	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Mystery at the Regal Rose Hotel






[image: ]


The Lola Rose Mysteries

Book One

C. Jane Reid

Spinning Tales Press

THE MYSTERY AT THE REGAL ROSE HOTEL

Copyright © 2019 C. JANE REID

Formatting and design by Spinning Tales Press

Cover Design by Author’s Assembler

https://www.authorsassembler.com/

All rights reserved. Except for the use in reviews, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical, or other means now known or hereafter invented is forbidden without the written permission of the author. Thank you for respecting my copyright.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or to actual persons, either living or dead, is entirely fictional or coincidental. 

No AI was used in the production of this or any books related to this book. Do not use in the training of AI.

FIRST EDITION

About The Mystery at the Regal Rose Hotel
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Friday, January 5th, 1923

The Portage Club of the Regal Rose Hotel

Twisting her fingers into her long strand of amethyst beads, Lola Rose scanned the shadowy nightclub for the third time, searching for a friendly, or at least dashing, face. She tapped her toe to the jazzy tune by the quartet on stage. The irony of the song was not lost on her. It was as though the band had designed their evening entertainment with her in mind.

Everyone knows that I’m just Secondhand Rose—

Lola laughed. Never would she have considered herself a secondhand rose until she came to the Regal Rose Hotel, but the illustrious hotel put even her red curls, porcelain blue eyes, full dark red lips, and rouge round cheeks to shame. Maybe if she’d worn the rose-colored dress? Though her lavender dress was becoming, with its empire waist and purple fringe. 

A gentleman with his hair plastered against his overly oval skull appeared to think so as well as he gave her an appraising look. She stopped twirling the amethyst beads to stare the man down. He hadn’t taken two steps before she made a shooing motion with her hand. Disheartened, he turned away.

Lola scanned the nightclub again. It had been only a week since the New Year’s Eve celebration that marked the hotel’s Grand Opening. Surely this would be the night when the new friends she’d made would make an appearance. Or perhaps Arthur Blythe would.

She managed, if only just, not to sigh. Arthur Blythe, that tall, golden-haired, son of Sir Caldwell’s cousin, who gave her such a chaste and friendly kiss on New Year’s Eve. She’d have encouraged a little more daring on his part, but he hadn’t struck her as the overly daring sort. Playful, yes, but daring? No.

Playful enough to come to a nightclub on a Friday night? She thought not.

A man walked into the club, and for a moment, Lola’s breath caught. But no, this pale-haired gentleman was too old and carried himself too militarily to be Arthur. His chin was too pointed and his eyes too close together, not to mention the older fashion of his suit. Besides, he seemed to be already accompanied by...

Vera?

Lola’s new friend was laughing with abandon at the gentleman as she held onto his arm. Lola chuckled. She’d last seen Vera on New Year’s Eve when her friend was hanging off the arm of another older gentleman in much the same fashion. It was apparent from the start of their acquaintance that Vera enjoyed both attention and excitement, and seemed to prefer adding an older gentleman’s company into the mix.

Vera caught sight of her from the doorway. She spoke with animation to her gentleman escort then scurried across the club, black dress swinging like she was wearing circles of fringe, which she was, though her black bobbed hair hardly moved, fixed in place as it was with a black, beaded turban.

Vera clutched both of Lola’s hands when she reached her and kissed her on each cheek, careful not to leave dark red lipstick behind. 

“Lola, I am so happy you’re staying in London. You cannot imagine how happy.”

The fact that Vera was squeezing her hands and fairly jumping on the toes of her pretty, black, double-strapped shoes gave Lola a good idea.

“It wasn’t my choice, you understand,” Lola began, and Vera frowned, “but I am ecstatic that it’s happening, though it means I’m gaining a stepfather.”

“Is he so awful?”

“No, not at all. I’m fond of Sir Caldwell. It’s only—” Lola bit her lip then admitted, “the news was unexpected.”

“You had no idea he was courting your mum?”

