
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Redemption at Shadow Lake 
 
      
 
    J.E. Grace 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    copyright © 2018 J. E. Grace 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the express written permission of the Author. 
 
    This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.  
 
    All biblical references are from the King James Version 1982 by Thomas Nelson, Inc. 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. 
 
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Prologue 
 
      
 
   A n attractive man in his early thirties with deeply disturbed eyes stands in the shadows. His body shakes with anticipation of what is to come. He had fought the demons for a long time and had lost. Finally, they had taken over his every waking hour, and he didn’t know who he was anymore. 
 
    He stood watching as the young woman walked by in her jogging outfit. She was a looker, and he had seen her many times before, but never this close.  
 
    The sun was setting over the lake shore, and the wind was picking up. His long brown hair lifted off his neck, and the sound of rustling leaves set his nerves on edge.  
 
    Most of the people had gone. He had watched them leave throughout the day while he remained unnoticed behind the trees and rocky banks.  He was tired of running and tired of being a hunted man. Every part of him hungered to be free, but he knew it was out of his grasp. Impossible, after the things he had done.  
 
    His shelter was an old abandoned structure, and he lived on whatever he could find. The garbage cans sometimes offered leftover scraps, but food could not fill the need that raged inside him. 
 
    His mind wandered back to the woman. He would hang back and follow her, and when he was sure they were alone, he would approach her with caution. He didn’t want to scare her or make her scream. He would be friendly, maybe even offer to take her photo.  
 
    He half staggered along the lake’s edge keeping his victim in sight. His feet moved carefully over the twigs trying not to disturb them as he followed. 
 
    The sound of laughter made him cringe. He hid behind a rock and cowered down out of sight until the voices faded away into the distance. That was a close call and hopefully the last he would encounter, as time was running out. He exited his hiding place and walked along, sometimes sprinting to make up the time.  
 
    As he rounded the bend, he could see the woman taking a drink from a sports bottle, unaware of his presence. She was putting her water away and spotted the man as she turned.   
 
    She stood by the cliffs that raised up high giving one a sense of the entrance to a cathedral. A natural bridge formed where the lakefront ended and provided an isolated spot to satisfy his craving. 
 
    “Hi. I didn’t mean to frighten you. I didn’t know anyone was still out here,” he flashed the woman a smile. “I see you have a camera. Are you a photographer?” 
 
    “My husband’s a professional photographer, but I’m just an amateur. It’s so beautiful and peaceful here,” she said snapping a photo of the lake. She turned quickly snapping his picture. Her nervousness was showing, and he could feel his adrenaline spike. 
 
    “Would you like me to take a photo for your husband?” he asked walking toward her. 
 
    “That would be nice,” she said handing him the camera. 
 
    She took her place in front of Cathedral Bridge to use as a backdrop. She smiled, as he pushed the button.  
 
    He glanced around scouting out the landscape nearby. Good, there didn’t seem to be anyone else in sight. He handed her the camera back, and she smiled at him. 
 
    As she turned around, he quickly grabbed her from behind and shoved a rag into her mouth. She struggled but couldn’t match his strength. In a matter of seconds, he had secured her hands behind her back. He prodded her along as she struggled and made his way to a dark area underneath the bridge. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1  
 
    Four Years Later-Present Time 
 
      
 
   S amantha Dunning exited the building at Shadow Lake Realty. She would have to hurry if she was going to make her two o’clock appointment. It wasn’t too often that she had a client of Mr. Benham’s caliber in the small town of Shadow Lake, Colorado. 
 
    Shadow Lake, she still couldn’t believe she had traded her high-rise office in Pigeon Bay, S.C. for this small country town. What was I thinking? But, brokering her own realty office was too good to pass up. 
 
    Shadow Lake has a population of around twelve thousand. A gorgeous lake surrounds the town, and Samantha had acquired a lovely cabin on a lakefront lot. She had been in Shadow Lake six months, but to her, it felt much longer.  
 
    Samantha got into her Lexus sedan and programmed her GPS for 2168 Orchard Drive. According to the display, it was a short fifteen-minute drive across town and towards the south end of the lake to a newly built subdivision. The owners of the house had vacated due to a job transfer, and it would make an excellent commission if she could close the deal. 
 
    She admired the houses as she drove up the winding road. It was a warm summer day, and she glanced at the boaters cruising on the lake having fun with their families. Deep inside she yearned to have a family of her own, but then that would mean she would have to be involved in a meaningful relationship. That was a road she wasn’t willing to go down yet. Work was her priority, and the men she had met in Shadow Lake so far weren’t that interesting.  
 
    Just as she crested the top of the hill, she made a right-hand turn and pulled into a circular driveway. Great, it was just like him to be late. 
 
    To pass the time, Samantha walked up to the front of the executive home and put her keycard into the lockbox which hung from the front railing. She carefully punched in the code, and it fell free.  
 
    Entered the foyer and continuing straight ahead, her eyes taking in the massive white and beige stone fireplace that stretched across the space of the back wall.  
 
    On a side wall was a large rectangular mirror and she took a moment to check her appearance. Her long brown hair hung loosely across her shoulders framing her face. She was a striking woman for twenty-four. Her well-tanned body was fit and lean, and her blue blouse and short gray skirt clung to her body in all the right places.  
 
    Off the living room was a large open kitchen. The stainless-steel appliances were top of the line and beautiful granite countertops, and dark cabinets surrounded the L-shaped room. The kitchen was Italian styling, and it was apparent, the prior owners had spared no expense. 
 
    There were two large bedrooms downstairs, a medium-sized dining room, bathroom and laundry room that completed the main level.  
 
    Samantha continued up the circular staircase to the second floor. As she walked down the hallway, her heels tapped on the highly polished hardwood floors.  
 
    On one side was a master bedroom suite and across the hall were two more bedrooms with an adjoining bath. As she stood in the middle of the master bedroom, she heard a vehicle pull up.  
 
    Samantha moved over to the window overlooking the front drive and looked out, as a tall man dressed in a business suit exited from a black Mercedes Benz. He removed his sunglasses placing them in his shirt pocket and approached the house. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
   S amantha was mesmerized by the sight of his lean profile. He appeared fit, nape of the neck length black hair combed stylishly, and he walked with an air of confidence. He was gorgeous, and she could feel a rush of warmth across her face. Get ahold of yourself. He’s a client.  
 
    Samantha made her way down the staircase, and just as she grabbed for the front door knob, the door pushed open. She had to brace herself to avoid falling backward.  
 
    When she finally composed herself, she was looking up into the man’s eyes. At first, she couldn’t speak, as her eyes roamed his face. 
 
    “Samantha Dunning, I presume. I hope I didn’t frighten you. I’m Calvin Benham,” he said reaching out to shake her hand. 
 
    “Glad to meet you, Mr. Benham,” said Samantha placing her hand on his.  
 
    “Please, call me Calvin.” 
 
    “Calvin, I think the house will be to your liking. What type of work do you do?” asked Samantha. 
 
    “I’m an architect and investment broker, looking to build a resort here in Shadow Lake. The lake will be a big draw for my clients who are looking for a getaway,” he said as he walked into the kitchen running his hand across the granite countertop of the island. 
 
    “I’m surprised you considered Shadow Lake. We don’t exactly have a large population,” Samantha replied as she stood across from him watching as he checked out the appliances. 
 
    “A smaller population is no deterrent. Most of my business would be coming in from outside the area, and it could provide Shadow Lake with a lot of extra jobs. How many bedrooms on this floor?” 
 
    “There are two downstairs, a master suite upstairs and two more bedrooms with an adjoining bath. Do you have a large family?” asked Samantha walking towards the staircase.  
 
    “I’m not married. I like having room, and do alot of entertaining,” he said grinning. “It’s is a beautiful home. The owner seems to have used the best materials. Let’s check out the upstairs, shall we.” 
 
    “Sure, follow me,” said Samantha as she climbed the staircase to the upper floor. She could feel his eyes boring a hole into her back and had to concentrate on each step. Now wasn’t the time to turn into a klutz. 
 
    Reaching the top, she felt his presence behind her. Turning to look back his shoulder lightly touched hers sending a shiver through her body. Samantha followed him as he entered each room. 
 
    “Well, Calvin, what do you think so far? Can you see yourself living here?” Samantha asked as she walked over to the sliders, following him out onto the deck of the master bedroom.  
 
    “The view is sensational. I’ll have to give it some more thought, but it’s a definite possibility. Do you have any other properties similar to this one that I can look at?” asked Mr. Benham, as he walked to the end of the deck glancing at the boats in the distance.  
 
    “Executive homes are limited. I have a feeling this one won’t be on the market long. It’s priced well below market value.” 
 
     “Does it happen to have a dock?” he inquired. 
 
    “It does. There’s a trail just below this deck that leads to the dock.” 
 
    “I think I have seen everything I need from here. I would like to check out the garage,” said Mr. Benham as he exited the front door. 
 
    Samantha walked over to the detached three car garage and hit the door opener. The door made its ascent upwards. She entered and hit the light switch flooding the interior with light. 
 
    Mr. Benham entered the garage and looked around assessing the space. “There is plenty of room here for storage and a couple of cars. It will do fine,” he walked back outside. 
 
    Samantha exited behind him and hit the opener again, and the doors went back down.  She walked towards the front of the house and placed the keys into the lockbox and closed it.  
 
    Mr. Benham was standing next to his automobile and waited for her. As she approached, he gave her a quick smile. “Could I get a business card from you? I will be in touch in the next day or two. If you think you might get an offer, give me a call. I would like to be first in line.” 
 
    “You know the best way to make sure that doesn’t happen would be to make an offer.” 
 
    “I don’t like rushing into anything without sleeping on it overnight. I’ll be in touch. I’m staying at the Shadow Inn,” he said.  
 
    “Here’s my card, Calvin. I’ll wait to hear from you, and I’ll call if I have any activity on the place.” 
 
    “I would appreciate it,” he said reaching out his hand to take the card. “Until next time,” he said as he opened the car door and got in. 
 
    Samantha watched as he drove away. Wow, if he isn’t a dreamboat, but there’s something about him that makes me uneasy. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
   C alvin Benham sat at the desk in his upscale suite at the Shadow Lake Inn. He had booked the best they had, but it still wasn’t up to his standards. 
 
    He made some notes in his journal about his encounter with Samantha Dunning. He had to admit, she was intelligent and okay in the looks department, yet he felt she was somewhat out of her league. She didn’t fit the small-town profile either. He wondered how she ended up in Shadow Lake running a small real estate office.  
 
    Calvin knew from the minute he met Samantha that there was an immediate attraction. At least on her part. He was used to women throwing themselves at him, so it wasn’t a surprise when Samantha had shown a spark of interest. He could feel the heat when he was next to her.  
 
    Maybe, he would make her sweat a little over the contract on the house. He could use her attraction to his advantage, and it wasn’t like there were a lot of buyers with the amount of money he had at his disposal. 
 
    Calvin smiled to himself and walked over and removed some casual clothes laying them on the bed. He would take a hot shower and then call his contact to give him an update on his progress, then check out what this town had in the way of restaurants. 
 
    He had just showered and dressed in a blue shirt, and khaki’s when the phone rang.  
 
    “Well, Calvin my boy, how are things in Shadow Lake?”  
 
    “Coming right along, Mr. Donatello. I met with the realtor today and found a good headquarters for our project. It’s an executive home next to the lake and available at a good price. It’s five-bedroom which should be adequate,” said Calvin as he walked over to the window looking out towards the lake. 
 
    “We’ve been quite frank with our intentions and want this to go as smoothly as possible. How long before you can get a look at some sites?” asked Mr. Donatello as he swung his office chair around propping his feet up on the desk. 
 
    “I’ll see what’s available. I will get the job done. You can count on it,” said Calvin taking a seat at the desk. 
 
    “We know we have the right man for the job. I’ll talk to you at the end of the week unless of course, you have some urgent news. We are in a time crunch on this one.” 
“I’ve seemed to turn the head of the realtor I’m working with; so it might work to our advantage. Maybe throw the small-town realtor a nice commission to boost her ego and who knows what she might be willing to overlook,” said Calvin. 
 
    “Well, keep me posted. The board is getting restless.” 
 
    Calvin disconnected the call, put his cell into his pocket, and grabbed his keys off the desk. 
 
     He locked the door, crossed the hall, and punched the elevator button. Within a couple of seconds, the doors opened. He hit the button for the main floor, and as he exited, the lobby was reasonably quiet. A tall man in his late forties stood talking to the desk clerk, and he glanced at Calvin as he exited the building. 
 
    Calvin walked towards his car punching the keypad. He followed Sleepy Creek Road until he got to the central section of town.   
 
    Shadow Lake was much like other small lake towns he had visited.  The traffic was relatively heavy this afternoon. He assumed it was because of the summer tourist traffic. He noticed a bakery shop, a couple of gas stations, hardware store, a mom and pop grocery, some gift shops, and what seemed to be a couple of family type restaurants.  
 
    At the other end of town was Shadow Lake Park. He noticed some families playing frisbee with their kids and other children using the play area. Across from the park was a historic brick building that housed the Shadow Lake Police Department. 
 
    Calvin continued along the street stopping at the stop signs which he felt were way too many for a small town when he spotted Mike’s Steak House. The parking lot was full which suggested it might be the right place to grab a meal. Calvin pulled into the parking lot and made a couple of rounds through the parking lot before he found an open space.  
 
    As he entered the building, instead of being shown to his seat, he was told to sit wherever he liked. The steakhouse was quite a bit more laid back than he expected. He chose a booth with a lake view. The trees outside swayed as a gust of wind moved them. He could see the sun just starting to set on the horizon marking it with spectacular color. Calvin had to admit it was quite beautiful. 
 
    A young teenage girl with her hair pulled back in a ponytail and dressed in a white shirt, and black dress slacks took his order. It seemed to him that the hired help kept getting younger all the time. As long as she got his order right, he guessed that was all that mattered. 
 
    The steak was delicious and cooked to his satisfaction. At least the town had passed in the cuisine department. Hopefully, the rest of his meals would be as good. He wasn’t used to sub-standard anything. He was about to leave a tip when a familiar voice hit his ears. No, it couldn’t be. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
   S amantha sat across the room at Mike’s Steak House with Beverly, her office manager. She felt as if someone was staring at her and when she turned, her eyes meet Calvin Benham’s. What are the odds? Samantha turned to face Beverly and continued with their conversation, all the while, feeling flustered. Why does this man have such an effect on me? 
 
    Beverly noticed that Samantha was acting nervously. “What’s wrong? You act like you saw a ghost?” 
 
    “Nothing. Just the client I showed the executive home to yesterday,” Samantha said trying to ignore his presence. 
 
    “Well, he must have had some effect on you. Which one is he?” 
 
    “He’s just leaving his booth on the other side of the room.” 
 
    “The handsome guy that’s walking over here right now? What a dreamboat. I don’t blame you for losing it,” said Beverly as she watched the man approach their booth.  
 
    “Good evening. Samantha, nice to see you again. I’ll be in touch soon,” Calvin said as he smiled and walked past them to the exit doors. Before Samantha could even say a word, he was gone. Samantha sat stunned by the quick encounter. 
 
    “Well, I better be getting home. I have to stop and check on my dad on the way. He’s getting where he can’t do much these days, and I’m all he has.” Beverly placing a tip on the table. “It was nice having dinner with you. We’ll have to do this again, that is if your client doesn’t ask you out first.” 
 
    “You know I don’t mix business and pleasure. Besides, Mr. Benham isn’t my type,” said Samantha getting up from the table and making her way over to the counter to pay the bill. “See you in the morning.” 
 
    “I’ll be a little late. I have an appointment before work,” Beverly smiled as she walked towards the door. 
 
    Samantha watched as she left. So far, she was the only close friend she had since relocating to Shadow Lake. Sure, she had acquaintances at the Mayor’s office and City Hall but no one she wanted to spend quality time with.  
 
    Samantha paid the bill and exited to the parking lot. It was dark now and the night noises along the lakefront were in full force. The different sounds reminded her that she wasn’t in South Carolina. Would she ever feel at home here? 
 
    She drove along Sleepy Creek Road, her headlights lighting up the wooded landscape on either side. She rolled down her window to let the night breeze bring along the smells and sounds of the lake as she cruised along.  
 
    Her decision to move to Shadow Lake came right after her sister, Gabrielle moved to Pigeon Bay. Gabrielle’s advertising company’s expansion brought with it the need for a South Carolina office, and they had chosen to locate it in Pigeon Bay. Gabrielle was their choice to head it up. 
 
    Samantha and Gabrielle were always at odds with each other, and it seemed to worsen after their father died. They each took turns trying to console their mother, who of course, insisted she would be fine. She had her art, and that was enough to occupy her time. After a few months, their mom was back to painting again and showing at the local galleries.  
 
    Gabrielle stayed on at the house when her mom had started doing shows. She was worried about leaving her home empty while she traveled and of course, Gabrielle was grateful for a place to stay, even though her work took up most of her time and was too busy for relationships. At least, that’s what she said. Samantha always thought there was more to it. 
 
    Samantha made a sharp right-hand turn and pulled into her driveway. As the headlights hit the front of the house, the porch light flicked on. A full porch ran along the front of the house. Large baskets with a variety of colorful flowers hung from above, and stepping stones led the way to the porch steps.  
 
    Grabbing her briefcase, she exited the car locking it behind her and climbed up the steps. She put her key in the lock and seconds later entered the house hitting the light switch.  
 
    Putting her briefcase down on the end table in the living room, she made her way to the open kitchen. For a small house, the owner had done a fantastic job keeping everything functional. The kitchen was modern with up-to-date stainless-steel appliances and granite countertops.  
 
    The walls were a rustic wood, with ceiling beams overhead and the living room opened to the kitchen, only separated by the breakfast bar. In the far corner of the room, adjacent to the sliders that went out onto a deck overlooking the lake was a gas burning fireplace. Samantha looked forward to curling up on the sofa with a good book during the cold winter nights.  
 
    Over the fireplace hung a beautiful painting of a South Carolina beach scene; the lighthouse at Pigeon Bay where Samantha had grown up as a child. The scene warmed her heart each time she admired it. It was one of her mother’s first and given to Samantha on her twenty-first birthday.  
 
    Samantha put on the tea kettle, kicked off her high heels, and carried them into the bedroom. She undressed and put on a robe.  
 
    As she entered the kitchen, the tea kettle whistled blowing out steam. Poured a cup of tea she stood in front of the sliding glass doors looking out at the lake. In the darkness, Sam could see the calm water of the lake bathed in moonlight and the silhouettes of the trees that lined the shore.  
 
    There was a sense of peacefulness here that she did like but wasn’t sure that she wanted to make her permanent home. Her heart was still in Pigeon Bay, but that part of her life was over.  
 
     Brett had not been ready to commit, even after three long years in a relationship. How did I not see it? He wanted to live together without being married, but she loved the Lord, and there was no compromise. A lone tear rolled down her face, and she wiped it away. She had to trust God next time and not let her heart lead her astray. 
 
    She glanced over at the plaque that hung on the wall across from her. It was her favorite Bible verse. “The Lord will guide you continually, and satisfy your soul in drought, and strengthen your bones; you shall be like a watered garden, and like a spring of water, whose waters will not fail.” Isaiah 58:11. 
 
    Samantha placed her teacup in the sink and rinsed it out. She padded to the bathroom to take a shower, letting the water stream down over her body easing the tension of the day. She dried off, put on a pair of satin pajamas, and slipped into bed cradling her pillow around her head. God guide me in all I do, and please Lord do not let me be fearful. May I always keep you first in my heart and follow your direction. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
   S amantha moaned and rolled over. Visions of Calvin Benham bounced around in her head and broke up her peaceful sleep. He held her in a tight grip; his warm breath traveled down her neck, then his wet lips pressed down hard on hers. She was drowning in the uncontrollable passion but fought for control. 
 
    She awoke with a start, her breath coming in quick spurts. Sweat dripped down from her forehead landing on her pajama top. She threw her covers off and made her way to the bathroom. Her hair was tossed and tangled, and her eyes were bloodshot. Lord, are you trying to warn me about him?  
 
    Samantha pulled down a washcloth and filled the basin with cold water, patting the sweat from her forehead and neck. She felt an uneasiness about having to see Calvin again. She could always have Beverly finish the transaction. But then, that didn’t make sense to put that much weight on a stupid dream.  
 
    She padded into the kitchen and took a sip out of the bottled water and took it back with her. It was three a.m., and she had a busy day ahead.  
 
    Samantha checked the alarm to make sure she set it, crawled into bed pulling the covers over her. She closed her eyes, rolled over on her side, and prayed that sleep would come.  
 
    ~ 
 
    It was six-thirty a.m. when she heard the alarm go off and the radio blaring a Christian rock tune.  
 
    She made her way into the kitchen, pressed the button on her coffee maker, and heard the drip, drip of the coffee as it filled the canister. By the time she finished her shower, it would be ready. 
 
    She stood looking out the window at the lake. It was early, but the sun was coming up and shed light on the water. Birds flew overhead and dove into the lake capturing their morning meal. 
 
    Samantha enjoyed mornings best. It was a peaceful time. No stress, no pressure, and a time to focus on God. It had been the start of her day for a long time.  
 
     It hadn’t always been that way. After her breakup with Brett, she had drifted away from God for a while. Brett was her first love, and the heartache she felt was more than she thought she could handle.  
 
    Finally, when she was at her lowest and desperate for the pain to stop, she cried out to God, and he was there to pick her up. She finally admitted to herself that she should have listened to God’s warning. She had prayed about their relationship and heard his voice loud and clear, “No!” But she continued anyway. It was a hard lesson to learn and one she wouldn’t forget anytime soon. 
 
    Samantha was coming out of the shower when her cell phone rang. She pulled on her robe and grabbed the phone. It was Mrs. Connor verifying the time for the appointment to look at the commercial building on Commerce Way. Mrs. Connor had to set the time for an hour later so her husband could be there. 
 
    Samantha hung up the phone and got dressed in a pale blue dress. She pulled her hair back and let the rest flow down over her shoulders. After putting on a pair of low heeled pumps, she took a few minutes for prayer and Bible reading before making breakfast. 
 
