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He’s looking for an honest woman and true love. The beautiful woman he meets has secrets. Can he trust her with his heart?

She dreams of her ancestor’s past life who had been murdered. She can’t let anyone think she’s crazy or she’ll lose her reputation as a billionaire businesswoman.

It’s up to the ghost to set them up and make things right.
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Woodland Park, Colorado, 1925

This was supposed to be the best day of her life, and yet, everything was going horribly wrong.

Victoria threw open the manor’s front door and marched into the foyer, grumbling in irritation. She yanked off her mud-coated Cloche hat and threw it at the maid who had just rushed out of the sitting room. Anna’s eyes widened as her gaze swept up and down Victoria’s muddy dress with the lacy frills that were ripped on the drop-waist lavender dress. Her stockings were torn, and one shoe was missing.

“Miss Victoria,” Anna gasped. “What happened to you?”

Victoria glared at the maid, fisting her hands beside her. “I have the most inept driver. That’s what happened. Mark my words, my first line of business as a married woman will be to fire the imbecile and find a more skilled driver.”

Heavy footsteps rushed into the manor, echoing in the hallway. “Miss Victoria,” Harold Clem rasped in his hurry to catch up, holding her muddy shoe. “You must believe me. It was an accident.”

Throwing a scowl at him from over her shoulder, Victoria huffed. “An accident? You purposely drove like a turtle moving in hot molasses, and then when you opened the door to let me out, you parked in...” Anger flared inside of her from the humiliation. “The mud!”

“But Miss Victoria, it wasn’t like that.”

She gasped, blinking her eyes at the rotund, middle-aged man who’s moist and pasty-face proved his fear of being fired. “Then how exactly was it, Mr. Clem? Are you now going to tell me that I have a bad memory?”

He removed his hat and held it against his chest. His throat jumped, making his double-chins jiggle. “Well, Miss Victoria... you see, I didn’t park in the mud. When I’d opened the car door to help you out, you had taken three steps before stumbling and falling into the muddy flowerbed.”

“Augh!” She threw her hands up. “And now you’re calling me clumsy and a liar?” She grumbled and started up the stairs. “I won’t have this any longer. I’m sick to death of incompetent servants.”

Two steps later, her muddy foot slipped on the step and she lost her balance. As she fell to her knees, she grasped the railing. She grumbled louder, knowing this was Mr. Clem’s fault and not hers.

“Miss Victoria!” Anna hurried up the stairs and grasped Victoria’s arm. “Let me help you to your room to change. Your wedding is in two hours and the guests will be arriving soon.”

As Victoria stood, her legs wobbled. She’d been feeling out of sorts all morning long, but it was only wedding jitters, nothing more. As soon as she repeated vows with William, the love of her life, everything would return to normal. Even the throbbing headache due to this morning’s errands would disappear. She couldn’t wait for that to happen.

“I trust you have my bath ready?” Victoria snapped at Anna.

“Yes, of course.” She walked up the stairs beside Victoria, holding onto her arm. “And your wedding gown is pressed and ready for you. Mrs. Burns and Mrs. Lish will assist with fixing your hair.”

“Splendid.” Victoria sighed. “At least I know something will go right today.” She glanced at the stairs, and the mud that was smeared from where she’d slipped. “And have the butler clean up that mess.”

“Yes, Miss Victoria. I’ll get word to Mr. Bronson and he’ll get right on it.”

Victoria moved into her bedroom suite and was relieved to see that her maids had been on top of things. Although, Victoria usually relaxed in her bath, today she’d have to hurry. Time would pass by too quickly, she was certain of it.

As soon as the door was closed, Victoria hurried and undressed. Another maid, Missy, collected the dirty clothes as Victoria stepped into her tub full of warm water.

“Missy, bring me a glass of sherry, please. I need something to calm my shaky nerves.”

“Yes, of course, Miss Victoria.”

Once her drink was brought to her, she took a few sips, waiting for the relaxing magic to work. Once she felt calmer, things started going smoother as she washed and dressed in her underclothes and slip. She sat on the cushioned stool in front of the mirror of her vanity while the other two older maids fixed Victoria’s long, blonde curls into a lovely coil as wisps of hair shown at her ears and down around her slender neck. The women were quick, which relieved her greatly, but she really wished they’d stop chattering like squirrels. Victoria didn’t care what guests had started to arrive, all she cared about was if William was here yet. 