“None at all.”

“Well, he is a rather famous barrister. He would know how to keep quiet on matters that he felt should be kept quiet.” Vera grinned. “Is your mum like that?”

“My mother was a British-born lady living in West Texas. Compared to the Texans, she was an exotic woman of sophistication and mystery.”

They both laughed. 

“Come meet Eckhardt,” Vera insisted. “He’s German.”

Lola hesitated, and Vera tugged on her arm. “Don’t be so drab, Lola. He didn’t start the war, after all. And we’re all friends again now.” There was a gleam in Vera’s eyes.

Lola wasn’t certain that Germany was a friend to England, or the rest of Europe for that matter since the end of The Great War, but she did berate herself for hesitating simply because the man was German. She let Vera guide her across the nightclub.

The older, fair-haired man had a dark gaze that swept over Lola as she approached. She knew at once that he was judging her, but she couldn’t tell if he approved or not. Not that it mattered a fig to her. She’d most likely never see him again. The visitors to the hotel, and also the Portage Club, came and went with the winds.

“Eckhardt Prinz, this is my dear friend, Lola Rose,” Vera introduced her to the tall, broad man. “Eckhardt’s German,” Vera repeated to Lola, “but he’s not so bad.”

The German Eckhardt Prinz scoffed. “And I find you are not so bad for an Englishwoman.”

Lola hadn’t been around Germans before, but she thought his accent was a little on the thin side. She understood him without any trouble at all when there were Londoners at the hotel whose speech she couldn’t translate without help.

“It is a pleasure to meet you, Lola,” he said, but it wasn’t with sincerity. He studied her again. “Are you of any relation to this grand hotel?”

“Oh, no, it’s simply a coincidence.”

“Lola’s from Texas,” Vera supplied. “It’s in the colonies.” She winked at Lola.

“Ah.” He looked unimpressed.

He had to be close to Sir Caldwell’s age and certainly had formal manners, but he unsettled Lola. She didn’t care for his presumption of using her first name, though she’d never been one to stand on formalities. Nor did she care for the way his gaze continued to sweep the length of her, finding her lacking.

Lola suppressed a shudder.

“Mr. Prinz,” she returned primly. “Or is it Herr Prinz?”

“The latter is the more appropriate.”

“I met Eckhardt in the lobby,” Vera said. “He thought I was coming to dine at one of the restaurants.” She giggled as though it was a ridiculous thought.

“I was not aware of the nightclub,” Herr Prinz explained as though he could hardly be blamed for the lapse of the hotel staff to inform him of everything.

His gaze swept over the place, and Lola knew he was judging it, too. Though his pleasant expression never slipped, she was reasonably certain he was as unimpressed by the club’s offerings as he was of hers. She doubted anyone in the Portage Club would care. She certainly didn’t.

“He’s been getting cold-shouldered,” Vera said. “I heard him ask that Frenchman, the concierge—”

“Gaspard,” Lola supplied.

“Right, the one with barely any voice, about a recommendation and the man acted like he hadn’t heard him.”

“I do not hold it against him,” Herr Prinz said as though pardoning a prisoner. “My country and his were enemies not so long ago. Many on both sides still hold grudges.”

“I know all that,” Vera told him, gesturing the idea away, “but that’s old news now. We need to put it behind us.”

“It is not always as simple, fräulein.”

Vera’s smile turned smug. “How do you know I’m not a frau?”

Herr Prinz lifted her hand and placed a cold kiss on her bare ring finger.

“Well, aren’t you a clever one.” Vera laughed.

“Have you been out and about this evening already, Vera?” Lola asked. She’d only spent one evening with her new friend, but Vera had proved herself quite a fiend with her cocktails, and Lola didn’t want to believe that Vera could be so blind as to the German’s character without the help of drink. Though, of course, Lola considered herself an excellent judge of character, and perhaps Vera was unaware of the man’s coldness.

“Oh, here and there. On the town, you know.” Vera gestured again. “Is that Willa?”

