
  
    [image: The Burnett Brides Books 5-7]
  


  
    
      THE BURNETT BRIDES BOOKS 5-7

      CONTEMPORARY WESTERN ROMANCE

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        SYLVIA MCDANIEL

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Virtual Bookseller]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Unveiling a Century-Old Legacy of Love:

        Secrets, Lies, and a Matchmaking Ghost

      

      

      
        
        Embark on a journey with the captivating Burnetts of Texas as they navigate a century-old family secret. Eugenia Burnett, a spirited matriarch from the past, returns as a determined matchmaking ghost, set on orchestrating love for her stubborn grandsons.

      

        

      
        Can her modern descendants resist the charm of a ghostly matchmaker? Buckle up for a tale where secrets unravel, lies are exposed, and love emerges against all odds. Will the Burnetts succumb to Eugenia's whims or stand firm against her spirited schemes? Find out in this enchanting and heartwarming saga that transcends time, weaving a tapestry of love, laughter, and a touch of the supernatural.
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        Secrets, Lies and a Matchmaking Ghost

      

      

      
        
        Billionaire Travis Burnett would love to close the dude ranch portion of the Burnett Ranch. But the family board of directors refuses. So Travis must continue to deal with city slickers who think ranching is just riding horses and sipping cocktails in front of a fire.

      

        

      
        He puts his foot down when ghost hunters want to explore the ranch. There are secrets that are better left hidden. Some secrets only the family knows. Some secrets even he wishes would go away.

      

        

      
        As the star of her own ghost-hunting show, Samantha Rollins has always wanted to film the mysterious ethereal being she witnessed with her own eyes at the ranch. But one stubborn cowboy stands in her way. So now, after lying about her identity, she has a reservation at the dude ranch. She has her camera, her equipment, and she's covertly going to get the scoop on any paranormal activity.

      

        

      
        What she didn’t plan on was Travis Burnett awakening feelings she’d long ago given up on. She doesn’t have time for love, especially with a man she’s keeping secrets from. She has a ghost to catch and a show to promote. And no hunky cowboy is going to stop her.
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      Travis Burnett glanced around the boardroom table at those gathered. It wasn’t a fancy boardroom, but rather one filled with pictures of family members who had fought and struggled on the Burnett Ranch making it a success.

      For over a century, they had worked cattle and made this outfit one of the most profitable and most lucrative in all of Texas.

      Now twelve members all related to Eugenia and Thomas Burnett, who started the Burnett Ranch over one hundred years ago, sat around the table to make decisions about their commercial ranch. A dozen members who he often felt like throttling when they came before the board with their cockamamie ideas, who he knew many would disagree with his latest idea.

      And still, he had to try. They had more than enough money. Why not focus on the cattle and horses? Especially now that they were talking about reality television shows coming to the dude ranch.

      Not a good idea.

      “Why in the world would we want to let a ghost hunting show come to the ranch?” he asked, wondering what they were thinking. Or smoking for that matter. “We don’t need that kind of notoriety.”

      Most of the board members were in their twenties, all family with only two of the previous generation still making decisions about their corporation.

      “It could draw even more attention and make us even more popular,” his cousin Joshua said.

      The fool must not have been visited by their great-great-great-great-grandmother. All they needed was for the television show to see her, and oh yes, they would most definitely be the most popular dude ranch in the U.S.—for all the wrong reasons.

      “Have you been visited by the ghost?” Travis asked. Was he the only one of this generation who had seen her?

      “You don’t believe that nonsense do you?” Joshua said, his smile wide. “Come on, ghosts are not real. And if they are, we should make money on them.”

      “Yeah, they need to earn their keep,” his cousin Cody said laughing. “We could make a lot of money on this show, and think of the free advertising.”

      “Think of all the looky-loos we’d get. Spend the night at the ranch and see a ghost,” he said.

      “She’s not real,” Justin said. “Eugenia Burnett Jones lives on because of her matchmaking reputation.”

      “How do you think your ancestors found love?” Aunt Rose asked.

      “Oh, please,” Jacob said. “If she was the matchmaker, why aren’t you married?”

      Oh, dear, that was not the way to get along with their aunt. The woman could be vindictive if she felt you were not supporting the family business the way she thought you should.

      “We’ll talk after this is over. I thought you would have known my story, but I’ll be sure to enlighten you,” she said, her face red.

      That kid had a lot to learn if he wanted to stay on the board and be in Aunt Rose’s good graces.

      What could he say that wouldn’t make him look like a fool? And yet they needed to know. Maybe if he admitted to seeing her, others would as well.

      “I’ve seen her,” he said, not wanting to admit to it, but knowing that some apparition had visited him and told him it was past time for him to remarry. “I’ll give her your name the next time she comes to visit.”

      The damn ghost bothered him about once a week telling him about the latest guests that she thought would be a good match for him. And so far, he’d avoided all of them.

      His cousin Joshua leaned back in his chair and laughed. “I didn’t think you visited the bars. Did you hold a seance like our ancestor used to do?”

      “I only drink at home,” he said. “And no seances were held. Just wait, she’ll come visit you. Then let’s talk.”

      The man shook his head, but everyone else at the table remained silent. They either had seen the ghost or they weren’t saying. She’d been here for generations and even his father had confessed to seeing her.

      “We don’t need that kind of publicity,” his aunt Rose said. “That could hurt our business.”

      The woman had never married, but rather made the ranch her permanent home and lived in the big house. Someday she would give it up, and Travis was next in line to live there.

      But while the house had been remodeled, added onto, and made into a modern mansion, he would never move into the old homestead. A family needed to live in the house that had existed for over a hundred years. Since he never planned on marrying again, he would probably give it to his brother Tanner.

      “Time to move on. I make a motion that we allow the ghost-hunting television show be allowed to film on the ranch,” his cousin Jacob said, glancing at his brother Joshua with a grin.

      “All in favor vote,” Rose said. She was the head of the family and the corporation. Nothing got by this woman.

      Only four of the twelve voted to allow them to film on the ranch. Travis smiled and decided it was time for him to make his desires known. It was time they realized what a pain in the ass the dude ranch had become.

      He was tired of drunken guests, crying children, people ignoring the rules, and women who only came to go shopping in Dallas. People could be a real pain in the ass and so many that were sitting around this board didn’t have to deal with them.

      “Motion failed,” Rose said, the oldest of the family there and the head of the directors. “The next item on the agenda is from Travis.”

