
The Ghost at the B&B

by

KC Kendricks and Christiane France

––––––––
[image: image]


This book is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, media, brands, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to anyone, living or dead, and actual events and locales is coincidental.

––––––––
[image: image]


Copyright © 2017, 2019 KC Kendricks, Christiane France

Cover art © 2017 KC Kendricks

––––––––
[image: image]


All Rights Reserved

––––––––
[image: image]


Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, regardless

of whether any type of currency is exchanged or not, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the author of the book. Law strictly prohibits reproduction of this digital e-book for file sharing or selling, other than what the author grants in writing. 

Piracy is a crime.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

About: The Ghost at the B&B
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Michael Brooks' life took an unexpected direction when he found the Taylor Mansion, a two-story Colonial perfect for a Bed & Breakfast. An untenured college professor, he's suddenly also a successful entrepreneur. And best of all, he met sexy deputy Colin Jefferson, and they hit it off in a big way. He's even made friends with the mansion's ghost.

Deputy Colin Jefferson is a hometown boy who made good. As a member of the local police force, he serves the community he loves. He’s heard tales about the Taylor Mansion ghost all his life. Now he’s living there with Michael and knows the stories are true. There’s a ghost with a penchant for voyeurism lurking in his bedroom.  

How the ghost came to live in at the B&B is a mystery Michael and Colin need to solve. It’s the only way for their resident spirit to get justice and to find eternal rest. Until they can unearth the murderer, the ghost at the bed and breakfast is a permanent guest. 
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The Ghost at the B& B was initially created in three installments. This volume contains the complete story arc:

The Ghost Wore Denim

The Ghost Makes Three

The Ghost Gets Justice  
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From: The Ghost at the B&B
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I’d barely had time to assemble the makings of the promised light tea when Robin appeared in the kitchen doorway.

“Thanks a bunch.”

“For?” I knew exactly what for, but I decided to play dumb.

“You use me as the star attraction to get paying guests, and then pretend I don’t exist. I’m deeply hurt. How could you?”

“Because the possibility there might be a ghost is far more intriguing than knowing we do for sure. Satisfied?”

“I guess.” He came into the room and wandered around, looking at this and that before sitting on the corner of the table. “Just think what fun it would be if they woke up in the night and found me tucked snugly between them. Can’t you just hear their screams now?”

I whipped around and fixed him with a stern glare. “Don’t you dare do that. Don’t even think about it.”

“Okay, but it’ll cost you.”

I couldn’t imagine what he had in mind, but I just knew I wouldn’t like it. “Cost me how?”

“I want to watch.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Watch what?”

“You and whatshizname getting buck naked and doing the nasty.”

Oh crap! He was serious!

“You know his name is Colin, and are you kidding? Absolutely not. That would be an infringement of our privacy.”

He looked at me with a dismayed expression on his all-too-human face.

“You think that pimping me as the friendly ghost here doesn’t amount to the same thing? You didn’t even bother to ask if I’d mind being exposed to public view. I’m at least entitled to something in the way of compensation.”

I thought he would be if he was alive, but he wasn't, and that put me at a disadvantage in being able to understand him. I conceded the point.

“Fine, but there must be something else that you’d like.”

“I’d like to change history and come back to life. I’d like to punish the bastards who took my life from me. Since neither of those things will ever happen, and I still have needs the same as any other man, I—”

My mouth fell open. He’d never alluded to that before.

“You do? Really? I had no idea. I thought...” I wasn’t sure what I thought.

“I admit I have my limitations. That’s a given. Even so, I lost my life not my feelings.”

As much as I felt for him in such a predicament, I knew my partner.

“Colin will never agree to you indulging your voyeuristic tendencies by watching his bare ass. And don’t go all peeping Tom on the paying guests, either.”

Robin gave an offhand shrug and then grinned. “That’s easily fixed. Don’t tell him.”
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The Ghost Wore Denim

I've heard it said the more things change, the more they stay the same. It's a pearl of wisdom I do not doubt. Much the same as a gay man one hundred years ago would enter a new town and look for suitable companionship, so had I. Was it easier for me? Perhaps.