Lola followed her gaze to find her other new friend dancing at the edge of the dance floor with a dapper gentleman.

Vera gasped. “And with Brandon?”

“Ah,” the German interrupted. “I have seen you to your friend and have witnessed this little scene of pleasure.” His gaze swept the room again. “But I find now I must retire.”

“If you must.” Vera offered him her hand.

He made a short bow over it. “Gute nacht, mein fräulein.”

They bid him goodnight. Lola didn’t miss that more than a few people gave him hard and angry looks as he left. Herr Prinz even forced a man coming into the club to step aside and had the nerve to eye the woman with him as though assessing her suitability. 

“What happened to Patrick?” Lola asked, looking away from the distasteful Herr Prinz.

“Patrick? Oh, from New Year’s. He was a dear, wasn’t he? It was upsetting that he was only in town for the holiday. He’s gone home to Brighton.” Vera looked dishearten.

“And so Eckhardt Prinz?” Lola pressed.

“Him? No, no, not at all. I mean, he is German.” Vera wrinkled her nose. “I was only doing my bit to smooth international relations.”

Lola didn’t bother hiding her relief. “Too pompous for you?”

Vera sagged dramatically. “So pompous. I simply had to introduce myself just to see what he would do after the looks he gave me.”

“You mean the one where he’s deciding whether you’ll do for the evening?”

“That’s the one.”

They both laughed.

“You put on quite the show,” Lola said. “I nearly fell for it.”

“Darling,” Vera said, looping her arm through Lola’s, “you hardly know me. Simply consider it your first lesson in Verality.”

Lola blinked in confusion.

“Vera’s Reality.” Vera laughed again. “And in Vera’s reality, now is the time when she needs another cocktail.”

Lola let Vera lead her to the bar. Mickey, the Irish bartender, came over and flashed his cocky smile.

“There be the two loveliest ladies in the room.”

“Really, Mickey,” Lola answered, “you’ve said that to every woman here, I’m sure.”

“Yer all the loveliest when yer standing in front of me,” he said with a gleam in his eye.

Vera rolled hers. “If you think you can stop swooning over us, I’ll take a Sidecar.”

“‘Twill be hard, but I’ll put me best effort to it.” Mickey gave them a wink and began pulling out bottles to mix Vera’s drink. “And you, me darlin’ rose?” he asked Lola. “The Rose for the rose?”

Lola gave him a dry laugh. “I think I’ll go for a Mary Pickford this time.”

“Ah,” Mickey looked as though he’d made a discovery. “I’ve got ya figured now, Miss Rose.”

“Do you?”

He finished creating Vera’s drink with a flourish and handed it to her.

“It’s a sweet tooth yer having.”

“I do confess it,” Lola said.

Mickey smiled, pleased with himself, no doubt, and mixed her drink.

“There’s Willa and Brandon,” Vera said, gesturing with her cocktail glass to where they were leaving the dance floor. She’d already drunk enough that the liquor didn’t swish over the side. “I simply must mingle with them. Catch us up?”

“In a minute or two.”

Vera pecked her on the cheek and wended her way toward the twosome.

Lola accepted her drink from Mickey as a thin man with dark, wavy hair and wearing a brown suit came up next to her.

“Gin Rickey,” the man ordered. And it did sound like an order. Mickey didn’t seem upset by it, moving to get the man’s drink.

“He’s not a servant,” Lola said protectively. She was fond of Mickey.

The man looked at her, startled. And then she was startled. He had the greenest eyes she’d ever seen. And pockmarks on the right side of his face that looked as though someone had dug little holes with a penknife.

The man’s mouth thinned into a line. “He is a bartender. Bartenders serve.” The man’s accent was very much British, and his tone was hard.

“Drinks,” Lola added.

“You were speaking with the German,” he accused. She recognized him then as the man Herr Prinz forced aside. She took offense that he assumed she had anything to do with the pompous man.