Since Victoria had been born an heiress, her family had tried to discourage her love for William. He came from a working-class home and her family didn’t think he was good enough for her. Victoria wouldn’t deny her love for William, and she didn’t care about anything else.

“Oh, and did you see what Franny Bywater was wearing?” Mrs. Lish giggled. “I’m appalled that such a woman would dare wear that color of dress with her unfashionable red hair. Why, if you ask me, she looks like a—”

“That’s enough!” Victoria snapped, glaring at the maid in the mirror. “The squawking noises you two are making are not helping my headache.”

“Sorry, Miss Victoria,” the two women mumbled.

“Do either of you know if William is here?” Victoria enquired.

“I will go down and check,” Missy said before hurrying out of the room.

Closing her eyes, Victoria took several deep breaths, trying to calm her fast heartbeats. She absolutely hated not being in control, and right now, she felt her mind was bouncing everywhere at once. She pictured William standing by the minister, outside in her lovely yard with manicured bushes and flower gardens, and the greenest grass in all of Woodland Park. Victoria made certain she had the best servants. Of course, she would be replacing her driver – and perhaps a couple of clueless maids – and then she would have the best servants in town.

“We’re ready to dress you in the wedding gown,” Mrs. Burns said in a rough voice.

Victoria peered through the reflection of the mirror toward the older maid. She’d never liked Mrs. Burn’s deep rough voice, which is why she made sure the servant worked in the laundry room. Victoria didn’t want the woman to scare her guests. However, the woman had the talent of fixing Victoria’s hair perfectly.

She stood and moved to the beautiful white gown. She’d ordered it from France, and nobody else in Colorado had ever seen such an amazing gown. The fashion trend was to wear the big, puffy skirts, but Victoria would break the trend today. Her gown was long and straight with the drop-waist of the era, decorated with beads and lace. She would have a simple veil with a long train – which would be another first compared to what was trending.

As she stood in her gown, looking at her reflection in the full-length mirror, she breathed slower and more calmly. Finally, her mind wasn’t spinning like it had been doing all morning. She felt as if things were going to be perfect from here on out.

The bedroom door opened, and Missy rushed in. A wide smile stretched across her face. “He’s here,” she sighed happily. “He is outside talking to the minister.”

Excitement bubbled inside Victoria’s chest. “What does he look like?”

Missy touched Victoria’s arm. “He is as handsome as you are beautiful. You two will be the perfect couple.” Missy picked up the bouquet of lilies and handed them to Victoria. “Are you ready to go marry your true love now?”

Victoria nodded. “More than you know.” She took a deep breath and slowly released it, but her body still quaked with anxiety. “Let me have one more drink of my sherry first. I’m far too jumpy right now.”

“Yes, of course.” Missy hurried to the side table.

Victoria glanced back in the mirror. She really did make a lovely bride. She would have to get her photographer to take a picture of her wearing this gown. She was certain magazines would fight over her picture since she was starting a new trend. 

“Here is your drink.” Missy handed the glass to her.

Victoria wished her hands would stop shaking, so she drank it quickly and handed the glass back to the maid. “I’m ready to get married now.”

Leaving the room, her heartbeat pounded harder than normal and her nervousness increased. Moisture coated her forehead, and as she dried it, her skin felt clammy. She was making the right decision, but for some reason, her body quaked as if in doubt.

Other servants gathered in the hallway, watching her. Most of them had solemn expressions, but a few were smiling and gave nods of encouragement. 

Victoria reached the steps and stopped. Her throat tightened, and she pushed aside the odd feelings creeping through her. She gripped the railing on the stairs and took her first step toward her new life, but before she knew what was happening, she lost her balance and she tripped. As she tumbled down the stairs, the last thought to run through her mind was wondering if she’d really felt someone pushing her to her death.
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Current day

Nolan Ricks sat at the table covered with white satin and decorations of pearl-shaped candles that outlined a round mirrored box along the middle of the table. The chairs were also covered in white cloth. The wedding decorations inside the grand tent were of lavender and baby-blue with touches of forest green. But it wasn’t the elaborate decorations that had held his attention most of the evening, it was the extremely happy couple wrapped in each other’s arms, dancing in the center of the tent that had been prepared especially for dancing.