I delved into the wondrous place known as the Internet and found the name of a gay-friendly club unafraid to advertise. It was an excellent place to start but not my real destination. I sought a quieter place free of the tourists Williamsburg, Virginia, courted. A few visits to chat up the regulars netted me the names of several low-key establishments where, if it wasn't dance night, an honest-to-God conversation was a real possibility. I put on my best jeans and favorite shirt and headed to Prism even though it was dance night. I intended to find a dark corner, sip a Bloody Mary, and observe the clientele. I'd strike up a conversation on subsequent visits.

It was a good plan, and it lasted until I walked through the door and found my arms around a somewhat inebriated young man. My quick reflexes kept him from falling on his nose. He blinked at me.

“Let go of me, ya old sod.” I didn’t care if he wasn’t steady on his feet. I released him and stepped back. Sure enough, he went straight down on his ass. I leaned over him.

"I might be a sod, but you're a falling-down drunk, and, friend, that's worse."

He scrambled to his feet with alarming speed. I'm not a fighter, and I should have kept my big mouth shut. Before he could take a swing at me, if indeed that's where he was headed, a vision in blue stepped between us.

"Denny, you need to call Andy to come to get you and take you home."

“Fuck you, Colin. Let go of me!”

I thought for sure Denny was in deep shit for dropping the F-bomb on the sexy Colin, but Colin rolled his eyes, grabbed Denny by the arm, and escorted him toward the door. I took the opportunity to try and blend in with the crowd assembled around the bar while the disc jockey took a break. It worked until Colin strolled back into the club and headed straight for me.

He was a looker. Tall, maybe six foot or six-one, short dark hair, broad shoulders, slim hips, long thighs encased in blue denim. He smiled at me and I fucking melted. This fellow was a walking wet dream and he had me in his sights. I had to return his smile. He held out his hand.

“Colin Jefferson. Nice to meet you.”

I reached out, and his warm palm pressed against mine. “Michael Brookes, and the pleasure is mine.”

Damn, I wished I could figure out what color eyes he had. The lighting was too dim to see properly, but I could tell they weren’t blue.

"Don't mind Denny. He's a mouthy drunk. If he'd actually taken a swing at you, he would have ended up on the floor again, and I'd have taken him to the drunk tank at the county jail."

That surprised me. “A regular citizen can do that?”

Colin shook his head. "I'm a deputy sheriff. I haul in one or two a week."

No wonder this guy was so ripped. He had to stay in shape to do the job. I reluctantly pulled my hand out of his grasp. “I’m a professor at The College of William and Mary. Just started this semester.”

“Well, Professor, I’d really like to buy you a drink. What would you like? I’ll get us something cold and refreshing while you grab that table.” He motioned at an empty spot in the corner.

“Just the location I had in mind, and I’ll take a Bloody Mary, please. The house vodka is fine.”

Colin made a face. “I think I can afford decent liquor.”

I grinned at his grimace and hastened to grab our seats before someone else did. In less than three minutes he set our drinks on the table and his butt in the chair next to mine.

He moved his knees slightly apart. Just enough so we were touching, and the old familiar warm glow began to spread through me. It was clear he was interested. So was I, but I wanted him to make the next move. I liked to play this game slow and easy, anticipate the moment so to speak. I’d never been the type to ruin the pleasure by downing my drink in one swallow and then asking, ‘your place or mine?’

“Cheers.” He raised his glass, took a sip of what I assumed was a soft drink, and gave me a considering look. The kind that told me he’d played this game before and that he, too, liked to take his time.

"So, Professor, exactly what are you filling those young minds with at the college?"

I tasted my own drink and decided it had a little too much lime and not enough Tabasco but was otherwise pretty tasty. "History. American and English."

“That so?” He touched the tip of his tongue to his upper lip, sending my temperature soaring into the stratosphere. “And do you remind them that not everything they read in books is the truth, the whole truth and nothing but? That history is a million shades of gray, depending on which side is telling the tale and what the people of the time wanted future generations to think happened?”

“That a trick question?”

“No.” He gave me a lazy grin and pressed his knee a little harder against my leg. “Just something I learned from my high school history teacher and never forgot.”

“I imagine it also holds true in your job as a police officer. Especially when you’re dealing with conflicting witness statements.”

“You got that right. Half a dozen witnesses can result in half a dozen different stories.”