“I’ve spoken to several nationalities tonight,” she told him flippantly. “British, Irish, German. I might have a go at seeking out a Russian or a Scot. Now I get to add speaking to an ass. Funny, though, I thought they only brayed.”

The man’s eyes widened, and behind the bar, Mickey was clenching his teeth to keep from laughing. Lola smiled sweetly to the man.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’d best hunt up a few Arabs.”

She turned on her heel and strode away, fully intending on finding her friends. She’d taken ten steps when she realized she’d left her drink behind.

Lovely. So much for the last word and an exit. She sighed.

“Miss.”

The green-eyed man was standing behind her. He held out her drink. He looked different without the hard edge, his expression contrite. It made him look younger than she’d first taken him for, only a few years older than she.

“I apologize,” he said.

“And did you apologize to Mickey?”

“I did. And tipped him well.”

Lola smiled. “Good man.”

He half-shrugged. It was then that Lola noticed the empty sleeve pinned to his coat. His eyes met hers, and she saw it clearly. Wounded soldier.

“Well,” Lola said, accepting her drink, “we’d best fetch yours now, hadn’t we?”

“It’s fine, miss,” he said.

“Yes, I’m sure it is. Mickey does an excellent job.”

“No, I meant I can see to it.”

“I’m sure you can.” She held out her hand. “Lola Rose.”

He glanced at it. She’d held out her left hand to shake as he was missing his right.

He accepted it in a gentle grasp. “Gordie Canfield.”

“Such a pleasure. Now, at least,” she added with a smirk.

He chuckled. He did have a nice voice.

Together they returned to the bar so Gordie could claim the drink Mickey handed to him.

“For you, me good man,” Mickey said.

“Thank you.”

“Are you here with friends?” Lola asked Gordie, glancing for the brown-haired woman he’d escorted inside.

“I was.” His tone was clipped. He didn’t seem to wish to discuss it. She let it pass. “I saw you were here with friends,” he told her, and his lip curled at the last.

“Yes. Vera. But,” she added, “not the German. I try not to have anything against Germans, mind, though I don’t know any personally, but that one I don’t think I care to know.”

“Oh?” He looked a little too curious.

“I prefer my gentlemen friends not to look at me as though I was something scraped off his highly polished shoe.”

“How could anyone look at you in such a way?” He didn’t say it salaciously but with genuine incredulity.

“Apparently you can if you’re an arrogant German ass.”

“What does braying sound like in German?”

Lola laughed and looped her arm around his. “Oh, I think I like you, Gordie Canfield. But before I decide, you must tell me one thing.”

He put on an attentive expression. “And that is?”

“Do you dance?”
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Saturday, January 6th

“And did he?”

Lola grinned from where she reclined on Miss Edie’s Victorian chaise lounge. She felt rather dramatic on the lounge, entirely too tempted to swing her arm over the lounge-back in a swoon, but she refrained.

“He did. Quite nicely, too.”

“Hmm.”

A standard Edwina Blythe Fromer Meunier response. Though, Lola mused, if she had as many surnames as Miss Edie, she’d save her breath for saying them aloud, too.

There was one name Miss Edie would rarely utter aloud: Baroness of Alwick.

“And do you intend to see this young man again?”

Lola couldn’t tell if Miss Edie found the idea disagreeable or acceptable. Those were her two leading judgments toward any situation. It was usually easy to recognize. One had only to look at the expression on the elderly woman’s face. She would appear either pinched and sharp or rosy-cheeked and pleasant.

This morning, however, Lola couldn’t judge because Miss Edie sat with her back to her, penning a letter at the ornate writing desk. Her white hair was perfectly coiffed in an old Edwardian style, her dark blue day dress looked as though it had just come from the dress-maker, and her spine was ramrod straight.