Nolan sighed for the millionth time this evening and took a sip of his glass of wine. Naturally, a billionaire owner of a winery would have white wine served at his wedding reception. Unfortunately, the few glasses that Nolan had consumed did nothing to ease his heartache.

Elizabeth made a beautiful bride in her sleeveless white gown with a heart-shaped bodice. Her wavy brown hair was loosely swept up on top of her head. A white veil was pinned to her hair, flowing down her back and along the train of her gown. She wore a large diamond necklace that matched perfectly with the sparkling diamond rock on her finger. Of course, Nolan’s best friend would stop at nothing to make his bride look like a billion dollars.

There were times when Nolan’s competitive nature wanted to scream, I saw Elizabeth first, and yet, Aaron Powers won the woman. Again. But this time, Aaron married her.

“Cheers to Aaron and Elizabeth,” Nolan said to the only person at his table as he raised his wine glass. “Finally, Aaron is happy and married... and no longer will he steal our women from underneath our noses.”

Thomas Powers snorted a laugh and raised his half-empty glass of wine. “Amen to that.” He clinked his glass against Nolan’s glass before tossing back the remaining liquid in his mouth. When he was finished, he grabbed the bottle of wine off the table and filled his glass to the rim, once more.

Nolan frowned. Thomas had also started liking Elizabeth. It was hard not to have feelings for that woman. Not only was she pretty, but she had a kind heart and a cute personality. He’d become her friend, although he’d wished it would have been more.

It didn’t take long before Thomas’ glass was empty, so he poured himself more wine.

“Hey, don’t you think you’ve had enough?” Nolan asked his friend. 

“Nah.” Thomas took another gulp before setting the glass on the table. “It’s a celebration, and... I’m celebratin’. In fact, I say we all celebrate. My cousin can afford it. ‘Sides,” he took another drink, longer this time, “I haven’t passed out yet, so that tells me to keep drinking.”

“True, but your glassy eyes tell me you’re almost ready to pass out.” He moved closer to Thomas’ face. “Do you see me clearly?”

Thomas arched an eyebrow. “Depends.”

“On what?”

“Which one of your heads I’m supposed to be looking at.”

Releasing a sympathetic groan, Nolan stood and grasped Thomas’ arm. “Come on. I’ll help you find your limo.”

“Why? Don’t you think I can find it myself?” Thomas swayed, but Nolan held him steady. 

Nolan chuckled. “No, I don’t. You’re drunk, and you will probably climb into someone else’s limo, again.”

Since one of the billionaire’s grandsons had gotten married, Nolan knew there would be several limos parked out front of the mansion. Unless someone showed Thomas which one was his, the poor man might end up going home with some rich man’s wife, instead.

Sighing, Thomas wrapped an arm around Nolan’s neck and leaned closer. “You know I luv ya, man.”

Nolan smiled. “I do, but you don’t need to tell it to my nose.” He pushed Thomas’ face away.

“I’m sure we’ll find true love one day jus’ like Aaron did.” Thomas turned and looked at Elizabeth. “I’m glad I didn’t fall madly in love with her. She would have really broken my heart.”

“Yes. Lucky you,” Nolan muttered, wondering why he had fallen so fast for Elizabeth. If only he had taken his time to get to know her as a friend first, maybe he wouldn’t be nursing a shattered heart, too.

The song came to an end, and the happy couple stopped dancing and shared a romantic kiss. Nolan should look away, but he couldn’t. Mixed feelings clogged his mind. He was happy for his best friend, and yet at the same time, Nolan’s heart wouldn’t stop crumbling. Would he ever find true love?

Nolan waited to tell the two goodbye, and at the same time, hoped that Thomas wouldn’t pass out with Nolan’s arm around his waist.

Finally, the love-birds ended their kiss, grasped hands, and turned to those still at the reception.

Aaron smiled brightly. “I want to thank everyone for coming and celebrating this wonderful day with me and my beautiful Beth.”

“Yes, thank you all.” Elizabeth blew a kiss to the crowd.

As she and Aaron walked away, they waved to Nolan and Thomas. Nolan returned the gesture, feeling as though he’d lost his best friend.

“Hey,” Thomas muttered as he patted the thick envelope in Nolan’s suit-coat pocket. “What’s this?”