The lights dimmed, and the speakers buzzed a split second before the music started. It was an old classic—soft, sultry and aimed at getting those interested, in the mood for a little closer contact. "You like to dance?" Colin inquired.

“Depends on who’s doing the asking.”

“Me.” He pushed back his chair, got to his feet and reached for my hand. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

The moment we stepped onto the floor and Colin positioned me firmly against his body, any doubts I may have had as to his intentions were made crystal clear. He wanted me, and the feeling was one-hundred-percent mutual. He was right. This was exactly what I liked. And when his lips brushed mine and I felt his arousal pressing hard against me. I liked it enough to reconsider my position on taking things slow and easy.

Whether I would have done so, I never got the chance to find out. I felt Colin's phone vibrate somewhere in the region of my left hip. He pulled the instrument from his pocket, stared at the screen and muttered, "Oh, fuck. Why can't people behave for just one night?" Then, with a quick, "Sorry, duty calls," followed by, "I'm on my way," he was gone, and I was left to dream of what might have been and to dance the night away alone.

*          *          *
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The community of Lightfoot, Virginia, had once been a stop on the Chesapeake and Ohio Railway. Once known as Kelton, stories vary as to how it later became known as Lightfoot, but it may have been due to one Lightfoot Taylor, the man who ran a stage stop in the 1880s. There were also conflicting explanations of Lightfoot Taylor’s relationship to the M. Taylor who’d built the house I was considering purchasing. One said he was a distant cousin, another that he was a brother who’d been disinherited for some unspecified transgression, and a more recent account of Lightfoot’s history claimed there was no connection.

This was what I loved best about history. The widely differing accounts of the same act or incident that left the researcher to figure out if it was the whole truth, the author’s interpretation thereof, or a politically motivated piece to curry favor with those in high office.

I continued to stand on the sidewalk and stare at the square Colonial-style house known locally as the old Taylor Mansion. What I’d learned about the house was all very interesting, but I was a little disappointed I’d found nothing to explain the “ghost” stories that I understood began to surface in the mid-1970s.

I was supposed to be deciding whether or not I wanted to buy the place as an investment with the intention to renovate and then resell. The problem was that I kept thinking about last night and the very hot Colin Jefferson. I closed my eyes, reliving the sensation of us slow dancing and the hardness of his cock pressing against my belly. It was clear he'd wanted me as much as I wanted him, but—

I forced my mind back to the house. If I didn't make a decision fast, I could lose what I hoped would be a real moneymaker. I'd taken the tour so I'd seen the interior, and I knew the house was almost as old as Williamsburg itself. The last surviving member of the original family that built it way back when had died around 1970, and since then it had had at least a dozen different owners, none of whom had stayed more than a few weeks. I also knew it was in a sorry state of disrepair, and that its reputation of being haunted explained why no one stayed for long. The good news, in my view, was that the last owner had defaulted on the mortgage, the bank had foreclosed, and now the property was being offered at an almost unbelievable bargain basement price.

Purported ghost or not, in disrepair or not, I’d fallen in love with the place, and now I was determined to own it.

For my part, I needed to augment my income beyond the pittance I earned as an assistant professor at The College of William and Mary. Despite degrees in English and American history, the opportunity to attain a full professorship with tenure was a good many years in the future. Private tutoring helped to cover the basics, but it didn’t extend to the little luxuries, such as exotic vacations and new clothes with designer labels.

What I needed was a second income. I had a friend who’d made a fortune flipping houses, and from what he’d said, it didn’t sound that difficult. The house had the potential to be a bed and breakfast, subject to a full-scale renovation, and I could use that as my main reselling point. I didn’t believe in ghosts, but the possibility there was one along with the house’s history would draw in the tourists. And thanks to my grandfather’s recent, unexpectedly generous, legacy, I had the cash to buy it plus enough to cover the most necessary repairs.

I’d have to do a lot of the work myself, but if I gave up my apartment and camped out in the house, that would free up money for things like paint and plaster. The large southeast bedroom was in relatively good repair, and I’d be comfortable enough with just a bed, television and computer station. For the actual renovation work, I’d aim first at making the kitchen, the dining room and a couple of the bedrooms habitable.

If it worked out the way I hoped, it promised to be an easy way of making extra money.