    A half-hour later, the kitchen smelled of pancakes, blueberry syrup, and bacon. She finished breakfast, washed up the dishes, and grabbed her keys off the breakfast bar. Clutching her briefcase, she opened the door and exited locking the door behind her. 
 
    Samantha placed her briefcase in the seat next to her and slid behind the wheel. The sun was out full force now, and she moved the visor down to block it from her eyes. She started her car and waited for it to warm up. 
 
    She picked up her sunglasses from the console and hit the on switch for her GPS. She gave it a couple of minutes to load and added the address. The GPS mapped her route.  
 
    When the roadway was clear, Samatha pulled out. It was going on ten a.m. and traffic was starting to pick up. People were making their way to town.  
 
    A couple of miles up the hill she made a sharp left, followed Commercial Way for a couple of blocks, and pulled into the parking lot. She could see Mr. Connor standing next to his pickup and walked over to greet him. Mrs. Connor got out as she approached. 
 
    The Connor’s were a middle-aged couple that had relocated to Shadow Lake a month earlier from Denver. With their children grown they decided they wanted the small town atmosphere and after lots of research had chosen Shadow Lake. They sold home cleaning products and offered a local home cleaning service. 
 
    “Mr. & Mrs. Connor, so nice to see you again,” said Samantha shaking hands. “I believe this commercial property might be just what you are looking for,” she said as she unlocked the door. 
 
    The Connor’s entered the warehouse, and their eyes widened as they took in the amount of space inside. “It is much larger than I expected,” said Mr. Connor as he walked over to the office area. “I think this might work nicely and the asking price is within our budget.” 
 
    Samantha pointed out the receiving area in the back of the building with a bay for delivery of supplies and the fact that there were plenty of windows to let in the natural light from outside. “Do you have any questions?” asked Samantha standing next to Mrs. Connor. 
 
    “Are the roads maintained in the winter?” asked Mr. Connor. 
 
    “Yes, the county takes care of all the roads in the area. Each owner pays a fee towards yearly maintenance. I believe it is around seventy-five dollars, but I can give their office a call and double check.” 
 
    “I would like to know the exact amount of taxes and maintenance fees before we make an offer,” he said as he seemed to be calculating things in his mind. 
 
    “I’ll give them a call now and verify it for you. I’ll be back in a minute,” said Samantha as she walked outside. 
 
    Samantha dialed the number and verified the amount. It had gone up ten dollars but should still work for them. 
 
    As she entered the building, Mrs. Connor was sitting at the front counter, with Mr. Connor standing next to her. 
 
    “Well, their office verified the amount. The roadside maintenance is a little more than I thought. They had an increase recently, and it’s eighty-five dollars,” said Samantha. 
 
    “That sounds okay. If our bottom line comes out the way I think it is going too, we can drop by your office tomorrow afternoon to write up an offer. I’ll call you tomorrow morning to set a time. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Great. I have a couple of appointments set up, but I can work around those,” said Samantha ending the meeting with a handshake. She walked with them outside and locked the door. “I look forward to hearing from you. Have a good day.” 
 
    The Connor’s got into their truck and pulled away. Samantha gave her office a quick call to check on any new appointments.  
 
    The appointment had gone well. The Connor’s were qualified buyers who knew what they wanted. So unlike some of the buyers early in her career where she had wasted endless hours showing clients numerous homes only to find that the one they wanted was outside their price range. It didn’t take her long to learn to pre-qualify them first. 
 
    She drove along listening to the local radio station that played Christian music and hummed along. The window was rolled down, and a soft breeze caressed her face lightly blowing her hair. She reached over and pushed it back. 
 
    What was that? Samantha glanced over at the GPS. A new route appeared on the screen that she didn’t recognize, and she leaned over to clear it. Well, that was weird. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
   S amantha was beginning to lose her patience. What on earth was happening to the GPS? After a couple of times of resetting it, her curiosity got the best of her. I have to know what’s at this address. 
 
    Up ahead was a parking lot and she made a quick turnaround. She began to climb uphill and around some sharper curves until it finally leveled out.  
 
    The GPS told her to take a sharp right-hand turn and go 2.5 miles and then take another left on McClure Rd. She was entering an area she had never been before, and it appeared quite isolated. Samantha used her hands-free phone system and called the office.  
 
    “Beverly, I just wanted to check in and let you know where I am. Something strange is going on with my GPS. It keeps resetting my route to a McClure Rd address. Weird, I know, but you know me, I have to follow up on it,” said Samantha. 
 
    “I think maybe you’ve lost it, girl. That’s out in the middle of nowhere. What are you thinking?” asked Beverly concern coming across in her voice. 
 
    “You know I can’t let a mystery rest. I’ll call you when I get there,” said Samantha disconnecting the call. 
 
    After turning off on McClure Rd and following the address as directed, Samantha finally came to the end of the road. 
 
    Samantha parked and sat in the car taking in the enormous structure in front of her. It was by far the most substantial house she had ever seen, and she had seen plenty of them.  
 
    The English Renaissance style house was built of stone and was three stories tall. The roof had two gables on each elevation and two dormers on the north side and one on end. Rising high above were four stone chimneys. 
 
    A wall rimmed alongside the house and ran the length of the back along the lakeside edge. Across from the house, there was a large garage and what appeared to be a water tower in the distance. She didn’t see any vehicles and assumed the house was vacant. No sale sign in the yard. Samantha sat in awe of the structure. What a history this house must have. I wonder how long it has been empty? 
 
    Since it was still early in the day, she decided to take a look. but felt it was probably locked up anyway. 
 
    She grabbed her bottled water from the holder, stashed her purse under the seat, and locked the car. Her shoes crunched on the gravel as she walked towards the house. 
 
    Not knowing if the porch boards were stable or not, she carefully made her way up the steps to the landing. She tried the front door. It was locked, so she made her way back down the steps, walking past the hedge at the side of the house along the wall until she reached the back of the house. To her surprise, there was a significant round stone fountain with a broad walkway. Just through the trees, she could see the dock below. The wind blew her hair as she stood mesmerized by the view. There appeared to be more shoreline on this side of the lake. 
 
    A crunch of something behind her made her jump.  A rabbit took off into the brush. Boy, maybe I’m not up to this adventure after all.  Something or someone wants me here and is using the GPS to accomplish it. That sounds nuts, even to me! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
   S amantha turned and noticed a door at the back of the house which probably led to the basement. That could be scary depending on how long the house had been empty. She gathered up her courage and walked towards the back door. She turned the knob, and the door pushed open. Do I dare enter? 
 
    She fished her cell phone out of her pocket and dialed the office. In a few minutes, Beverly answered. 
 
    “Well, I’m here, and it appears that the back door is unlocked, so I’m going in.” 
 
    “Are you crazy? If it’s an abandoned house, there is no telling what might be in there. What’s the address, I’m looking it up on the city records?” 
 
    “It’s 2900 McClure Rd, but you don’t have to do that right now. Plenty of time when I get back to the office,” said Samantha pacing by the back door. 
 
    “Well, this is weird,” said Beverly. “Nothing pulls up under that address. It seems like the property doesn’t exist. Was there an address on the front of the house?” 
 
    “Come to think of it there wasn’t. The road just ended, and the GPS flashed, arrived with that address,” said Samantha. 
 
     “I’d wait until someone can go in with you to go exploring,” said Beverly. “I’ll check some other databases and see what I can find out.” 
 
    “I’ll call you when I get back to my car. You know I’m at the end of the road. If you don’t hear from me in the next hour, send backup,” said Samantha joking with her. 
 
    “That’s not funny. You better call me,” said Beverly. 
 
    “Ok. Talk to you soon. The property might be ideal for Mr. Benham’s private resort. It looks as though it has been vacant for years. Bye.” 
 
    “You be careful. Bye,” said Beverly hanging up. 
 
    Samantha disconnected the call noticing her battery was low. Mental note to recharge it in her car before she left the property. 
 
    She pushed the door the rest of the way open and entered the damp basement looking for a stairway to the floors above.  
 
    The sunlight lit up an area of the basement and something rustled to the right of her making a scurrying sound as it rushed across the floor. She spotted the stairway ahead. She climbed up and turned the doorknob. It was unlocked. She took a deep breath and opened the door.  
 
    Samantha looked around taking in the expanse of a large kitchen typical of the early 1900’s. Everything appeared just as it looked years ago.  
 
    She continued through the house entering what must have been a smaller dining room and large living room.  As she went through each room downstairs, she realized that they all faced an enclosed larger room which must have been a ballroom.  
 
    The ceiling of the ballroom extended up to the second floor and skylights above that bathed the room with light. The room had wooden walls, and tiled floors and Samantha could almost imagine what it must have been like in the past. A raised platform area ran along one corner which appeared to be for a band.  
 
    As she walked the length of the room, it was as if the air was changing. She gasped, her eyes began to blur, and she felt as though everything was spinning. The walls were shifting. Waltz music filled the air, and she could hear voices that sounded like they were coming from somewhere far away. One minute she was in an empty room and the next, it was live with occupants dressed in period clothing.  
 
    Samantha tried to focus. The last image she was able to make out was that of a young man dressed in a tuxedo. He looked confused, and she had a feeling he was trying desperately to tell her something. Now I see things. I have to get out of here! 
 
    The man’s face was the last thing she saw as her body hit the floor and she entered a dark abyss. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
   S amantha’s body ached as she pulled herself up. The room was empty once again. She had one instinct…run. There was something evil about the house, and she needed to get out. 
 
    Samantha ran to the stairway and didn’t stop all the way around the corner of the house until she hit what felt like a brick wall. Arms came out of nowhere, holding her in place. 
 
    “Whoa! Hold on there. You look like you ‘ve seen a ghost.” 
 
    When she calmed down for a second and looked up, she was stunned. She looked into the most beautiful blue eyes she had ever seen. The man was broad shouldered and had blonde hair that hung shy of his collar. His voice was husky but non-threatening. She pulled away from him trying to gain her composure. 
 
    “Who are you? Is this your house?” 
 
    “I’m Jonathan Williams. Sorry, I frightened you. And no, it’s not my house. I’m a photographer and was taking some photos of the outside” he said. “If you don’t mind my asking, why were you in such a hurry?” 
 
    “I’m a realtor and was checking out the property. The backdoor was unlocked, so I decided to go in. I thought I heard someone in the house and I guess I overreacted. You know, big empty houses and strange noises. My nerves got the best of me,” she continued walking towards her car. 
 
    “Well, nice meeting you, Samantha. Next time, you might want to bring someone along. It’s not safe these days being way out here alone,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind,” said Samantha as she entered her car. She locked her door and sat there for a few minutes to steady her nerves. He was right, but he could be a serial killer for all she knew. What was I thinking? Samantha, you have lost your mind. What on earth happened in there? 
 
    She started her car and saw Jonathan watch as she pulled away. She could have sworn he was staring at the logo on the side of her car. Would she have to worry about him stalking her now? But he seemed like an all right guy. But didn’t they say that about Ted Bundy? 
 
    She called Beverly at the office, not going into any details about what had happened at the house, as she wasn’t quite sure herself. Maybe her mind was playing tricks on her.  
 
    As she was driving along the road, she felt something poking her. As soon as she could, she pulled over into a nearby turnaround and stopped the car and put her hand in her left jacket pocket. She pulled out a small antique key. How did this get here, can this day get any weirder? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
   I t was late afternoon when she pulled into the driveway at the lake house. The sun was starting to set and all the usual night sounds were music to her ears. She was beginning to enjoy living in Shadow Lake. 
 
    Her visit to the mansion on McClure Rd was something she couldn’t get off her mind. I’ve never been prone to believe in ghosts, so why am I buying into it now. Maybe I fainted from missing lunch. That is possible, right. Great, now I’m talking to myself.  
 
    Then there was Jonathan. What are the odds of coming out of an abandoned house and running into the arms of that gorgeous hunk?  
 
    Samantha went into the bedroom and got out of her clothes slipping into a pair of comfortable pajamas. As she removed her jacket to hang it up, the key fell out onto the floor. She picked it up and placed it in her jewelry box on her dresser before heading for the kitchen.  I’d like to find out what that key is to but then that would mean going back to the mansion.  
 
    Samantha needed a cup of tea and some Bible scripture. She put on the kettle and sat down on the sofa. Her Bible was always within reach, and she opened it to Joshua 1:9 and read, “Be strong and of good courage; do not be afraid, nor be dismayed, for the Lord your God is with you wherever you go.” 
 
    What a fitting verse. God was trying to let her know she shouldn’t be fearful, but when strange things happen, it’s hard not to be. She prayed for God to tell her what she needed to do.  
 
    A part of her wanted to go back to the mansion. After all, there was the key. The amateur sleuth in Samantha required answers. Maybe too many Nancy Drew books over the years.  She would place it in God’s hands and let him show her the path she should follow. 
 
    She read for a few more minutes and then went to rescue the tea kettle as the whistle resonated throughout the room.  Placing a tea bag in a cup and then adding sugar, she returned to the sofa. She blew on the tea and took a small sip enjoying the flavor of orange and spice. 
 
    Reaching for her laptop, she placed it on her lap and powered it up. The windows screen emerged, and she logged on. Before she even realized it, her fingers had typed in Jonathan Williams into the search box.  A couple of names popped up which she was able to eliminate one immediately. A photograph of Jonathan appeared. There was no mistake. She would never forget those captivating eyes.  
 
    Jonathan was born in Shadow Lake and was married to his childhood sweetheart right after graduating from college with a marketing degree. She kept reading and then she stopped and drew a breath as the next article began to load on the screen.  
 
    “Marilyn Williams, the wife of a prominent Shadow Lake photographer, was murdered today. No known suspects are in custody and the matter is still under investigation.  As she scrolled down, she ran across Marilyn’s obituary. She checked for more articles and then read that the case had been closed and marked as unsolved. It stated that she was most likely killed by a drifter that had moved on. 
 
    What a tragedy. Samantha had to revise her opinion of Jonathan. No. Not a serial killer, but a man who lost the love of his life. He had suffered a terrible loss. His concern about her being at the mansion alone now made sense. 
 
    There were more articles about the opening of William’s Photography Studio at 1946 Sleepy Creek Rd. She would make a note to pop in and look at his work. What could it hurt? It wasn’t like she was looking for a relationship. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Shadow Lake- Summer 1903 
 
      
 
   R obert McClure Sr. first set eyes on the property at Shadow Lake while on a hunting trip. He was fascinated by all the wildlife and the vistas with a perfect view of the spring chasm. He could see for miles, and it was raw land; ripe for the taking, and a means to his vision. He was a wealthy man and used to getting what he wanted. One look and he was hooked. 
 
    In his mind's eye, he could see a massive mansion built from the most excellent stone and timber cut on the property. He would spare no expense, and it would be the most elegant mansion any man had ever seen. He would hire the best stone mason’s money could afford, and he would have a sawmill built, the likes of none ever seen before. 
 
    The McClure Mansion would be three stories high with massive chimneys and dormers. Ten bedrooms for the family he someday planned to have and plenty more for guests Hopefully, he would have some sons to carry on his name and continue his legacy.  
 
    There would be a billiard room, a sunroom overlooking the lake, a ballroom for the parties where he would entertain the most elite of the country, and a music room for his wife to enjoy.  
 
    Outside he would build stables to house the most beautiful horseflesh available, a garage to accommodate the many vehicles for his functions, a massive water tower, and beautiful gardens to enjoy on a summer day.  
 
    It was more than a dream. Robert McClure didn’t have ideas; he had visions that manifested on a grand scale.  
 
    Robert stood on the back edge of the property and turned to face where he would build his mansion.  He imagined a large fountain with a circular pathway leading to the view of the lake.  
 
    His fiancé, Edith, just barely eighteen, was used to Denver’s city life, but she trusted Robert and would follow anywhere he wanted to go. She came from money, and as long as she could live according to the lifestyle she was accustomed to, she would be content just to be his wife. 
 
    He smiled to himself. His father would have been proud of what he did with his fortune, especially only being in his late twenties. Yes, the McClure legacy would go on. He would see to it.  
 
    Two weeks later, Robert returned to his land. He was now the owner of 150 acres of wild, untouched wilderness.  He would marry Edith and move to his property at Shadow Lake. 
 
      
 
    Shadow Lake- Spring 1922 
 
      
 
    The three-story mansion stood proudly. It was a massive structure of beauty that dominated the landscape, with its many towers rising to meet the open sky. It was a modified English Renaissance style that Robert had always admired and the first of its kind in Colorado. 
 
    Stones are quarried on site below where the house was to be built and were moved by mules, then by a hoisting engine pulling a cart on tracks. The sawmill had planing equipment and a lumber drying room. Stonemasons shaped and laid stones, and it was a laborious job. 
 
    There were windows on every side to take advantage of the many views.  Finished it was a twenty-eight-room structure comprised of 8 bedrooms on the third floor and eight bedrooms on the second. The most significant bedrooms had fireplaces.  
 
    On the first floor was a large living room, dining room, music room, billiard room, sunroom and smaller dining area. Every room on the first floor faced an enclosed central ballroom.  
 
    There were large attics above the third floor on both sides of the central ballroom. Electricity wasn’t available, but Robert had the mansion wired for whenever it was. A large furnace in the basement provided heat. Water was piped in via the five-story water tower with its large holding tanks. 
 
    It was no longer a vision but a reality. Edith was elated with their new home and the fact that their sons, Robert Jr., Carey, and Rebecca would finally have a permanent home. 
 
    Over the past nineteen years since Robert Sr. purchased the property, he had invested a lot of money. The town of Silver Lake had a bank, three churches, a hotel, school, flour mill, automobile repair shop, a few working mines, and a cemetery. Robert had amassed a fortune. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
   S amantha kicked back on the sofa absorbed with trying to find out if there were McClure relatives still living. It seemed that the McClure’s were quite prominent and even had a connection to Shadow Lake beyond the mansion they had built. Again no references to an address.  
 
    She clicked on a link and was surprised to find quite a bit of information on the McClure’s. She spent the next hour reading as she sipped her coffee and scrolled page after page on her laptop. 
 
    Robert Sr. had amassed a fortune in real estate, and even the market crash of 1929 didn’t stop him but he had bribed a politician to get a business deal through that would make him even more wealthy.  
 
    Then on Christmas Eve on his way home from making the deal, his chauffeur had lost control of the automobile, and it had gone off the road down a steep embankment finally resting up against a tree.  He was found dead the next morning by a family friend headed to the Christmas ball held at the mansion. 
 
    That was just the beginning of a series of devastating blows to the McClure family.  On a cold winter night, Rebecca wandered outside to check on her horse. She slipped on the way to the stable and fell, hitting her head on a rock, killing her. Her older brother, Carey, found her and took it the hardest. They had spent lots of time together, and he missed her dearly. Carey fell in with the wrong crowd and was gunned down by a criminal associated with a bank robbery in Denver.  
 
    Robert Jr., took the train to Denver to retrieve Carey’s body for burial in the Shadow Lake Cemetery. Mrs. McClure was beside herself and fell apart at the funeral. After the doctor administered a sleeping powder, she finally settled down to sleep.  
 
    In the months that followed Robert Jr. could do nothing to bring his mother out of the grave depression she was in, and she spent endless hours in bed, her body wasting away.  
 
    By the time the end of the year came around, Christmas was non-existent. There were no parties with friends, no visitors, and when Mrs. McClure passed away, Robert discovered that the McClure fortune is lacking, except for enough to get him to Denver to fund an opportunity he hoped would gain him recognition and new wealth. 
 
    Samantha clicked on a reference to Denver 1933 that had a McClure notation. It appeared to be a historical archive of a reporter who had taken an interest in the family and had written a piece on them. The column stated the following: 
 
    Robert McClure, Jr., happened to be in the right place at the right time. With President Franklin Roosevelt providing massive amounts of money to help industry, Robert’s investments flourished.  
 
    He had collected a massive amount of money as an investor in the railroad. A new line was starting that would run from S.E. Colorado introducing streamlined, lightweight cars that provided modern luxury and comfort for passengers.  
 
    At a Valentine’s Day ball, he met his future wife, Catherine, a ravishing woman with reddish brown hair, green eyes, and a smile that took his breath away. She dressed in a green gown that draped over the contour of her body and was backless showing her crème colored skin and smooth shoulders. He took a deep breath, strolled over to her, his dark eyes traveling over every inch of her body drinking her beauty in, and introduced himself, asking for permission to dance. She smiled and took his hand following him out onto the dance floor. They waltzed together, their bodies seeming to meld into one another, and at that moment he realized she was the one for him. 
 
    They spent the next two months together at every opportunity. Catherine’s father gave his blessing when Robert asked for Catherine’s hand in marriage. They got married at her father’s house in the garden that June and by the following year their son, Matthew was born. Robert was a loving husband and a doting father. Catherine couldn’t be happier. 
 
    In 1935, Robert Jr. returned to the McClure Mansion with his family. He took great pride refurbishing it to its earlier glory. Catherine began to love it as much as he did even though it was secluded.  
 
    Matthew eventually married a local woman, Rebecca, in 1944, and they had a son and daughter of his own and lived at the mansion: Bryan and Bethany. 
 
    Samantha scrolled through the rest of the records she could find, but the trail seemed to grow cold after 1944.  What happened to the family after 1944?  
 
    She turned page after page of the history of Shadow Lake records until she finally came to rest on an Obituary from 1984. Robert McClure Jr. had passed away of natural causes leaving a son Matthew. No mention of Matthew’s wife. Was she still living? What about Matthew’s children? What happened to them? 
 
    Samantha turned off her laptop and placed it on the table next to the sofa. Her eyes felt strained and her muscles tight from leaning over her computer for so long. 
 
    Samantha got up and went to take a shower before bed. She would see what else Beverly was able to find out with the local assessor’s office tomorrow.  
 
    She had to find out if there was a clear title and who owned it to complete a transaction with Calvin if he wanted to go ahead with the sale. He would most likely tear the structure down. But based on what she had read, could it be granted historic landmark status? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
   M r. & Mrs. Connor met with Samantha at the office and made their offer. She faxed the paperwork over to the owner. Now, it was a waiting game to see if they accepted or not.  
 
    She finished up some other paperwork that had been pushed to the side when the Connor’s came in. After all, there were priorities. And a sale was at the top of the list. 
 
    It was around two p.m. when a phone call came in from Calvin Benham. A chill rushed through Samantha’s body. Why does he affect me this way?  
 
