
      
        
          GhostHaunted

          Valley Ghosts Series Book Two

		      
          BL Maxwell

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          BL Maxwell

        

      

    
[image: image-placeholder]




Copyright


[image: image-placeholder]




  


GHOST HAUNTED

The Valley Ghosts Series

Editing provided by: Labyrinth Bound Edits

Copyright © 2018 BL Maxwell

All Rights Reserved



This book may not be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permissions from the author, except for using small quotes for book review quotations. All characters and storylines are the property of the author. The characters, events and places portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

Trademarks:

This book identifies product names and services known to be trademarks, registered trademarks, or service marks of their respective holders. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of all products referenced in this work of fiction. The publication and use of these trademarks in not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

Warning

Intended for a mature an 18+ audience only. This book contains material that may be offensive to some and is intended for a mature, adult audience. It contains graphic language, explicit sexual content, and adult situations.

 








Dedication


[image: image-placeholder]




  

Thanks to my beta readers, proofreaders, Labyrinth Bound Edits, and all the people in the October Burst of Paranormal Group. And especially thanks to all the people who love the paranormal as much as I do.









  
    
      Ghost Haunted Valley Ghosts Series Book Two

    

    
      
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter One
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Two
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Three
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Four
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Five
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Six
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Seven
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Eight
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Nine
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Ten
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Eleven
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Twelve
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Thirteen
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Chapter Fourteen
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About the Author
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Also By BL Maxwell
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
      

    

  



Chapter One


[image: image-placeholder]

Dinner Date





 We were going on our first date. We’d been friends for years, and in that time, we’d gone out numerous times together, but never as a couple. This was so new to us both. Wade and I had made it official after staying the weekend in a real haunted house and being scared half to death. After that weekend, admitting our feelings for each other wasn’t quite as scary as we’d both imagined it would be. 

Actually, we came clean to each other while we were in The Vineyard House and in fear for our very lives at the hands of the spirits that seemed to enjoy making their presence known. The ghosts of Louise and Robert Chalmers were not subtle in letting us know they were indeed present. Louise told us Wade was a powerful empath, and I was aware of spirits and they were drawn to me because they knew. We’d figure that out another time though.

My attention was pulled back to Wade. “So, where are we going again?”

“Nope, it’s a surprise. I want you to enjoy the full experience,” Wade teased.

“I’ve already enjoyed the ‘full experience’. I’m not sure anything can top that. Although, the job in Old Sac might.” I thought briefly about our meeting with our new client—well, our first real client—Dean Peterson, the manager of a restaurant in Old Sacramento that had been having strange activities they couldn’t easily dismiss.

He thought about it for a second before he answered. “It’s something we haven’t done for a few years, but you used to like it. Hopefully, that hasn’t changed.”

I didn’t want to admit it, even to Wade, but staying at The Vineyard House had changed me. While I was still interested in the paranormal, now I was afraid. I knew we could be hurt, and it was something I didn’t want to happen again; not to me, and not to him.

“Okay, I give. Where are you taking me on our first date?”

“You’ll see.” He teased me again as he locked the door to his house and walked out to the car. I noticed Wade’s mom standing in her yard watching us. She had the hose in her hand watering her flowers.

“Hi, Mrs. Rivers.”

I could see her roll her eyes from across the yard.

“Jason, how many times do I have to tell you? You can call me Mom now.” She smiled over at me. “Wade—”

“Bye, Mom. Gotta go.”

He pulled me along by the hand, rushing to his car.

After waving to Wade’s mom, we drove away before she could come over and give us the third degree. To say she was happy we were a couple was an understatement. She’d have us married tomorrow in her backyard if it was her choice. And if I was being honest, I was okay with that idea too.

“So, tell me where we’re going?” I tried again.

He leaned in and kissed me as we stopped at a stop sign. “Nope, you’ll just have to wait. But I will tell you we’ll be going to dinner first.”

“Really? Like a real date?”

“Yes, like a real date. It is a real date. You’re my boyfriend, right?”

“Hell yes, I’m your boyfriend,” I said with emphasis.

“Okay then, let your boyfriend take you out on a date.” He winked at me before continuing to drive us to our destination. We ended up in downtown Sacramento and Wade pointed to one of the small local restaurants that Sacramento had plenty of.

“Oh, this place? It looks nice.”

“Hopefully the food is good. I have it on good authority that it’s promising,” Wade commented.

“So, Jimbo recommended it?” I said with a raised brow as we drove around the block searching for a parking space. This area was not known for easy parking on any day of the week.

“Yep, he’s the food expert in the group,” Wade admitted.

“I still can’t believe we’re a group. Seriously, what’s the chance we’d find someone like him out in the middle of nowhere?”

“He said he’s trying to hire another cook so he’s free to do more investigations with us. Apparently he’s over his aversion to ghosts.”

I turned to look at Wade before a loud laugh exploded out of me. “That asshole. First, he wants nothing to do with ghost hunting; now, he can’t get enough.”

“Yeah, he said he wants to branch out and start seeing more than the single street of Coloma,” Wade continued.

“You sure it has nothing to do with Dean, the manager at The Hitching Post?”

“Oh, I’m pretty sure that’s part of it. Has he told you anything more about that? I know there’s more to that story.”

Wade’s brow furrowed in concentration. It really was a mystery to the two of us, what exact history was between Jimbo and Dean. Because there was something there, and Jimbo wasn’t talking.