      She gazed at him like he was the biggest pain in the ass of the group, but he knew that wasn’t true. That was his cousin Cameron. That boy had tried the patience of all of them with his privileged behavior. Travis had taken his Corvette keys away twice and told him if it happened a third time, he’d take the car.

      No one was allowed to drive drunk and Cameron did enjoy his beer.

      All of their eyes were on him, wondering what he wanted this time. And they were going to be shocked.

      “I’d like to make a motion that we close the dude ranch part of the business,” he said.

      They all stared at him like he was crazy. Several of his cousins leaned back in their chairs and laughed. Of course, they were the ones who did not work with the people. They were the ones who didn’t have to put up with some of the stunts their guests had pulled.

      “Why?” Rose, who was nearing seventy, asked. “We make good money from the dude ranch.”

      “Because I’m tired of dealing with the crazies who come here thinking they can be vacation cowboys. Someone is going to get seriously hurt and then we’ll be sued.”

      “We have insurance to handle that,” Aunt Rose said.

      Justin shook his head. Travis’s father, Mark Burnett, had taken the ranch into the modern day and upgraded their operations. But still, that didn’t mean they needed the dude ranch. They were all extremely rich from the family business. Almost every Burnett had over a billion dollars in the bank thanks to their hard-working ancestors, great cattle, and even a little oil money.

      His cousin Caleb shook his head. The boy had graduated college with a marketing degree and his focus was on getting them as much publicity as possible with a fancy website, newsletters, and Instagram and Facebook profiles. Not to mention the money he spent on advertising.

      “I’m with Rose. Our profit margin is over fifty percent. People come here and enjoy riding horses, swimming, and our cookouts. We’re in almost every travel magazine in the state of Texas and I’m attending a travel show next week in Washington D.C. that will showcase us even more.”

      Damn, this was not going well.

      “Caleb, I’m glad you’ve made the dude ranch a big success, but I’m the one who has to deal with entertaining our guests and making certain that our clients don’t do something stupid like try to tame a bull. That happened last year.”

      A smile crossed his cousin’s face. “And you do a fine job of it. But we spent over twenty thousand dollars to get into these travel magazines. That would be a complete waste of money. I don’t like to squander money.”

      Shit, this wasn’t going well at all.

      “Maybe, Travis, you should let the workers we hire do the trail rides and even the rodeo we host,” Cody Burnett, Caleb’s brother said.

      Now that was just pure craziness. Neither one of them had ever worked the guest angle of the dude ranch.

      “You would entrust our guests’ safety to hired hands? Are you willing to risk us being sued?”

      His brother Tucker who had been leaning back watching the interplay between the family finally spoke up. “I’m with Travis. Our guests need to be protected from themselves. That must always be something a family member handles. And a priority.”

      Oh, dear, his aunt Rose was frowning and she had that look on her face that implied you were suggesting they hire monsters. This was not someone you wanted to piss off and it appeared that Travis had just made her furious.

      “The Burnett Ranch was established in 1870 right after the Civil War. My grandfather opened the dude ranch back in 1946 and saved our heritage with the money he made showing city slickers our life in the country. I’m never going to be for closing a piece of our heritage,” his aunt Rose said, glaring at him like he was robbing the family silver.

      The old woman had more money than any of them and no heirs.

      “You’re so right,” his cousin Desiree said and Travis wanted to barf.

      The woman worked in the front office and didn’t know a thing about ranch life, though her father had been a great cowboy until an accident sidelined him. Now he sat on the board, but hardly ever said anything. He just let the younger generation make the decisions with Aunt Rose leading them.

      “Any other discussion on closing the dude ranch?”

      Everyone was silent.

      “Let’s vote,” his aunt said.

      There was no chance in hell this was going to pass, but he had to try for his own sanity.

      “There are only three votes. The dude ranch will continue,” his aunt said. “Next piece of business is the hiring of the new chef. She graduated from Escoffier in Boulder, Colorado, and is top rated.”

      Tanner raised his brows. “So why is she willing to come to a ranch on the outskirts of Texas? What have we got to offer? Why not some fancy-schmancy restaurant in New York?”

      His aunt smiled. “Let’s just say that she’s had some bad things happen in her life and she needs a break from the hifalutin culinary world but wants to continue doing what she loves.”

      “Well, then she’s not going to stay here long,” Tanner said.

      Travis remembered when she had flown down and toured their kitchen and cooked them a meal. The food had been excellent. Kind of frou-frou, but that’s what people were expecting.

      “Stop making assumptions, Tanner,” Cousin Cameron said. “We don’t know that. She may learn she loves Texas.”

      “No snow, warm winters, and hot-as-hell summers,” Justin said.

      Travis glanced at his brother and grinned. He’d just gotten his hand slapped by the next to youngest Burnett cousin Cameron and a smackdown from Justin. Desiree was the youngest, but that girl had a head on her shoulders.

      “I make a motion that we hire her,” Cousin Desiree said.

      “Have we tasted her cooking?” Tucker asked.

      “Yeah, we had her out here a few weeks ago. You were in LA,” Cody said.

      That was the problem with Tucker. He had his own business to run and, oftentimes, he wasn’t here when important decisions were made, though he did his best to attend every board meeting.

      “Where was I?” Tanner asked.

      Travis leaned over. “You were getting a checkup at the VA Hospital in Dallas,” he said.

      Tanner frowned and Travis knew he didn’t like it when they talked about his PTSD. But the man had come so far from when he came home from the war.

      “All in favor, raise your hands,” his aunt said.

      It was unanimous.

      “She’s hired. I’ll have Katie send her the package offer. If all goes well, she’ll soon be here.”

      They all glanced around at each other knowing the board meeting was almost over and ready to get out of here. The small room was stuffy and he could hear the office staff right outside the doors keeping things running.

      “I need someone to make a motion to adjourn the meeting.”

      His cousin Jacob spoke up and immediately they all voted on ending their once-a-month board meeting.

      Once it was over, Travis slowly rose, knowing what he had to go do. It was past time and he wanted to get out there before they closed the gates.

      “Gotta go,” he told his family and grabbed his hat on the way out the door.

      Shoving it on his head, he walked out to his truck parked not far from the office building.

      Climbing in, he started up the vehicle and pulled out of the drive. As much as he hated cemeteries, he seemed to always find a sense of desolate peace when visiting.

      It took him about twenty minutes to drive to the Riverdale Cemetery. When he pulled through the gate, the memory of the day of the funeral slapped him in the face.

