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      When a small dog must save the day, can she save her master’s heart as well?

      “I adore the bond between the canine and handler and I can’t wait to read about more of these fantastic teams.” – Night Owl Reviews Top Pick, Off the Leash

      Randi the Corgi lives to sniff out explosives for the US Secret Service. Her final assignment: to protect a major international conference at the historic Mount Washington Hotel.

      Dana Meriel Parker may be named after an Irish fairy, but her entire adult life has been working in dangerous locations with Randi. With her sniffer-companion’s upcoming retirement, Dana’s future lurks as a void filled with fear.

      Randall Flynn runs the resort’s food services with pride and style, until he trips on a pint-sized sniffer dog. He never believed in the hotel’s ghost until he sees the fairy bright Dana Parker. If she’s real, can he convince her to stay in his world?

      A heart-warming romantic suspense set in the heart of New Hampshire’s autumn leaves.
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      “Come here, Randy! Here! Here!”

      Randall spun around to see who had the temerity to summon him in such a manner. It was not how he was used to being addressed as the Director of Food Services for the elite Mount Washington Hotel. They were a four-star establishment after all. And were soon headed to a fifth star, and a Michelin Star for their restaurant if he had anything to do with it. And after he achieved that here, he could have his choice of any resort in the world.

      He didn’t spot anyone seeking his attention in the grand main lobby. It was part of his job to make sure that every patron in any of the hotel’s two restaurants, three bars, and room service were always happy. He wasn’t above taking an order or clearing a table when needed. But he also was never hailed like a busboy still working the Seattle Westin Hotel banquet room. That had been a long grind he’d rather forget forever.

      Randall heard the call repeated behind a cluster of Japanese delegates and circled to his right. They’d arrived here in northern New Hampshire two days before the international conference to play golf at the resort’s two courses.

      The “Here, Randy. Here. Here.” was fading as he worked his way around them and entered the body of the main lobby. It stretched half a football field in length from the front desk to the grand ballroom. Its two-plus-story height and fifty-foot width was shifted from vast to merely overwhelming by a long double-row of columns that conducted the patrons to cozy sitting areas scattered throughout.

      A tedious party of giggling debutantes fresh from their first ball had shanghaied one long side section, shoving chairs and sofas together like they were in their own dens. Habit had him clearing a half-dozen plates of Lobster en Brioche and trio of chilled jumbo shrimp. All polished clean he was pleased to see.

      Their pleasant chatter found the sudden focus of a male, himself, in their presence. He’d normally stop and offer a bit of a flirt. Happy patrons always ordered more.

      But the “Randy. Randy.” call had moved farther along the hall. He signaled Peter, one of the handsomer bus boys, and suggested that the ladies were running low on snacks, then faded quickly down the hall before they could trap him as well; Peter would not be escaping quickly to place any fresh order. Besides, they were half Randall’s age, and while the hotel had many perks, he’d always believed that the female patrons shouldn’t be one—no matter what they thought on the matter.

      He should be checking in with the Rosebrook Lounge. They were going to be hit hard tonight between the late-departing debutante’s parents and the early-arriving conference delegates.

      Instead he followed the call past several of the smaller conference rooms…and the next call came from behind him.

      The Mount Washington Hotel was rather famously haunted, but he had certainly never encountered Princess Caroline’s ghost. Besides, the ghost generally restricted herself to Suite 314 where she’d lived for decades or the mezzanine overlooking the far end of the vast lobby. And it was late-afternoon, not spooky nighttime.

      Still, if not Princess Caroline, it was hard not to imagine one of Stephen King’s ghosts luring Jack Torrance to madness and rampaging about with an axe.

      “Here, Randy! Here! Here!”

      Foolishness!

      He retraced his steps and heard the call coming from inside the Gold Room. It was the room where in 1944 the US government had rammed the US Dollar down the throats of the forty-three other allies of World War II, replacing the Gold Standard with their own. A superpower in war, the only one still really functioning after the war, the United States made themselves the superpower of the monetary future by linking all of those currencies to the dollar.

      He hesitated at the turn into the open door.

      What ghost could sound so cheerful calling, “Here, Randy! Here! Here!” in the light tones of New England female?

      The westering sunlight shone through the window, making the woman standing before it glow. Her thick dark hair was a brilliant halo that shadowed her face into invisibility. Her trim silhouette appeared to shimmer in the blinding light.