    Hello, Mr. Benham,” said Samantha as she reached for some paperwork. She looked out the window at the busy traffic that rushed past the office. 
 
    “Miss. Dunning. Please call me, Calvin,” he said. 
 
    “Mr. Benham lets keep it professional. What can I do for you?” she said with a furrowed brow.  
 
    “I would like to write up an offer on the house. Sometime tomorrow, perhaps,” said Calvin. He could imagine the excitement coursing through her veins as she totaled up the commission in her head. 
 
    “Let me check my calendar,” said Samantha checking her book for the next day. “How would one o’clock be? I have some free time then,” said Samantha getting up from her desk. 
 
    “See you tomorrow,” said Calvin hanging up. 
 
    The fax machine beeped. Samantha crossed the room and pulled out the sheet- a single last page of the contract- from the owner of the commercial property, signed by the owner. One down. Now to call the Connor’s and give them the news and go over the inspection and escrow procedure. Hopefully, they could close within thirty days. 
 
    Samantha placed the sheet in Connor’s file and gave them a call. They were ecstatic, and Samantha provided them with a list of local inspectors. They were also going to drop off the down payment to open escrow at Shadow Lake Title Co. the following morning. She loved clients who took control and didn’t drag their feet. It made the transaction go so much smoother. 
 
    Samantha heard the front door close. Maybe a walk-in client, so she left her office and headed for the front reception area. A man dressed in blue jeans and a blue short sleeved shirt was standing with his back to her looking at the board of homes for sale. 
 
    “Can I help you,” said Samantha as she narrowed the gap between them.  She was pleasantly surprised when the man turned around to greet her. She looked up into the mesmerizing green eyes of Jonathan Williams.  
 
    “Good afternoon Miss. Dunning. I was strolling through some of the shops and saw the sign. I couldn’t resist stopping in,” said Jonathan. 
 
    “Could I get you some coffee or bottled water?” asked Samantha her nerves getting the best of her. Why do I always feel like I can’t think straight when he’s around? 
 
    “A water would be great. Thanks,”  
 
    “Make yourself comfortable, and I’ll be right back,” said Samantha making her way to the kitchen. As she grabbed a bottle of water out of the fridge, she wondered what his real reason for stopping by was. Did he want to see me again? Maybe I’m getting ahead of myself. 
 
    Samantha walked over and handed him the water. His hand brushed hers as he took the water from her and a tingle shot up her arm. She felt like a giddy school girl with a crush on the new kid.  
 
    “To what do I owe the pleasure? Are you considering buying a new home?” asked Samantha taking a seat at the desk across from him. 
 
    “We met under such strange circumstances, and when I saw the sign out front, I just had to come in and meet you properly. As far as property, I have been thinking of finding another residence closer to the downtown area, but haven’t made any decisions yet,” Jonathan said setting the bottle of water down. “I would need a building with a downstairs area I could use for a photography studio and darkroom and then living quarters upstairs. The place I have now is not in the best area for foot traffic.” 
 
    “I’ll do some checking on our MLS. I can call you if I find something that you might want to take a look at,” said Samantha.   
 
    “Perfect.” Jonathan placed a business card on Samantha’s desk. “I look forward to hearing from you.” 
 
    “Did you get the photos of McClure Mansion you wanted? I would love to see them,” said Samantha getting up to walk him out. 
 
    “My hours are on the card. So, are you a photography buff?” Jonathan asked walking towards the front door. 
 
    “I’ve always had an interest in photography but other than photos for my listings, I haven’t had time lately to do anything else. Maybe I’ll have to make the time,” said Samantha. “It was nice seeing you again. Have a nice day.” 
 
    “You too. I look forward to seeing you at my shop,” 
 
    Well, there was something else going on. There was chemistry between them, she could feel it. What am I thinking? I’m not looking for another relationship. But he sure has gorgeous eyes. If the eyes are the windows to the soul, he must have a beautiful soul. What would it hurt to view his photography? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
   S amantha sat across the desk from Calvin Benham. A very generous offer had been written on the executive lake house and submitted to the owner. She didn’t anticipate any delay as the amount was more than what the owner had hoped for and they were anxious to close. 
 
    “I’ll give you a call as soon as I hear back. The owners are out of state so it might take a few days before I hear anything. I feel confident though that they will accept your offer,” said Samantha getting up from her desk and shaking Calvin’s hand. 
 
    Calvin held her hand a little longer than Samantha thought he should, and she was beginning to get irritated. She pulled her hand away and walked with him to the front of the reception area. 
 
    “Speak to you soon, Samantha,” said Calvin giving her that smile that seemed to unnerve her. 
 
    Beverly came into the room just as Calvin was leaving and noticed that Samantha seemed irritated by something. “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “I will be as soon as this contract gets signed and I can wrap up the sale. It seems like Calvin goes out of his way to flirt with me which irritates the heck out of me,” said Samantha walking over to the board to put a “pending” sticker on the executive property on the board. 
 
    “Do you want me to take over the close? I wouldn’t mind having him flirt with me,” said Beverly giving her a wink. 
 
    “No. I’ll be fine. I have a new client I need to concentrate on anyway.” 
 
    “Well, you seem to be on a roll this month. Who’s the lucky person?” said Beverly sitting down at her desk. “Spill it.” 
 
    “His name is Jonathan Williams. He’s a local photographer and is in need of another residence near the downtown area for his studio. Have you seen anything come through MLS today that might work? It has to be a two-story building with living quarters on the second floor,” said Samantha. 
 
    “Why do I get the feeling there is more to this inquiry. You should see the way your face lights up when you mention his name,” said Beverly. “But, I did see something this morning that might work. I’ll print it out for you.” 
 
    “Remember the incident at the McClure Mansion? Well, he was the man whose arms I ended up in when I rushed from the house. He wanted to introduce himself properly, so he stopped in this morning,” said Samantha trying to not let on how much she had been affected by him. But she doubted that she could fool Beverly. Beverly knew her too well. 
 
    “That explains it. I know you, girl. There is something about this man that interests you. Why fight it, take a chance for once. He could be your soul mate,” said Beverly bringing the printout to her. Beverly’s eyes met Samantha’s, and she knew she couldn’t lie to herself. Beverly was right. She did want to know Jonathan better.  
 
    “Let’s drop the subject and stick to work,” said Samantha glancing at the printout. “Well, since it’s vacant I’ll swing by on my way home and take a look.” 
 
    “Have a good evening. I’m going to file some things away and lock up. Anything you need me to check on before you go,” said Beverly headed towards the main file cabinet. 
 
    “Have you been able to find any tax records on the McClure property,” asked Samantha placing some paperwork in her briefcase. 
 
    “Nothing so far. It’s like it never existed,” said Beverly. “I can’t understand how the residence has no address, even though the McClure’s possibly helped found the town. It doesn’t make sense unless he was into some shady dealings.” 
 
    “I know. I think I’ll visit Mayor Riggs. See if he has some archives I can look through. There has to be a paper trail somewhere. I checked online, and there were a lot of articles written about the McClure’s during the 1930’s,” said Samantha. “But then it grows cold. Nothing on the family after that.” 
 
    “We’ll have to track down an owner if we want to get it listed. It would make a terrific investment property depending on the available acreage. What if it has some historical significance?  It could be worth a fortune,” said Beverly. 
 
    “I know. I thought about that. If that were the case, an investor might be forced to keep the structure instead of dozing and building something new. It would make a great inn, especially if you kept it as close to the original as possible,” said Samantha. “Well, I’m out of here. See you tomorrow. Call me if you find anything on the property.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
   S amantha left the office and walked out to her car. The warm summer air hit her in the face. The sun was lower in the sky and would soon set leaving it in an array of color. 
 
    She got into the car and laid her briefcase on the passenger’s seat. It had been a profitable day, and as soon as she heard back on the executive home, it would be an even better one. She couldn’t wait to get rid of Calvin Benham.  
 
    She had worked with men like him before. Men who had flirted with her to try to get special treatment and then once the transactions were complete, wouldn’t give her the time of day. Her advantage was that Calvin considered her a small town real estate agent but her considerable city experience put her ahead of the game.  She would let him think whatever he wanted. Her bottom line was to keep Shadow Lake Realty a profitable business, short of compromising her values. That would never happen.  
 
    She drove along Sleepy Creek Rd, went a few blocks and turned right on Foothill St. At the end of the block she pulled up in front of a two-story Victorian.   
 
    The outside of the house was in excellent condition, and the roof had plenty of life. The house looked inviting with a large front porch with plenty of windows facing the street. Three dormers graced the second story and shutters in a coordinating color made the house appealing. 
 
    She got out of the car and made her way up the walkway to the front porch. She found the lockbox hanging from the rail and retrieved the key, glancing around out of habit to make sure of her surroundings. When she saw no one, she put the key into the lock and entered the house, locking the door behind her. 
 
    Samantha found herself in the entrance hall which opened up into a large central room. The house was void of furniture which gave more of a sense of space. The rooms had high ceilings with chandeliers, wainscoting on the bottom of the walls, period wallpaper, and hardwood flooring. 
 
    There was a rather large bathroom with a clawfoot bathtub and three more rooms which at one time might have been a parlor and two bedrooms.  There was a rather large fireplace in the living room, and the room was large enough for gallery space. 
 
    She made her way up the stairway and stood on the landing at the top. She liked the feel of the house. She could imagine it working well for Jonathan but not knowing his business; she wasn’t sure about the downstairs. He would be the best judge of how the available space would work for him. The upstairs had another bathroom and three more bedrooms, as well as a sitting area. 
 
    Samantha made a mental note to call Jonathan and set up a time for a showing. Just thinking about him brought up the memory of the day she had slammed into him at the McClure Mansion.  
 
    She would never forget those strong arms, eyes that bore into her making her feel weak, and his broad, solid chest. Enough. I feel like I’m living in a romance novel. Maybe the encounter left a different impression on him. But what if it didn’t? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
   J onathan flipped the closed sign over, locked the door, and turned off the lights. The security lights flashed on as he made his way upstairs. 
 
    He headed to the bathroom and took a shower before getting a bite to eat. It was the time of day he dreaded most. The night approached bringing with it loneliness deep inside of him that he couldn’t squash. It crept in and robbed him of his peace. 
 
    Marilyn had been his soul mate, his best friend, and companion. There was a hole in his heart that nothing seemed to be able to fill.  He knew he didn’t want to continue to live this way, but until recently, he honestly didn’t see things changing. 
 
    That was until the day a beautiful woman had run into him and almost knocked him off his feet. When he looked into her face and saw the fear, he wanted to hold her in his arms and tell her she was safe, that he would take care of her. Talk about an awkward way to meet. Jonathan still couldn’t understand what had spooked her that day. He had the feeling that there was more to the incident than what she had told him.  
 
    He rustled a pot on the stove and emptied a can of soup into it. Not much of a meal but it would have to do. A quick dinner and then he would lose himself in his work. He needed to frame the photos he took at the McClure Mansion. They had turned out even better than he had hoped. The lighting was perfect. 
 
    The McClure Mansion, now that place had quite the history. He remembered the stories his mother had told him when he was growing up about Robert McClure Sr. and the rumors about some of his dealings with the community. Were they true? He wasn’t sure, and there didn’t seem to be any documentation to back them up either way. 
 
    He finished eating and headed back downstairs to the gallery. He flipped on the lights and went into the back area he had converted to a frame shop. His new photos were lying on the work table along with some matboard and picture frames. 
 
    A couple of hours later his eyes were beginning to get heavy, signaling that it was time to quit for the night. Two photos of the McClure Mansion were now framed and hung on the gallery wall. One a black and white that seemed to bring out the character of the structure and another colored version.  
 
    He turned out the light and padded up the stairs. After a quick stop in the bathroom, he undressed and got into bed pulling the covers in around him.  
 
    The moonlight peaked in between the shades and flooded the room placing a silhouette of the trees across the bedroom wall. Jonathan cracked the window to let a soft breeze into the room and caught a scent of lilacs from the bush Marilyn had planted at the side of the house. 
 
    Jonathan finally got his mind to shut off and drifted off to sleep. It was around three a.m. when he rolled over and reached out. His arms grasped the air and fell empty. When will I quit reaching out to Marilyn? 
 
    A single tear rolled down the side of his cheek, and his heart ached with pain so unbearable that he would have done almost anything to make it stop. God, how long do I have to endure this pain? Please help me. I know I will always love her, but there has to be more to my life than this. I want to feel peace again and be open to a new love. Please guide me, Lord. I feel lost. 
 
    He reached over and closed the window, readjusted his pillow waited for sleep to come. And for God to speak to him. A voice reached him down deep into his soul, and he knew in his heart what the Lord wanted him to do.  
 
     Why did there have to be so many reminders of her? Maybe a move uptown would be for the best. New surroundings with nothing to continually remind him of what he didn’t have. It was time to move on but was his heart ready?  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
   T he sun glistened off the calm water of the lake, and a warm breeze carried along the scent of the flowers that grew along the edge.  
 
    Samantha padded into the kitchen and grabbed a cup of coffee before going out to enjoy it on the deck. Pulling up a chair, she sat relaxing as she read a few verses from Psalms.  
 
    She had just put down her Bible when her cell phone rang. She swiped the screen to answer. 
 
    “Hello, Mom. Are you, all right?”  
 
    “Of course, dear. I just wanted to see how you were doing in your small lake town. Are you bored yet?”  
 
    “No, Mom. Real estate keeps me plenty busy. I wrote two contracts this week so far, and it looks like they both will be accepted. It couldn’t be better,” said Samantha wondering if her mom expected her to fail. Why can’t she just be happy for me? 
 
    “Your sister and I miss you. When are you coming for a visit?”  
 
    “Mom, you know I’m swamped. Why can’t Gabrielle bring you here for a visit? You know the weather is wonderful, and you would enjoy the lake, Mom,” said Samantha leaning on the railing. 
 
    “Samantha, you know your sister is also very busy. She hardly gets a minute to herself. She lives here, but I hardly see her at all.  At least I have my art to keep me busy. Did I tell you the gallery commissioned four more pieces for a new show opening the Fourth of July? I can barely keep up,” said her mom. 
 
    “That’s great, Mom. You’ll have to email me photos,” said Samantha opening the sliders. 
 
    “Well, I have to get ready for work. I’ll call you soon. Love You. Bye.” 
 
    “Bye dear.” 
 
    Samantha hung up and went to take her shower. Why did her mother have to question every decision she made? Her mom didn’t want her to move to Shadow Lake and felt she wouldn’t make it in a small town and the break-up with Brett, well that was a mistake too.  
 
    Her sister, Gabrielle, could do no wrong according to her mother. She had the perfect career and the ideal life as far as she was concerned. Well, Samantha wasn’t Gabrielle. When would she understand that? 
 
    Samantha pulled out a pale blue blouse with short sleeves and a pair of white knee-length slacks. Sandals and a hat completed the outfit. So far, no appointments for the day, but with real estate that could change very quickly. 
 
    She took a look around to make sure she wasn’t forgetting anything, grabbed her briefcase and her keys and headed out the door. As she was walking down the front steps, her phone rang. 
 
    It was Beverly letting her know that the offer on the executive home was accepted. Beverly had called Mr. Benham and let him know, and he was meeting an inspector at the house this afternoon and wanted someone to let them in. Beverly agreed to meet them, and Samantha was more than happy to man the office.  
 
    Samantha thanked God for sparing her from having to be in his presence again. She hated shirking her duties, but he got under her skin. It wasn’t so much that she was attracted to him, but he had a charm that made her doubt her ability to resist his advances. The best thing was to have as little contact as possible with him. 
 
    It was around 10 a.m. when Samantha pulled out of the driveway and headed down the lake road into town. She glanced at the lake as she drove along admiring the pine forest that lined the lakefront and the foothills in the distance.  
 
    As she went by the entrance to Abbot’s Cove Marina, she saw that the lot had already begun to fill with daily customers renting boating equipment. Ed, the owner, waved as she passed.  
 
    She followed Sleepy Creek Rd past the boat storage facility, firehouse, and local nursery. The traffic was starting to pick up the closer she got to town. Just as she entered the intersection, the light turned red.  
 
    As she waited, a mother entered the crosswalk pushing a stroller with a young toddler in tow. She smiled at Samantha. At the corner, an older gray-haired man made his way into the ice cream shop with a young boy by his side. Yeah, it was a typical day in Shadow Lake. 
 
    Samantha pulled up in front of the realty office. No customers waited to greet her. She had made it back in time to open.  
 
    She unlocked the door and turned on the neon sign stating she was open for business and walked over to her desk putting her briefcase down. She punched the button to turn on the music, and a soft rhythmic guitar solo filled the air, and she found herself humming along. 
 
    She had just finished starting a pot of coffee in the kitchen when the phone rang. 
 
    “Good morning, Shadow Lake Realty, Samantha speaking.” 
 
    “It’s Beverly. I’m heading back to the office. Is there anything you need?” 
 
    “I was running late this morning, so breakfast didn’t happen. Would you mind picking up a couple of scones from the bakery? I know, I’m bad but what can I say. Some days you have to give in to the urge,” said Samantha turning in her chair to face the front. 
 
    “Sure. No problem. I could use one myself.” 
 
    “How did the inspection go? Any problems?” asked Samantha. 
 
    “Mr. Benham seemed to be pleased, but the inspector said it would be a couple of days before we get the final report,” said Beverly. 
 
    “I can’t imagine anything coming up. The prior owners kept on top of any repairs. I’m going to give Jonathan a call and see if I can show him the house over on Foothills Rd if he’s free this afternoon.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s Mr. Benham, but your new client is, Jonathan. I see how you roll. Don’t tell me this new guy isn’t someone special. This is the first time I’ve heard you call a client by their first name,” said Beverly trying hard not to snicker. 
 
    “Okay, whatever. See you when you get here,” said Samantha laughing to herself. If Beverly wasn’t such a good friend, her remark might have irritated her. But she had a point. Why did he seem to be more than a client to me? I better watch myself. I’m crossing a line that I swore I wouldn’t. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
   S amantha called Jonathan, and he agreed to meet her at the office at four p.m. to follow her over to the house. At least that way, he wouldn’t be riding with her. The idea of them being next to each other in her car sent her imagination reeling.  
 
     She awoke early that morning and had stopped at the Marina for breakfast and a short walk out on the pier. Ed had even taken a few minutes out of his busy schedule to have coffee at her table. He was upbeat and always lifted her spirits.  
 
    She was leaving the lot when she heard an ambulance. A cold chill ran through her. A dark memory from her past came rushing in dragging her down into a bottomless pit. She got into her car before the dizziness overtook her. That fateful day when her father was rushed to the hospital and succumbed to a heart attack would always be in the back of her mind waiting for something to trigger it. 
 
    Samantha took a deep breath and started her vehicle exiting the lot. She said a silent prayer for God to give her the strength to accept what she couldn’t change. Her father was with the Lord and knowing that gave her peace, but her heart still ached from his absence. They had such a close relationship. She could talk to him about anything, and he was her rock when she was growing up. She arrived at the office a short while later, although she couldn’t remember much of the drive.  
 
    She grabbed a cup of coffee and went over the schedule for the following week with Beverly when a young teenage delivery man entered the office carrying a vase with an arrangement of yellow roses. 
 
    “Can I help you?” asked Samantha wondering if he had the right office. 
 
    “You can if you’re Samantha Dunning,” he said smiling at her. 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Then these are for you,” he said handing her the flowers. “Have a nice day.” 
 
    Samantha quickly checked the card, and a look of disapproval crossed her face.  
 
    “Hey, girl why the long face?” said Beverly as she sniffed the roses. “These are gorgeous. Who are they from?” 
 
    “I’ll give you one guess,” said Samantha sitting down at her desk. 
 
    “Calvin,” she said walking around the corner of the desk whispering in her ear. “He did seem bummed when you didn’t show up the other day.” 
 
    “Yeah, well. I don’t want anything to do with the man, except on a professional basis.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re jumping to conclusions, and he just wants to thank you for a job well done,” said Beverly walking over to her desk. “After all, they do brighten up the room.” 
 
    “They do that all right. I better get some work done if I’m going to be ready when Jonathan gets here.” 
 
    “You mean I might get a look at him. He has to be something for you to go gaga over him,” said Beverly. “I promise I’ll look from across the room.” 
 
    “Get to work. Make sure the Connor closing is on track. They indicated that they might want to close early,” said Samantha her face scrunched up in a smirk. 
 
    “I’m on it,” said Beverly as she walked over to the file cabinet pulling out their file. 
 
    A couple of hours later while Beverly was getting a cup of coffee, she heard the bell on the front door indicating that someone came in. She looked in the immediate direction and saw what she considered a handsome man. That must be Jonathan. Now she knew why Samantha felt the way she did. He was gorgeous. Not the same way that Calvin was, but he looked like the rugged outdoorsy type like you would see on the front of a romance novel. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Samantha looked up and saw Jonathan walking towards her. She rose from her desk and greeted him with a smile. 
 
    “Hi, Samantha. I’m here to look at the house. I’m a little early, but I hope that’s okay,” he said. 
 
    “Would you like something to drink before we go. I have coffee or bottled water,” asked Samantha. 
 
    “A water would be great. Thank you,” Jonathan said taking a seat at her desk. 
 
    Samantha went to get water from the frig and while she was gone Jonathan couldn’t help but notice the huge flower arrangement that sat on the corner of her desk.  
 
    A card was lying in front of him, and even though he knew he shouldn’t, he had to take a quick look. The note was addressed to Samantha and said, “I missed you today.” Calvin. 
 
    Samantha returned with the water, but she had to say his name twice before he finally acknowledged her and took the water from her hand. “I’m sorry, I guess I was daydreaming. I have a lot to think about when considering a new location. I’m ready whenever you are,” he said as he got up. 
 
    Samantha grabbed her purse and keys from her desk and headed towards the door with Jonathan close behind. 
 
    “Beverly, I’ll call you after I show the house. Maybe we can meet up somewhere for dinner. Are you free?” asked Samantha. 
 
    “Not tonight. I have to go to Dad’s and fix dinner for him,” said Beverly. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll pick something up then on my way home. Have a good weekend. Unless something comes up I’ll see you Monday,” said Samantha as she left the office. 
 