      Of standing between his brothers, staring in horror as they lowered her casket into the ground. The feeling of numbness that this couldn’t be happening had overwhelmed him. In an instant, his life had changed forever.

      Putting the truck in park and turning off the ignition, he reached for the flowers he’d bought and grabbed them off the seat.

      As he climbed out of the truck, he glanced around at the barren place and the sense of sadness that seemed to permeate the air.

      Walking up to the grave, he stared down at the tombstone. Amanda Burnett and child. Taken Much Too Soon.

      With a sigh, he leaned down and took out the old flowers in the vase and put the new ones in. Every time he came here, his heart would ache with loneliness. Sorrow would fill his eyes with tears.

      “God, how I still miss you. Our baby would be almost two years old. You two were my life and now I have nothing.”

      The wind blew and he heard the tinkling of wind chimes. It almost sounded like she answered him.

      “I doubt you know I’m here, but still I have to come check on you. Even if I’m just staring at a piece of rock with your name on it.”

      Slowly he rose. “Today, I tried to convince the family to close the dude ranch, but they weren’t interested. I couldn’t help but think about how much you loved the talent show. Without your touch, it’s just never the same. God, how do I go on living without you?”

      For almost three years, he’d asked himself that same question over and over.

      He sighed and glanced around at all the tombstones. His heart ached with the sadness of this lonely land. Glancing over, he saw other family members, but he never thought to bring flowers to them.

      Only Amanda and their baby.

      Swallowing hard, he knew he had to leave. He couldn’t stay long, it hurt too much.

      “Gotta go, darling. See you next time.”

      Turning, he hurried to the truck, jumped in, and started the vehicle.

      Damn, it just wasn’t fair. They had loved each other since they were sixteen and their life together had ended way too early.
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      Samantha Rollins sat in her beautiful office, going over where to shoot the next season of their show, Ghost Seekers. She knew exactly where she wanted the first episode of the new season to start, but where should they go after that?

      Where else was there paranormal activity that had not been investigated thousands of times? In this business, you needed fresh, original destinations. Places that would produce proof that a ghost existed there.

      The door to her office swung open and her pain-in-the-ass producer waltzed in unannounced. Not even a knock on the door. The man thought he was God.

      His face was red, his eyes wide as he began to pace the length of her office.

      “Samantha, you promised us this ranch, that we would get a celestial being on camera. For the last two seasons, you’ve gone to different places and we’ve captured nothing. Our viewers are tired and our rankings are slipping.”

      Being the pain in the ass he was, her stomach clenched. This wasn’t news. In fact, he’d told her this multiple times to make her feel inadequate. What had set him off this time?

      “Come in, Harry. I was going over the suggestions for our next few shows,” she said, glancing up and glaring at him. “What are you talking about?”

      “The ranch, they turned us down to get your ghost on tape.”

      What the hell? Why had the Burnetts turned her down? She knew a ghost lived there. She’d seen her. The memory was as fresh today as the echo of the children calling her ugly. Some hurts never went away and that one was painful.

      “Shooting for the next season has to start in the next few weeks, and if it doesn’t, then this show is over.” Her director Harry Miller continued to pace her small office like a tiger trapped in a cage.

      The only reason the Burnetts would turn her down was because they knew they had a ghost living on the ranch. This ghost was real and they didn’t want it exposed. The billionaire ranchers had secrets. What else were they hiding?

      The memory of the old woman shimmering before her as a young child returned filling her with warmth and determination. That one instance at their ranch was why she studied ghosts now. It was why she’d studied paranormal activity all her life that led her to become the host of Ghost Seekers.

      The Burnetts were not going to undermine the career she’d worked so hard to obtain. The career that ruined her marriage and left her like a princess in an ivory tower.

      Maybe they wouldn’t accept the show, but she could always return to the ranch without her crew. She knew how to operate the equipment. This was going to be her crowning achievement. Maybe even an Emmy was in her future.

      “Relax, I think we can work around this,” she told him, not certain if what she was considering was even legal.

      But damn, chasing after ghosts enthralled her and she deserved happiness and the career she’d busted her ass to achieve. This career helped her to pack away the bad memories of her childhood and her ex-husband.

      Nothing was going to stop her from getting what she wanted. Not even the rich and powerful Burnett family. And no question, their family was rolling in the dough.

      All she wanted was a sampling of their success.

      She glanced around at the office that had glass windows that peered down on 52nd Street in New York. It had taken her a lot of years to get here, and now as the host of her own ghost-hunting reality show, she wasn’t going to be canceled or non-renewed even with a “boss hole” producer.

      And Harry was the epitome of a bad boss. Barging in at any moment, checking up to make certain she’d done the work he’d requested. Changing things behind her back and telling the crew to do things she told them not to. If he learned there was something she didn’t like, he made certain that’s what the crew did.

      So she had learned early on not to go directly to him, but to work around him to get what she needed.

      There was no point in arguing with him. He was the producer, the director, and if he could be, the host as well. She’d learned this about him the first year they worked together.

      “Relax? Did you just tell me to relax when this show is being considered for cancelation?”

      It was best if she didn’t react to him, but she would have a large glass of wine with dinner tonight. Somehow she had to soothe him and not let him see the fear rising inside her.

      “I know the Burnett Ranch. I grew up close to where it’s located. I’m going to call them and make a reservation for me, not the show, to stay at their dude ranch. I’ll take my camera, my equipment, and I’ll work undercover and get what I need.”

      Shaking his head, he stared at her. “Don’t you think that will get us sued?”

      “After I record her, I’ll talk to them. Years ago, I knew the kids who lived there. Doubt they’ll recognize me. I looked a lot different then,” she said, remembering how the kids at school used to bully her and call her carrot top, bucktooth, and a whole other assortment of ugly names.

      Braces had changed the way she looked when she smiled. Her hair was now more of an auburn color and the ugly duckling she once was had grown into a beautiful swan that had her own television show. Fuck ’em.

      “You said her,” her produce said, his eyes narrowing. “How do you know the apparition is a her?”

      This was the part that gave her confidence. “When I was nine, I met her.”

      “Come on,” he said clearly not believing her.

      Did this mean he was producing a show about ghosts and he didn’t even believe in them? The man continued to surprise her.

      “No, really. I ran into one of the cabins and she came to me and we talked.”

      No need to tell him that the reason she ran into that cabin was to escape the bullying of those mean kids. No need to tell him that she was crying her eyes out and that the ghost comforted her.