We finally found a space three blocks from the restaurant, and Wade parallel parked like a pro. We walked down the tree-lined street in the crisp fall weather. It was a perfect night so far and it had barely begun.

“So, have you gone on any dates with guys before?” he asked me, his voice full of curiosity.

“Nope, you’re my first.” I slow-blinked at him.

He stopped walking and faced me. “Seriously? I thought you said you’d been with other guys?”

“I have, just not on a date. Usually it was a hookup or someone I met when I was already out.”

Wade thought about that for a second before speaking. “So, I really am your first?” He slid his hands down to my hips before pulling me into him.

My breathing sped up. I reached up to cradle his face. “You’re my first boyfriend, my first boy date, my first best friend, and my first love. You’re everything to me, Wade.”

He leaned in and kissed me hard. I was lightheaded and drunk on his scent as he licked across my lips, and I opened to his probing tongue. I still couldn’t believe this was real and Wade really wanted me as a boyfriend, but I was more than happy about it. Being in love with my best friend and knowing he loved me back was the best. And having him as a partner in our ghost hunting business was awesome. I still regretted every day I had let him believe I wasn’t interested in him as anything more than a friend. If I could get those days back somehow, I’d do it in an instant.

“Hey, what’s going on?”

He pressed his thumb into the crease of my brow. I reached up and took his hand before pressing a kiss to his palm. “Nothing, just playing shoulda, coulda, woulda. Nothing new.” He gave me a troubled look but entwined our fingers and started walking.

It didn’t take us long to get to the restaurant, a place that was part of the farm-to-fork movement in the area. We walked up to the hostess and waited for her to seat us. Once again, I thought how odd it was that, even though this was new to me, I was completely comfortable with being with Wade. That made me smile, just in time for us to be seated and have menus shoved at us both.

“This place is busy,” I remarked as I watched the wait staff hustle around taking care of everyone in the small restaurant. We were lucky to be seated at an outside table, which was perfect on this night. And a little removed from the hustle and bustle inside.

“Yeah, Jimbo said it’s one of the new up-and-coming places. I have no clue how he has time to keep up on this stuff, manage his own restaurant, and run around with us looking for ghosts.”

“You said he’s getting help, right?”

“He’s trying, but he’s so freaking picky, who knows if he’ll actually let someone else take over or not. Might be easier for him to sell and open a new place in Sacramento.”

“I can see him doing really well here.”

“Enough about Jimbo. How was your week? I miss spending all of our time together.” Wade smiled and covered my hand with his.

“It was good, same as always. I’m ready for the weekend and spending time with you.”

“Me too. That’s my favorite part of the week, the days we get together.” Wade looked uncertain, apparently still not quite sure he could believe my feelings for him were real.

I leaned forward and pecked his lips. “Me too, babe. So what sounds good to you?”

We looked through the menu and decided to go with our usual. Burgers. These were a little more gourmet, with brie and arugula, but still burgers. We sat and enjoyed each other’s company, the great weather, and tried to steal each other’s fries. We’d known each other so many years, and shared countless meals together, but this one was different. The way he reached for my hand across the table, and the look in his eyes. Everything was different. Time seemed to fly by; before we knew it we’d finished eating, and made our way back to the car.

As soon as I closed my door Wade wove his fingers through my hair and pulled me in for a kiss. He licked along my lips and I opened to him. The warm glide of his tongue and the way he held me to him so tight made me want more. He pulled back enough to rest his forehead against mine. My heart raced and our breaths mingled together as I tried to form a coherent thought.

“So, homeward bound?” I asked.

“Nope, now for the good part.”

“Oh my god, give me a clue. You’re killing me here.”

He laughed at that. “Nope, but we’re close, so you’ll find out soon enough.”

We merged onto the freeway and drove a few exits down to a more industrial area. Then after a few turns, we ended up in a warehouse district. There were cars parked everywhere on both sides of street and all of the parking lots were packed.

“Wade, where are we? I’ve never been to this area before.” Now I was nervous. I trusted Wade, but I was a little worried about where he was taking us.

“Just a minute and you’ll see. Help me look for a parking space.”

We drove down a few more streets, and just like at the restaurant, we got lucky and found a space on a side street. After parking, Wade opened his door and walked around to the back of the car.

“Come on, you’ll love it.”

“Will I? I have no clue what ‘it’ is,” I snipped at him.

“Sure you do. He’s the clown Pennywise,” he said with a smirk, referencing the scary-as-fuck clown from the movie It. Fuck that, I might be fascinated by ghosts, but scary clowns? Hell, no.

“You know I hated that movie.”

“Yes, but I don’t understand why.”

“I like ghosts, but not shit that’s meant to scar me for life. I couldn’t sleep for a week after I saw the first one, and the second wasn’t much better.”

He took my hand and led me down the street to where some giant spotlights lit up the sky.

“What is this?” I tried again, but as we turned another corner, I could see a line with a crowd of people waiting outside one of the warehouses. The spotlights were set up in front, but I still wasn’t sure what it was. We joined the back of the line, only to have people walk right up behind us. There had to be a couple of hundred people lined up for whatever was inside this place. No music played, so I didn’t think it was some super-secret party, but I still couldn’t tell what it was or why Wade was so excited about keeping it a secret.
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