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Blurb for The Chronicles of Kings Mill

 

The Wilton Women, Vickie Snyder, Dorothea Evans and Virginia Branford are turning the town of Kings Mill, and surrounding towns of Western Maryland into proverbial historical ghost towns.

Related by blood, the Wilton Women share their unique metaphysical gifts to help those who’ve experienced the unexpected, taking on ghosts and the history associated with them to new heights and haunts.


	A young woman lands the dream job of her life, working with a deaf child at the Maryland School for the Deaf. But not everything is as certain as it sounds.


	A teenage necromancer is introduced to a group of like-minded teens at her new school, to help find a missing friend before it’s too late.


	Moving into a new apartment in Kings Mill was a dream. But when you wake up to a real beastly nightmare, the dream may not be everything you thought.


	A winery in a colonial stone house hosts more than their regular customers. The owners ask for guidance to see if they can find out who or what is causing all the shadows and sounds. It’s a thrill to enjoy an All Hallows Eve party of Sangrias and Séances at the SHUW. 




With the help of some local celebrities from the previous Crossroads of Kings Mill series and some new friends and neighbors, the Wilton Women are bound to scare up some unexplained phenomenon at local historical sites around Maryland. 


Reviews for The Crossroads of Kings Mill Series

 

Wanted One Ghost

5.0 out of 5 stars Do you believe in fate?

Reviewed in the United States on May 3, 2022

Dr. April Branford loves historical research. She was hired to do research about James Addison. The women in Aprils family have the insight to see and communicate with spirits.

James a ghost who hasn’t crossed over, meets April and both of their “lives” change forever.

A great story and I recommend it.

Gmbl

 

 

5.0 out of 5 stars Exciting twist on paranormal romance!

Reviewed in the United States on July 5, 2014

Verified Purchase

Loni Lynne has truly created an individual and captivating story with "One Ghost." Most people identify the genre with vampire and werewolf novels, but Lynne elevates it to something truly paranormal. With lovable, relatable characters and a challenging antagonist, you will be caught up in the world she has created. Not often do I read a book that moves me and inspires me. After "One Ghost," you'll want to believe in fate too!

Nancy E. Heath

 

Distilled Spirits

5.0 out of 5 stars I loved this book

Reviewed in the United States on July 28, 2016

Verified Purchase

I loved this book. I first read the author's first book "Wanted: One Ghost" and was extremely pleased which prompted me to buy "Distilled Spirits". Ms. Lynne cleverly creates unpredictable stories of the paranormal and love. I say unpredictable because now a days most books don't surprise, as a matter of fact I often find myself figuring it all out before I get to the end. I am now reading her third of the Crossroads at Kings Mill series. Loving it too. Might check out her Dacia series.

theregencyinkwell

5.0 out of 5 stars A great read

Reviewed in the United States on June 16, 2016

L Clark

Distilled Spirits

This book is a wonderful continuation of Wanted One Ghost. All the main characters that I loved were there plus new main characters that I was curious about and wanted to meet.

This story is about the Old Tavern Inn and its spirt Millie Taylor and how she finds love and a new life with Sean Lightfoot. I find this book to be very endearing with just a touch of heat and lots of intrigue. I very much recommend you having a try as I know I'll be coming back for seconds in the future.

 

Unsettled Graves

5.0 out of 5 stars A Must Read Paranormal

Reviewed in the United States on August 11, 2018

This is the third story in this series. I absolutely loved it. I loved the characters and how all the books tie into one another. I loved learning more about Tonya and meeting new characters and the roles that they played in the story. I also love the history that was tied into the story with Jared and Joshua. I was extremely happy with the outcome of the the story. I look forward to reading more from Loni Lynne.

Annabelle

 

5.0 out of 5 stars A must read

Reviewed in the United States on August 10, 2016

This is the third book in the series and I'm very happy to have been allowed to read it. This story has a wonderful combination of the first two books as well as carrying along its own story. If you like history, romance, mixed in with a few ghosts I'm sure you'll love it as much as I did.

L Clark
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Dedication

 

The stories you are about to read have some very special people in them. The characters may not be real to you, the reader, but the names-and yes, some of the people are real, too.

To Kasie…your dream job and dream house…I thought you might enjoy the connection.

To Torri…you were there when I created this novella during COVID. You let me use your name for one of my characters and it started from there. Thank you. *hugs*

To Lorie and Laurie and the wonderful people at the SHUW (yes, it’s a real place)…thank you for believing in me and taking the chance.

To my wonderful editor/formatter/friend Merry…thank you for your hard work and keeping me straight.