      No need to tell him that the same bunch of mean girls still lived in the area. And she couldn’t wait to show them that she had changed.

      “You were nine. That’s been years ago and this apparition may no longer be there,” he said, shaking his head. “What about that hotel up in Colorado. Maybe we should go there.”

      That wasn’t a bad place, but every ghost hunter in the country had been there. Few had captured anything on tape. At the Burnett Ranch, she really believed she had a better chance of meeting the grandmother’s ghost again.

      Enough of a chance, she was betting her career on it.

      “Let me try this first, and if I fail, we can go to that hotel, but every ghost-hunting show goes there. That’s not original. The Burnett Ranch has never been used. This will be new and fresh. Isn’t that what we want to deliver to our audience, something they’ve never seen before?”

      Funny how all it took were a few pertinent words and already he was starting to come around to her way of thinking. Fresh and new were what every producer in the country was searching for.

      A frown made his brows draw together as he stared at her. “How do I know you’re just not trying to get a trip to your old hometown and hook up with an old flame?”

      That had her laughing, especially at the memory of the kids bullying her. The only reason to return was the ghost. “There are no old flames. No exes. No one. Not even my family living there any longer. And I doubt that anyone will recognize me.”

      If it wasn’t for the ghost she’d seen, she would never return to Texas and all the bad memories. It was there her father had passed away, leaving her mother and her destitute. It was there her mother had made the decision to return to the East Coast, closer to her family.

      At the age of nine, it had been hard to leave one school and try to make friends somewhere else while still considered to be the ugliest kid in school. Bullies were not just found in Texas. Connecticut had its fair share of them as well.

      But she’d shown them all. And now look at her; she had her own television show.

      “You’ve got two weeks to get me footage that I can use on the show. If not, we’re going to Colorado.”

      Even a deserted mining town in Colorado would be better than the hotel where a supposed murder occurred. But the hotel was a more popular destination and Samantha felt certain they would be shooting there as soon as she returned. Harry liked predictable.

      “All right,” she said. “I’ll have my secretary make the booking as soon as possible.”

      “And I expect for you to check in with me daily and let me know how things are going,” he told her. “Don’t screw this up, Samantha.”

      Walking to the door, he sighed and turned to face her. “You’re new in this business and while your beautiful face will entertain the audience for a while, sooner or later you must deliver.”

      He called her beautiful and warmth filled her. After being bullied so badly, she never got tired of someone telling her she was pretty. Even her boss hole producer.

      “Yes, Harry, I’ll get right on it,” she said. “Don’t worry, we’ll get footage of the ghost.”

      What he didn’t understand was her drive. After everything that had happened in her life, she had to be successful. No matter what happened, she would not let her show be canceled.

      She would go to Texas, record the ghost, and then she would show her latest discovery to the world. After all, she’d met this ghost years ago, and because of her loving kindness, she’d become a ghost hunter. A ghost hunter with a television show.

      An ugly duckling who became a swan just like the grandmother promised her.
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      This morning, Travis was in the corral working the horses. As he put each horse through its paces, the sun rose high in the sky, reminding him that summer was only a week away.

      Afterward, he planned on cleaning out the stalls and making certain the animals were all ready for the next round of guests coming in Saturday.

      God, how he hated having to deal with people who had no clue about the dangers on the ranch, who treated his beloved horses and animals often harshly and mean which brought out the side of him the guests did not like. No one mistreated his horses, he didn’t care who they were.

      “Morning, Travis,” Joshua, his cousin, said behind him. “Do you need any help today? Jacob and Justin are going into town to pick up supplies. Can they get you anything?”

      Yes, he could use some help, but frankly, he didn’t want to have to deal with their antics. Especially after the way they had acted at the board meeting.

      It wasn’t that they disagreed with him, it was the way they acted when he talked about their grandmother.

      He stopped walking the horse in the coral and gazed at Joshua. “You know I don’t drink and drive, so don’t ever insinuate that I do ever again.”

      The boy’s face turned red and he stubbed his toe in the dirt near the corral.

      “Sorry, it just sort of slipped out,” Joshua said. “I meant no disrespect.”

      “Well, that’s not how it sounded.”

      After being a victim of alcohol, he seldom had a drink, and he would never get behind the wheel of a car with it in his system. A pain centered and began to throb in his chest. When would the pain go away?

      “It’s just I thought the ghost show would bring us more clients. We could make up something about seeing a ghost and tell them that a certain cabin was haunted. People love that shit.”

      Joshua was young. He had yet to see the ghost, but Travis felt certain that someday soon, their ancestor would show up on his doorstep. And Eugenia could only be seen by family members.

      “What if they found something?” Travis said, the mare came up behind him and bumped him with her head wanting attention.

      The kid didn’t realize what the discovery of a real ghost would do to their business.

      “No, there is nothing for them to find. No guests have complained. No one has said anything about seeing something or hearing things go bump in the night.”

      Maybe not, but Travis had spoken to her just last week.

      The next time his grandmother Eugenia appeared before him, he was going to tell her to go visit Joshua. Let him see that they did indeed have a real ghost on the property. A relative who refused to leave even though she’d checked out.

      How did he explain to a young person that their matchmaking great-great-great-great-grandmother was determined the family line would continue? And she would do everything she could to make certain her grandchildren married and had babies.

      There was no convincing the young man. Not until he experienced her himself. And Travis couldn’t wait to see his reaction then.

      “Let’s just agree to disagree. One day, you’ll meet her and when you do, then remember this conversation.”

      The kid stood there for a moment and Travis could see he felt uneasy. And then he gazed at Travis with pity and he had to grit his teeth. Amanda and the boy had been friends, and though he didn’t say it, Travis recognized the feelings of grief.

      “Just don’t want there to be any hard feelings between us,” Joshua said, clearing his throat.

      Tension seemed to radiate through Travis, and though he didn’t want to be harsh, he couldn’t help himself.

      “Oh, there’s not, because I’m right and you’re wrong. You just don’t realize it yet.”

      Joshua shook his head. “Damn, man, I miss Amanda too. Her death really changed you.”

      Like a slam to his chest, the words ripped at Travis’s insides and he had to fight to keep from succumbing to the grief. No matter how much time passed, he still had moments of numbing, paralyzing pain.

      What did he expect when you lost the love of your life and your child? Good grief, this was why he didn’t like to be around people too much. They got on his last ever-loving nerve. They reminded him of what he’d lost.