Nolan pulled out the envelope with the words thanks for everything written across the front. “Aaron gave it to me for being the best man.”

“What’s inside?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t opened it.”

Thomas arched his eyebrow at Nolan. “Don’t you think you should?”

Nolan shrugged and released Thomas, making sure he could stand on his own. Nolan opened the envelope and pulled out a wad of large bills, one airplane ticket, and one brochure. As he studied the brochure, he noticed it was for a bed and breakfast in Woodland Park, Colorado. The B&B was haunted and was part of a group of guided tours. The destination on the plane ticket was for Colorado Springs.

He chuckled and shook his head. Leave it Aaron to think of something like this to give his best friend.

Squinting, Thomas leaned in and looked at the contents in Nolan’s hand. “Are you kidding me? My cousin has lost his mind. Why would he give you a ticket to attend a ghost tour?”

Nolan raised his gaze. “Because Aaron knows I like that kind of stuff.”

“You do?”

“Yeah.” He shrugged. “Call me crazy, but I like a good ghost mystery.”

“Are there two plane tickets or am I seeing double again?” Thomas blinked several times.

“There’s only one.” Nolan frowned. Maybe he shouldn’t go. He didn’t want to look pathetic going alone. Then again, it wasn’t like he’d never been alone before when he’d gone on trips.

He slipped his arm around his wobbly friend as they continued their journey to the parking lot. “How are you doing?”

“Daaang,” Thomas grumbled. “Have I closed my eyes? I can’t see anything.”

Nolan snorted a laugh. “You really need to adjust the alcohol intake in your wines. You are sloshed, my friend.”

“That’s exactly the way I want it.” Thomas nodded assuredly. “Now... where is my limo?”

Nolan chuckled to himself as Thomas’ limo pulled up and the driver quickly hopped out to open the back door for them. As Nolan helped his friend inside, he was glad he wasn’t a drunk like Thomas. Tomorrow morning would be even more miserable for the man than today had been. Thankfully, Nolan had something to look forward to. It was time he put Elizabeth and his feelings behind him and concentrate on the future. 

* * * *
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NOLAN HUMMED TO THE song playing on his Bluetooth speaker as he tapped his fingers on the steering wheel of the rented Jeep. The flight had been relaxing, and now as he drove through the curvy roads in Colorado, heading toward his destination, excitement built inside him. It didn’t matter if he was by himself, his goal was to make friends and maybe even see a ghost or two. 

God had definitely touched the Colorado Mountains with gold, rust, yellow, and fading green leaves. The rainbow of fall colors enhanced the land, making it a spectacular view. Nolan had always loved nature, and he’d make sure this trip was the best he’d ever had.

As he rounded one of the bends, he noticed a car up ahead that had stopped on the side of the road with its hood popped open. Two very lovely women stood in front, peering toward the engine with very confused expressions – as if what they were looking at belonged in a Sci-Fi movie. 

Chuckling, he knew he had to stop and help. What kind of Christian would he be if he left them to a broken-down vehicle that could have been a spaceship for all they knew?

Maneuvering in front of them, he slowed his Jeep. When he jumped out of his vehicle, they both looked up at him with wide, frightened eyes. He hoped he didn’t look scary. Taking a quick glance at his clothes, he wasn’t as fancily dressed as they were. Wearing a black and red button-down flannel shirt with rolled up sleeves to his forearms, faded blue jeans, and white sneakers made him look very casual, or so he thought.

Out of the two beauties, one stood out more. The slightly taller one had blonde hair with brown highlights, and it was pulled back into a ponytail. She wore a see-through button-up blouse with a pink tank-top underneath, blue jeans that fit her slender legs to perfection, and black cowgirl boots on her feet. Her facial features were remarkably attractive.

The other lady with the cowgirl looked to be around the same age – mid-to-late-twenties. Her bleach-blonde hair hung to the middle of her back, and she flipped it over her shoulders quite often. The clothes she wore were in contrast to her friend’s. The flipping hair woman wore cream-colored Capri pants with a yellow short-sleeved blouse, and on her feet were yellow heels – at least four inches high.

Neither of them looked like they were from Colorado. Because of the state’s cooler fall weather, the women should have been wearing warmer clothes.