To Jenji…my cover artist, hope for many more covers with you. Thank you for the use of your Uncle Nuckie’s idea. 

As always, to my family, friends and those who enjoy my books…thank you for your support.

 

Believe in Fate!

Loni Lynne


Acknowledgments

 

Sangrias and Séances at the SHUW is a unique story, one I hope you enjoy as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you are ever in Hagerstown, Maryland there is a place called, Stone House Urban Winery, or more affectionately known as the SHUW.

Owned by two wonderful women Lorie and Laurie, (Yes…the real women behind the characters) who’ve blessed me in sharing their special stories that I hope I did justice to. I will not say what is fact or fiction that is for them to tell. They have been my support system and believed in me enough to host me and my books in their fantastic winery and marketing me locally at events and festivals.

Also, I would be remiss if I didn’t mention a gentlemen and good friend who is working to give me some interesting ideas for the ‘story behind the stones’…Stan C. I’m looking forward to sharing some brainstorming meetings with you in the near future.

And of course, my husband…without him, all this wouldn’t be possible.


 

 

Hearing Ghosts


Chapter One

 

Hard to believe she’d finally done it. The struggles of six years of a degree in elementary education with her focus on special education, on top of another two years to receive her Maryland Certification in American Sign Language. Now she was going to be working her first internship at the Maryland School for the Deaf in Frederick, Maryland.

Since she’d been a young girl in middle school, Kasie Rider had thought of nothing else. She’d given up so much to pursue and focus on just this goal. And now here she was. Standing on the large front porch of the old Victorian home just off of the campus grounds, she awaited the Dean of Admissions to stop by and turn over the keys to the newly renovated interns house the school had bought a few years back and restored as temporary housing.

“Hello!” An elderly lady rode up near the front curb on a classic bicycle with a white wicker basket attached to the handlebars and called out cheerfully. “You wouldn’t be Ms. Rider, would you?”

“Yes, I am.” Kasie stepped a few steps down off the porch as the woman moved the kickstand into place and let her bike lean a bit as she maneuvered off. “Can I help you?”

“I’m Victoria Snyder, a friend of Dean Dorrine Koontz. She told me you would be here by now and that she was terribly sorry but wouldn’t be able to meet with you tonight to turn over the keys to you. She asked if I might drop them off and make sure the house was okay for your arrival, since I was going to be visiting a friend in the area this evening.”

“Oh. That’s fine. I appreciate it, Ms. Snyder.” Kasie smiled.

“Please, everyone around here calls me Vickie.” She walked up to the house and unlocked the old wooden, refurbished door with the skeleton key. “Dean Koontz made sure everything would be ready. She was so excited for you to be here.”

“I don’t know why. I’m still an intern.” Kasie laughed.

“Yes, but one who she’s hoping might work with one of her children she’s been having trouble with lately.” Vickie stated. “She mentioned you had a degree in special education, too.”

“I do. But I didn’t know she needed me for that.”

“Is that going to be an issue?” Vickie went about turning on the lights in the front parlor. “They fully refurbished the house with period antiques. I think it just adds to the ambiance of the old girl. Don’t you?”

“It’s absolutely beautiful! I noted the copper downspouts and gutters trimming the turret. I can’t imagine the cost, but it will be beautiful even when it’s aged from the patina.” Kasie noted.

“Well, it’s yours during your internship here at Maryland School for the Deaf, so enjoy and take good care of her. And if you need anything, just let me know.”

“Thank you so much, Vickie. I will. I appreciate your help.”

Kasie thanked the elderly woman, who probably had more energy and spirit in her than most young people her own age. She wasn’t sure how old she actually was, but had a feeling she was older than most people thought. Still, it was nice to have someone check on her who seemed to know something about the school dean and the house.

#

“He’s one of our youngest students, but needs a lot of help.” Tonya explained as she led Kasie through the hallway of the Maryland School for the Deaf. “Ms. Koontz wants you to work with him one on one, to see if there is anything you might help him with.”

“So I won’t be working with any other children?”

“No, not right now. Ms. Koontz thought it would be a significant to see what you did one-on-one with Jacob before sending you on to a classroom instruction.”

Kasie didn’t mind. She was being paid the same and had room and board. She really didn’t care. It would be nice to get her feet wet first. Though she was excited to have a room full of students.

The hallway ended. Kasie realized they were in a deserted wing of the school. The echo of their steps dominated the atmosphere. A sense of quiet and unuse surrounded her, along with an eerie sense of being watched.

“Here you go. This is your classroom and office for now.” Tonya unlocked the old wooden door.