    Samantha got into her car and watched as Jonathan walked over to his silver Jeep. It was the type of vehicle she would have expected him to drive. Whoa, now I’m stereotyping people. What is wrong with me? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
   S he pulled out of the parking lot and followed traffic up the hill and turned off onto Foothill Rd. At the end of the block, she parked at the curb in front of the house and Jonathan pulled up behind her and got out, giving the home the once over. 
 
    “Well, what do you think. Is the style to your liking?” Samantha asked walking up the front porch with Jonathan close behind. 
 
    “Very nice. Victorian’s are one of my favorites, and it looks as though it has been kept up. The roof looks good,” he said as he climbed the steps. 
 
    Samantha fished her key card out of her pocket and unlocked the lockbox on the railing. She took the key and turned it in the lock, and a couple of seconds later they were inside. 
 
    Jonathan strolled through the main room stopping a second to check out the staircase going upstairs. He smiled when he saw that the house appeared to have all the original crown moldings, pocket doors, and polished hardwood floors he liked. 
 
    “Everything seems to be in fine shape. So far, it’s pretty much move-in ready. Maybe a few minor partitions between a room or two but nothing I can’t handle. How long has it been empty?” Jonathan asked making his way over to the fireplace. 
 
    “Only a couple of months. The owner’s husband passed away, and she went to live with her daughter in Denver. She is anxious to sell as she doesn’t want to keep paying for the upkeep. The asking price is within the range for this type of house. I believe the price could be negotiable,” said Samantha as she walked over to the main entrance. “I thought there might be enough room here for a reception area.” 
 
    “I think it could work fine. Well, I’m satisfied with the downstairs area. Plenty of room for what I need,” he said. He walked towards the staircase and stopped at the top of the landing. He watched as Samantha rose to meet him. 
 
    “There is a large bedroom, small kitchen, living room, and bathroom. It appears someone used the upstairs as an apartment at one time,” Samantha said following him.  
 
    Jonathan smiled at her before walking into the bedroom. It was a reasonably large room. The living room was much larger and had a gas burning fireplace.  
 
     He stood looking out the window at a patio area. The yard had a privacy fence which was a plus. The kitchen was small but economical.   
 
    “This is very nice. I’m satisfied with the inside but would like to check out the backyard,” Jonathan said heading for the stairs. 
 
    “There is also a sunroom off the back of the house which you might enjoy. We can go out that way,” said Samantha as she made her way down the stairs. She hoped she didn’t trip. She could sense Jonathan’s eyes on her, and her heart skipped a beat. 
 
    They made their way through the living room and past the downstairs bathroom and laundry area. A door closed off that area from the sunroom that ran the entire length of the back of the house. Windows covered each side of the room with an unobstructed view of the yard.  
 
    Jonathan turned the lock and stepped down onto the patio. His eyes surveyed the yard with its many shade trees and shrubs. A walkway wove from the back door to a storage shed by the back fence.  
 
    “I have to give this some thought, but I like the feel of the place. It’s cozy, well-kept and is closer to the downtown area. Easier for deliveries also,” Jonathan said walking out into the backyard.  
 
    Samantha walked beside him stopping only to look at the many flowers which were in bloom. She bent down to smell a particular bloom, and when she rose, she turned and found herself inches from Jonathan’s face.  
 
    It seemed at first as though she couldn’t breathe. She stood like a statue unable to move, her eyes locked onto Jonathan’s, as her heart beat wildly in her chest. A broad smile crossed Jonathan’s face, and as he turned to walk away, his arm brushed hers, and she could feel the warmth as tingles traveled through her entire body. 
 
    Samantha had never been that affected by any man and wondered if he felt the chemistry between them. She stood for just a moment before following him. She felt drunk by his slight touch, and she pondered how it would feel with his arms wrapped around her.  Snap out of it. You’re on a showing. Act professional. 
 
    As they entered through the back of the house, Samantha stopped to lock the door before continuing through the rest of the house. She placed the key back in the lockbox. 
 
    “Samantha, I like what I see. Give me a day to think this over,” he said as he walked down the porch steps. 
 
    “Sounds good. Here’s my business card,” said Samantha handing it to him. “You can call me anytime.” 
 
    Jonathan reached over to shake her hand, and his touch made her melt. She smiled and momentarily forgot to remove her hand and when she finally did, a smile crossed his face before he walked to his Jeep. 
 
    Samantha started her vehicle and checked her side mirror to make sure he wasn’t already pulling out. She was still shaking. When he said her name, it affected her. It sounded sweet. She wanted to hear him call her name again. 
 
    She pulled out from the curb and headed for home. She couldn’t stop thinking about Jonathan.  
 
    Every time she saw him, she couldn’t wait until she saw him again. He was in her thoughts numerous times a day. She could see the signs, and it scared her to death.  Was she setting herself up again for heartbreak or was Jonathan, the man God had chosen for her? Only time would tell, and she had to be patient. But patience wasn’t one of her best qualities. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
   J onathan had spent the last couple of hours trying to wrap his head around the fact that Samantha might have a boyfriend. One with impeccable taste no less.  
 
    She wasn’t wearing a ring, so no fiancée. But why did he feel like they connected and had a chemistry between them? Was she unhappy with her boyfriend? She doesn’t seem like the type to play games with someone else’s emotions? 
 
    He was confused. When he had turned around in the backyard and came face to face with Samantha, he could feel the excitement pumping in his veins and felt a spark of passion which he knew she had to have felt too.  
 
    She was so beautiful, and he couldn’t get her out of his mind ever since that first day they had met under somewhat odd circumstances. Well, he could badger himself for the rest of the day to try to figure out something he had no control over at present or let things play out.  
 
    Jonathan knew in his heart that he had feelings for her and at some point, in time, would have to find out if she had any feelings for him or the worst-case scenario, she would tell him she was in a serious relationship. God knew if it was meant to be.  
 
    He spent the rest of the evening planning a local photography shoot around the lake. There were so many out of the way places waiting for him to photograph. The pines, distant foothills, green vistas, old growth forests and the stately groves of white ash. He needed to put some work together for a possible showing at a gallery in Denver for the fall. 
 
    Fall. It was his favorite time of the year. He loved the fall color, the smell of the earth; damp, vibrant with the pungent odor of the leaves. The air with just the right amount of crispness, with the wind bringing the smells of fall into his nostrils made him feel more alive. It was his time to connect with God and feel the closeness, which as of late, seemed to elude him.  
 
    Maybe moving to a new location would be best. Everywhere he looked was a constant reminder of Marilyn. All of the memories within were good memories, but they also reminded him of her absence.  
 
    She had left too soon. Taken away by an unknown killer that hit without warning creating an emptiness that nothing seemed to be able to fill. And he thought about it every day although it had been four years. Was it someone she knew? Were they still out there somewhere maybe stalking another victim? He needed closure. He had to believe that God would somehow provide it but faced the realization that he had no control over when. 
 
    He walked into his gallery and reflected on the photographs that lined the walls. His eye caught a photo of his mother as she sat at a patio table in the backyard years ago.  
 
    It was one of his personal favorites, and he had captured her inner peace and strong character. She smiled as she looked directly into the camera. How he missed her words of wisdom and strong faith. He kissed the tips of his fingers and placed them to the glass and touched where her cheek was. Love you, Mom. I miss you every day. 
 
    Even at eighteen, when his parents finally told him that he was adopted, he didn’t love them any less. He wasn’t hurt and in fact felt special. They didn’t seem to want to talk about his birth mother or his birth father though. They had chosen him and treated him as their own, so he never pressed them on it.  
 
    They were living in Idaho on ten acres, and when it got too hard for his dad to handle it any longer, they had relocated to Shadow Lake. It was his mother’s hometown, and she missed it. 
 
    When he left for college, he felt a sense of excitement but also one of sadness. After two years, with a degree in Business Management, he came back and started his frame and photography shop. Then a close friend introduced him to Marilyn; it was love at first sight. She shared his passion for photography and encouraged him. They ran the gallery together. 
 
    With a love that seemed to grow more every day the next natural step was marriage. With the miscarriage of their first child a year later, she learned that they would never have children and she was heartbroken. He assured her that their love was enough and if she wanted they could always adopt. That seemed to give her hope and put the spark back into her broken spirit. 
 
    He climbed the stairs and decided to heat up leftovers from the night before. He had finally cooked a decent meal of chicken and vegetables. He warmed it up in the microwave and plated it, sitting down at the table. He bowed his head in prayer saying thanks for his meal and asked for God’s direction in his life. 
 
    A few minutes later, he finished his meal, rinsed up the plate and sat down in his large leather chair to read his Bible. He asked for God to open his mind to receive the Holy Spirit’s help in understanding the scriptures. When he finished, a sense of peace and calmness filled him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
   I t was eleven a.m., the next day, and Samantha couldn’t stop thinking about Jonathan. She had been at work for over two hours and had listened to the ribbing from Beverly about her prince charming.  Well, maybe he was. Who knows? 
 
    Samantha was finishing up a phone call when she looked up and realized Calvin was standing in the reception area. What was he doing here? She hung up the phone and did the inevitable and greeted him. 
 
    “Good morning Mr. Benham. Did I miss a message? I didn’t realize we had an appointment today,” said Samantha with a puzzled look on her face. 
 
    Calvin smiled at her, walked up and took a seat at her desk. “We didn’t. I’m sorry for just dropping in, but I wanted to see if we could close this week. I need to get my home office set up. Lots to do,” said Calvin. 
 
    “I’ll check with the title company and give you a call. As long as they are ready, I know the prior owner is okay with it,” she said trying to be as professional as possible.  
 
    “Sounds good. Did you get the flowers I sent?”  
 
    “The flowers are beautiful but unexpected. After all, I am only doing my job,” said Samantha leaning back in her chair. 
 
    “I just wanted to show my appreciation. I hope I haven’t done anything to upset you. I was surprised when you didn’t show up the other day,” he said getting up placing a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    Samantha felt a chill go through her body. Why does he always feel like he has to touch me? She was about to get up from her chair when she looked over and saw Jonathan coming through the front door. Great. Now he’s going to think there is something between Calvin and me. The timing couldn’t be worse. 
 
    “Jonathan. So nice to see you again,” said Samantha as she got up to greet him. A wave of guilt coursed through her even though she didn’t understand why. 
 
    Jonathan gave her what she felt was a forced grin and walked over. Well, the only way to make this from feeling any more awkward is just to introduce them. 
 
    “It looks like you’re busy. Maybe I should come back. I didn’t mean to interrupt,” said Jonathan as he started to head for the door. 
 
    “Jonathan, it’s okay. We were finishing up. Meet Calvin Bonham. He’s working on securing property for a new resort,” said Samantha as she looked over at Jonathan.  “Mr. Bonham, Jonathan Williams, he owns a photography studio here in town.” 
 
    Jonathan walked back over and shook Calvin’s hand sizing him up. 
 
    “Well, when I need a photographer for some advertising for the new resort, I know who to call. Do you have a business card?” 
 
    Jonathan fished out a card and handed it to him. 
 
    Samantha felt as though Jonathan was giving him the information to be civil, but she could sense that there was some reservation to his actions. 
 
    “Give me a call as soon as possible. I have to know where we stand. People depend on me,” said Calvin as he reached over and touched her hand.  
 
    “I will. Talk to you soon,” said Samantha pulling her hand away. 
 
    Jonathan sat down at the desk. His eyes met Samantha’s, and she felt like a kid that had got caught with her hand in the cookie jar. Why is he having this effect on me? It’s not like we’re dating and Calvin is just a client, nothing else. 
 
    “I’ve made a decision. I want to make an offer on the house. If it’s accepted, I would also like you to list my house,” said Jonathan giving her a grin. “Do you have time now?” 
 
    “Of course. What did you have in mind for an offer?’ 
 
     “Well, I will have to do a little remodeling to the downstairs so maybe $4,000 below what she’s asking if you think that will work.” 
 
    “I talked to the owner last night to let her know I might have an interested buyer and she lowered the sale price $10,000. She’s looking to make a quick sale,” said Samantha. 
 
    “Sounds great. I never imagined it would be this easy. I guess God has his hand in this.  I’m ready to sign as soon as you have everything ready.” 
 
    “How about one p.m.? Will that work for you?” asked Samantha pushing her hair back from her face. 
 
    “I have an errand to run in the meantime. I’ll see you then,” said Jonathan reaching out to shake her hand. “Can’t thank you enough for finding the right property for me.” 
 
    “It’s easy when I work with someone who knows what they want.” 
 
    She watched as Jonathan walked towards the front door. She liked the way he filled out his jeans. Yes, she was attracted to him. She felt a sense of sadness knowing that once the property closed, she might not see him again.  
 
    ~ 
 
    Jonathan walked up the street to his Jeep giving silent thanks to God for providing the right property for his business and for leading Samantha to him.  
 
    Then, sadness took over his thoughts. Well, he had finally met the person that had sent her the flowers. Calvin.  
 
     In the few minutes they had been together, he had plenty of time to size him up. What did Samantha see in that guy? Calvin was overconfident, a womanizer, and was too touchy-feely as far as he was concerned. Whoa! Is that the jealousy bug striking? I don’t have any claim on her. We’re not even in a relationship. She can date whomever she wants. But, I don’t want to know about it! 
 
    Jonathan shook his head as he made his way to this Jeep and got in. He tapped the CD player and the group “Mercy Me” filled the vehicle with gospel tunes, and he hummed to the song as he backed out of the parking space. 
 
    There was only one way to handle this. He would have to take a leap of faith and ask her to dinner. A thank you for finding the house.  
 
    If she refused, he would ask why. If she were involved in a relationship and honest as he thought, she would say she was involved with someone. If not, he would have to accept it either way. Although, one would be a whole lot harder than the other to take.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
   S amantha had met with Jonathan and got the offer signed on the house. She called the owner and presented the proposal which she readily accepted and faxed the paperwork to her daughter’s office for her signature. 
 
    Jonathan watched Samantha as she stood next to the fax machine dressed in a pair of pale blue knee-length capris’ and a creme colored top that accentuated her figure. When she turned around, he quickly forced his eyes to look away.  
 
     Samantha joined him at the desk and handed him copies of the signed contract and discussed the closing date. He didn’t need to sell his house first to close so that would make things more straightforward.  
 
    She wrote down some necessary information on his house to get the listing started. “When would you like me to come and take photographs for the listing?” said Samantha smiling at him. 
 
    “I do have a local shoot I need to do for an upcoming show. I’m planning on going soon. If you can let me know, I’ll make sure to be there,” said Jonathan tucking his paperwork into the folder. 
 
    “How about you give me a call when you’re ready,” said Samantha. “We can set a time then, and I’ll work around whatever else is going on.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Probably in a couple of days. I have to get the inspection out of the way at the other house first,” he said. “I would like to take you to dinner to celebrate the closing of the house.” 
 
    “I would love to but I really can’t,” said Samantha.  
 
    “Can I ask why? Are you involved with someone?” asked Jonathan looking directly into Samantha’s eyes making her uncomfortable. 
 
    Samantha didn’t know what to say. Whether or not she was dating someone was none of his business. He was just a client.   
 
    “I hope you can understand that I don’t mix business and pleasure. You’re a client, and I have strict ethics I abide by,” said Samantha hoping he would understand her position. 
 
    “It’s probably not my place to comment, but do those same ethics come into play with all your clients? Be careful, Samantha, I feel that some of your clients may not share your opinion,” he said giving her a look of concern. “I guess I’ll have to wait until after the closing. I won’t be a client any longer then, so the rules won’t apply.” 
 
    Samantha sat unable to answer right away. She was stunned. At first, she couldn’t imagine what he was insinuating. Then it hit her. He was sitting at the desk the day Calvin had sent her the flowers. Had he read the card?  
 
     A part of her wanted to be mad at him. How dare he think that she would sacrifice her principles. She sat staring at him trying to get her thoughts together.  Could he be interested in me? Perhaps there is more to the dinner invitation than just a thank you for finding him the house. 
 
    “Why do I have the feeling that there is something you are dying to ask me?” said Samantha leaning forward to face him. 
 
    “Okay. I’m going just to spit it out. Are you dating anyone?”  
 
    “I’m not in the habit of discussing my private life with clients, but, the answer is, No.” 
 
    “You just made my day,” said Jonathan as he got up to leave. He winked at Samantha as he walked away. “See you soon.” 
 
    Samantha just stood staring at the gorgeous man as he walked out the door. Did I tell him I wasn’t involved with anyone? What was I thinking? 
 
    Her mind reeled with anticipation of their meeting after the closing. Maybe Jonathan had feelings for her after all.  She had to respect a man who wouldn’t ask her to set aside her principles just to satisfy some inner urge or ego.  
 
    ~ 
 
    Jonathan felt as though he was on cloud nine. He took the chance of making her angry when he commented about some clients not sharing her opinion on mixing business with pleasure. For a minute or two, he could see a fire in her eyes, and he thought he had blown it.  
 
     But then he could see the lines softening around her eyes as she settled back in her chair and she was very confident when she came back with her, No. 
 
    He had no reason to doubt her telling him the truth. At least now he knew he had a chance and that’s all he needed.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
   J onathan, with his Nikon, backpack, and tripod, strolled along the banks of the lake heading towards Cathedral Lookout. It was midday, and the sun reflected off the lake making it look like highly polished glass.  
 
    Walking along the trail, he side-stepped boulder making its steep ascent. At the top, it opened up to a spruce forest and rockslides. Carefully, inching along he found a level spot. 
 
    He set his backpack down and fished out his bottled water taking a healthy swig, then poured some into the palm of his hands and wiped it across his forehead removing the sweat from his brow. 
 
     Jonathan took a deep breath taking in the mountain air. The higher elevations around the lake gave him an excellent opportunity for panoramic images, and he never knew what he might get a chance to shoot. 
 
    He set up his tripod and secured his camera, taking a minute to pull back the wrapper off of a protein bar. He was in his element. The peacefulness and calm of the landscape cleared his head. That was until he thought of Samantha. She always seemed to creep into his thoughts.  
 
    He wondered what she was doing right at this particular moment. Was she engaged in a conversation with a client or was she out viewing property?  
 
    He couldn’t wait to close on his property so that he was no longer a client. But would she agree to go out with him then? He hoped it would be soon. The wait was excruciating, and he found himself falling for her more each day. 
 
    A sizeable snow-white pelican in the distance scooped food as it swam through the lake. Jonathan eased over looking through the camera lens and snapped the frame.  Looking towards the surrounding rocky mountain peaks, he took a couple more frames and then zoomed towards the opposite bank along the lake to snap photos of calypso orchids, larkspur, fireweed, paintbrush, and columbine that created a carpet of color.  
 
    He scrolled through the photos and satisfied with his shots, decided to eat before heading back to his vehicle. He removed a chicken wrap from his pack and sat on a boulder facing the lake and ate with the gentle breeze caressing his cheek.  
 
     He finished getting up to stretch. The walk had tested some muscles he hadn’t used in a while. Not since his last photo shoot two months ago. He would have to make a point of doing it more often.  
 
    The serenity of the view calmed his soul, but that’s when thoughts of Marilyn crept in. Images of a laugh, a stolen kiss, and a tight squeeze as they stopped to enjoy the view invaded his mind.  
 
    She had loved to hike the lake trail with him. Lord, I’m doing what I love, why do these memories have to haunt me? I love her, but she’s with you now. About a mile up the bank was where the backpacker had found her body.  
 
    Jonathan slung his backpack over his shoulders, hung his camera around his neck, and picked up his tripod making his way along the trail and started downhill back the way he came. He was about a half mile in when he passed another hiker and nodded a hello.   
 
    He moved around boulders, and his feet slid on the small pebbles that mixed with twigs lining the trail that winded through the forest surrounding the edge of the lake. It was around three p.m. when he finally reached the gravel parking area. It had filled up quite a bit since he began his hike.  
 
    He leaned his tripod against the back hatch, removed his keys from his backpack and opened the hatch, loading everything inside. He walked over entering the outdoor restroom before continuing back to his vehicle.  
 
    Jonathan got in and headed towards the main roadway making a left-hand turn before driving towards the downtown of Shadow Lake. The traffic was quite heavy, but he didn’t have far to go. He was pulling into his driveway when his cell phone rang. 
 
    “Hi, Jonathan. It’s Samantha,” she said. “I was wondering if you would be home tomorrow morning. I’d like to drop by and take some room measurements and photos of the house for the listing.” 
 
    “That sounds fine. I was on a shoot today, and I will be doing some printing and framing. Give me a call before you come,” said Jonathan as his heart raced with anticipation. 
 
    “Great. I’ll give you a call around ten a.m. See you then,” said Samantha. 
 
    Jonathan hung up the phone. Short and to the point. But what did I expect from a professional? At that moment for the first time, he wondered if she believed in God. 
 
    He would have to get busy and tidy up the house if she was going to take photos. Maybe now is the time to pack some things up and store the boxes in the downstairs closet out of sight. 
 
    Jonathan spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning up. There were quite a few items left over from his mother’s belongings that he hadn’t cleared from upstairs. He didn’t have the heart to pack them away and to be honest; other things always seemed to take priority. 
 
    He was moving some of the items into the closet downstairs when he saw a box tucked away on the upper shelf. He reached up pulling it down, and a couple of medium sized notebooks fell to the floor.  
 
    As he inspected them more, he discovered they were journals.  Funny, I didn’t even know Marilyn kept such a thing. He wondered how long she had been keeping a journal? 
 
    Jonathan took the box into the living room and sat in his leather chair wondering if he should read them. His mother was gone now, and maybe they would give him a better insight into her most intimate thoughts. He said a prayer for understanding and ability not to judge anything he read.  
 
    The first page he read was penned after his father died. He wondered if keeping a journal was her avenue for healing. The words were a sweet declaration of how much she had loved his father and how she had no regrets with the life she had shared with him.  
 
    He picked up the other journal which upon opening, seemed to have been written during the early 1900’s when she used to live in Shadow Lake.  There were a lot of surprising references to Robert McClure Sr. He would make time to read these thoroughly when he had more time. Would the texts shed light on the real owner of the McClure Mansion and what happened years ago? Would they hold a clue as to who his birth father and mother were? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
   J onathan was finishing the framing of his latest photographs when he heard the front door of his studio open. He placed his photos down on the table and walked into the reception area. 
 