      Turning back to his horse, he rubbed her nose, giving her the love she was seeking. Anything to gain control over his emotions. He didn’t want to talk about Amanda to anyone.

      “Run along to the accounting office, Joshua. I’m sure they’re looking for you,” he said gruffly, fighting to keep the tears at bay.

      In a moment, he heard the man’s boots crunching against the gravel and felt relief. He loved his family, but sometimes they could be the biggest pain in the ass.

      Taking a deep breath, he got back to work again. This was where he found solace. Keep busy, don’t think. Push on.

      After each mare had her turn in the ring with him, he brushed them all down and gave them an extra helping of oats. Monday morning, they would be taking their guests on a trail ride and they deserved a little extra TLC for what they would have to endure.

      Novice riders would kick the horses’ ribs, pull their bits the wrong way, and generally be a nuisance. Because of their upcoming trials, he wanted to lavish them with love and attention today.

      “Travis.” Desiree entered the barn and called out looking for him.

      What now?

      “Over here,” he told her as he scooped a helping of oats into the feed trough for each horse.

      “One of the maids called in sick. Can you help us get the cabins ready?”

      “What about Caleb, Cody, or Cameron?” All the cousins who wanted to continue the dude ranch, but who never seemed to be available to take care of mundane chores.

      “They’re out riding the fence line, repairing the damage from the winter,” she said. “I’m sorry. I wouldn’t ask you, but you’re the only one I can find.”

      Typical. How many cousins did he have and yet he was the only one who ran the damn dude ranch and kept it going?

      “How many cabins?”

      “Just two,” she said. “My girls and I will do the rest.”

      “All right,” he said. “This is why I brought before the board closing the dude ranch. No one seems to be around to help.”

      Desiree smiled at him sadly.

      “That’s never going to happen,” Desiree said. “I understand your frustration, but Aunt Rose is never going to agree.”

      She was right. He’d probably been foolish for even trying, but he got tired of being the one who had to deal with the problems.

      “You’re right,” he said with a sigh. “But I don’t see her out here cleaning cabins and taking the guests on trail rides or teaching them how to rodeo.”

      Desiree walked over to him and touched him on the arm. “You do a really good job. And we all depend on you because we know the other cousins can’t be trusted to make certain it is done right.”

      It was true. They were younger and could not seem to stay focused on the job at hand. Once upon a time, he’d been just like them. But not anymore. Life had a way of making you see the bigger picture and what was important.

      “Thanks,” he said.

      After she left the barn, he finished his work and then walked over to cabin five. Opening the door, he flicked on the light switch and began to clean the cabin.

      While he was sweeping the floor, the smell of lavender filled the cabin and he sighed.

      “Grandmother Eugenia, this is not a good time.”

      “Travis, dear,” she said, shimmering before him. “Your wife has been gone for over two years. It’s time you found another woman.”

      Good grief, that’s all the woman wanted to talk about. Finding him someone. That would never happen.

      “No, Ms. Eugenia, no more matchmaking. Amanda and my child were my life and now they’re gone.”

      He glanced down to see she had placed her hand on his arm. While he couldn’t feel anything, he knew she was there.

      “Losing her was heartbreaking, but you are a Burnett. You must carry on the family name.”

      Laughing, he shook his head. “I have eleven cousins who all live here on the property to carry on the family name. One doesn’t even believe in you. Why aren’t you going to Joshua and telling him it’s time to find a wife?”

      The shimmer seemed to glow even more. “His turn will come. And he may not believe in me now, but that will soon change.”

      “Ms. Eugenia, Amanda was the love of my life and now she’s gone. Go away and leave me be. Try your matchmaking on someone else. I’m never going to love again.”

      Suddenly his pail of water lifted and dumped over his head.

      Curses filled the air as he blinked away the dirty sudsy water.

      “Wake up, Travis. Amanda does not want you to never love again. Open your heart. This summer, I’ll find you someone, so you can quit being a stubborn Burnett and prepare to fall in love.”

      Wiping his face, he wanted to throttle the woman, but she was a ghost. He couldn’t even catch her.

      “Go away and leave me alone. Badger some other Burnett man. I’m never going to marry again.”

      How could the woman not see that all she was doing was upsetting him? All she did was remind him of how much he’d lost.

      There was silence, and then suddenly, she rose above him. “I’m not giving up on you, and Amanda would not want you to be alone. I’ll find someone for you to love.”

      With a swish, she left. The glowing aberration had disappeared and the smell of lavender was gone.

      “I’m not someone you can fix,” he yelled into the air. “I’m not a fixer-upper.”
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      Samantha gazed through the big windows of the guest check-in area at the Burnett Ranch. In the years she’d been gone, they had made renovations that made the place even more inviting than before.

      Inside the room, big wooden beams held the roof up and there were western paintings and pictures of how the ranch had looked. It seemed almost every generation from the past was pictured on the wall.

      Large windows were added to gaze out at the swimming pool, the barns, and even some cabins. The grounds were perfectly groomed and she could see workers hurrying back and forth between the buildings.

      Big leather couches filled the lobby where guests could sit and wait for their cabin or their family to arrive. The opulence was daunting. The dude ranch was more like a resort than a ranch. Nothing like she remembered.

      She had parked her rental car right outside the building, and now she was waiting to check in. Her secretary had been advised to ask for cabin five. That was where she had met the elderly woman who had comforted her. Though looking back, she sometimes wondered if she’d dreamed the entire event. At the time, she’d been so young.

      The taunting by her classmates, she remembered very well. But what if the ghost she imagined was just a figment of her imagination? Then her career would be toast. She’d bet a lot on coming here and Harry the boss hole had made sure she knew before she left that he would be eager to walk her out if she didn’t return with something incredible.

      “Mrs. Rollins,” a beautiful girl behind the counter called.

      She stood and walked to her. “You’re in cabin five. Here is your activity list. Tonight there will be a welcome reception here in this building and we’ll be serving breakfast and dinner here as well. Lunch is served at the chuck wagon at whatever activity you’re involved with. If you need anything at all, dial zero and we’ll do our best to help you.”

      Her badge said Desiree Burnett and Samantha wondered how many family members it took to run this business.

      “Thank you,” Samantha said, eager to get to her cabin. It had been a long flight and then a two-hour drive just to reach the ranch, though they were but an hour from Fort Worth. The traffic from DFW airport was comparable to New York traffic in that it was often bumper to bumper. It had been years since she drove.