Satisfied I had a workable plan, I took out my cell and called my contact at the bank.

“Hi, Dave. This is Michael Brookes. I’ve just taken another look at the house in Lightfoot, and I’d like to discuss making an offer. It’ll be tight cash-wise, bearing in mind the amount of work that needs to be done, but it could be worth the risk if I can get it at the right price.”

“What would you say if I told you the bank is willing to drop its price by another $20K if you commit to the purchase today?”

I swallowed hard, positive I’d misheard. An extra twenty thousand dollars would have the place renovated and ready for resale in no time at all. “This for real?”

“Absolutely, my friend. The property has been on our books so long it’s starting to grow whiskers. We want it gone and preferably to someone who will restore it to a shining spot in the community. What else can I say to convince you?”

“You can tell your boss it’s sold. Cash sale, by the way. And I’ll be in to sign the papers as soon as you give me the word.”

We exchanged a few pleasantries to conclude our conversation, then I terminated the call and did a fist pump. I said a little prayer of thanks for my good fortune along with the hope that my new venture would work out the way I envisioned and not turn into one very big, very expensive mistake.

While I waited for the bank to dot the i’s and cross the t’s, I’d look for a renovator qualified to take on a job like this. I’d also spend time in the college library, checking on period furnishings. In the event I kept the mansion instead of flipping it, filling a B&B with expensive antiques wasn’t practical or even possible in my case. But choosing the right décor and adding carefully restored secondhand furniture would give it the kind of old-worldly charm tourists loved. Williamsburg had plenty of skilled craftsmen and talented flea-market entrepreneurs who’d jump at the chance to help with the house. People here were proud of their history and heritage, of which my about-to-be house was a part.

I also needed to find a landscaper. Lightfoot was just far enough removed from Colonial Williamsburg that I wanted the property to have a plantation feel. I checked the time and hurried the last few steps to my car. Maybe after my classes this afternoon I should scout out some of the auto dealerships and trade the sedan on a pickup. Reno work meant hauling stuff. Lots and lots of stuff.
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Chapter 2
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The bank was serious about unloading the property immediately. Within the week I signed my name on all the lines and accepted the keys to my new house. Maybe Dave feared I’d change my mind about paying cash and he’d better move fast. What he thought didn’t matter to me at this point. I was glad to get the transaction expedited.

I left the bank, stepped out into the bright spring sunshine and shuffled my way to my car. I didn't have time to be this tired. I'd given notice to the landlord, and I had a short five days left in which to get my belongings out of my rented apartment. I knew my lack of sleep was the result of everything happening so fast, and I'd sleep better once I moved into the house and started on the renovations. If I didn't, too bad. It was too late to second guess myself. The property was now mine, so I had no reason left to stare at the ceiling all night, worrying about all the things that could or might go wrong. Or continue to rush my meals and wind up with chronic indigestion for which I blamed all my fucking weird dreams about people I'd never met and places where I'd never been.

Now, with the formalities completed, I had a ton of stuff to do. The first item on the list was making good on my plan to trade in my car for a pickup, and it just so happened I’d seen what I wanted on a corner lot.

Cold hard cash talks fast, and in less than two hours I had the keys to a Chevy Silverado with four-wheel drive, an extended cab, and a half-ton hauling capacity. It had a bitchin’ six-speaker stereo, too. And the very best part was it only had fifteen thousand miles on the odometer.

I left the dealership in my new-to-me red pickup and headed for my house. I'd never owned real estate before and could hardly wait to survey my domain. It was a thrill to know it actually belonged to me, and I wanted to privately gloat a little that I'd dared to accept the challenge it involved. With a little, correction, a lot of work, the house could be made beautiful again. I'd already stopped by the hardware store and picked up some paint chips, and I'd also checked out books from the library on eighteenth-century gardens and interior décor. I had to figure it out myself or hire a decorator, and while a professional decorator would have been my first choice, it wasn't in the budget.

I pulled into the driveway at my new home and let out a big fat cheer. I didn’t care no one could hear me.

I’d brought a sandwich, a bottle of water and a notebook with me. The power wouldn’t be turned back on for a day or two, but I could at least take a more in-depth look around and start making plans before the light faded. With classes ending for the semester in just a few weeks, I had to get organized. The summer hiatus was too short to squander.