    “Hi, Jonathan. I hope I’m not disturbing you,” said Samantha giving him a warm smile. 
 
    “Not at all. I’m just finishing up, and I could use a break anyway. Would you like some coffee before you start?”  
 
    “Sure,” said Samantha following him upstairs to the kitchen. 
 
    Samantha took a seat at the kitchen table while he poured the coffee. He carried them over, sitting across from her. “Cream or sugar?” he asked as he put sugar in his coffee. 
 
    “Sugar, please.”  
 
    Jonathan passed the sugar bowl to her, and she placed a heaping spoon into her cup and stirred. 
 
    “I got the inspection back this morning on the other house. Everything appears to be in good shape. I have a copy with me for you to look over. If there are no requests, we can set a closing date,” said Samantha taking a sip of her coffee.  
 
    “Sounds great. I went ahead and started packing last night. I still have things of my mother’s I forgot I had. I did run across something interesting though. I found some journals. There are references to the McClure Mansion that I plan on taking time to read further.” 
 
    “Why are you so interested in the mansion?” asked Samantha giving him a curious look. “Is it something more than just from a photographer’s viewpoint?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It started out as an interest in the architectural structure from a photography aspect, but I can’t help feel there is something else drawing me into it.”  
 
    “Sounds mysterious. Mr. Benham is looking for property to build his resort, and I’m putting off showing it to him until I can track down an owner. It seemed when Beverly checked title records, there is no record of a title recorded at the courthouse. It’s like the property doesn’t exist. I’ve never seen anything like it,” she said as she finished her coffee. 
 
    “That’s strange. I wonder how that happened. I thought every property had to have a title,” said Jonathan reaching for her cup to place them in the sink. 
 
    “ Somewhere along the line, it got lost, but it has to turn up somewhere. I’ll keep digging. If you run across anything of interest in those journals that might help clear it up, please let me know,” said Samantha picking up her camera. “Thanks for the coffee. I better get to work. I want to get this on the market right away.” 
 
    “If you have any questions, let me know. I’ll be framing,” said Jonathan as he headed down the stairs. 
 
    Samantha walked through each room taking measurements and jotting them down. Then she took a couple of photos of each room.  
 
    She finished up inside and then let herself out the back photographing the sunroom as she went. She snapped photos from both directions out back and then walked around to the front of the house and took pictures straight on. The house photographed well and should be an easy sell.  
 
    As she walked up the front porch steps, her mind wandered to the journals Jonathan had found. Could it be possible that they would clear up the questions she had?   
 
    She entered the house and found Jonathan busy working. She stood watching him. His muscled frame was hovering over a photo as he adjusted a matboard. Why did it seem he got more handsome each time she saw him?  
 
    Samantha couldn’t help but admire his attention to details as he meticulously worked to position his photograph.  She couldn’t quite make out the photo, so she quietly walked up to get a closer look.   
 
    He sensed her presence and smiled as she approached. 
 
    “It’s beautiful. Where was it taken?” asked Samantha. She didn’t recognize the location. 
 
    “At the lookout. One of my favorite places on the lake. I do my best thinking there.” 
 
    “Since I’m fairly new to the area, I’m not familiar with it. Then, I haven’t had much free time to explore either. Guess I’ll have to change that.” 
 
    “You would love it. No people except for an occasional backpacker. It’s a bit rugged though so it will give you a workout,” he said placing the matboard in the frame and securing the photo in it placing a hanger on the back. “Well, another one ready for my opening in Denver.” 
 
    “You have a show in Denver. I wasn’t aware that you sold outside of the shop. That’s amazing.” 
 
    “They just contacted me a month ago. It was last minute, so I have to rush to get everything together. It should be good publicity for my business though.  I’ll be spending a couple of days there to get everything set up.” 
 
    “Sounds exciting. I hope you have lots of success with it,” Samantha said following him through the gallery. She watched as he hung his latest piece and was captivated by the beautiful colors of the wildflowers that seemed to come to life in the foreground. 
 
    Jonathan stood back eyeing his work and being satisfied with it, went back to frame his next one. 
 
    “How many photos do you have to get ready?” asked Samantha curious as to the scope of his show. 
 
    “Only another nine,” he said giving her a wide-eyed look as he shook his head. “I better get back to work if I’m going to get these done by the end of the week.” 
 
    “I need to get back to the office anyway and get this listing put into the MLS. If you find anything in the journals let me know,” she said as she walked towards the front door. 
 
    “Have a nice day, Samantha.” 
 
    “Thanks. You too.” 
 
    Her curiosity about the McClure Mansion also intrigued him. Maybe it was a common interest that would help deepen their relationship or at least give him an excuse to see her again. There was much more he wanted to learn about her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
   I t was a Wednesday morning, and Samantha awoke with satisfaction. In a short time, she had closed on several properties. She smiled having the pleasure of letting her mother know when she called the next time, which there was no reason to worry about her. 
 
    Samantha walked out onto the deck facing the lake. The sun was coming up, and she stood sipping her tea taking in the beautiful sunrise. The air still had a bit of a chill to it. 
 
     Shadow Lake was growing on her. She would have to take back the statement that there were no exciting men in Shadow Lake worth pursuing.  Jonathan was the exception. 
 
    He was handsome, charming, artistic, and intelligent. They had only known each other a short time, but Samantha was starting to have feelings for him. She had prayed for the Lord to help her be professional in her work and had managed to do so, but there was a fluttering in her heart that began every time she was near him.  
 
    Samantha noticed Jonathan smiled and his eyes sparkled when he looked at her. She was confident that something was happening between them. A wave of heat traveled through her body just thinking about him.  
 
    The closing was on Friday, but there was still the matter of his existing home. Until it sold, he was still a client.   
 
    Her mind wandered to a person she didn’t trust. She still hadn’t discovered why and that bothered her. She had an issue being alone with him and was glad they had closed on his house. She still had to pick up her sign and drop off the garage door opener that Calvin forgot when he left the closing. Hopefully, Beverly could take care of it for her. 
 
    She would wait a couple of hours, and Beverly should be at the office. That would give Samantha plenty of time for a shower, breakfast and her Bible study.  
 
    She wondered if Jonathan was a Christian. They had never really discussed it, and sometimes people get turned off by God when they lose a loved one. She hoped that wasn’t the case. But having a spouse murdered would be a hard one to get over. She imagined somewhere in the back of his mind, he probably still struggled with it.  
 
    Samantha checked the time on her cell phone and called Beverly. The phone rang and few times, and she picked up. 
 
    “Good morning, Beverly. I need a favor if you have time.” 
 
    “I’m only going to be here for about a half hour, and I have to leave to run my dad over to the doctor, but after that I’m free,” said Beverly taking a sip of coffee. 
 
    “I need to pick up the sign and drop off the garage door opener for Mr. Benham.  I’m trying to avoid him as much as possible.” 
 
    “I don’t know why. You’re both single, and Mr. Benham is easy on the eyes. What’s bothering you?”  
 
    “He makes me extremely nervous. I don’t trust him. He comes off as a womanizer, and I’m not looking forward to being alone with him,” said Samantha pacing the floor. 
 
    “I can’t imagine you not holding your own. You’re a big city girl, and he doesn’t know that. You have an advantage girl.” 
 
    “You’re right. I forgot I’m packing. Mace that is. I never leave home without it,” said Samantha thinking she might be making more out of it than it was.  “I’ll call when I’m on my way back to the office. Hope everything goes well with your dad.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    Samantha poured herself another cup of coffee to settle her nerves. She sat on the sofa and propped her feet up. Why am I so worried about Calvin? It’s not like he has made any advances towards me. But then, there is always a first time, and she decided she would be ready. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Calvin’s vehicle sat in the driveway. Samantha parked, picked up the garage door opener from the passenger’s seat and placed the mace in her pants pocket. Calvin stood by the front door. 
 
    “Samantha, good to see you again. Come on in,” he said waving at her. 
 
    Samantha approached the front door and handed the garage door opener to him. “You forgot this the other day, and I thought you might need it.” 
 
    “Thank you, but you didn’t have to make a special trip. I could have stopped by your office and picked it up,” Calvin grinned. 
 
    Why does he have to give me that look? “I’m busy and never know when I’ll be at the office. I have to pick up my realty sign anyway,” she said as she turned to walk to the front of the driveway. “I can’t stay.” 
 
    He said something which she ignored and kept walking. She gave the sign a yank, and it lifted out of the ground. She turned and headed back to her car and popped the trunk placing it inside. 
 
    When she turned around, she came face to face with Calvin. A broad grin crossed his face as he moved in closer, his body touching hers. He put his arms around her shoulders. Then his hand traveled up to her neck, as he ran his fingers through her hair. 
 
     She took a deep breath and slipped her hand around the container of mace in her pocket hoping she wouldn’t have to use it. 
 
    “Mr. Benham. Let go of me. Don’t make me do something you will regret. I’m leaving now,” she said with as much force as she could muster. 
 
    It seemed that her forcefulness didn’t dissuade him. Instead, it seemed to ignite whatever passion he had into a bonfire of emotion. He pulled her into him and kissed her full on the lips pressing down with force.  
 
    She pushed with her arms and kicked him in the groin causing him to lose his hold on her. That was when it gave her the opportunity to use the mace.  
 
    Calvin grabbed his eyes screaming in pain and calling her every profane word he could muster as he laid on the ground writhing in pain. 
 
    Samantha got into her car and sped out of the driveway as fast as she could and still drive safely. What an outright jerk? That’s it. He can find himself a new agent.  
 
    Calvin staggered into the house feeling his way to the kitchen sink.  His eyes stung as though someone had poured gasoline into them. They watered, and his vision continued to blur. He wondered how long this stuff lasted. He couldn’t believe the woman had enough gall to mace him. It was the first time a woman had ever turned down his advances. She was a little spitfire, and that fact excited him.  
 
    Samantha got down to a pull off in the road and called Beverly. The line was busy. She must be speaking with a client. She hoped it wasn’t Mr. Benham. She knew she had made him angry. What if he files charges against me saying I attacked him?  She didn’t know much about him. Maybe it was time she found out more. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 25 
 
      
 
   T here were no witnesses, and it would be his word against hers as to what had happened. She decided that she would make out a report and place it in his file in case anything came of it. She wouldn’t put her agency in jeopardy. She had worked too hard. 
 
    She relived the incident in her mind. She could still feel Calvin’s lips on hers. She reached over pulling a tissue out of the console and wiped her mouth. It didn’t help. She would need a shower to erase the feeling of his hands on her. 
 
    She phoned Beverly again and finally reached her.  
 
    “I’ll be back at the office in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Samantha, are you, all right?” she asked, sensing an uneasiness in Samantha’s voice. “Did something happen at the house?” 
 
    “I’ll explain when I get there. But, yes!” said Samantha disconnecting the call. 
 
    She drove the rest of the way thinking to herself that she had been in real estate for the past ten years and never experienced anything like what had just happened. She never had an incident with a client, but a client had killed a realtor in Pigeon Bay. After that, she had decided to carry the mace. She hated guns and wouldn’t consider owning one. 
 
    Samantha pulled up at the realty office and parked. She had barely got out of the car when Beverly rushed out to meet her.  
 
    “Can you get the sign out of the trunk for me. I need a cup of coffee and a place to sit down.” 
 
    “Sure. Go ahead and go in. I’ll be right there,” said Beverly as she opened the trunk.  
 
    Samantha walked inside and made her way to the coffee maker. Luckily, Beverly had thought ahead and made a fresh pot. She poured a cup and headed for the break room, plopped down on the couch, kicked off her shoes, and put her feet up on the coffee table. 
 
    She could hear Beverly rattling around in the storage room nearby, and a few minutes later Beverly took a seat next to her. 
 
    “It must be something awful,” she said looking over at Samantha. 
 
    “Yeah, well, it is,” said Samantha taking a sip of her coffee. 
 
    “Spill, girl. Don’t keep me in suspense.” 
 
    “I ended up using mace on Mr. Benham,” said Samantha shaking her head. 
 
    “What happened,”asked Beverly laying a hand on Samantha’s shoulder. 
 
    Samantha spent the next few minutes filling Beverly in on all the details of her encounter. Beverly sat in shock as she digested what Samantha was telling her. 
 
    “You’re not going to let him get away with it, are you? I mean, clients can’t just try to have their way with someone who is providing a professional service. You never gave him any reason to believe you wanted a romantic relationship. I’ve heard you tell him that you don’t mix business with pleasure.” 
 
    “I made him angry. What if he files charges on me? Who is the real estate board going to believe? A new broker to the area or a man with money to back him on a project that would bring lots of jobs to Shadow Lake.” 
 
    “That’s why you have to jump on this first. Samantha, you have to file a complaint with the board and refuse to do business with the man. If you wait and Calvin files a complaint, they will wonder why you didn’t come forward first,” said Beverly hugging Samantha. “You’ve worked too hard to build this business.” 
 
    “I know you’re right. Get the paperwork for me. I’ll need to do it while the details are fresh in my mind. Not that I’ll forget them anytime soon,” said Samantha following Beverly out to the front office. She wondered how the board handled these things in Shadow Lake.  
 
    It was around two p.m. when she contacted the board that handled realtor complaints. She got the address and put the paperwork inside and handed it to Beverly to drop off on her way home. She also gave her a letter addressed to Mr. Benham stating that because of impropriety she would no longer be handling his real estate transactions.  
 
    Beverly had just left the office when Samantha’s cell phone rang. It was Jonathan. She had to disconnect her feelings of betrayal by her other client and make sure that it didn’t carry over to him. She knew in her heart that Jonathan has principles and that he would never have done anything to make her distrust him. Funny how two men could be so different. She didn’t know Jonathan that well either but somehow, she felt that because of the hurt from his past, that he was more sensitive about people’s feelings. 
 
    Jonathan had finished looking through the journals and had discovered some information he thought Samantha would be interested to know. Now, she wondered if it was necessary with Mr. Bonham out of the picture, but then she might be able to get the listing, and he wasn’t the only investor out there. 
 
    It only took a few minutes for her to arrive at Jonathan’s house.  She walked through the gallery and went back to the framing room. He wasn’t there. Then a familiar male voice called out from upstairs. 
 
    She swung around and started climbing the stairs. Upon reaching the top of the landing, Jonathan stepped out of the living room. 
 
    “Hi. Have a seat. I think you’ll find this very interesting,” 
 
    She entered the living room which is now piled high with packing boxes. She sat on the sofa, glancing over at Jonathan who had a stack of journals in his lap. 
 
    “Were you able to find anything out with your research?” 
 
    “I was unable to find any clues as to what happened to Robert McClure Jr, although I did read where Robert’s brother and sister were deceased.  A murder and an accident. It seemed that living at McClure Mansion brought the family nothing but heartache. Even Robert McClure, Sr’s wife, was so depressed that she also died,” said Samantha. “So sad.” 
 
    “It’s a sad story, but you haven’t heard the worst of it. As I read my mother’s journals, She was friends with Robert Sr.’s wife. Her husband was not an honorable man. The journals talked about dealings with some investment group that controlled everything Mr. McClure did,” said Jonathan shifting in his seat before continuing. “They provided the funds, he did the transactions, and for that, he was well compensated.  My mother seemed to think that his death wasn’t an accident,” he said showing her the journal entry. “She seemed to think he got murdered.” 
 
    “How about some coffee? There is quite a bit to go over,” asked Jonathan. 
 
    “Sure. I’ll just keep reading if that’s okay. It’s fascinating information.” 
 
    Jonathan came back with two cups of coffee and sat down handing her one. Samantha set the journal aside, picked up the cup and took a sip. “Did you run across any entries that told what they did with the property?” 
 
    “Not really. Just a notation that Robert Jr. had left for Denver and the place sat empty for quite awhile. Robert married and had two children, and they returned to the mansion. Then for some reason, they had packed up and left again. Mom mentioned that they had turned over the mansion to the stable manager, Edward Benham. No mention of whether they signed it over and walked away or if he just lived there to take care of the place,” said Jonathan noticing a change in Samantha’s expression. 
 
    Cold chills ran up and down Samantha’s spine, and the color drained from her face when he mentioned Edward’s last name.  
 
    “Samantha, are you okay? You look pale,” asked Jonathan getting up to sit next to her. 
 
    “I’m okay. It’s just when you said Edward’s last name I immediately thought of Mr. Benham. Surely, they aren’t related,” said Samantha trying to hide her emotions as a tear slid down her face. The incident from earlier that day with Calvin was still fresh in her mind. 
 
    Jonathan watched the tears streaming down her face as she quickly tried to brush them away. She tried turning her face away from him to hide her feelings which were coming to the surface. The last thing Samantha wanted to do was break down in front of him. 
 
    Jonathan scooted over closer to her, lifting her chin, and those gorgeous green eyes connected with hers, and she could no longer hold it together. She broke down sobbing.  
 
    Jonathan reached over pulling her up into his strong arms. She could feel the warmth of his body and the smell of his cologne which had a woodsy odor. 
 
     For a short time, she felt safe and forgot all about not wanting to get close to another man, but then he wasn’t any man- maybe he was the right man. 
 
    Jonathan pulled her away from him and kissed the top of her forehead. It was a gentle kiss. Samantha enjoyed the feel of his lips on her skin, and it created a tingle where he had touched her.  
 
    Their eyes met again. “I know there is more to this than just a man’s last name. Do you want to talk about it? I’m a good listener, and I promise not to judge. I leave judgment to the Lord,” he said with a smile that told her he cared about her and that he was a Christian. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 26 
 
      
 
   S amantha took a deep breath and calmed herself. She wasn’t prepared for what had happened and knew she could trust Jonathan but was not sure if she could share something so personal. 
 
    “I had an incident today while I was working. Edward’s last name triggered something. Could I bother you for some water? My throat feels dry.” 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” he said as he made his way to the kitchen. She heard the refrigerator door open and close, and in a minute, he was seated beside her handing her bottled water. 
 
    Samantha took a sip of the cold liquid and felt it slide down her throat easing the dryness. “The incident had to do with Mr. Benham. I went over to pick up my sign and give him the garage door opener. I had placed the sign in the trunk and turned around, and he was right in front of me. It happened so fast. He tried to force himself on me. As he kissed me, I hit him in the groin with my knee and reached into my pocket, pulling out my mace and sprayed him with it, got in my car and drove away leaving him lying on the ground.” 
 
    “Oh, Samantha. You didn’t deserve that. I always had the feeling he couldn’t be trusted,” said Jonathan giving her his full attention. 
 
    “I feel like such a fool. You even tried to warn me about Calvin, but I thought I could handle it. In all my years in real estate, I’ve never had this sort of thing happen before,” said Samantha taking another sip of water. Her nerves were finally starting to subside. She felt better talking to him.  
 
    “So, what are you going to do? You can’t let him get away with this.” 
 
    “Beverly and I talked after I got back to the office and I filed a report. I am afraid that he might try to get me on an assault charge. I could hear him cussing me. There weren’t any witnesses. It’s his word against mine.” 
 
    “I think maybe you should contact the police and let them know what happened. Calvin’s probably just trying to scare you, but you don’t know much about him. I want you to be safe.” 
 
    Samantha rose from the sofa grabbing her purse. “I really should be getting home.” 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want me to follow you home?” asked Jonathan as he walked her to the front door. 
 
    “I hate to put you out. You have been so kind to me already. I appreciate your friendship,” said Samantha smiling at him. 
 
    “I’ll get my coat. It’s dark, and I’ll worry about you. I won’t take no for an answer.”  
 
    Samantha walked out into the dark street lit only by the street lamps. The night air was crisp, and she gathered her blazer around her. Jonathan put his arm around Samantha while they walked to the car. She got in, and Jonathan shut the door behind her.  
 
    ~ 
 
    Samantha looked at the homes as she drove along the lake. Many had porch lights on and cars in the driveways. She couldn’t wait to get home and put this day behind her.  
 
    Her mind wandered to earlier when Jonathan had comforted her by holding her in his arms. She remembered how his arms felt as they wrapped around her body and the sweet kiss he had given her before he pulled away. Did it spark a painful memory?  
 
    Jonathan turned in behind her and got out. “I’ll walk you to the door,” he said getting out. “You have a nice place.” 
 
    They walked up the porch together neither one saying a word. Samantha put her key in the lock and opened the door.  
 
    “I hope I didn’t overstep my boundaries tonight. I just hated seeing you in so much pain. I think you already know that I care about you,” he said, his eyes meeting hers. “If you need to talk, know that I’m here for you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry that I broke down in front of you. It wasn’t my intention. You’re a sweet man, but as you know I don’t make a habit of falling for my clients,” said Samantha knowing that was what was happening. It was already too late. 
 
    “I know you don’t but sometimes things just happen and maybe it’s God’s plan,” he reached over and pulled her into his arms one last time for a hug. 
 
    “It’s not that I don’t like you, but I have to be careful right now. Calvin’s probably watching for something he can use against me.” 
 
     “I understand. Goodnight, Samantha.” 
 
    She stood watching out the window as he got into his Jeep. Somehow, she had to get the message across that she couldn’t see him outside of regular business.  She wasn’t sure Calvin wasn’t watching her every move.  But everything inside her wanted more from Jonathan. 
 
    ~ 
 
    It was mid-morning the end of June, and Samantha was at the office reviewing the listing for Jonathan’s house that Beverly put into the MLS.  Everything looked great. She decided the best way to sell his home was to work with a broker in Denver. 
 
    She picked up the phone and called Mile High Realty and asked for the broker. A few minutes later, Mindy Simpson picked up. 
 
    “Hi Mindy, this is Samantha Dunning from Shadow Lake Realty. I have a property listing that I think you might find interesting. My client is a professional photographer, and the place is set up with a reception area, frame shop and gallery on the lower floor and living quarters on the second floor,” said Samantha taking a sip of the coffee. 
 
    “It sounds amazing. What style of architecture? I may have a couple of clients that might fit your listing,” she asked. 
 
    “It’s a Victorian and isn’t far from the center of town in a residential area but has special business zoning. If you like, I can fax the listing over to you. It will be vacant in a couple of days.” 
 
    “I’ll check the listing and get back to you. I’m fine with working with you and sharing commissions. It’s easier than driving all the way up there. Talk to you soon.” 
 