      “Travis will take your luggage and escort you to your cabin. Enjoy your stay,” the young lady said.

      Like a flash from the past, she remembered Travis. He had been a year older than her and had been at the school outing saddling horses as they prepared to go riding that day. While everyone was occupied getting their mounts ready, the girls had gathered around her and taunted her until she ran from the barn to escape their mean, hateful words.

      Today, those girls or women would never get away with their mean behavior.

      “Good afternoon, ma’am,” he said, picking up her suitcases. “Cabin five?”

      “Yes,” she said.

      His face was still the same, though his eyes didn’t seem to have the same fire they once held. Fear trickled down her spine and she wondered if he would recognize her. Doubtful. Her looks had changed that much.

      Someday, she would return here and rub those hateful girls’ noses in who she had become. But not this trip unless she had an opportunity.

      “Please, call me Samantha,” she told him. “Ma’am sounds like something you’d call my mother.”

      A smile spread across his face. “Just trying to be respectful.”

      “Be respectful by calling me Samantha,” she said. “I’m not ancient yet.”

      “You look familiar. Where are you from?” he asked.

      “The East Coast. Connecticut to be exact,” she said, hoping he didn’t remember her. Because then her job would be a lot harder. Especially if he traced her back to being the host of her ghost hunting show. Then her job would be impossible.

      “Where are you from?” she asked, trying to be funny and stop him from thinking about what made her appear familiar.

      A slow grin spread across his face. “Lived here my whole life. Seen some of the world, but always come right back here.”

      They walked toward the cabins and she liked the way he carried her heavy suitcases filled with equipment with ease. The man was muscular and strong as he walked across the gravel. Dark hair peeked from beneath his cowboy hat, and he had high cheekbones that held two small dimples. Long dark lashes covered his emerald eyes.

      No longer did he look like a young boy, but rather a man who could handle whatever life threw at him.

      “How long are you staying?”

      “Just a week,” she said, hoping she could get everything she needed by then. She had to be back in New York and preparing the episode or be looking for another job.

      Besides, her boss hole producer would be setting up travel to other places and she knew she would find her show in Estes Park, Colorado. Beautiful, but been there, done that, and everyone’s seen the results.

      “The welcome reception will be in the building we just left at six o’clock this evening. People are normally tired and it doesn’t last much later than eight, nine o’clock at the latest. It’s just an opportunity to get to know all the guests who will be sharing this experience with you. Is there anything special that you’re looking forward to doing?”

      How about him?

      God, she was exhausted. She would never think like that if she wasn’t so tired. And it was the grandmother she was here to see, nothing else.

      “Riding horses,” she lied. “I’m not too tired for a chance to meet everyone.”

      Once again, she lied, and in fact, she didn’t even want to attend the welcome reception, but felt like she had to, to keep up appearances.

      He grinned at her. “The time difference will catch up with you. Don’t drink too much alcohol because that’ll keep you awake.”

      Glancing at him, she wondered about him. Was he married? Did he have children? So much time had passed since she left.

      “Are you going to be there?”

      “All of the family is there the first night to welcome our guests,” he said. “This week, even my brothers are both here.”

      She’d forgotten he had two brothers and cousins…Seemed like there was a whole passel of cousins. In some ways, she felt jealous. With no brothers or sisters, it had been her mother and a couple of cousins on the coast and that was her entire family.

      And her cousins didn’t have time for her.

      Travis and she arrived at her cabin and she glanced around trying to remember what it looked like before. It had been so many years ago.

      She went to put the key in the cabin, and as he tried to take the key from her, their hands touched. A zing of awareness traveled up her hand to her spine and then trailed all the way down to her center. Oh my. How long had it been since she felt those kinds of feelings?

      Hell no. She didn’t have time to be attracted to a rugged cowboy on the Burnett Ranch. Love had never been kind to her and she wasn’t about to risk her career for a man. She’d done that once, gotten the T-shirt and then returned it. No more men. No more giving away her heart and definitely no more marriage. Stick a fork in her, she was cooked all the way through on men and love and marriage.

      Travis Burnett was a hot hunk, but she was a cold dead fish inside.

      “Let me,” he said. “These old locks can be tricky.”

      He took her room key and slid it in the door. “We’ve been talking about upgrading to those new fancy ones where you just hold the card key against the lock, but we haven’t done it yet.”

      The man smelled of leather and some other kind of smell that only Texas men seemed to have. She remembered her father smelling the same way and it caused a little catch in her throat. No, now was not the time to have memories of living here, not when she was gazing at a man’s muscled back as he unlocked the door.

      “They’re nice,” she said, trying to make small talk while she tamped down the desire she’d suddenly experienced. A cold shower would feel great about now.

      While he held the door open, she walked into the room. It was a small combination of living room, bed, microwave and coffeemaker, and a big bathroom next to a small closet. Everything was different from when she ran in here at nine years of age. Of course, they had changed the room around and put in new furniture and linens. Even new curtains.

      Nineteen years had passed. What did she expect?

      He lifted her suitcase and put it on a luggage rack. She reached into her purse to tip him and he held up his hand.

      “No, ma’am. We don’t allow tipping on the property. Our guests have paid enough upfront and we don’t expect a dime more.”

      The family was filthy rich; what was five dollars to them?

      “Good, because you called me ma’am again. I’m only twenty-eight, not eighty. No tip for you.”

      A grin spread across his face. “Just being polite.”

      “Well, stop. It makes me feel old.”

      “You’re not old,” he said softly.

      “No, I’m not.”

      “Do you need anything else?”

      Oh, just for him to lay her down on the mattress, rip her clothes from her, and make love to her sex-starved body for the next eight hours. No lifetime commitment, just the two of them getting tangled in the sheets together.

      But that wasn’t possible and she pushed it out of her mind.

      She glanced around the room, thinking about the last time she’d been here. “No. You’ve been a big help.”

      “Good. See you at the reception tonight,” he said and walked to the door.

      The back of his jeans hugged his ass like a fine pair of worn Levi’s and she liked the way his shirt was starched and pressed with creases in the right place. His hat sat firmly on his head and his boots were of the finest quality leather.

      And suddenly her breathing seemed to cease as he walked out the door. She hadn’t reacted this way to a man in years. Now was not the time for her body to suddenly awaken from hibernation and decide that she needed sex. Just no.

      Distance was what she needed to maintain from the Burnetts because she feared that once they learned what she was really doing here, they wouldn’t be happy with her.