A small room with large windows gleamed with a fresh coat of paint. The room looked out over the row of houses on the street where she now lived. Rustic plank flooring glistened with a new sheen of lacquer. An old blackboard lined one far wall with the American Sign Language finger-spelling alphabet boarding over it. A wooden teacher’s desk stood in the far corner of the room and small wooden desks with attached chairs, like old time schoolhouse desks, made three smart rows for only fifteen students.

“I know it’s kind of dated and sparse, but just let me know what you need to make the room yours and I’ll get it for you.” Tonya smiled warmly.

“Thank you. It’s charming in its old-fashioned way. But yes, I think it could use some colorful warmth added to the room—a few plush things for texture to add some softness and a welcoming feel would go a long way.” Kasie stated. “Perhaps some happy displays of the fundamentals up on the bulletin boards.”

Nodding, Tonya smiled. “I thought that, too. No problem. I will let Ms. Koontz know and we will get them for you. In the meantime, Jacob should be here shortly. Oh, by the way—just a word of warning. Jacob can be flighty.”

“You mean disruptive or unfocused? That’s natural in any child.” Kasie dismissed the issue. She knew kids could be distracted and unruly, even the best behaved.

“No. I mean flighty. He’ll be here one minute and gone the next... physically. He does that. That’s why we need your help.”

“What can I do to help with that?” Kasie found it rather odd. Would she be chasing this boy up and down the hallway to get him to learn and understand?

“You can talk to him, on his terms, with his disability. You have a special gift, Kasie. That’s why Ms. Koontz hired you.”

None of this was logical. Suddenly confused, Kasie felt uneasy. Tonya wasn’t making much sense.

The other woman laughed. “It’s alright, Kasie. You’ll figure it all out. You’ll be fine, I promise.”


Chapter Two

 

Sitting alone in her classroom, Kasie waited for Jacob to show up. What did Tonya mean by all of it? It sounded oddly cryptic. Now she wasn’t sure what she had gotten herself into. Still, she had been hired specifically by the dean as a number one choice. How many could say that?

Staring out the window, she could see the other kids playing. It was recess time. The quiet fun they shared was enlightening and she wondered if Jacob was out there with them and would come in later. She needed to prepare. Turning around to do just that, she encountered a boy sitting at her desk. Neatly combed hair, a pair of black slacks, a button-up shirt with a black tie—he looked like a young, business man or on his way to a wedding—or perhaps a funeral with the sour look on his face.

“You must be Jacob--” she said, only to remember he was deaf.

She walked to him, making sure her feet vibrated the floor to announce her presence.

He looked up, swinging his feet against her wooden desk. Smiling, Kasie signed an introduction and spoke verbally in case he read lips, as some could do.

“Hello, Jacob? My name is Ms. Rider. I’m going to be your teacher this year. Perhaps you would like to choose your desk?” She pointed to the neat rows of desks.

Jacob cocked his head at her, watching her hands fly using symbols to represent words she spoke. He stared at her with confusion, his brow knitted. Repeating herself, he only looked away and went to the window instead.

They stood there for moments, looking out at the children playing. “Do you want to go outside and play with the others?”

He only looked up at her with disinterest, returning to his fascination with the other kids outside.

“Would you like to play a game?” She pantomimed.

He didn’t respond, just sat there staring at her with the blank look.

“Okay, well—I’m going to go make some pictures. Join me.”

Kasie went over to the blackboard and began drawing. She didn’t know what she wanted to draw or what Jacob might find fun. He looked rather intelligent for a boy of possibly ten years old, so she drew simple animal cartoons, something she used to draw all the time, using simple shapes to make the animals come to life.

Soon she had the results she wanted. Sensing his presence more than hearing him, she didn’t turn around or make a sign he was there watching her. She wanted him to make the move without fear, so she went about her drawing, leaving him room and chalk to join her.

Picking up the piece of chalk, Jacob began to draw. Watching from her peripheral vision, Kasie didn’t say a thing, just let him draw peacefully beside her. She didn’t even care what he was drawing, as long as he felt comfortable enough to take part. Moments went by, probably a good half hour, and not wanting to interrupt him as he was so engrossed in his work, she went to her desk to find some other tasks to accomplish once Jacob grew tired of drawing. Smiling to herself, Kasie took pride in being able to find some small way to get to the boy with not too much effort. It made the day worth her while.

Her original assignment she had planned for the day was shot. She had a feeling with Jacob it would not be an easy ‘daily planner’ kind of teaching routine. That was fine. Kasie liked a challenge.