The flipping-hair woman was texting on her phone, scowling. He’d bet she wasn’t getting any service, just as he hadn’t been able to once he drove his Jeep through the mountains.

“Hi,” he greeted nicely. “Are you having car trouble?”

“No, we’re fine,” the woman with the four-inch heels snapped as her gaze moved over him. The judgmental disgust on her face said it all. “We’re waiting for a tow-truck.”

The pretty blonde with brown highlight grimaced slightly before looking at her friend. “Actually,” she said, “we haven’t been able to get any phone service to call for a tow-truck.”

“But I won’t give up.” The unfriendly woman punched a few numbers in before lifting the phone to her ear. Seconds later, she stomped her foot and moved away, checking the service in other places.

Nodding, Nolan stopped near the prettier one. There was a small breeze blowing from the east, and he could smell a pleasant flowery fragrance. “I know a lot about cars. Do you mind if I take a look?”

“You’re welcome to take a look.” She stepped away from the front of the car. “My cousin and I know nothin’ about how to fix cars.”

He grinned, loving the thick southern accent she had. In fact, he was wishing he was wearing a hat just so he could tip it toward her. “I’ll be happy to take a look.”

Nolan peered underneath the hood, studying each part of the engine. “What exactly happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“We were drivin’ just fine until we hit a rut in the road, then the dad-gum piece of tin lost power.” The pretty woman shrugged.

Her accent was just too dang cute, but he couldn’t get caught up in her looks or the way he enjoyed listening to her. Instead, he needed to concentrate on fixing the car. “Once the car lost power, was the radio or clock still working?”

The unfriendly woman snorted ignorantly. “Well, I can still see the time on my phone, and I’m sure I can still listen to my playlist.”

The woman with the southern accent bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes as if irritated. Nolan tried not to laugh at the confused woman who continued to flip her hair.

“Bailey,” the pretty woman said in a tight voice, “he was referrin’ to the car, honey.” 

The woman named Bailey huffed and folded her arms. “Then he should have been clearer.”

The southern belle straightened her shoulders and looked directly at Nolan with a smile. “No, the clock wasn’t workin’ in the car and neither was the radio.”

“That tells me it’s something to do with the battery.”  As his gaze focused on the problem, he smiled widely, hoping the women would see him as their rescuer. Well, he at least wanted the pretty blonde woman to see him that way. It had been a while since he had rescued a damsel in distress and was able to become her knight in shining armor.

This day was certainly getting better.
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“See this cable right here?” Nolan spoke to the woman with the charming amber eyes. “It’s come loose on the battery. If it’s not securely connected, the car will lose power.”

“So, you can fix it?” she asked in a lifted voice.

He tightened the screws on the connector before checking the other cable. “It’s done.” He straightened, meeting her surprised gaze. “Climb in and start your car now.”

She hurried around the car and slid in the driver’s seat. Seconds later, the car started. Her face beamed with appreciation. She was definitely one beautiful woman.

“I don’t know how to thank you,” she said, getting out of the car and moving closer to him.

“Think nothing of it. I was honored to help such lovely ladies.” Perhaps he should have at least glanced Bailey’s way, but the snobbish woman had quickly climbed in the passenger side.

“Let’s go, Nicole,” Bailey grumbled.

She glanced her friend’s way briefly. “I will in a minute.” When she met Nolan’s gaze again, she held out her right hand. “I’m Nicole.”

He eagerly slid his palm against hers and gave her a gentle shake. “I’m Nolan.”

Inside the car, Bailey grumbled louder. “And I’m impatient,” she whined. “Nikki, I’m hungry. Let’s go.”

Nicole sighed and released his hand. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Nolan.”

“Are you from around here?” His curiosity had gotten the best of him, and he just had to know.

She shook her head. “My cousin and I are just visitin’. We’re from Texas.”

“I’m visiting too, but I’m from Arizona. I hope we’ll see each other again soon.”

“That would be lovely.”

“Actually,” Bailey’s voice nearly bounced off the mountains, “food would be even lovelier.”

Rolling her eyes, Nicole sighed heavily. “I’d better go. Thanks again for fixin’ the car.”

“Drive safely.” Nolan gave her a small wave before heading back to his Jeep. He waited until Nicole had pulled her car back onto the road and passed him before he put his Jeep into gear and continued driving to Woodland Park.