      If Travis learned what she was here for, she’d soon find herself out on the streets. If she didn’t bring Harry back recordings of a ghost, she’d also find herself on the streets.

      And what made her think doing this was a good idea?

      As he closed the door, she moved about the room looking, searching for anything that reminded her of that day so long ago. Anything that would take her back and let her relive that experience once again.

      Picking up a knickknack of a horse, she gazed at the piece of glass. Had it been here then? Shaking her head, she didn’t know the answer. Nothing was the same. She wasn’t the same. All she remembered was running in here and curling up in a ball on the floor between the bed and the wall, hiding, wanting to never return to the barn.

      She opened her suitcase and begin to unpack and set up her equipment. No matter what, she needed to be prepared if the ghost appeared. Putting the camera on a stand, she hooked up the wires to her laptop and then set up the EMF meters. Next, she checked the filters on the video camera and white balanced for the dim lighting.

      The smell of lavender filled the room.

      What the hell was that? She hadn’t gone into the bathroom. Did they have some kind of lavender potpourri?

      A shimmer of light appeared before her and her heart skipped a beat. This was what happened last time. First the smell and then the light. Grandmother was returning and all Samantha could do was stare.

      “Samantha, dear, how good to see you again,” a voice said as the apparition materialized before her. “I’ve been waiting for you to return.”

      Stunned, Samantha stared at the ghost she’d seen as a child. It hadn’t been a dream. This was real and she was speaking to her. Where was her camera? What the hell did she do now?
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      Welcome parties were boring. At least, that’s what Travis always thought. And tonight was no different. But it was a chance to get to know the people who were going to be spending the next seven days with him. The ones who laughed too much, drank too much, or stayed hidden in a corner.

      Now was his time to put them on his checklists and make certain he was prepared when they suddenly grew stupid and thought that the bull in front of them wouldn’t charge. Or that a rattlesnake bite was nothing worse than a dog bite. Or that the gentle horse they were riding wouldn’t take off across the prairie and kick them off her back.

      If they were on vacation, they believed they were safe. Ha! That’s when smart people did dumb things.

      As he watched the guests mingling, his cousins dispersed among the people, talking and laughing, and he was so ready to go home. The reception building was the perfect place to hold this event with tables and chairs and even couches throughout the large room. The glass windows showed the moon sparkling on the pool, and outside, the lonesome wail of a cow could be heard.

      This was the life he loved, but he could do without all the people.

      “You’re not smiling,” Desiree said as she walked up to him. As his only female cousin, she looked gorgeous tonight in her long western skirt and boots. Very chic as Amanda would often say.

      “What’s to smile about?” he asked as he leaned against the wall. “This week, these people will drive me nuts.”

      “Even the red-haired woman?”

      He turned and glanced at her annoyed. Every time they had a single female, his cousins tried to set him up. Maybe he wasn’t handling their manipulation the right way. Maybe it was time for a more direct approach.

      “Oh, she’s going to drive me crazy. All that auburn hair flowing down her back. Her full breasts and tiny waist. And who could ignore those hips, full and shapely? I’d like to lay her down and⁠—”

      “All right, I get the point, smart-ass.” A blush graced her beautiful face. His tactic had worked.

      “Nothing’s changed. I’m still never marrying again,” Travis said with a smile. “Between all of you and the damn ghost, I should probably surrender and agree to marry someone, anyone, but that wouldn’t be fair.”

      Desiree stood there for a moment staring out at their crowds. “Amanda wouldn’t want you to remain alone. She would want you to remarry.”

      “Well, she’s not here to ask her about that, is she?”

      Shaking her long dark hair, she stared at him like he had lost his mind.

      “Damn, Travis, you can be the biggest pain in the ass,” his cousin said, taking a sip of her wine before she walked away.

      “Nice chatting with you,” he said with a grin, knowing he’d gotten under her skin. Next time, she should not bring up Amanda or him finding someone else. In fact, maybe he should dictate a memo to all the family.

      Leave me alone. I’m never marrying again. Stop with the matchmaking.

      As Desiree walked away, she lifted her hand behind her back and flipped him off.

      “Classy,” he said loud enough just for her to hear.

      Tonight he’d made a point of talking to every guest there. Now he needed to go back through and speak to each one again and then he was heading to his cabin. He’d had enough mingling with people for one night. Tomorrow the real challenge began.

      Glancing at the crowd, he knew there were people here that would give him trouble. There were always one or two.

      And yet, his eyes kept returning to Samantha. He liked her spunk and the way she had spoken to him. He liked the way the dress she wore flowed around her curves in a way that left him wanting more.

      “Get your eyes off the redhead,” Tanner said, walking up to him.

      What was with his family tonight? Couldn’t he look at a woman without them thinking they were headed to the altar?

      “Why? I can look, but I’ll never touch,” he said, watching her walk across the room and get another glass of wine.

      He took a sip of his bottled water. Maybe she drank too much.

      Tanner smiled at him, his dark eyes looked haunted. Travis knew that his brother was suffering, but he didn’t know how to help him. The war had changed him into a man who seemed to always be brooding about something. He couldn’t remember the last time he heard him laugh.

      But then he also wondered if they thought the same thing about him. Did he brood like Tanner? His tolerance for idiots was a lot less than before.

      “You should be out there flirting with the ladies,” Travis said.

      “Why? You think any of them want a broken soldier? Someone they can fix? I don’t think so. It’s safe being alone.”

      That was so true.

      “Then keep your ass over here by me. We’ll hold up the wall and be male wallflowers.”

      Tanner gave him a sly grin. “Now that’s an idea I can get behind. It’s about time for this party to start winding down.”

      “I’ll say,” Travis said, thinking this would never end. It was past eight o’clock. Time for these people to go to their cabins.

      “What do you think of the new guests?” Tanner asked, taking a sip from a bottle of water.

      Due to the medications he was on, his brother couldn’t drink and Travis thought that was a good thing.

      “This group of city slickers is going to test us,” Travis said. “Already I can see some heavy drinking. And with that comes the fake courage to show how they could be a cowboy. That anyone can herd cattle and ride the range.”

      A sigh escaped from Tanner. “In the army, we called them short-timers. We knew those types thought they could kick ass and take names and soon they were carried out in a body bag.”

      Travis gave a little shiver. Seeing men die would have sent him over the edge. Having to identify Amanda’s body left him with nightmares.

      Tucker walked up beside them. “What are you pussies doing? Why aren’t you out there entertaining our guests.”