      “Are you a ghost?” For once the question didn’t sound stupid at all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      “Fairy, not ghost. Actually only half fairy. Half goddess too.” Dana replied.

      The man at the door worked his jaw, but no sound issued forth. If he didn’t ask, she wasn’t going to explain that Dana Meriel Parker was named for an Irish goddess and a mythological nymph—not technically a fairy but the connotations of nymph in today’s world had caused her to shift that.

      The sun wasn’t low enough to reach him directly, but enough bounced off the polished dark oak of the fourteen-seat round conference table to light him well.

      He was definitely a man designed to wear a suit. Not her type, but it looked so very good on him.

      Then he yelped, followed closely by a deep complaint of “Tully!” as a Cavalier King Charles Spaniel brushed between his legs. It trotted straight at her passing out of sight under the oak table. No question about where it was headed.

      Dana looked down at her own working Corgi and whispered, “Maith an cailín!”—Good girl in Irish—to let her off duty.

      On cue, the spaniel emerged from under the table, at least a twitching nose’s worth sticking past the edge of a chair.

      Then she focused once more on the ever-so-pretty man. He didn’t strike her as the yelping type. He was more the type that she wanted to muss his hair and undo his tie to see if he collapsed into a puddle of disarray. Could the man survive such a distasteful dishevelment? By his look, Dana doubted it.

      “Who are you talking to?”

      “My dog.”

      “Your dog?” he pushed up on his toes trying to see over the table. Finally he circled around enough to see the two dogs. Randi wore her typical black Kevlar vest with the word Police in silver. The spaniel wore its brown-and-white fur.

      She eased the lead and her Corgi slipped up nose-to-nose with Tully.

      “You’re not a ghost.” Was he relieved or disappointed?

      “I said I wasn’t.”

      “But you were calling me.”

      “No, that must have been a ghost. Just a goddess and fairy remember.”

      “I remember,” he offered her a dazzling smile that said his recovery time was very good. He was also a man used to the godly powers of his looks and his mighty suit. “And yet someone was calling my name.”

      “No. I was talking to Randi,” she nodded down to her Corgi who was now into the butt-sniff thing that dogs so enjoyed.

      “I’m Randy.”

      “That doesn’t fit your suit.” She knelt down and offered the back of her hand to Tully for consideration.

      “Randall, actually. Randall Flynn,” he actually straightened the already perfect set of his jacket.

      “Oh, so close!” She looked up at him after the spaniel decided it would accept an ear scratch and its bulging eyes, characteristic of the breed, slid half closed.

      “So close to what?”

      “Why Randi Flagg, of course.” Her Corgi looked up at her in surprise and she repeated her Good girl command.

      “Randi Flagg?” Randall’s tone was drier than dog kibble. “Stephen King’s Randall Flagg? The villain of The Stand?”

      “Well, that might be you, but Randi Flagg is my wee devil dog. Her name is pronounced with an I because she’s a girl.” She pointed down to her dog. “You don’t pronounce your name with an I, do you?” She pointed at him.

      “I do not,” his indignant tone was about to point out that they sounded exactly the same, but his quirk of a smile said maybe not. “You have a Welsh Corgi named for a Stephen King demon incarnate, who you address in…Irish?”

      “She’s bilingual, Irish and English.” Dana liked that he hadn’t gone for the obvious. That he’d recognized the language was a pure bonus. Hopefully he didn’t also speak it. It might be her heritage but the only part of Irish that she knew was the dog part.

      “Here Randi! Here! Here!” He whispered it.

      Again her Corgi eyed him strangely.

      “It is time we returned to our work.” She turned from Randall to Randi, “Amach leat! Out you go!”

      “Work? What work?”

      And Randi instantly ignored the Cavalier King Charles Spaniel and waited for her directing command.

      Dana tapped the left breast of her vest.

      His eyes traveled down for the first time to the logo there.

      Before he could begin the whole A pretty woman like you isn’t really a Secret Service agent thing, she went back to work, guiding Randi around the edges of the room, “Seo, Randi. Seo! Seo!” And Randi dutifully sniffed each place Dana pointed to as they made sure the room had no hidden explosives.

      She risked a glance back as they finished the Gold Room and headed out the door to check the large ballroom that would be used for most of the upcoming meetings.

      The Cavalier King Charles Spaniel was looking after his new friend, surprised at his abrupt dismissal.

      And the handsome Randall Not-quite-the-demon-Flagg Flynn’s expression looked much the same.
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