The smile remained on his face just as the image of Nicole stayed in his mind. It made a great distraction from the forty-minute drive to the bed and breakfast. His mind played back the way she smiled, and the way her amber eyes twinkled when she looked at him. A few times, the color in her cheeks had brightened, but it was mainly when her cousin said something completely off-the-wall ridiculous. 

He’d followed their car until they turned toward the center of Colorado Springs. She waved out the window, and his heart skipped a beat. He was determined to find her after he checked into his room at the bed and breakfast, of course. He’d drive through all of Colorado Springs just to find Nicole. He really wanted to get to know her a little better. But Bailey... not so much.

Finally, he drove up the road leading to his destination. The large sign in front had big, bold letters – Hanover House Bed & Breakfast, established in 1927. Nolan thought it was pretty awesome to be staying in a structure so old. According to the brochure about the B&B, the manor had been built in the early 1900’s, but then was remodeled into a B&B in 1927.  By the late 1930’s, the place was rumored to have the ghost of the physician’s daughter, Victoria, who was staying there. Apparently, she had died tragically on the day of her wedding. Other ghosts were reported at the B&B as well, but none of them had been given a name.

Nolan parked his Jeep, grabbed his luggage, and walked up the steps to the wrap-around porch of the two-story, red-brick ancient manor. Vines grew up the outside walls and into the cracked bricks. Large bay windows were along the lower floor, and regular windows along the top floor – all decorated with white laced curtains. The setting sun cast an orange glow on the slightly barren trees. The eeriness of the haunted place started before he even set foot inside.

As he walked in, he felt as though he was stepping into the past. Growing up, he’d always been fascinated with ghosts. Many times, he’d searched for the town’s older structures in hopes of seeing a ghost. Sadly, it had never happened.

The jingling bell on the door announced him before he even made it to the front counter. The lobby resembled a ritzy hunter’s lodge. A large fireplace sat in the middle of the outer wall with an old-fashioned sofa circling around the floor. Huge deer antlers hung on the wall, which certainly fit with the rustic life of a Colorado resident. A magnificent staircase stood off to the right of the elevator. A large wooden desk was in the corner with a check-in sign hanging above it. A heavy-set woman with curly grayish-brown hair sat behind the counter, smiling.

He walked to the desk and nodded to the older woman. “Good evening. I’m Nolan Ricks. I have a reservation.”

She turned in her swivel chair and faced a computer screen. Her fingers flew across the keyboard for a few seconds as her gaze scanned the contents on the screen. Confusion registered on her face, causing the lines around her mouth to deepen.

“The reservation was made by Aaron Powers of Powers Enterprises.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh, yes. There you are, Mr. Ricks.” She reached across from her to a small wall of keys hanging on hooks and pulled off a key. “Your room is 201. It’s up the stairs to the right – or you can take the elevator to the second floor.”

He took the key before pulling out his wallet and credit card. She shook her head, holding up her hand to stop him.

“Powers Enterprises has taken care of everything. All you need to do is relax and enjoy your week’s stay.” Her grin widened. “Mr. Powers reserved you the best room we have, and he made sure there was a bottle of wine chilling in your room.”

Nolan chuckled inwardly. Of course, the owner of a winery would think to have wine in his room. Nolan was willing to bet Aaron made sure the B&B had a bottle of the Powers’ wine in every room.

“I was a big fan of Aaron Powers, the magician,” the woman continued. “It made me sad that he stopped doing his shows, but I’m happy to hear he is now married.”

Nodding, Nolan slipped his credit card back inside the wallet and put it in his pants pocket. “Yes, Aaron was married a week ago.”

“What a lucky woman she is to have found such a sweet man.”

Just thinking about Elizabeth made his heart squeeze with jealousy again. “Yes. They are both lucky to have found each other.”

“Yes, well... um, breakfast starts at six o’clock in the morning and goes until eleven.” She pointed to the left of him. “The dining area is over there.” She moved a large book registry on the desk. “If you’d just sign your name right here, you’re free to go to your room.”

“Of course.” He picked up the pen and signed his name adding Powers Enterprises at the end.

“Will you need a wake-up call?”

“No, I’m good,” he told her before clutching the handle to his suitcase and heading toward the stairs, ignoring the elevator. Room 201 was easy to find since it was at one end of the hallway. Across from his room, looked to be another room as large as his, but the other rooms on this floor were smaller in size.