Lola sat up. She’d come to love visiting Miss Edie, no matter which side of the coin the elderly woman was on a given day. She had barged into Miss Edie’s life after learning who she was—the reclusive widow who lived on the top floor of the Regal Rose Hotel. After the death of her first husband, the Baron of Alwick, Miss Edie had married Michel Meunier, the French architect who had purchased the old building to design into the Regal Rose, the glamorous, luxury hotel. He completed the top floor first so that he and Miss Edie could live on the property while construction continued.

Lola couldn’t resist butting into the old woman’s life. On New Year’s Eve, she had determined that Miss Edie needed a friend. Miss Edie, as yet, didn’t seem so inclined to agree, but after the first day of Lola’s persistent inquiries at her door, Miss Edie had allowed her lady’s maid, Eugenie, to give Lola entry. “If only to stop this endless torment of door-rattling,” Miss Edie had declared.

Lola didn’t believe a word of it.

“We’re meeting at the club tonight,” Lola said, answering Miss Edie’s question.

Miss Edie’s head raised. “Is your mother aware of this?”

“I honestly couldn’t say,” Lola admitted. She twisted the strand of jet beads around her fingers. “I haven’t seen her since tea yesterday.”

“Hmm.”

That was definitely disapproving.

“She had dinner with Sir Caldwell last night,” Lola told her, “and she had already gone when I woke this morning.”

“I hardly think rising at ten o’clock is considered morning.”

Lola chuckled. “I supposed I might have slept in a bit.”

Miss Edie turned in her elegant chair to face Lola. “This seems to be a common occurrence for you.”

“I understand that ladies often sleep well into the morning here.”

“If you are referring to here as in England, then yes, it does occur. If she is a married woman,” Miss Edie stressed, tilting her head to peer at Lola from over her reading glasses. They were lovely things with silver frames and half-moon lenses. Lola thought she should get a pair. It was quite a statement to look over one’s glasses. Very effective.

“Lola.”

“Yes?”

“Back to the matter at hand, if you will.” Miss Edie was learning her tendencies a little too well.

“I was out late,” Lola defended, tilting her own face upwards as though to shield herself from that penetrating gray-eyed stare. She had danced far too long with Gordie, even missing her friends’ departure, but it had been too long since she’d lost herself to dancing the hours away.

“With this young man?”

“Gordie.”

“Yes. Mr. Canfield.” Miss Edie pursed her lips together, looking as though she had something to add, but she kept silent.

“Whoever are you writing?” Lola said when Miss Edie turned back to her desk.

“No one says ‘whoever’ in that manner, my dear.”

“It’s making a comeback.” Lola crossed to the desk. “Is that French?”

“Oui, il est en effet.”

Lola blinked.

“Truly, young lady, we must do something about your lack of education.”

“I’ve had a fine education, thank you.”

“Steer-riding and bull-wrestling do not count as education.”

“It’s steer-wrestling and bull-riding, and I’ve done neither.” For a while, Lola added silently. “It might come in handy that I know how to lasso a calf.”

Miss Edie looked up at her. “And have you seen many runaway calves on the streets of London?”

“I haven’t seen much of London at all.” Lola leaned on the desk and crossed her arms.

“Stand straight.”

She jumped upright at the unexpected command.

“A lady does not slouch.” Miss Edie returned to her writing.

“As my mother has mentioned.”

“And well she should.”

“Mother did the best she could with me,” Lola defended. She didn’t like the idea that Miss Edie would find her mother lacking. “It wasn’t easy for her, being the only Brit in West Texas.”

“I am positive it was not. I am amazed she remained as long as she did.”

“She loves it there.” Lola’s eyes burned. “And she loved my father.”

Miss Edie faced her. “I am certain she did. Why else would she move to West Texas?”

Lola didn’t know how to respond. Of course her mother moved to Texas to be with the man she’d married. Why would she have gone otherwise? Was Miss Edie commenting on that fact? Or something else?

“But now you are both here,” Miss Edie continued, returning to her letter. “For better or worse.”

“Better or worse for who?”

“That remains to be seen.”

