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      Whitney Blakely needed to disappear. Her personal life out of control, she needed an escape. To reset.

      

      She did what anyone in her position would do. She fled onto a Mississippi River steamboat.

      

      Her disappearance turned out to be more than she expected.

      

      A standalone short story in a series of enchanting tales of love that overcomes the boundaries of time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Sign up to receive email updates

      

        

      
        www.kathrynkaleigh.com

        www.kstpublishing.com

      

        

      
        kathryn@kstpublishing.com

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Wisconsin Time Whispers

      A Time Travel Romance Short Story

    

    
      
        Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

      WISCONSIN TIME WHISPERS

      Copyright © 2020 Kathryn Kaleigh.

      Written by Kathryn Kaleigh.

      Published by KST Publishing, 2020

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

    

    
      
        Also by Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      Whitney Blakely stood at the railing of the American Queen riverboat tucked between a gangly teenage girl and a grandfather with a cane.

      Her Wisconsin Badgers baseball cap, pulled low over her eyes, kept the bright direct sun out of her eyes, but she squinted against the sun’s glare off the Mississippi River.

      She tucked her bluntly cut short blonde hair behind her ears. The rest of her naturally blonde hair was in a trashcan at the riverboat’s women’s restroom in La Crosse Wisconsin. All twelve inches of it.

      “Here we go,” the grandfather said. His breath smelled like cigar smoke.

      Whitney nodded before she realized he was talking to the teenage girl.

      “This is so awesome, Grandpa,” the girl said.

      Since when did teenage girls verbalize excitement about anything other than boys? Whitney took a closer look at the girl out of the corner of her eye. The girl wasn’t a day over thirteen. Still a child.

      Like Whitney, the girl wore jeans and a t-shirt, though the girl’s t-shirt and sneakers were pink whereas Whitney’s were black.

      Fitting, Whitney thought. The girl was young and innocent. Whitney not so much.

      Whitney hugged the cool iron railing, her chin on the top rung and let the teenage girl and her grandfather talk behind her.

      It made her feel less visible.

      And less alone.

      Her cinnamon chewing gum had lost its taste and felt rubbery in her mouth. She spit it into her palm and tossed it into the murky water churning through the rungs of the paddlewheel.

      She envied the gum. She wanted to disappear like that.

      But it hadn’t been her fault.

      Just take some time, her father had said. It’ll all blow over.

      It may blow over in the future, Whitney thought wryly, but in the meantime, things weren’t going so smoothly.

      The captain came over the loudspeaker. “Attention please.” He paused, probably not knowing that everyone was patiently waiting. “We’re moving into the first lock and dam area. For your own safety, please either go into your cabin or wait inside the glass doors.” No one moved. “Thank you.” Then silence again. Nothing but the roar of the boat’s motor and the water splashing.

      Whitney moved away from the rails. There were grumblings now. Several passengers obviously had hoped to watch the lock and dam process up close, but the captain was asking not to be distracted.

      Whitney knew how this worked. She’d been on the riverboats before.

      With her father.

      Before everything changed.

      Whitney slipped down the hallway toward her room and pulled the old-fashioned silver key from her pocket.

      Her room was toward the back. A small room. Nothing like what she was used to.

      Other than checking the room numbers, she kept her gaze down. There wasn’t much need though. She was the only one walking along the carpeted hallway with glass sconces next to each door.

      She held her breath as she slipped her key into the door lock.

      Room 2B.
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      Whitney closed the door behind her and stood in the little economy cabin. When she’d asked for economy, she’d had no idea that she’d be in a cabin with nothing but a bed. There wasn’t even a chair. The walls were painted in an off-white color that just looked dingy and the brown carpet had stains here and there.

      The only redeeming thing about the room was it smelled freshly cleaned. Like lemons.

      It was a good thing she didn’t have any luggage because there was no closet or dresser.

      The one window was on the opposite side of the bed.

      She climbed onto the bed, stood up, and peeked out the little round window. She had a great view of a round metal post.

      She shrugged and climbed down. At least the window let in a little bit of sunshine.

      And, besides, it was only for one night.

      Sitting on the bed, she tucked her feet beneath her. And tried not to think about what kind of germs she was getting from sitting on the faded blue bedspread.

      She didn’t want to check her phone, but she couldn’t not look.

      She went to the gossip media site and there it was.

      A picture of her and him.

      Sir Andrew Madison.

      At least that’s what the media chose to call him. There was no evidence that he was actually a sir of any type.

      Merely being the biological son of the richest man in Madison and carrying the town’s founding sir name had been enough, it seemed, for the media to grant him the title.

      Whitney, being the only daughter of the Blakely hotel dynasty, had been given the dubious task of trying to form an alliance between the two. The Blakely hotels and the Madison… dynasty.

      That alliance was in the form of a marriage.

      A marriage between Whitney and Sir Andrew.

      She’d been tricked into the whole thing. A meeting. A dinner. An outing. Then before she knew what was happening, it was an engagement.

      She hadn’t known how to stop it.

      Both families had been so swept into the whole thing.

      And in her defense, it had been fast. The whole affair had happened within six months.

      She hadn’t chosen a single detail. Not the date. Not the flowers. Not the colors. Not even her dress.

      She’d had her head in her own world – starting her own company, that she’d hardly noticed.

      Maybe she just hadn’t cared enough to notice.

      After her sister’s death a year ago from cancer, she’d thrown all her energy into forming a company that would make the lives of terminally ill teens better.

      She wanted to help not just one or two teens, but lots of them. She couldn’t help all of them, but she could do her part.

      Wanted to do her part.

      So her family, and obviously her personal life, had gotten shoved to the background.

      Up until the moment she’d stood at the back of the church, her hand on her father’s arm.

      Looking back, her words seemed… insufficient. “I have to go. I’ll call you later Dad.”

      So here she was. Avoiding the media.

      She got off the bed, walked to the door, then turned back long enough to toss her phone onto the faded blue bedspread.
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