Inside was a King-size bed nestled in a four-post frame with a checkered quilt on top. A small fireplace sat against the far wall, along with a loveseat and a television. In the other corner of the room was a jetted tub, a separate shower, and of course, the toilet in its own room. His suite had a small fridge and sink. On the counter was a bottle of Red Velvet, a specialty wine from none other than the Powers’ winery, which incidentally, happened to be one of Nolan’s favorites.

He lugged the suitcase to the bed and placed it on the mattress. After he unpacked, he glanced out the window. Evening’s darkness covered the land, and he frowned. He wouldn’t be able to find Nicole tonight. He’d wake up early and drive around Colorado Springs searching for Nicole before the haunted tour started at eleven o’clock in front of Woodland Park’s old courthouse.

Immediately, Nicole’s pretty smile crept into his thoughts. Her cute Texas slang brought a smile to his face. Finding her was most definitely on his to-do list. 

His plans for this week suddenly became brighter.

* * * *
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“YOU’VE got to be kidding me,” Bailey complained as she leaned forward in her seat to peer out the vehicle’s windshield. “You want to stay in this dump?”

Nicole Carrigan found a parking place and turned off the engine. She glanced out of her window and looked upon the manor that had been built in the Edwardian era. Although she’d been to better bed and breakfasts in her life, this was the place that called to her. 

“It’s not a dump,” Nicole told her cousin. “Hanover House B&B has received some great reviews. Not only that,” she tore her gaze away from the structure and looked at Bailey, “it’s one of the oldest manors still standin’ in Colorado. There’s a mystery surroundin’ the 1925 physician’s daughter who died the day of her weddin’.” She arched an eyebrow. “And you know how much I love a good mystery.”

Bailey’s unpleasant expression remained on her face even after she pulled her attention away from the building and looked at Nicole.

“This place gives me the creeps.”

Nicole wanted to say something rude to her cousin but held her tongue as she dropped the rental car keys in her purse. “You could have stayed home. I would have been just fine by myself.”

“I know, and believe me, I wanted to stay home, but Daddy insisted that I come with you. It’s not good for a pretty rich girl to be out here amongst the hired help.” She expelled a quick breath. “I mean look at what happened earlier. That strange man who accosted us could have been a serial killer for all we know, and yet you still let him look at the car.”

Holding her irritation, Nicole clicked the button to make the trunk pop open before climbing out of the car. “If you remember correctly, he was the one who fixed the car for us. We wouldn’t have been able to get here otherwise.”

Bailey opened her door and slid out. “I’m sure if you would have waited a few more minutes, we would have gotten phone service.”

Nicole counted to ten slowly as she held her breath. She reached inside the trunk and grabbed her luggage. “I’m assumin’ you don’t usually travel through the mountains.”

“Well, duh! The air makes my skin so dry, and I absolutely hate getting my nails dirty.” She held out her acrylic nails. For their trip, she’d used an orange polish.

“Then let me tell you.” Nicole waited for Bailey to pull her suitcases out – all five of them. “Gettin’ phone service in the mountains doesn’t happen very often.”

“Ah, but it can happen.” Bailey gave her a sharp nod before glancing around the parking lot and back to the building. “Where are the bellboys? I need help with my luggage. They can’t expect me to carry up all of my suitcases by myself, can they?”

“I’m not sure if this place has people who’ll do that for you.”

Huffing, Bailey stomped her foot. “Well, unless they want a poor review from me, they’ll get their workers out here to help. That’s what they’ve been hired to do, right?”

“Bailey, you need to get rid of your higher-than-thou attitude. We’re not at home any longer. People out here actually make livin’s for themselves and they are hard workers. Not everyone was born a billionaire.”

“Well then, those so-called hard workers need to get their butts out here and help me.”

“Let me remind you,” Nicole said tightly, “that on this trip I want people to think I’m a regular person... not a billionaire.”

“Yeah, whatever.” Bailey flipped her hair. “But that’s your wish, not mine.”

Nicole groaned. For years she’d tried to change her cousin, but it was obvious that the woman was too stuck on herself to think of others. “Stay right here. I’ll go into the B&B and see if they have someone who can help.”