After a few minutes of searching for a new task, he might find interesting, she turned back around to see if he had finished drawing or if he was still diligently creating his masterpiece. Jacob was no longer there. That was impossible! He hadn’t passed by her to the door, and there was only one door in and out of the classroom. Had she been so engrossed in not wanting to disrupt or scare him away that she hadn’t seen him leave? That was impossible. She wasn’t someone to just ignore a student to the point of being distracted. But he was gone. Plain and simple.

All that remained was a detailed chalk drawing of a house, as if drawn by a skilled architect. And not just any old house—her house across the street.

#

For the rest of the week, Jacob hadn’t appeared in class. By Thursday of her first week, Kasie was worrying. Should she call his family? Or social services?

“Good morning, Kasie!”

Looking up from her daily planning, Tonya had walked in carrying a box and loaded with some grocery totes full of supplies draped over her arms.

“Tonya! Oh lord, let me help you with that stuff.” Kasie said, coming out from around her desk.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ve got it. I’m just going to set it here on the table for you.”

“Is there any more I need to help with?”

“Nope. This is all on your list for now.” Tonya went to the chalkboard. “Wow! Did you draw this?” She asked in excitement.

“No. Jacob drew that.” Kasie smiled proudly, explaining their first interaction together on Monday.

“... and then he just disappeared!” Kasie finished, looking at Tonya questioningly.

Shrugging, Tonya sat on the corner of the table. “I told you he’s flighty.”

“Um, yeah—no, I mean he ‘disappeared’ like poof, he was gone.” Kasie reiterated.

“And now I’m worried. I haven’t seen him in a few days. Should I contact his home address or social services?”

Puzzling over the issue, Tonya nibbled her lip. “No.” She sighed. “It wouldn’t do you any good. There is nothing they can do.”

“Why not? His parents should take control of him.” Kasie said, defiantly.

“It’s not that easy. They can’t communicate with him.”

“Because he’s deaf?”

“Yes... but it’s a bit more complicated than that. Therefore, you are here. We need your help in helping him.”

Kasie threw her hands up in the air. “We can’t help him if he’s not willing to be here for class. Maybe he doesn’t want to work with me. I could only get him to draw the other day—a house that no boy of ten years old should be able to draw that well, with such detail. I don’t think AutoCAD could have created a better drawing.”

“Oh, I agree.” Tonya mused, looking back at the drawing. “Be patient. He will come around to you. We are hopeful. Just looking at what you got him to accomplish the other day—again, wow! It’s so much more than anyone else has ever gotten him to do.”

“I don’t know--”

“Please, Kasie. Give it some time. This is only your first week.” Tonya begged.

“I know. I shouldn’t give up this easily.” Kasie sighed, shaking her head and laughing. “I’m not one to throw in the towel without a valiant effort, and you’re right, it’s not even been a full week yet.”

Tonya winked. “That’s the spirit!”


Chapter Three

 

A gloaming settled around her as she sat on her front porch swing. The fall night, a perfect combination of crisp air and the smells of the earthiness of mulch, settled around her. The neighbors and the landscapers taking care of the property had just prepared the flower beds for the upcoming season.

Kasie loved the fall. Always had. She looked forward to the crisp days darkening early; the leaves changing color, the smell of wood smoke as people prepared their fireplaces or backyard fire pits for family gatherings of roasting marshmallows and drinking warm cider, or tea, as she was now.

Looking over at the school building, she felt a deep pride in achieving the goal of actually having her dream job. She just wished working with Jacob had been easier. She hadn’t seen him in a few days. Tonya kept telling her to ‘have patience’ but she was worried. Other than Tonya or Ms. Vickie coming to visit her, there hadn’t been much to do. She worked on some lesson plans in hopes of getting ahead of the fall semester when she was able to take on a full class.

The reflection of the streetlights and security lights around the building cast shadows across the brick walls. Kasie could tell her room from the others in the empty wing because of some cut out clings she had placed on the four windows to depict fall. Just a tree on the far left followed by various leaves—oak, maple, elm, and birch. But the far window to the right, she left bare... but it wasn’t empty tonight. A lone figure stood in silhouetted relief, staring out across the way. Perhaps it was the custodial crew. She looked at her watch. No, they would’ve been gone by now. She looked back up. The figure still stood there. Perhaps it was just a shadow from the light... but no... the figure moved, placing his arm up against the window as if to lean on it or... wave? But then he disappeared.

Jacob?