    Samantha hung up and finished her coffee. Working with out of town agents was something she enjoyed doing and had closed plenty of deals with out of area realtors in the past.  Hopefully, the property would sell quickly and without Jonathan having to put the house back to its original condition. 
 
    Samantha couldn’t stop thinking about Jonathan. She couldn’t risk having a relationship with him even though that’s what she wanted to do. She would have to keep it business only until his house sold.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 27 
 
      
 
   J onathan had loaded up his jeep with some boxes to take over to the new house. After a couple of trips, he decided to take a break and made some coffee.  
 
    He filled a cup and sat in the one chair left in the living room.  He couldn’t get last night with Samantha off his mind. He could still envision her warm body as she leaned into him and he would never forget the softness of her skin when he kissed her forehead. 
 
    His heart broke when he found out what that man had tried to do to her. Strike that. Calvin was no man, but an abuser who thought he could take whatever he wanted. Samantha was a sweet, women who sure didn’t deserve that. No woman did.  
 
    Jonathan knew in his heart that she was the one God had chosen for him and could tell that she had feelings for him too but wouldn’t act on them as long as he was one of her clients. He didn’t blame her. He loved a woman with ethics and an excellent moral compass. She had both. 
 
    Jonathan refilled his cup and stood in front of the kitchen window. He felt like he was leaving a part of Marilyn behind, but that was silly. He had to make a fresh start and move on with his life, especially if he ever meant to have a future with Samantha.  
 
    It was later in the afternoon and time for him to pick up the moving truck to empty out his photography studio. He had cleared most everything else out except for a change of clothes and the small amount of furniture upstairs. It felt strange having two sets of keys. Two houses and he felt uneasy in both, but he hoped that would change once he got everything moved and put away.  
 
    He hoped in his travels that he didn’t run into Calvin somewhere. He wasn’t sure he could contain the anger that had been building.  Lord, I know that I am supposed to keep a clear mind and a loving heart, but sometimes it’s tough. I’m going to need your help with this one. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Samantha was leaving the office. Beverly waved to her as she pulled away. She drove up the street a few blocks and pulled into Bob’s Supermarket to pick up something to fix for dinner. Preferably, something quick and healthy. 
 
    She parked and got out. The wind had picked up, and it blew her hair across her face. She swiped it away with her hand and continued into the store.  
 
    As she walked the aisles, she weaved her cart in and out to avoid the other shoppers. That’s why I never stop right after work. What was I thinking? Note to self-come early in the morning. 
 
    She picked up some staples and decided to fix soup and salad for dinner. She cruised the produce department and picked up lettuce, tomatoes, radishes, and cucumber.  The seafood department had salad shrimp to top it off.  Her stomach rumbled reminding her that she had forgotten to eat lunch. 
 
    Confident that she had everything she needed, she made her way to the checkout, taking her place in the long line. She felt someone’s hand brush against hers as she placed some items on the counter.  
 
    Startled, she pulled back and looked up into the eyes of Calvin Benham. He stared at her with a sinister smile. Her blood ran cold, and she had to muster every bit of courage she had to keep unloading her cart. She tried her best to ignore him. 
 
    “Hello, Samantha. Nice to see you again. You took off in a hurry the other day. I had hoped to spend more time with you,” said Calvin undressing her with his eyes. 
 
    The man made her skin crawl. She had to get away from him, but then she didn’t want him to follow her. How would she handle the situation? After all, it’s not like he was purposely following her. It was just a coincidence for him to be in line behind her.  How do I know that? What if he follows me out to my car? 
 
    “It’s not like you to ignore me. After all, I’m a client. Is this the way you treat your clients?” he said trying to embarrass her. 
 
    She stood her ground and ignored him. She hoped that no one in the store recognized her. She wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of answering him.  She was finally seeing him for what he was, a cold, calculating jerk. 
 
    Samantha finished paying for her food and pushed the cart as fast as she could out to her car and put the groceries into the trunk. Calvin was walking towards her car. She got in and drove away. 
 
    As she drove up Sleepy Creek Rd, her heart raced. She could feel her whole insides jump. Calm down; you don’t want to wreck your car. You’re making far too much of this.  But then why is he taunting me? Lord, I lean on your promise and refuse to live in fear. She checked her rear-view mirror a couple of times to make sure he wasn’t following. 
 
    Within a few minutes, she turned into her driveway. The lights flooded the drive as she came to a stop in front of the house. She got out, popped the trunk, removed her groceries and walked up the porch unlocking her door.  
 
    She turned and hit the deadbolt, thinking that maybe it was time for an alarm system. Couldn’t hurt. Or perhaps a huge dog. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 28 
 
      
 
   T he sun was coming up on Calvin’s executive home. He had showered earlier and dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a polo shirt. He wanted to be comfortable while he was searching for property.  
 
    His blood had boiled when he received the letter from Samantha Dunning. Who did she think she was anyway? Realtors were a dime a dozen, and he would find one that would give him the attention he deserved. He thoroughly enjoyed the encounter at the grocery store. He grinned to himself. He couldn’t have planned it better. If it weren’t for my connection with the investors, I would have filed assault charges on her. Maybe it will make her nervous worrying about it. 
 
    The ringtone on his cell phone went off, and he reached over and scooped it up.  
 
    “Hello, Mr. Donatello.” Great, now why is he calling? He probably wants an update. 
 
    “Calvin. I’ve been waiting for a call from you. You know I don’t like to be kept waiting.” 
 
    “I’ve been busy scouting possible locations. I talked to someone local, and they seem to think there is property overlooking the lake that has been vacant for years. A place called the McClure Mansion. I’m going to check it out today.” 
 
    “How’s it going with that overachiever realtor of yours?” he asked taking a few seconds to cough before continuing. “I don’t feel she’s as hungry as you thought. I checked her out, and she seems to be doing quite well.” 
 
    “I’ve decided to find someone else. Samantha’s a spitfire, and a little too curious. I feel she could cause us problems,” said Calvin walking over to the desk. 
 
    “Don’t bother. I’ve already done it. John is driving up mid-afternoon and will be staying with you. He’ll be in touch when he gets there. Put off any more looking until he arrives,” said Mr. Donatello. “This isn’t a request.” 
 
    “Whatever you think is best. I’ll hang tight then.” 
 
    “I’ll have John pull up some info on the McClure Mansion before he gets there, so he’s ready to do whatever it takes if it turns out to be the right property. You disappoint me, Calvin. I don’t have to remind you of that problem I took care of, do I?” 
 
    Before Calvin could say another word, the call ended. It was evident the boss was not happy.  
 
    He didn’t know anything about John, and that put him at a disadvantage. He could bet that since Donatello enlisted his services, it was someone he wouldn’t like dealing with, and now he would be staying at his house. What next? He enjoyed entertaining as much as anybody, but he wanted to pick his guests. 
 
    Calvin headed downstairs, grabbed a cup of coffee, and went outside on the deck. Boaters were already out enjoying the lake.  
 
    He sipped his coffee, leaning against the railing taking in the view. He couldn’t deny that he was enjoying the view even though locals were another matter. He would be glad when he could move on. Maybe, Hawaii or Cancun. 
 
    He went back upstairs to his office to check the local MLS listings. Thanks to modern technology a person didn’t have to wait for realtors.  
 
    He reached up and pushed the switch for the ceiling fan and sat down at his desk. He powered up his laptop and punched in properties for sale in Shadow Lake, Colo in the search engine. After setting his perimeters for land and acreage amount a few possible places popped up. He grabbed his notebook and wrote them down. He would make a point of seeing them. Would John have info on the McClure Mansion? If so, would there be enough land?  
 
    Calvin went off the website and punched in McClure Mansion, Shadow Lake, Colo. In a few seconds, a few links popped up. He clicked on the first one. His eyes glued to the screen, he took in the photo of the mansion.  
 
    What a structure. The architecture was fabulous but what did it look like now?  If the company were able to purchase the land with the old mansion, they would most likely have to tear it down. Mayors of small towns were usually willing to do most anything if it meant a lot of money in their pockets.  
 
    A couple of hours had passed by when his cell phone rang. He reached over swiping the screen.  
 
    “Calvin, this is John. I’m in Shadow Lake and need the address to your house.” 
 
    Calvin provided him with the information and then hung up. He went downstairs into the kitchen and starting throwing a salad together. He was hungry and had a guest arriving soon. Maybe guest wasn't the right word either.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 29 
 
      
 
   I t was three days later when Jonathan finally got moved into his new residence. The living quarters were working out nicely. Now it was a matter of waiting to see if the new owner of his house wanted the conversions for the business area downstairs. If not, he would be able to transport the pieces and get his gallery up and running right away. Otherwise, he would have to start from scratch again. 
 
    Samantha had called earlier that morning to tell him that she had a client coming from Denver, an artist, that was interested in his house.  If it is your will Lord, please let the house sell soon. I want to get on with my life. 
 
    Having to move when he did was untimely. He still had his showing in Denver to attend. He had made the hotel reservation weeks ago, and the photos were ready, so why was he not more excited? It was a great opportunity, but a cloud of uneasiness hung over him.  
 
    He was still bothered by what Samantha had told him. What if Calvin decided to stalk her? Well, she took care of herself the first time so he knew she was capable and she had filed a complaint. Calvin would be crazy to pursue her now. I wish I could be sure of it.  Maybe I should ask if she has an alarm. Lord, watch over her, please. 
 
    His phone tweeted, and he reached over and snatched it up. 
 
    “Hi, Jonathan. Do you have a few free minutes to talk?” asked Samantha. 
 
    “Sure. What’s up?”  
 
    “I have a client from Denver here at my desk. I just finished writing up an offer on your house and I know it’s unusual, but he would like to know your decision before he heads home,” said Samantha. Her client was patiently waiting at her desk. 
 
    “The contract is for $430,000 which I think is a fair offer. He wants to close in 30 days and will use our local title company.” 
 
    “Tell him he has a deal. I’ll drop by and sign the contract. Does he want the business area left as is or do I need to remove the additional fixtures?” 
 
    “You don’t have to do a thing. My client wants it left as is,” said Samantha giving her client a nod that everything was a go. 
 
    “That’s great. I can’t thank you enough. See you soon.” 
 
    Samantha hung up the phone. Now all there was to do was call Mindy and let her know that the owner was coming in to sign right away. 
 
    “Mr. Hastings, you have a house. The owner is coming in to sign, and then I’ll fax a copy over to Mindy for her signature. As soon as I get everything back, you will need to send us a cashier’s check made out to Shadow Lake Title Company so we can open escrow.” 
 
    “Thanks so much. I enjoyed working with you. I’m so glad Mindy was able to work out all the details.  There was no way for her to take time off right now and I didn’t want to lose out on the house. It’s just what I’ve been looking for.” 
 
    “Mindy said you were an artist. What type of art do you do?” 
 
    “I’m a landscape artist and paint in oils.  Shadow Lake probably has lots of places to spark inspiration, and I can’t wait to explore the area.” 
 
    “Can I get you some coffee or water before you leave?” said Samantha rising from her desk. 
 
    “A water would be great. Thanks,” Mr. Hasting’s said as he walked over to the board of properties for sale. 
 
     He was a man in his mid-forties, had a muscular build, short brown hair, was very polite and had a quality Samantha admired. The man knew what he wanted.  
 
    Samantha walked into the kitchen and grabbed a bottled water from the frig and handed it to him. “Thanks,” he said taking a big gulp. “You have a lot of lovely properties for sale. The prices here are much lower than Denver. Have you been here long?” 
 
    “I’m fairly new to Shadow Lake. I’m originally from Pigeon Bay, South Carolina and got tired of the rat race. The office came up for sale, and the rest is history,” she said smiling. 
 
    “I hope my wife and son feel the same way. My son, Mark, is in his last year of high school and wants to be a professional photographer. Evelyn’s an author, so she works from home. She was a little apprehensive when I talked to her about the move and wasn’t sure I could make it in a small town, but with a website, it doesn’t make any difference where I live.” he said glancing out the front windows. 
 
    “I don’t know if Mindy told you or not but the owner, Mr. Williams, is a professional photographer. He might be willing to visit with Mark sometime. He could probably learn a lot from him.” 
 
    “Sounds great. Well, I should be going if I’m going to get back to Denver before dark. Evelyn gets worried when I’m on the road. Again, it was nice doing business with you,” he said shaking her hand. “Talk to you soon.” 
 
    “The pleasure was mine. Have a safe trip,” said Samantha seeing him to the door. 
 
    As Mr. Hastings was going out the door, Beverly passed him coming in. She said hello to Mr. Hastings and continued shutting the door behind her. 
 
    “Well, girl, he looked happy,” said Beverly as she walked over to her desk and put her purse into the bottom drawer. 
 
    “I just sold Jonathan’s house to him. We close in thirty days or less.” 
 
    “Boy, you are on a roll this month, aren’t you? Jonathan should be pleased. Being in his new house now he can relax,” she said as she headed for the break room for water. “You should be happy too. He won’t be a client for much longer. I know you like him.” 
 
    “Yes, that does uncomplicate life a little. He should be here anytime. He’s coming in to sign the contract,” said Samantha knowing full well she just opened up herself to more teasing. 
 
    “Well, maybe he’ll ask you out. I’ve seen the way he looks at you. You could do a lot worse.” 
 
    “No dates with clients remember. He’s still a client, Beverly,” said Samantha giving her the evil eye. 
 
    “Okay. Point taken. I’ll ask you again in thirty days,” said Beverly laughing as she walked over to her desk.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 30 
 
      
 
   T he weeks had passed by quickly. Jonathan was out of town for his showing in Denver.  
 
    Samantha was busy researching the McClure Mansion with Beverly. They had dinner together at her house and scrolled through website after website searching for something pertinent. So far, just a few leads that would have to be checked out at the assessors’ office. Hopefully, their archives would turn up something. 
 
    Samantha in her sweats and tee-shirt kicked back in the recliner while Beverly curled up on the sofa. It was the weekend, and the office wouldn’t open until around noon the next day. There were a few quick leads on listings Samantha wanted to check out and a couple to preview. It would probably not be hectic, but she liked to set up her calendar for the following week.  
 
     Samantha looked forward to attending the Shadow Lake Community Church on Sunday. It was a small congregation, and everyone knew each other. They had an excellent choir, and Pastor McMillan preached a good sermon. He didn’t pull any punches and told it like it was. No stepping around the pressing issues of what Christians should and shouldn’t do. Beverly went to the same church, and they usually sat together. 
 
    Samantha was deep in thought. Only a few more days until Jonathan’s closing. What would happen then? Would he ask me out? She got goosebumps at the idea of being alone with him on a date. 
 
    Her phone rang, and she picked it up. The line seemed empty, but she could hear the faint sound of heavy breathing. Was it some practical joke? School kids are making random calls. Every muscle in her body tensed as she is waiting for someone to speak.  
 
    Finally, a sexy male voice spurted out foul language saying what he would like to do to her. Immediately, she slammed the phone down. Her body shook as waves of nausea came over her. 
 
    “What’s wrong. Who was that?” asked Beverly. She didn’t like watching all the color drain from Samantha’s face. 
 
    “Oh, nothing. Probably just some school kids playing a practical joke by talking smut over the phone. It was disgusting.” 
 
    “How awful. The nerve of kids these days. What if it isn’t kids? You know I wouldn’t put it past Calvin to do something like this. Maybe we should do a little research on him. After all, you don’t know if anything he told you is true,” said Beverly clicking the keys on her laptop.  
 
    A few seconds later a bunch of links with his name in them appeared. Articles on his projects, interviews conducted by some top names in the investment industry, and a reference to Edward Benham. Edward was Calvin’s great-uncle. What if he had a claim to the property? But then, he was just a stable hand.  Beverly kept clicking links. 
 
    “Samantha, I found Edward’s obituary. Listen to this. “Edward was found hanging from the rafters in the stable and was found by Matthew McClure’s son, Bryan. An investigation pulled up no leads, and it appeared to be suicide.”  
 
    The more Samantha read about the mansion, the more the place seemed to evoke some strange and disturbing incidents. It seemed that everyone that lived there or was associated with the house suffered in some way. Was it a coincidence?  
 
    “What did you find on Calvin’s personal life?” asked Samantha pushing the recliner footrest down as she got up. “Do you want some tea? I think I could use a cup.” 
 
    “Sure. I’ll keep skimming. It looks like Calvin got offered a plush job right out of college. He worked for a large architectural firm outside of Los Angeles, then secured an investment position a few years later for McCallister Investments in Denver. It doesn’t say if they still employ him and any record of his career ends there. Maybe they are the investment group behind his project slated for Shadow Lake. But we don’t know for sure.” 
 
    Samantha made tea and then walked over to close the vertical blinds that covered the sliders to the deck. At night, she became uneasy. She hit the stereo button, and soft Christian music filled the room.  
 
    She handed Beverly her tea and sat back down.  
 
    Beverly took a sip and nodded her approval. “His parents were Stephen and Emily Benham. They were filthy rich and at the top of the social ladder. Stephen Benham was caught and prosecuted for embezzlement of McCallister Investments and spent a few years in jail, and they confiscated their family home and the rest of the assets. They were penniless. It seems that Calvin’s work was questionable, but they couldn’t pin anything on him, so he kept his job. He ended up taking in his mother and father until he put them in a home for elderly care. They both passed away five years ago in a fire that gutted the facility.”  
 
    “He did have some admirable traits after all, but I doubt seriously any of them stuck. I wouldn’t doubt that he has associations with some pretty ruthless backers. He lost his parent’s and wife in such a short time. It almost makes me feel sorry for him. Almost,” said Beverly giving Samantha a wink. 
 
    “Well, I think I’m going to call it a night. Turn out the light when you go to bed and make sure to set the deadbolt on the front door,” said Samantha walking to her bedroom. 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to bed in a few minutes. I want to check out one more reference. See you in the morning,” said Beverly as her fingers clicked away at the keyboard.  
 
    “A few minutes later Beverly clicked on the link reading through the text. Her eyebrows furrowed taking in the information. She marked the page to show to Samantha in the morning, shut the cover on her laptop, and turned off the living room light.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 31 
 
      
 
   S amantha awoke early and showered, made a pot of coffee, and was standing out on the deck when Beverly padded into the kitchen. She turned when she heard the movement of the sliders. 
 
    “Well, you’re up early. Looks like another pretty day,” said Beverly as she joined her. 
 
    “It’s supposed to be another hot one. Might hit the high 100’s today. I went for casual. Good day for capris.” 
 
    “My thoughts exactly,” she said taking a sip of her coffee. 
 
    “Did you find anything else on Calvin after I went to bed?” 
 
    “You won’t believe what I found. Are you ready to check it out? I bookmarked it.” 
 
    They went back into the house and took a seat on the sofa. Beverly, scrolled through the link she had bookmarked the night before. When she got to the pertinent information, she stopped and let Samantha read through it. 
 
    Samantha’s expression changed. With her eyebrows raised she read it through again. A lump formed in her throat and a chill ran through her body. She couldn’t believe what she was reading. 
 
    “Well, isn’t that something. Leaves a lot of question about what happened. Weird, that after four years, her body hasn’t turned up anywhere,” said Beverly as she handed her laptop to Samantha so she could refill her coffee. 
 
    “I wonder what their relationship was like before his wife went missing. It seems that everywhere he has lived, strange things have happened. Maybe he had something to do with the murder,” said Samantha scrolling on the laptop. “He’s a pretty calculating individual. Makes me thankful that I don’t have to do business with him anymore.” 
 
    “It makes me wonder about his project for the resort,” said Beverly handing Samantha a cup of coffee. 
 
    “Well, I think that I should talk with Mayor Prescott and have him do a background check on Calvin before he approves his office. Once Calvin gets a permit, it will be harder to stop him,” said Samantha putting her cup in the sink. 
 
    ~ 
 
    A couple of hours later, Samantha was pulling up in front of her office.  
 
    She fought the wind as she entered. Beverly flashed her a smile as she took a seat at her desk. A couple of minutes later, Beverly handed her water as she tried to cool off from the sweltering heat. 
 
    “Could you take messages if anyone calls? I’m going to try to get an appointment set up with the mayor,” she said picking up the phone. 
 
    “Sure. No problem.” 
 
    Samantha waited on the line while the mayor’s secretary buzzed him. In a few minutes, she heard a cough, and a male voice answered, “Mayor Prescott. How may I help you?” 
 
    “Mayor, it’s Samantha Dunning. Do you have a few minutes to discuss a matter that concerns the city?” she said settling back in her chair.  
 
    “I have an appointment soon, but I can spare a few minutes,” he said. 
 
    “This concerns the McClure Mansion. I was working with a client, Mr. Benham, who recently moved to our area to scout out some property to build a resort. Has he been in touch with you?” 
 
    “Not to my knowledge. I know I haven’t personally spoken to him. What’s your concern?” 
 
    “I’ve done some research on the mansion trying to find out who owns it and so far, everything leads to a dead end. There seems to be no listed owner, and the place has sat vacant for years.  Robert McClure Sr was the owner, and I’m assuming the property was passed on to his son, Robert Jr., but I can’t find any record of title. It’s like the mansion doesn’t exist.” 
 
    “And you checked it out through the local title company?”  
 
    “Yes, just recently. I’m a concerned citizen and want what is best for Shadow Lake. Mr. Benham has some things I ran across about his past, that I’m not sure having him build his resort would be in the cities best interest. It’s questionable, to say the least,” she said wondering if it warranted some investigation into his past dealings. 
 
    “I give you my word. The city does not grant any building permits without a thorough background check. What is Mr. Benham’s first name?” 
 
    “Calvin.” 
 
    “I’ve taken down the information, and I’ll look into it. I believe in doing my research, and if there is anything whatsoever that is questionable, there will be no permit. Until the mansion chain of title is figured out, it’s off the table as far as available property anyway.” 
 
    “When you find out who the owner is, I would like to list it if the owner is willing to sell. I think it would be fabulous restored if someone had the financial means to do so,” said Samantha shifting in her seat and waving to Beverly to come over. “I won’t take any more of your time, Mayor. Have a good afternoon.” 
 
    “Beverly, make a note on your calendar for next week to check back with the Mayor. I don’t like leaving things to influential people. He may get busy and forget. If we could get the McClure Mansion listing, it would make some excellent advertising for our office.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 32 
 
      
 
   C alvin strode through the entrance that housed the office of the mayor.  
 