After checking each room individually and making copious notes, I decided to have my lunch in the southeast bedroom that I’d already marked as my personal space. The only available seating was the dusty floor or the equally dusty window seat. I chose the latter and made a mental note to bite the bullet, admit I didn’t know burlap from velvet, and call for help. I finished the sandwich and drank some of the water. I then closed my eyes and tried to imagine what the room would look like a year from now... Nope. I didn’t have the requisite gene to envision the finished product, but it occurred to me I liked mahogany wood and that was probably where a decorator would begin.

*          *          *
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A few days later, I was upstairs in one of the bedrooms, stretched out on a window seat making mental to-do lists, when I heard footsteps from somewhere nearby. Voices, too. More than one person from the sound of it. Then a bang, a crash, someone yelled something, although what I couldn’t make out, and then... Silence?

I sat up fast, shook my head, blinked a couple of times and peered out the window. Nothing! I concentrated, listening hard. But again, nothing. Had I fallen asleep? I didn’t think so but what I’d heard had a dream-like quality.

I left the bedroom, ran down the stairs and opened the front door. My pickup was still in the driveway and a butterfly danced over a clump of flowering weeds. If anyone had been here, they were now long gone.

I shrugged, closed the door and went back upstairs. I'd had a few restless nights with all the "what ifs" bouncing around inside my skull, and I was tired. Chances were good that I had dropped off to sleep and dreamed the whole thing.

Dusk was fast approaching, and I'd not taken the photos I wanted. I gathered all the loose notes into my folder and used my cell phone to get snapshots of the second floor. Tomorrow was Saturday, and I had a few students willing to help clean the house and then move my meager belongings. It wasn't any genuine desire to do manual labor on their part, oh no. It was the persistent stories of the house being haunted that had them intrigued.

I guess it didn’t really matter as long as the ghost didn’t object to a group of young people invading its space with mops, brooms, buckets and scrub brushes.

I took one last look around, trying to think of anything I might have forgotten. But my eyes felt gritty, my bed beckoned, and I needed to get out of here. I didn't want to think about the fact that after I slept in it tonight, I would have to tear it down to make it ready for the move. It was a lot of work, but it felt good to know I'd be sleeping under my own roof tomorrow night. I whistled a favorite song as I went down the front staircase, not really thinking about anything but getting back to my apartment, taking a hot shower, and getting some shut-eye.

I should have been paying better attention. A man stood in the middle of the parlor.

I came to an abrupt stop and stared at him, unsure of what to do. Before I could say a word, he met my gaze, and I went deathly cold from the top of my head to the soles of my feet. It was then I noticed his odd clothing and hair.

He wore wide bell-bottom jeans, cowboy boots, a Western-style shirt with a wide collar, a wide belt with a huge silver belt buckle and a hip-length straight denim jacket. His hair was neither long nor short but was styled in the fashion favored by seventies musicians. I decided being polite was a good idea.

“Can I help you, friend?”

He didn’t reply as he turned and walked out of the room headed for the kitchen. I took a deep breath and followed along behind, intent on telling him he had to vacate the premises because it was my house now. Only he wasn’t in the kitchen. Nor was he on the back porch or in the yard. I turned the knob on the cellar door and it was still locked, so he hadn’t fled to the bowels of the old house. But...

Where the fuck had he gone?

Sure the house was supposed to be haunted. Every old house in the south had a story. There had to be a logical explanation for what I’d seen. I was tired both mentally and physically, ergo a perfect candidate for the power of suggestion to play games with my head. The house was full of late-afternoon shadows, and it was always possible the light had played tricks on me.

I straightened, opened the front door, then went through, locked it securely and headed for my pickup. I’d almost made it to my vehicle when another truck came into the driveway, blocking my exit. It was the landscaper who’d been recommended by one of the professors at the college. We’d had our initial meeting, and this morning he’d called to ask if he could drop by this evening with his ideas and a quotation on the price.

I’d said yes, then with my mind so full of everything I’d forgotten about it. Now what? Should I pretend to be interested in his suggestions? Or ask for a raincheck?

The old saying "no time like the present" applied. We were both here so why waste time delaying something that
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