#

It took Kasie a while to fall asleep that night. Thoughts of what she might have seen or saw in the window of her classroom echoed in her head. She must’ve fallen asleep at one point, though, because she woke up to the sound of a door slamming.

It sounded like it came from downstairs. Looking at her alarm clock, it was only three-sixteen in the morning. Creaks of the old house settling had her anxiously listening for any other noise. Maybe she had dreamed it. The sounds of someone moving around downstairs had her hackles up. Should she investigate? Call the police? Stay here and hide under the covers?

Oh, get real! Take your baseball bat with you and go investigate.

She kept her softball bat, “Wicked”, with her beside her bed. She didn’t believe in owning a gun, but “Wicked” could take out someone in a heartbeat—a clean blow to the knees, the head... yeah. And she’d been a champion softball player in college. One thing Kasie Rider had going for her, she was a hard hitter. When she struck, she made a solid connection.

Slowly, cautiously, she made her way with “Wicked” at the ready, out into the hallway. Looking over the banister to the main floor below, she thought she saw a shadow cross the hallway, the light from the outside street lamp on Market Street shining in from the living room.

“He... Hello?” She called out tentatively. Maybe if she called out, it would either send whoever was there running, if they were a thief, or they would answer back if they were a friend. Who’d be visiting at three o’clock in the morning, though? Her feet made a creaking noise on the old wooden steps, definitely alerting anyone of her approach. “Who’s down there?”

She waited. No reply.

Making her way down the steps, her heart pounding in fright, her adrenaline going off the charts, she stealthily made her way to the far wall of the archway into the living room. “Come out now!” she called out. Her fright turning to anger as she wanted to confront the trespasser on her own terms, “Wicked” held high, ready to battle.

Nothing. Finally, she got enough nerve and peeked around the corner.

Jacob sat in his same dress clothes he always wore, on her Victorian sofa, waiting as if nothing was wrong, his legs swinging with the impatience of a ten-year-old boy on a church pew. Putting “Wicked” behind her and setting it in the hall's corner, she walked into the room. Jacob looked up.

“What are you doing here, Jacob?” She asked as she signed. “It’s three o’clock in the morning.”

As usual, he didn’t respond or even acknowledged her talking. He looked at her hands making the gestures, but wasn’t in the least interested. Kasie sighed. She was at a loss about what to do, how to communicate with him. Then she remembered his chalk drawing of the house. Could she maybe communicate through drawing?

Going into the study across the hallway, she found a notepad and pencil and gave it to him. He only looked at it in confusion and handed it back. She made the first gesture and drew a crude picture of herself and pointed to her chest.

“Kasie.” She signed, handing the pad of paper and pencil back to him.

Understanding, he took it and began drawing. The details that flew from his young fingers were astonishing. He drew a very precise likeness of himself and spelled out Jacob in rough handwritten letters. Kasie was ecstatic! They had communication. She pointed to each letter in his name and showed him how to make the letters with his fingers.

They sat there for a good long time, drawing things back and forth while Kasie instructed him on finger spelling and writing the words down. How long she didn’t know until she looked up at the clock. Her heart skipped when she realized she’d forgotten about class, but then she was here, working with her one and only pupil.

Stopping to get some brunch, Kasie figured they should both be hungry. Going out and preparing some grilled cheese sandwiches and chips, she brought it back out with a couple of colas. But Jacob was nowhere in sight. She put down the tray of food on the coffee table and went in search of him. Nothing. He was gone. She hadn’t heard him leave, no closing of the doors or stomping off.

Sitting back down in the living room/parlor where they had been all morning, she noticed the notepad. He had drawn another picture before leaving—it was that of the living room, she could tell by the bowed out windows in the turret room and the cozy fireplace along the wall. But seated on the smaller Victorian sofa were a couple who looked like husband and wife, as if watching them from across the room. She looked up at the sofa in question, but no one was there. But she had the odd sense, feeling like they were—or had been.


Chapter Four

 

“... I dare you to walk up there.” Kasie heard the sounds of a gaggle of kids below the open window in which she was sitting.

“It’s just an old house. What’s the big deal?” the boy continued in a bullying voice.

“Yeah, but I’ve seen lights on inside there at nights as if someone is there.” someone else replied.

“No one’s there. It’s been abandoned since the fire forty years ago. Everyone who’s tried to renovate it has encountered the ghosts.”

Kasie laughed. Kids! Ghosts? Really. Remembering being that young and naïve at one point, her friends had dared to do silly things. Nothing dangerous, just ‘Spin the Bottle’ and ‘Truth and Dare’ to taking a chance on riding the craziest roller coasters around. She still loved roller coasters.
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