    He had met with the new realtor Mr. Donatello sent. A young, headstrong my way or the highway type of guy that had struck a nerve from the moment they met. But, when Donatello picked them, you weren’t in a position to argue with him. 
 
    The kid had managed to find out what he could about the McClure property, and hopefully, the mayor knew more. That is if the title was in order.  
 
    Calvin continued to the reception counter and asked to see the mayor. He was asked to take a seat in the reception area and placed his briefcase next to him on the floor.  
 
    After what was longer than he liked, the receptionist motioned him to go in.  
 
    “Hello, Mayor Prescott. I’m Calvin Benham. I need a few minutes of your time to discuss a matter I feel would benefit the town of Silver Lake,” he said shaking hands with the major. 
 
    The mayor motioned for him to take a seat. Calvin sized him up as they sat in silence. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Benham, I’ve been expecting you. Have you found an adequate property for your resort?”  
 
    “There is one I’m very interested in and have had my real estate agent draw up a contract with an offer if the property is available for purchase. I also have my building permits ready to submit as soon as a location is approved.” 
 
    Mayor Prescott swiveled in his chair and stared at Calvin. “What location do you have in mind?” he asked his brow starting to sweat. 
 
    “The McClure Mansion. I need to know how many acres and if it’s for sale. It would be perfect. Of course, I would have to tear down the existing structures to make way for the resort buildings, but it’s doable if we can agree on a price. I think you will find my offer more than fair,” said Calvin pulling the offer from his briefcase. 
 
    The major picked up the contract and Calvin could see the expression on his face change. He would never tire of watching a person intrigued by the bait. Now he just had to reel him in. 
 
    “While this is a more than fair offer on the property, but I’m afraid it isn’t for sale right now. Not that it might not be in the future. There is an issue as to who the legal owner is, and until I can determine a chain of title and contact the owner, there is nothing I can do for you. And to the acreage, I believe it’s around one hundred and fifty acres,” said the mayor getting up from his desk. “You can submit your business plans and permits. It’s a good place to start. Leave your business card, and when I know more, I’ll contact you. Otherwise, I would suggest finding another backup location.” 
 
    Calvin fished a business card out of his pocket and handed it to the mayor. It’s the typical small town runaround.  There has to be a way to push this through.  
 
    “Until later then. Nice meeting you.” 
 
    As Calvin passed the desk, he gave the receptionist a suggestive smile. Her face flushed red, and she quickly turned away. Boy, it doesn’t take much to unravel this small town’s female population. 
 
    One way or another he was determined to get his resort put through.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 33 
 
      
 
   A  month later Mayor Prescott was in a meeting with the town council. After an extensive search of the basement archives, they found the title for the McClure Mansion. The title is notarized in the name of Adam McClure. 
 
    Adam McClure had a wife and three children, and according to the records, they were all deceased. All, but one descendant that just happened to live in Shadow Lake. 
 
    The mayor explained that the future of the property was in that person’s hands. All the person needed to do was to bring in identification to prove they were the heir. The only other interesting tidbit was the fact that Robert McClure had started the town of Shadow Lake and they owed him a debt of gratitude for what Shadow Lake had become. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Samantha was in her Lexus about to leave her office when she received the mayor’s call. 
 
    “Samantha, Mayor Prescott. It took a while, but our office was finally able to track down the legal owner of the McClure property. I know you are going to be surprised by this, but he lives here in Shadow Lake.” 
 
    “Mayor, that’s wonderful. Who is the owner?” 
 
    “Jonathan Williams, a local photographer. Who would have known? They don’t even have the same last name. It appears that he was adopted and it took a lot to track it down. Thankfully, someone that handled the adoption was still alive and after all these years didn’t mind sharing information.” 
 
    Samantha was in shock. Everything after Jonathan’s name was a blur.  She couldn’t believe it. No wonder he had always felt like there was a connection to the place. 
 
    “Mayor, Jonathan was one of my clients. I’ll be happy to pass along the information. I’m sure he’ll be as stunned as I am,” said Samantha. “Thanks again. I appreciate the call.” 
 
    Things were changing at a fast pace. Now Jonathan was the owner of a drafty uninhabitable mansion, but one that sat on property worth a fortune if sold. It wouldn’t take long for the information to go public. She had to let Jonathan know right away. 
 
    She dialed Jonathan. It rang several times but no answer. She pulled out from the curb and drove towards his place.  
 
    As she pulled up into the drive, she saw him raking leaves around the side of the house. She quietly shut the car door, and while he had his back to her preoccupied with raking the leaves, she snuck up behind him and slipped her arms around his waist.  
 
    “I sure hope there is a good-looking woman attached to these hands,” he said in a slow, sexy voice. 
 
    “You’re a hard man to get ahold of.” 
 
    “Apparently, not too hard. You’re doing a fine job right now.” 
 
    “Oh, stop. You know what I mean,” said Samantha going around to face him. “Can you stop for a minute. I have some news for you. It’s important.” 
 
    “Okay. How about some coffee. I’ll make a fresh pot,” said Jonathan laying the rake against the side of the house. 
 
    Samantha followed him inside, and they sat on the sofa while the coffee brewed. 
 
    “So, what couldn’t wait. You’ve peaked my interest,” Jonathan said placing an arm around Samantha. 
 
    “I received a call from the mayor today. He finally tracked down the owner of McClure Mansion, and I couldn’t believe it. He lives right here in Shadow Lake. Isn’t it exciting?” 
 
    “Who’s the unlucky guy. That place needs a lot of work.” 
 
    “Needing work or not, the property is worth a fortune even if the structure were torn down. But the thing is, the mayor also discovered that Robert McClure founded the town. It could be designated a historical landmark depending on what the society can track down,” said Samantha. She reached over taking both of Jonathan’s hands in hers. Jonathan gave her a strange look. 
 
    “Jonathan, you’re the legal owner of the McClure Mansion.” 
 
    Jonathan sat with various thoughts all running through his head at the same time. With the information he read in his mother’s journal, the news wasn’t as surprising as it could have been. 
 
    Samantha waited for Jonathan to make a response to the news. She had to give him time to get over the shock. 
 
    “Jonathan, say something.” 
 
    “Samantha, I looked back through my mom’s journals again last night, and she had written to me in it apologizing for not telling me who my real parents were. She verified that my birth father was Adam McClure and my mother was Rachel Cummings. Rachel wasn’t married to my father. I guess there was a big scandal and she left town putting me up for adoption. No one ever saw her again.” 
 
    “I know that’s probably not what you wanted to hear. We all have skeleton’s in our past, but we can’t let it define us,” said Samantha as she glanced over at the photo of a couple in the ballroom at the mansion that was lying on the table. “Wow, look at the clothes.” The dresses they wore were stunning. I could see myself wearing those.” 
 
    “And I could imagine you looking even more stunning than they do. You’re looking at the only photo of my parents as far as I know.”  
 
    “I’m happy you found it. Now the question that has plagued you for so many years can be put to rest. You know, God has always known who you were.” 
 
    “You’re right. Well, are you up going back to the mansion with me tomorrow. I’ll have to call a structural engineer friend of mine tonight and see if he can meet us to access the restoration costs. I have to know what the expenses are when I sell. If I can apply for historic status, I’d like to keep the structure. It’s part of my heritage.” 
 
    “You know how I feel about going into that place but for you, anything,” said Samantha giving him a quick kiss. 
 
    “Love, you better do better than that. I missed you, you know,” he said as he wrapped his arms around her and she melted. She was just where she wanted to be. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 34 
 
      
 
   I t was a blustery October mid-afternoon when Jonathan and Samantha pulled up in front of the McClure Mansion. The force of the wind pushed Samantha back as she exited the Jeep. Jonathan exited right behind her, his camera swinging back and forth across his chest as he grabbed her hand. His other hand held a powerful lantern. 
 
    The odor of leaves damp with moisture hit their nostrils, driven to them by the fierce wind. Overhead, the sky filled with clouds signaling an impending storm on the horizon.  
 
    So far, their vehicle was the only one parked out front. The structural engineer should be arriving anytime.  
 
    They rushed to the front of the mansion to gain shelter from the wind. Jonathan inserted the key, turned the knob, and the door pushed free. 
 
    Inside they could still hear the howl of the wind as it whipped around the grand structure.  
 
    As Jonathan and Samantha stepped towards the middle of the room the dampness from years of being vacant, overwhelmed them.  
 
    “I wonder when the last McClure lived here?” said Jonathan walking through to the ballroom. 
 
    “Now you know why you always had weird vibes when you took photographs. Little did you know that you were one of them. The last living McClure,” said Samantha looking up at the balcony area of the second story. 
 
    “You never have told me why you rushed out of here so fast the day we met. I’ve always felt there was more to the story than you were willing to tell,” he said putting his arm around Samantha. 
 
    She looked up into his eyes, her body shivered. “It had to do with a vision I saw here in this very room. The room was like it was in the early 1900’s. There was a grand ball going on. People were dancing and then all of a sudden; a man stared at me. It appeared he was trying to tell me something. Then I blacked out. When I woke up, I was lying on the floor. That’s when I ran outside and bumped into you. I got partway back to my house and felt something in my coat pocket.” 
 
    “What was it?” 
 
    “A key. I don’t know how it got there and it freaked me out. I parked on the side of the road for quite a while before I could drive the rest of the way home. I put it in a box on my dresser and finally brought it today in hopes of finding what it goes to.” 
 
    “Show it to me.” 
 
    Samantha pulled out the old key and handed it to Jonathan.  He turned it over and over in his hands.  
 
    “It doesn’t look big enough to be a door key, but I could be wrong. I think it unlocks a lockbox of some kind. The best bet is to check for any small passageways or small rooms in the basement,” he said placing the key in his pocket.  
 
    “If I can get you to hold the lantern in the darkened areas, I’m going to try to snap some photos as we go,” he said lifting his camera from his chest. “Are you okay with this? I’m right here with you, so you don’t have to be afraid.” 
 
    “I’m okay. Don’t leave me standing anywhere. This house still gives me the creeps,” said Samantha sticking close to Jonathan as he walked ahead. 
 
    They were heading towards the dining room area when they heard a vehicle pull up out front. Jonathan looked out the windows facing the driveway and spotted a truck. A tall man with a heavy jacket on, clipboard and flashlight in hand, was heading to the front door.   
 
    Jonathan and Samantha went to meet him. He shook Jonathan’s hand as he entered, the door blowing shut with a bang behind him. 
 
    “I’m Mr. Casey, the structural engineer. Go ahead with your photos, and I’ll catch up with you later.” 
 
    “Sounds good. I’m afraid to hear the bottom line though.” 
 
    “Yeah, these big mansions like this can be money pits. Especially with all the expensive products used in this house. Of course, there are a lot of materials these days that look like the real thing but are much cheaper,” he said as he looked around. 
 
    Jonathan and Samantha continued through the house. Samantha held the lantern as they made their way from one room to the other on the first floor while Jonathan snapped photographs.  
 
    When it came time to climb the staircase leading to the second story, the hairs on Samantha’s neck prickled and a shiver ran down her spine. A sense of dizziness overcame her, and the room began to spin. She slumped down on the stairs, her back sliding down the wall causing Jonathan to turn with a start. 
 
    “Samantha, what happened?” he said as he knelt down on the stairs next to her. He put his hand to her forehead and pulled it away wet with sweat.  
 
    “Jonathan, I have to get out of here. I can’t breathe,” her eyes wide as though she had seen a ghost. Her breath came out in short spurts, and she made a couple of coughs. 
 
    “Let’s get you outside to the Jeep. There’s bottled water there, and you can sit for a bit.” Jonathan took her by the hand and led her back downstairs to the front door.  
 
    The wind blew in as Jonathan tried to force the door open. After a couple of tries, they were outside and fought their way back to the vehicle. 
 
    He led her over to the passenger’s side and helped her in, closing the door behind her. He went around to the driver’s side, got in, and grabbed the backpack pulling out water. 
 
    Samantha took a couple of long gulps letting the cold liquid ease the feeling of tightness in her throat. After a couple of long drinks, she closed her eyes and tried to relax. 
 
    “Are you feeling any better?” 
 
    “Some. I think I’m just going to sit here while you finish up. Can you handle it on your own? I don’t know what happened in there,” said Samantha looking at Jonathan. 
 
    “That’s okay. What I can’t get today can wait until later. I’m going to go back and check on Mr. Casey. I’m not even sure he can finish this up in one day either. I’ll be back soon,” he said kissing her. Jonathan opened the door, ready to face the elements again. He ran, half staggered his way back to the front porch. 
 
    Samantha sat staring at the view around her. Why does this place give me the creeps? Each time she had entered the mansion, she had felt strange. Something evil had happened there. There was a dark secret hiding within the walls of McClure Mansion.  
 
    She didn’t believe in ghosts. But, of course, she knew that Satan had demonic spirits at work on the earth. Could the evil inside come from them? Would I ever discern the truth? Maybe some things were better off left alone. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 35 
 
      
 
   J onathan entered the mansion which now seemed darker. The sun wasn’t out, so the clouds had darkened the sky overhead, letting less natural light inside. 
 
    He had spent many a night thinking about the house. There had to be a reason why none of his relatives had stayed in the mansion for long. It seemed that it brought nothing but grief to its occupants. And then there was Samantha. How could he ask her to live here? It would make an excellent B & B, but what if the house had some historical significance. Wouldn’t the historical society be the way to go?  
 
    Jonathan stuck his hands into his pocket and pulled out the key. Well, before he sold it, he needed to find out about the key.  
 
    He set his camera down on the floor by the door and clicked on the lantern. He climbed the stairs back up to the second story and checked all the closet areas and anywhere else he thought might be a hiding spot. His boots clicked on the hardwood floors as he wandered down the hallways and opened the doors, not knowing what he might find behind each one. 
 
    The bedrooms still had 1900’s bedroom furniture in each room. Some were even made up with the bedding as if the occupants had just walked off one day without giving it a second thought.  
 
    Out in the hallway, Jonathan walked until he found the staircase to the third floor and when he reached the top, he met up with Mr. Casey. 
 
    “Well, did you get all your photos?” 
 
    “No. I’m going to have to come back when there’s more daylight. How’s everything going?” 
 
    “Not bad. I’m going to finish up in the basement. If you get some photos of the rooms, maybe you can send some over to me. It sometimes helps if I have a question about something,” said Mr. Casey starting down the stairs. 
 
    “No problem. It might be a couple of days though depending on my schedule.” 
 
    “That’s fine. I’ll call you when I have everything together. Did your helper leave you?” 
 
    “She wasn’t feeling well. I think the odor in this old house got to her. She had to get some air,” said Jonathan continuing to the basement with Mr. Casey. 
 
    As they opened the door from the first floor and entered the basement, Jonathan couldn’t help but think back to the first day he met Samantha. She had been right where he was standing when she fled. He felt terrible for her. He knew what fear could do to a person and had lived in fear and discouragement for some time until God brought Samantha into his life.  Thanks to their relationship, he was able to move on and think about the future. 
 
    God had healed his heart as far as being able to love again, but there was still that ache in his heart for closure. He thought about the many prayers he had sent up to God wishing that he could find out who murdered Marilyn. He needed retribution. 
 
    Jonathan followed Mr. Casey as he opened doors to the many basement rooms. Some were empty, others filled with stored items from the house; old broken chairs, barrels, an old sewing machine, broken toys, and a baby cradle. He wondered if it belonged to one of the McClure children, taking a moment to run his hand across the spindles. 
 
    He shook off a chill that seemed to settle in his bones. His hand was getting stiff from the cold, but he was determined. Somewhere on the right he heard something rustle across the floor and caught the image of a mouse scurrying. Then he spotted a wooden box. Could it be what he was seeking? He walked over to check it out, and the mouse ran out from under it seeking shelter somewhere else.  
 
     Removing an old burlap sack that draped over the top making dust fly into the air, he checked around the bottom of the box and spotted a small object sticking out from one of the corners. A key. 
 
    On the front of the box was a padlock. Jonathan’s heart beat fast in his chest with anticipation of what he might find inside. That is if it fit.  
 
    As he inserted the key and turned it, the lock popped open. He took a deep breath and pushed the top free from the box, and it fell with a thud against the wall.   
 
    As he shined the flashlight inside, the contents came into view. There were pieces of jewelry with precious stones, a couple of scrolled pipes, and some envelopes full of papers. A small pouch lay in the bottom tied securely with twine.  
 
    Jonathan slid the twine loose and pushed the bag open pouring the contents into his hand. Gold coins. Wow, these could be priceless. He put them back in the pouch and shoved it into his pocket.  
 
    He was about to turn around when he sensed someone was entering the basement. Samantha’s arms came around him hugging him, and he could feel the warmth of her body as it made him tingle. 
 
    “I saw Mr. Casey leave and I was beginning to worry about you. It took all the courage I could muster just to come back in here. It will be dark soon. I think maybe we should call it a day. What do you think?” 
 
    “I’m about ready,” he said picking up the box and placing it next to the door. “There’s just one more room I want to check.” 
 
    “Okay, but I’m going with you,” said Samantha not wanting to be alone one second in the house. 
 
    Jonathan and Samantha walked over to a room at the far left of the basement. He pulled the door, but it was locked.  
 
    “It’s locked. No, it couldn’t be. Jonathan reached into his pocket and pulled out the key. He put the key into the lock, the lock clicked, and they stood there wondering what they would find on the other side. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 36 
 
      
 
   J onathan pulled the door opened. A gasp escaped his throat. He collapsed falling to his knees, and his body shook as loud sobs filled the space. 
 
    Even with his faith in God, there was no way to be prepared for the answer to his prayers. Sometimes what we ask for appears to be closure, but sometimes it’s more than we seem to be able to bear.  
 
    Samantha knelt beside Jonathan and held him while he cried. The tears came like a waterfall, cleansing his soul, purging all the growing feelings that had accumulated for years. She cradled him in her arms crying with him until he felt he could move. 
 
    Jonathan knew he had to open his eyes and take in the horror of the room even though every instinct inside of him told him to run. To get as far away from this place as he could. Then he began to feel the warmth and realize that Samantha cradled him in her arms and he opened his eyes and looked at her. 
 
    “I guess I should be careful what I pray for,” he said with tears still running down his cheeks.  
 
    “I don’t understand. What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I asked God to put an end to my torment. To put closure to who murdered my wife. Samantha, the photos on the wall are of Marilyn.” 
 
    “Oh, Jonathan, I’m sorry,” said Samantha hugging him. “Can you get up? Let me help you.” 
 
    Jonathan took a deep breath. Seeing the room knocked the wind out of him. He knew without question that he was standing where the killer had stayed while he stalked his wife. His stomach churned, and he turned quickly just before the bile erupted from his mouth and hit the floor behind him. 
 
    As he turned, he caught a flash of something in the shadows just to the left of the door. A bed? 
 
    Samantha held his hand as he walked over to the wall. On the bed were the skeletal remains of someone. Samantha screamed, and Jonathan pulled her into his arms. She buried her head against his chest shaking. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here. I have to call the police. That could be the remains of my wife’s killer,” he said ushering her out the doorway. 
 
    They scrambled from the basement and around the side of the house until they got to the Jeep. They both got in. Samantha had Jonathan sit in the passenger’s seat and handed him the water. He took a couple of large drinks and lowered his head to the dash. 
 
    “Can you call the police? I don’t think I can handle it right now,” said Jonathan his insides still shaking. 
 
    Samantha fished her cell phone out of her pocket and dialed the police department and was told to wait until the officer arrived. She explained what they found a couple of times before they understood what she was reporting, gave the address, and then hung up. 
 
    “They’re on their way.” 
 
    Jonathan leaned over resting his head against her chest and tried to concentrate on the beating of her heart. He said a prayer. Thank you for answering my prayer. Now please give me peace and the ability to deal with the outcome. 
 
    About a half hour later, a detective and the coroner arrived. The mansion was quickly roped off with yellow crime scene tape, and the remains removed. Along with items confiscated was a Canon 35 mm camera. Jonathan recognized it immediately.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 37 
 
      
 
   D etective Kirkpatrick felt shaken to the core. He thought that the case closed four years ago was hopeless to solve.  
 
    He remembered the day they found her body. They called him when the hiker discovered it. Now after all these years, the remains could be identified and matched up with the evidence they had collected years ago. Finally, the case could close for good. 
 
    His heart went out to Jonathan Williams. To have to re-live that fateful day and go this long without closure had to be a living hell. No man deserved to go through what he had endured. Maybe now he could have some peace. 
 
    “Mr. Williams, I know this is difficult for you, but I have just one more question. Was your wife in the habit of taking photos every time she went on a hike?” 
 
    “She never went anywhere without it. It was one of the things we had in common,” said Jonathan his insides still felt as though someone had delivered a blow to his gut. 
 
    “As soon as we get everything processed, I’ll give you a call. I’m not sure how long it will take, but I’ll speed it up as fast as possible,” said Detective Kirkpatrick. “Here’s my card. Call me if you have any questions,” said the detective as he shook Jonathan’s hand. “You’re free to go.” 
 
    Jonathan went to get in on the driver’s side of the Jeep. 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t. You’re in no condition to drive. I’ll drive you home,” said Samantha getting into the driver’s seat. Jonathan ambled over to the passenger’s side and got in. He buckled up not even aware of his action.  
 
    Samantha drove along not saying a word. Jonathan needed time to process everything. All she could do now was be there for support. 
 
    The wind whipped the Jeep as she took the curves. The roadway ahead, lit only by the headlights.  
 
    When she got to Jonathan’s, she would suggest staying with him, but she had a feeling he would want to be alone. Lord, give him peace. Be with him in his time of pain. 
 
    Within a few minutes, she pulled up in front of his house. She looked over at Jonathan, as he sat trancelike not saying a word. She couldn’t tell if his eyes were closed or not. 
 
    “Jonathan, we’re here. I’m coming in with you,” she said getting out of the car and opening the passenger’s door. Jonathan willingly let her take his hand, leading him up the steps. When they reached the front door, she unlocked it. He entered, not saying a word. 
 
    She flipped on the light and locked the door, as she carefully led him upstairs to his bedroom.  She pulled back the top comforter, helped him lie down on the bed, and removed his shoes. As she covered him, he spoke in a soft voice she barely recognized. 
 
    “I want to sleep,” he said rolling over on his side. 
 