      Just like him to walk up and chide them for not doing what he enjoyed. Tucker moved amongst high-powered men and women and thought nothing of it. While Travis just wanted to stay at home on the ranch and let the world pass him by.

      “We’re waiting on you,” Travis said. “You’re the hotshot who protects Hollywood, who enjoys parties. Tanner and I are the slackers.”

      “Yep,” Tanner said as they all three stood and gazed out at their guests.

      Tucker frowned.

      “Funny. Does that redhead look familiar to you guys? Why do I think I know her from somewhere?”

      Travis glanced at Samantha talking animatedly to a man who could be old enough to be her father. “I thought so too, but she said she was from the coast. Connecticut.”

      Shaking his head, he studied her once more.

      “Connecticut, Texas. There is a lot of road between the two. I think you’re both just horny as hell and she’s gorgeous,” Tanner replied.

      They turned and glanced at Tanner. “No.”

      Now, one of his brothers was trying to make something between him and Samantha. While he would admit she was beautiful, he met a lot of women that could be beauty queens, but that didn’t mean he was interested in them.

      “What? You gaze at so many beautiful actresses, that an ordinary woman is not good enough for you?” Tanner asked turning to Tucker.

      “No. I’m busy and don’t have time for a woman. But speaking of Hollywood. I just got a text. Seems my biggest client got herself into some real trouble and now her life is being threatened. I’ve got to get back to LA.”

      Travis shook his head and groaned. Why did it always seem to happen this way? “And here I thought you would take them all riding tomorrow.”

      “Not me,” Tucker said. “Can you guys give me a ride out to the helipad? I need to get going if I’m going to make it back to LA tonight.”

      “Once again, I get stuck working the dude ranch,” Travis said.

      “Hey, I voted with you to close it down. We were the only three who wanted to close it,” Tucker said.

      “That’s because we take care of the patrons and keep them safe,” Tanner replied.

      It was true. Tanner and Travis were the ones who made certain the guests went on safe explorations. They were the ones who kept the people in line, even when they were ready to kick them to the curb and leave them behind.

      And tomorrow it all started over again.

      The three men started toward the door.

      “I was ready to ditch this party, anyway,” Travis said, giving Samantha one last glance as he walked out the door. It was all right to look, just not touch. His brothers didn’t notice him glancing back.

      “Glad it’s you getting on that helicopter. Had my fill of them in Iraq. Never want to fly on one again.”

      The three of them walked through the door and out into the night. The sky was filled with stars and a half-moon lit their way.

      “It might be good for you to fly again,” Tucker said to Tanner. “This time, there won’t be bullets flying at you.”

      “No thanks,” he said. “In my mind, I would start seeing and hearing the bullets hit the metal. I would relive the terror of thinking we were going down, certain we were all going to die.”

      “Shit,” Tucker said. “That would scare me.”

      “Every time it happened, I would think I’m never getting on another helicopter. And then we would receive orders.”

      They all climbed up into Travis’s truck and he started the engine and drove them to the helipad they had installed so Tucker could come and go with ease.

      “I probably won’t be back for a month,” Tucker said. “She’s touring and I’ll be traveling with her to make certain all the arrangements have been made.”

      Tucker had a job that Travis would never enjoy. The thought of being responsible for a celebrity and going from town to town sounded like a lot of work.

      He pulled up to the helipad and saw the pilot waiting.

      Tucker slid out of the truck and then glanced back at both of them.

      “I’m going to see if I can find out who Samantha Rollins is. Something tells me she’s from around here.”

      “All right,” Travis said. “Keep in touch. We don’t want to hear about you getting shot on the news.”

      His brother shook his head. “I will. Don’t kill any guests while I’m gone.”

      “No guarantees,” Travis said.

      “I’ll keep him in line,” Tanner said to his brother.

      “Gotta go, guys,” Tucker said as he walked away and waved as he climbed on board.

      They both sat in the truck and watched as the helicopter lifted and flew away.

      “Son of bitch has the best job,” Tanner said.

      “Really? I was thinking it was the worst,” Travis replied, glancing at his brother as he pulled the truck out onto the ranch road.

      “Protecting beautiful women? I’d like to show them my weapon. It will keep them safe,” he said with a laugh.

      It was the first time that Tanner had expressed any emotions regarding their brother or women and Travis smiled. Maybe he was getting better.

      The truck pulled up to the registration building. The party was beginning to wind down and he could see guests leaving.

      “Do we have to go back in there?” Tanner asked.

      “No, I’m walking home,” Travis said, thinking he would just leave the ranch truck at the recreation building.

      Just then Samantha came out of the building. The lights shone on her enough that he could see through her dress. You could see her curves and he sighed at the sight. She glanced up at the sky, smiled, and then hurried to her cabin.

      With a sigh, Travis watched her walk away. When she was gone, he turned back to see Tanner gazing at him.

      “Brother, for the first time in years, you have that look in your eye. The one that says there is a woman I desire.”

      Travis shrugged his shoulders. “My desire isn’t dead. But I will never act on it again. Chasing a woman is over for me.”

      Tanner laughed. “I don’t think so. Maybe you’re finally coming back. Maybe there’s hope after all.”

      “Don’t count on it,” Travis said, stepping out of the cab. He shut the door and began to walk back to his empty, lonely house. Back to safety where his heart could continue to grieve for the woman he loved.
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      After the welcome reception, Samantha was anxious to get back to her cabin and hopefully speak to the ghost again. Quickly, she took a shower and prepped for bed, making certain her cameras were all recording, her EMF meter was turned on, and she even had a ghost box if needed.

      Tonight she hoped to find out who the woman was and why she was still here and not resting in peace. There was so much she wanted to ask her and yet she hadn’t appeared a second time tonight. Before she hadn’t been ready to speak to her, but now that her equipment was recording, the ghost had yet to return.

      Sinking down on the bed, she looked around the room and took a deep breath.

      “Are you here? I’d love to talk to you some more. Get to know who you are. This afternoon, we barely said hello before I had to leave. Please come speak to me again.”

      She waited and nothing happened. Silence filled the air.

      Sitting there, she felt like a fool. She was tired. It had been an extremely long day and she would like nothing better than to crawl beneath the covers and go to sleep.

      With a sigh, she lay back on the bed and stared up at the ceiling. What did one do to make a ghost appear?

      Her eyes grew heavy and the bed was so comfy. She dozed off to sleep and dreamed. Once again, she
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