Lola laughed, though she had the feeling the old woman wasn’t trying to be amusing. Or was she? She didn’t know Miss Edie all that well. She was trying, but the woman didn’t make it easy.

“I think it’s for the better,” Lola said, leaning against the desk again and toying with her jet beads. “And some ways worse, too. Aren’t all things?”

“Well spoken.” Miss Edie glanced up at her from over her reading glasses again. “You are entering a new world, however. Once your mother marries my nephew—”

It was too easy to forget that Sir Caldwell was Miss Edie’s nephew, a fact she’d only learned recently. 

“I know.” Lola straightened and lifted her chin to recite. “There will be traditions to follow and expectations to meet that cannot be willfully shirked, no matter my thoughts on them.”

“You do a suitable impression of your mother.”

“Don’t all young women?” Lola winked.

Was it her imagination or did Miss Edie hold in a chuckle?

“There is a great deal of truth to it, however,” Miss Edie warned. “Are you prepared for what this union will mean for you personally?”

Lola gave that a thought before answering. “I’m fond of Sir Caldwell. He’s different from my father, but I think they’d have gotten along well. Though—” Lola tapped the end of her beads to her lips. “Now that I think about it, maybe they aren’t so different after all. Just different in the wheres and hows they were raised.”

“Indeed.”

“You’ve considered this already, haven’t you?”

“Naturally.”

“Did Sir Caldwell ask for your blessings?”

Miss Edie did chuckle at that. “Not a bit, but then, I am only his aunt. He hardly needs my blessings. Your mother needs no one’s blessings, either,” Miss Edie added.

Lola sensed a story under that comment, and she opened her mouth to ask, but Eugenie came into the room.

“A message for you, Madame,” Eugenie announced. Lola had yet to place her accent. Scottish? Irish? Welsh? None of them quite fit.

Eugenie held out an envelope. As Miss Edie accepted it, Lola saw Mme Meunier printed boldly on the front.

Miss Edie eyed the envelope.

“Well?” Lola prompted. That earned her a look from over the reading glasses again.

Miss Edie set the envelope aside. “What are your plans for the day?” Miss Edie asked calmly.

“You aren’t going to open it?”

“Not at the moment.”

“Aren’t you curious who it’s from?”

“Are you?”

There was definitely a twinkle in the old woman’s eyes.

Lola heard Eugenie chortle and glanced over to see the middle-aged woman covering her mouth with her hand.

Emboldened, Lola snatched the envelope off the desk. She hesitated for a moment, but Miss Edie said nothing, so she ripped it open and pulled out a half sheet of paper.

And frowned.

“It’s in French.”

Miss Edie smiled. “Is it?”

“You knew it would be.”

“No, not at all. It might have been in Italian. I correspond in both.” She held out her hand, and Lola dropped the envelope and letter onto it.

Miss Edie scanned it as Lola watched with a smirk. Their eyes met at the same time.

“Clever,” Miss Edie mumbled.

Lola glanced at Eugenie and winked, silently congratulating herself on her successful ploy. Now if only Miss Edie would share the contents of the letter.

Miss Edie sobered and sat straighter if that were possible.

“What is it?” Lola bent at the waist, peering at the note with Miss Edie like it would make the French legible.

Miss Edie tossed the note aside as though it offended her and pulled a fresh sheet of paper to her. She penned a response, at least that’s what Lola assumed, signed and folded it, and slipped it into a clean envelope. On the outside, she wrote “Herr Eckhardt Prinz.”

“Oh! I’ve met him. But he’s German. Why is he writing to you in French?”

“Perhaps because he believes I’m French.” The words were abrupt.

“Why would he ... oh, your husband. Why is he writing to your husband?”

“He was not. He was addressing me.”

“In French?”

“As you saw.”

“A German, writing in French, to an Englishwoman, widowed to a Frenchman.” Lola tapped her jet beads to her teeth.

“Do stop that,” Miss Edie said, but Lola heard tension under the
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