“Well, I would think so.” Bailey leaned back against the car, studying her nails again. “I think I might have chipped a nail trying to get my suitcase out. We should have brought that guy on your jet who packed the luggage into the rental. He would be very handy right now.”

As Nicole made her way to the manor, she seethed under her breath. If only she could have convinced her uncle that Bailey didn’t need to come with her, but her father’s brother-in-law seemed to think Nicole needed constant care. He was always worried that someone would rob her or kidnap her because of who she was... and who her daddy had been. 

She opened the jingling door and walked inside. The older woman at the desk looked up and smiled.

“Howdie,” Nicole greeted, moving closer. “My cousin and I have reservations, and we’re wonderin’ if you have someone who works here that could help us bring in our luggage.”

“Oh, certainly. Let me call my grandson.” She picked up her phone and punched in a number.

As luck would have it, the grandson was sixteen-years-old and able to carry three of the five suitcases for Bailey. Nicole carried one, and Bailey carried only her make-up case.

At the front desk, Nicole got herself and Bailey checked in as the older woman instructed her to sign the registry book. Immediately, Nicole noticed the line above hers Powers Enterprises, and the city he’d written down was Arizona. She couldn’t read the name itself because it looked like a doctor’s signature.

She handed the pen to Bailey to have her sign. Nicole nudged her cousin’s arm and pointed to the above line. Bailey sucked in a surprised breath and met Nicole’s gaze.

They silently communicated while in the presence of the front desk lady, but as soon as they walked inside the elevator, Bailey grasped Nicole’s arm.

“Powers Enterprises in Arizona? You don’t think...”

Nicole shrugged. “I don’t read the tabloids faithfully as you do, but I have heard of the billionaire Jethro Powers and his wineries.”

Bailey bobbed her head quickly as her eyes widened. “His grandson, Aaron Powers, runs the winery in Arizona, but...” During her brief pause, she wiggled her mouth back and forth. “I thought I’d read that Aaron was engaged and was getting married soon.”

Nicole shrugged. “Then maybe he and his wife are here for their honeymoon.”

Bailey snorted. “Doubtful. Someone like Aaron would have rented a small island off the Florida Keys to impress his new wife for their honeymoon.”

The elevator door opened and the grandson, Nicole and Bailey, hauled the luggage to rooms 202 and 204. The grandson opened Nicole’s door before he moved to open the room door for Bailey.

Nicole was already inside her room when she heard her cousin’s loud and obnoxious grumbles. Seconds later, her cousin stormed into Nicole’s room. Stopping, Bailey gasped.

“Why is your room bigger than mine?”

Inwardly, Nicole groaned. She prayed this trip would get better soon. There was a reason she came to Woodland Park, and she could not have her cousin ruining Nicole’s search for the unknown.

Perhaps she’d just send Bailey shopping in Colorado Springs every day. Grinning, Nicole nodded. That’s exactly what she’d do.
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Nicole relaxed in her jetted tub, preparing for a good night’s sleep. The stress of the drive had taken its toll on every nerve in her body, but not as much as her cousin’s constant complaining.

Breathing in slowly and exhaling at the same speed, she tried to wipe the negative thoughts out of her head. Bailey was her favorite cousin. Actually, Bailey was the only cousin who was around Nicole’s age. Her other relatives were either way older or too young to hang out with. When Bailey was doing things that she liked, then she didn’t complain. Nicole would just have to take some time out of her haunted tour trip and make time for her cousin.

Scented oil candles burned in the bathroom, helping to relax Nicole’s mind and body as she tried to rid the toxins from her. Of course, she’d forgotten one thing before climbing in the tub. She should have brought along some music – or earphones so that she couldn’t hear Bailey through the wall. Her cousin was on the phone talking to the lady at the front desk.

How is the security here? Will the B&B be held responsible if someone breaks into my room? Will there be children running around or crying on this floor? How close is the nearest shopping center?

Nicole rolled her eyes. Why hadn’t her cousin realized that life would be so much better if she stopped complaining about everything, and just enjoyed every day? If Nicole could go from day to day as an orphan without complaint, Bailey could certainly make it through one whole day without whining.

Her phone buzzed on the floor where she’d set it. She sat up in the tub, dried her hand on a cloth, and pressed the speaker button. “Howdie, Uncle Ethan,” she answered exhaustedly.
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