever spoken of me as if I might be part of something worth writing down.

The lamps flickered ever so slightly as I agreed. They often did that, especially in the evenings, but I pretended not to notice. Jordana set her voice recorder on her lap and leaned forward.

“Tell me,” she said with a smile that was too bright for the dark house, “how did you come to live in Greymouth House?”

For the first time since Roger had left, my voice didn’t echo back to me to emphasize my aloneness. I didn’t know then that Jordana’s arrival would mark the beginning of a shift in Greymouth House - a stirring of things that were better left untouched.

But I would know soon enough.
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JORDANA’S FIRST NIGHT in the house felt strangely momentous. I told myself that it was just the novelty of having another woman under the roof. She was someone who was close to me in age and refreshingly chatty. Her laughter bounced off the old walls like sunlight in a place that seemed starved of it. But beneath that surface explanation, something else stirred in me and in the house.

After a simple dinner of roasted chicken and broccoli rabe that I’d prepared more out of nervous energy than culinary skill, we lingered in the dining room. We talked long after the candles had melted into stubs. Jordana asked a thousand questions about the house. She asked about  the original builders, the renovations, and the peculiar architectural choices. I answered what I could. Although many of her inquiries tugged at places that Roger hadn’t mentioned and I wasn’t yet brave enough to explore.

It was well past midnight when she was finally ready to retire to the her designated guest room. Being the good hostess, I escorted her there. The two of us continued in conversation as we moved through the long corridors that were lit by only a few sconces. The house seemed to listen to us. It was as if it had ears up in the rafters.

“Well,” she said at her door while brushing a lock of her beautiful dark hair that had escaped from her makeshift bun behind her ear, “I suppose this is where I find out if the place is as haunted as it looks.”

“Haunted?” I laughed. It came out thin. “No. Just... expressive.”

She lifted an eyebrow and said, “That sounds like something I should quote you on.”

She gave me a warm smile before slipping into the room. I stood there a moment after the door closed and stared at its carved wood as a strange tightness gathered in my chest. I told myself that it was only because her presence had momentarily filled a void that I hadn’t realized had grown so vast.

But the staff reacted differently.  

After encountering Lena on my way to my room, I mentioned that if she knew where the rest of the staff was, it might be a good idea to inform them that we had a guest. To my surprise, they were all there in the morning.

Mrs. Collinsworth, who had been with the Greymouth family for nearly four decades -and who I came to learn was the very same strict nanny that Roger spoke about before she became the housekeeper when he’d grown out of the need for a nanny- cornered me in the kitchen almost as soon as I came downstairs for my morning coffee. She was usually unflappable, with her emotions ironed flat by a lifetime of service. But that day her hands worked the hem of her apron in restless little twists.

“Mistress Greymouth,” she quietly but sternly said while casting a glance toward the kitchen door that led to the east wing, “if I may be so bold... was it wise to invite a stranger to slumber here?”

Her tone carried something that prickled beneath my skin. It was definite disapproval that hinted of a warning and, possibly fear.

“She’s harmless,” I insisted. “She’s a journalist who is doing a feature on the mansion. She’ll only be here a few days. Besides, I like her.”

“You don’t even know her,” she muttered under her breath before raising a brow and continuing with, “And, the master is okay with this feature that she claims to be writing?” 

“Roger is out of town,” I said with annoyance. “I am the mistress of this house and I am most definitely okay with it.”

Yes,” Mrs. Collinsworth said, although she didn’t sound convinced. 

The argument began quietly - almost politely - but in Greymouth House, even polite things had a way of gathering weight.

Mrs. Collinsworth rigidly stood near the stove as though she’d been carved from the dark oak paneling that covered the walls itself. Her hands were clasped in front of her apron, and her lips were pressed thin.

“Am I to understand we’re to have this guest for several days?” she asked with a tone that made the word guest sound interchangeable with infestation.

I stiffened but tried to smile as I said, “Yes. Our guest’s name is Jordana Callis...”

“She’s a gossip writer,” Mrs. Collinsworth briskly cut in, “for one of those women’s magazines.” She emphasized women’s as if it implied sin. “And you’ve invited her to stay here without the master’s consent.”

“Well, yes,” I replied while attempting to keep my voice level. Even though I knew that master was the proper title for the owner of an estate with a house and property staff, the way that she said it made me shudder and look for shackles around that ankles of the staff. “It’s practical. She needs time in the house to gather information. And, as I’ve already mentioned, Roger wasn’t home to ask. So, as the mistress of the house, I made the decision for him.”

“That,” she said while tapping the counter once with a knuckle, “is precisely the problem.”

Heat crawled up my neck as I did my best to maintain a controlled voice, “Roger will understand. He trusts me to make decisions when he’s away.”

“Does he?” she asked with a surprising, almost pitying tone. “Mistress... Roger is a private man. Very private. I’ve worked for this family for more years than I can count. I know what he tells people, and I know what he holds close.” Her eyes narrowed. “Not only is he not fond of strangers wandering about the house, but I can only imagine his reaction if he sees his house in a national magazine.”

“She’s not wandering,” I insisted, even though Jordana was currently doing just that.  Her curiosity was relentless. “I’ll be with her most of the time. And I can’t imagine why Roger would have a problem with his house being featured in a prestigious magazine. Especially after the way that he told me how much he reveres his ancestral home and its history. I only regret that he wasn’t here to answer some of her questions. He would have provided a much better backstory.”

“The house,” Mrs. Collinsworth spat as she lifted her chin toward the ceiling, “doesn’t take kindly to strangers. And you’ve given her free rein after meeting her for a handful of minutes.” Her disapproval was as intensely cold as the draft that sometimes threaded through the hallway at night. “You don’t know her. You don’t know what she’ll write,” she continued. “Once something is printed, it cannot be taken back.”
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