    Samantha sat next to him on the bed until she heard his even breathing and watched his chest move up and down. She would let him rest. 
 
    She slowly raised up off the bed, leaving the door slightly ajar. She needed a strong cup of coffee, and she needed to make a phone call. 
 
    The smell of coffee floated in the air as she poured herself a cup and sat down at the table. She fished out her phone noticing that she had a couple of missed calls.  
 
    One was from Beverly. She dialed and waited while it rang.  Oh, I forgot to check the time. She might not answer if she is helping her Dad. She let it ring a few times and then it went to voicemail. She left a message for Beverly to call her back. 
 
    Samantha picked up her cup and headed to the living room and switched on the television. It automatically brought up the local news.  
 
    Filling the screen was a photo of the McClure Mansion and Detective Kirkpatrick. She quickly clicked the remote to a Christian music station and let the music calm her. She turned it down so it wouldn’t disturb Jonathan. 
 
    The phone beeped with a text. Samantha grabbed the phone from the end table and started to read. Where are you, girl? I’ve been trying to reach you all afternoon. Have you seen the news? They found skeletal remains at the McClure Mansion. Can you believe it? 
 
    Samantha, instead of texting an answer, opted to call her. A few minutes later they were connected.  
 
    She told Beverly everything that had transpired and that she had decided to stay with Jonathan until morning. Beverly would pick her up around 8:00 a.m. so she could go home to shower and change clothes before heading to the office. Beverly was very sympathetic and couldn’t believe that it had something to do with Jonathan’s wife’s murder.  
 
    She disconnected the call and went to check on Jonathan. He was still sleeping.  
 
    She went back into the living room and snatched the throw off the couch and went in and laid down beside him. Usually, she wouldn’t think of doing something like this, but her heart told her that he needed her to be close. After all, they were both fully dressed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 38 
 
      
 
   I t was the middle of the night when Jonathan finally opened his eyes. As the haze from sleeping left, a beautiful form came into view. No, it couldn’t be.  
 
    He scooted over towards Samantha and wrapped his arm around her. She made a small moan but didn’t stir. He didn’t remember when he fell asleep or when she came in to lay down, but he was glad she did. 
 
    He carefully leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, and she stirred, her eyes opened, and her lips formed into a big smile as she turned to face him. 
 
    “Good morning. I hope you don’t mind that I slept here. I just couldn’t bear to leave you alone,” said Samantha as she wrapped her arms around him giving him a deep kiss. He returned the kiss as he stroked her hair. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to start some coffee. Would you like some?” Samantha asked rising from the bed. 
 
    “Sounds good. I’m going to take a shower unless you need to first.” 
 
    “No, go ahead. Beverly will be here before long to take me to the house. I’ll shower there before going to work. That is unless you need to talk.” 
 
    “I think I need a little alone time to process. It’s all a little overwhelming. We can talk after work if that’s okay,” Jonathan said gathering some clean clothes. 
 
    Samantha started the coffee. She sat down in the living room, grabbed the bible that was lying on the coffee table, and said a prayer for Jonathan to find peace and acceptance to put his burden down and couldn’t imagine how she would have felt being in his shoes.  
 
     She couldn’t get the image of him dropping to the floor sobbing, out of her memory.  She had only seen the resilient side of Jonathan and the man that fell to the floor was a broken man. Lord, I know you can fix anything and that you use every heartbreak and turn it around for good. But I can’t see anything good in this.  
 
    Samantha was reading a passage in the Bible that talked about the master potter and how he takes the broken and reforms it into something new and more beautiful than the original. If the photos could be recovered, what would Marilyn’s last few minutes of life show?  
 
    Samantha was rooted in prayer when Jonathan entered the room holding two steaming hot cups of coffee. He leaned over and handed one to her before he sat down next to her. 
 
    “Thanks,” Samantha said taking a sip. 
 
    “Did you sleep okay? I’ve been told I snore,” said Jonathan leaning back against the sofa. 
 
    “I don’t remember drifting off to sleep. I laid awake for quite a while with visions bouncing around in my head. I heard you moan a few times.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry you got dragged into all this. I wanted to keep this part of my life away from you. It’s the reason I couldn’t even think about a relationship for a long time. But meeting you turned everything around. I knew you were the one for me the first time we met, but I couldn’t let go of my past,” he said smiling at her. “I didn’t think I deserved to find love again.” 
 
    “I had baggage too. I had forgiven my ex-boyfriend for our failed relationship but just couldn’t seem to put it behind me. I guarded my heart and made sure I didn’t let anyone in. Beverly kept telling me that God had someone for me, I just hadn’t met him yet. Then we met. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get you off my mind. Even though I knew God had chosen you for me, I used my real estate ethics as a crutch, so I didn’t have to date you,” said Samantha her voice breaking as she spoke. 
 
    “We’re together now, and that’s all that matters.” He set his coffee cup down and reached over and lifted her chin looking deep into her eyes. “Samantha, I think you know, I love you with all my heart.” He leaned in, and his warm lips met hers sending chills through her entire body.  
 
    “I love you too.” Samantha leaned in returning the kiss. Just when passion enveloped them both to that place where you feel as though you are floating on air, the doorbell rang making them both jump. 
 
    “That must be Beverly. I better go let her in.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 39 
 
      
 
   I t had been a stressful week since the incident at the McClure Mansion. Jonathan seemed to be doing a lot better, but that would probably change depending on what the photos showed when Detective Kirkpatrick called. 
 
    Samantha felt more at ease about her relationship with Jonathan since he had finally opened up about how severely he was affected by the death of his wife.  She understood his pain and was still trying to get through the loss of her father, knowing how the loss of a loved cut deep.  
 
    Through her faith, she was finally able to think of her father without being enveloped in sadness and learned to concentrate on the good times they had spent together instead. Jonathan would have to do the same if he expected to heal. The Lord was working in his life too. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Samantha closed on Jonathan’s house, and the Hastings family had moved in. They loved their new residence and had invited her over to view the gallery. Mr. Hasting’s paintings had taken her breath away. They were so realistic looking, and she could have spent hours looking at them. He was quite talented. 
 
    Mrs. Hastings, a petite woman with short brown hair, turned out to be an author she had read. Small world.  
 
    Mrs. Hastings had turned a corner of one of the larger bedrooms into an office. Along one wall were shelves of books she had written, historical books for reference, and photos of her book covers lined the opposite wall. It was awe-inspiring. 
 
    Their son, Mark, sat at a desk in his room, using a software program to alter photographs he had taken. Samantha waved to him as they walked down the hallway.  
 
    Samantha thanked them both for their hospitality. Funny, her memories of Jonathan living there were etched in her mind. She understood why he had decided to move. The memories of Marilyn had been too painful. 
 
    Samantha was just getting in her car when the phone rang. She saw that it was Jonathan and swiped to answer it.  
 
    “Hi. Where are you?” asked Jonathan, his sexy voice making her smile. 
 
    “The Hastings’ asked me to stop in. I went to his gallery. He does incredible work. And it turns out I have read Mrs. Hastings books.” 
 
    “I’m glad they are all settled. Do you have time to come over? Detective Kirkpatrick is bringing Marilyn’s camera and photos. They were able to develop them. Samantha, they have identified the skeletal remains. The man had a record and was wanted on suspicion of murdering a woman in Denver. Now maybe they can put that case to rest too.” 
 
    “I’m on my way. See you soon. Love you.” 
 
    “Love you too.” 
 
    Samantha checked traffic and then pulled out. It seemed unusually busy for an early afternoon. Then she remembered that school had just ended for the day. 
 
    The sun was peeking out from in between the clouds. As she drove along, she glanced at the trees that now had turned to the golds, browns, and yellows of Autumn and lined the street on both sides. She watched leaves on the ground swirl in front of the car as the wind whipped them into a frenzy. Yes, Autumn was beautiful, though colder than Pigeon Bay.  
 
    As she pulled up in front of Jonathan’s and parked, she noticed another vehicle in his driveway. Detective Kirkpatrick. I’m glad I made it before he left.  
 
    Samantha could hear voices coming from inside as she stood by the front door. She tried the door, and it was unlocked. 
 
    She climbed the stairs, and when she got to the top, she followed the voices which led her to the living room. Jonathan was sitting in his recliner, and the detective was sitting on the couch across from him. On the coffee table in front of him laid a camera and a large envelope. Next to the table was the trunk that Jonathan had found at the mansion.  She wondered what secrets it held. 
 
    Jonathan got up from the chair and walked over to Samantha and kissed her on the cheek. “I had Detective Kirkpatrick wait until you got here to fill me in on what he found out.” 
 
    “Samantha, nice to see you again,” said the detective as Samantha sat down on the couch. “I told Jonathan some of what I found out over the phone. The skeletal remains belong to Albert Redman. He is originally from the Denver area and probably was hiding out at the mansion. We have no way to determine how long he has been there, just how long he has been deceased.  He died from a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the head. He is the person who killed your wife,” he said shifting his weight. “There was a photo of your wife among those on the camera. Did you take any pictures of her?” 
 
    Jonathan thought for a moment but couldn’t remember any time that he had used her camera. “I have my own that I use to take photographs so I can’t imagine using hers. At least I don’t’ remember using it.” 
 
    “I thought the killer took her photograph but had to ask to be sure. The photo is evidence. Did your wife walk that particular area often?” 
 
    “At least a couple of times a week. Sometimes I would go with her, but she did go there alone also. I always worried when she was gone longer than I thought she should be,” said Jonathan a tear slid down the side of his face. 
 
    “I know this is hard for you. Albert Redman’s linked to another victim in the Denver area, and a photo of her was also in the room. At least he won’t be doing this to anyone else, and you finally have closure,” said the detective raising up from the couch. “I appreciate your cooperation. I’ll let myself out.” 
 
    “Thanks again for everything,” said Jonathan as he got up to sit next to Samantha. He put his arms around her pulling her close to him. She snuggled in placing her head on his shoulder. They fit together, and God had put them exactly where they needed to be at that particular moment. 
 
    As he pulled away, he stared at the envelope. His hand reached out picking it up. He leaned back against the couch and removed the photos, leafing through them one by one.  
 
    The first photo was a view of the lake. The trees canopied the lakefront, and in the distance, the mountains loomed high with a bank of clouds overhead. There were a few more photos of various areas along the trail, and then Jonathan’s hands reached for the next one, freezing.  
 
    Marilyn dressed in her jogging clothes. Her backpack sat on the ground next to her as she smiled for whoever was taking the photo. The summer sun shone down on her, and she looked at peace. Happy. She is beautiful. A few hours later she was dead. Did the person who took her photo kill her? 
 
    Jonathan handed the photo to Samantha. She looked at the face in the picture thinking that she had been a lucky woman to have had Jonathan for a husband.  Lord, I hope I can bring him as much happiness as she evidently did.  
 
    Samantha set the picture down on the table. “Jonathan, she was beautiful. She not only died that day, but I know a part of you died too. I know I can’t take her place, but I promise I will spend every day trying to make you happy. 
 
    “She was an important part of my life, and I won’t ever forget her but thanks to God, he brought you into my life and now I can build a new life. One I thought would never be possible again,” he said reaching over and running his fingers along the side of her face. 
 
    Samantha pushed her face towards his hands wanting to get the full feel of his touch. “I have some news from the Mayor that I think will give you some peace in all this, but there are two options, and it’s up to you to choose.”  
 
    “The first option is that the mayor seems to think because of the McClure’s founding the town, that it will most likely qualify for historical status which would block any effort to tear it down,” said Samantha smiling. 
 
     “The other option concerns someone neither one of us likes, Mr. Benham. He wants it for his resort and would be tearing the structure down. He’s willing to make you the same offer he made to the mayor, but Beverly and I found some rather disturbing information on the internet concerning some borderline fraudulent transactions he did with some other cities. Nothing was proven, but I wouldn’t doubt that it is true.” 
 
    “After what he tried to do to you, I wouldn’t do business with him. I’ll call the Mayor and set up an appointment to talk to him. Even though the mansion holds bad memories, it still belonged to the family. I think I would like to see it preserved,” said Jonathan smiling at Samantha. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I want whatever you want but it does have some great architectural features, and the McClure’s put a lot of money into making it into their dream home. I think you made the right decision but is it what God wants?” 
 
    “I think it is. God wants to heal my family, and this is a way to get that started,” he said reaching over opening up the box that sat on the sofa. “Let’s see what else is in here.” 
 
    Jonathan lifted the lid and starting pulling out items from the box. Various envelopes with documents inside, some money, jewelry, and photographs were among them. He was amazed that they were in such good condition. 
 
    He looked through the photographs one by one checking the back to find out if someone had noted the dates or names of the people in the pictures. There were photos of Robert McClure, his wife, and sons. The images all taken in the ballroom during one of the many parties they must have had. 
 
    Samantha stared at the photograph. Her eyes wide in amazement. “Jonathan, that man in the photo is the one I saw in the mansion the day we met.”  
 
    “That’s strange. Maybe even then the wheels were turning to bring this all to a closure. I don’t know about you, but I’m getting hungry. How about going somewhere for dinner? Any suggestions?” 
 
    “A new restaurant opened up close to where I live. Shall we try it out?” 
 
    “Sounds good. I’ll grab my coat, and we’ll go.” 
 
    Samantha waited on the sofa. She was pleased that Jonathan seemed to be more upbeat. It was a lot to take it, but she knew that a huge weight had lifted off his shoulders. So much had happened over the short time since Samantha met him. A tear welled up in her eye as she thought of how she almost turned him away. She had God to thank for giving her the courage to trust again. 
 
    ~ 
 
    A half-hour later they walked into the quaint seafood restaurant and were seated at a table with a view of the lake. After ordering seafood sampler platters, they sat staring at each other like they were the only two people there. 
 
    Jonathan reached his hand out on the table placing it over hers. “Samantha, since things have settled down now and I feel like I am beginning to be a whole person again, there is something I need to know.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 40 
 
      
 
   A nything,” she said giving him a concerned look. 
 
    Jonathan got up from his seat and knelt down on the floor next to her. He pulled out a small velvet box and popped it open. “Samantha, I love you with all my heart. Will you marry me?” 
 
    Tears streamed down Samantha’s face as she tried to choke them back. Jonathan waited patiently for an answer holding the box with a beautiful art deco style engagement ring inside.  
 
    When she finally was able to speak, she said, Yes!” He placed the ring on her finger, surprised that it was a perfect fit. 
 
    “It’s beautiful. It’s vintage, and I love it. Where in the world did you get it?” 
 
    “It was in the box of things from the mansion and belonged to one of my ancestors. You know if you want something different, that’s okay too. We can pick one out together.” 
 
    Samantha leaned over kissing Jonathan. “It’s perfect.” 
 
    Everyone in the restaurant started clapping. Samantha’s face reddened. Lost in the moment, she had forgotten about other people overhearing the proposal. 
 
    ~ 
 
    It was late in the evening when Samantha got back to her place. She had swung by the office to check on things and share her news with Beverly who was over the moon. She immediately started talking about planning the wedding, which reminded Samantha that they hadn’t set a date. 
 
    There were a lot of decisions to make before the wedding. Would she keep her place or sell it? She could always rent it out and have some extra income, which made more sense at the moment. Then, where would they get married, the guest list, and the big one—honeymoon? Maybe, Hawaii. 
 
    She walked into the kitchen and made herself a cup of tea, retreating to the living room sofa. Dressed in pajamas, she curled up with her Bible and said a prayer for guidance before opening it. Lord, guide me to what you want me to read and embed it in my heart. Thank you for sending Jonathan into my life just when I thought there would never be anyone for me. I ask for your blessing on our union and pray that we always put you first in our lives. I pray in Jesus name, Amen. 
 
    Samantha opened her Bible to 1 Corinthians 13:4-8  
 
    Love suffers long and is kind; love does not envy; love does not parade itself, is not puffed up; does not behave rudely, does not seek its own, is not provoked, thinks no evil; does not rejoice in iniquity, but rejoices in the truth; bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things; Love never fails. 
 
    Samantha’s eyes began to tear up. God was sending her a message, and on the last three words, she would stand steadfast. She took them as a promise from God. He had placed her steps on a path until they found Jonathan. A smile crossed her lips. They both had come from a broken past, but God had molded them and made them whole again.   
 
    Samantha closed her Bible, shut off the light, and made her way to her bedroom. She laid her cell phone down on the nightstand, pulled her covers back, and slipped into bed. Just as she is about to roll over, her cell beeps. A text message flashes on the screen.  Good night, love. I miss you.  
 
    She typed. Love you and miss you too.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 41 
 
      
 
   S amantha had the radio on in the office a couple of days later when the music stopped, and a breaking news story took its place. 
 
    The police had finally given the details of the case to the media. Samantha sat listening as the announcer elaborated on how the Shadow Lake Police Department had finally broken the four-year unsolved murder of Marilyn Williams.  
 
    The announcer went on to say that due to evidence found, they were also able to solve the case of a missing woman from the Denver area, Mrs. Violet Benham, wife of Calvin Benham. 
 
    Samantha almost fell out of her chair. A sense of shame swept across her face as she realized that she was so quick to condemn Mr. Benham in the possible murder of his wife. Lord, I ’m ashamed. Please forgive me for jumping to conclusions and accusing without any evidence. She realized she had let her emotions lead her instead of her heart, allowing the one incident with Calvin, to label him as someone capable of murder.  
 
    She grabbed a bottled water from the refrigerator and took a sip as she walked back to her desk. As she sat down, her cell phone rang. 
 
    “Hey, girl. Have you caught the news? It’s big,” said Beverly excitement ringing through the phone. “They solved the other murder. It was Calvin’s wife.” 
 
    “I just heard it on the radio.” 
 
    “I’m on my way back to the office. The owner over on Lakeview Rd has decided to move to California and wanted us to list her place. Her daughter is coming next Tuesday to fly back with her and would like to have the contracts ready by then.” 
 
    “Sounds good. I’ll give Mrs. Cummings a call and set up an appointment to get measurements and photos for the listing. You can hold down the fort while I’m gone.” 
 
    “See you soon.” 
 
    Samantha hung up the office phone and reached for her cell. It was unusual for Jonathan not to call her by now. She had a feeling that maybe he had turned on the television and saw the news.  
 
    She couldn’t imagine having to deal with the constant reminder of Marilyn’s death. Having grieved for four years and then starting to heal finally, to be thrust into it again like a thorn that festers slowly beginning to administer hurt to all the parts that were recovering. Lord, please give him peace in the midst of all this. 
 
    Her cell phone rang, and she reached to answer it. 
 
    “Hi, love. Sorry I didn’t call earlier. I’ve been kind of out of it today. I’ve been thinking of you though.” 
 
    “You must have seen the news. I know this has to be hard for you, but it is over now. We have plans for a future together. I’m here for you and God has your back. I love you more than anything, Jonathan.” 
 
    “I do not doubt that you do.” 
 
    “How about dinner at my place? I’ll cook for you. We’ll spend a quiet evening alone. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Sounds good. What time?” asked Jonathan. 
 
    “See you around seven, unless you want to come early and help,” she said with a laugh. 
 
    “Be careful what you wish. See you soon. Love you.” 
 
    “Love you too,” said Samantha disconnecting the call. 
 
    Samantha sat there after the call ended thinking that in a short while she would be holding the love of her life in her arms. She hoped he would come early and help. The two of them bustling around in the kitchen sent a wave of warmth through her. Of course, the thought of snuggling close on the sofa didn’t help either. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 42 
 
      
 
   S amantha and Jonathan had a quiet dinner and retreated afterward to the sofa. Jonathan stretched out with his head in Samantha’s lap, her fingers running through his hair, while she smiled down at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I was thinking how great it will be to spend every night with you. But we can’t get closer to that day unless we set a date. I need to call my mom and sister so they can make plans. My mom is out of town a lot with gallery shows,” said Samantha laying a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “There is not only a when but a where. What did you have in mind? I would marry you tomorrow,” he said raising up to meet her kiss. 
 
    “Christmas will be here before you know it and everything tends to be so chaotic then, so what about after New Year’s. How about Jan. 21st? It’s on a Saturday. As far as for the place, our church.” 
 
    “Sounds good. I’m looking forward to meeting your family. It will be nice having one again.” 
 
    “Tell me that again a year from now. My sister, Gabrielle, can be a handful. She’s too competitive. She always had to have the best car, the latest new gadgets, newest stylish clothes and the highest paid job. I love her, but we don’t see eye to eye on most things. My mom is an artist, and you know how temperamental they can be. She means well, but it seems I can never do anything that pleases her,” said Samantha frowning. 
 
    “But then, she hasn’t met me. I’ll win her over, you’ll see. Well, I hate to move, but I have an appointment set up with Mark in the morning. He’s ahead of the rest of the class and only has school in the afternoon a couple of times a week. He needs my advice on what type of camera to purchase. He seems motivated and is passionate about photography,” said Jonathan swinging his body to sit up. He kissed her before standing. 
 
    “That’s sweet of you to mentor him. He will learn a lot from you.” 
 
    “I’ll give the pastor a call and have him put us on the calendar for the 21st then. Plan whatever you like for the wedding. It’s your day. I’ll show up,” he said grinning. 
 
    “You’re teasing right?” she said following him to the door. 
 
    He swept her up into his arms and hugged her. When he put her down, he kissed her so passionately that she had to resist wanting to keep him there. “Of course, I want to know about the plans, but I want you to have the wedding of your dreams.” 
 
    “You forget, I’m not a girl of extravagant tastes,” she said holding his hand. 
 
    “Whatever you decide on, it will be beautiful. I’m marrying the girl of my dreams so it will be perfect. I love you,” said Jonathan as he gave her a deeper kiss. 
 
    “Love you, too.”  
 
    She stood at the living room window watching as he pulled out of the driveway until the taillights whisked out of sight. She was about to shut off the light and head to bed when her phone rang.  
 
    “Hi, Mom. You’re up late.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, a working artist paints when the inspiration hits her. You should know that dear,” said her mother. 
 
    Samantha could feel the tension in her voice. What does she think I did now? 
 
    “I was worried about you dear. What with all the publicity about Shadow Lake. The television said something about a woman’s murder. Why on earth would you want to be in a place like that?” 
 
    “Mom, you’re blowing this all out of proportion. No one got murdered here. They just found some new evidence that solved a murder from four years ago. It gave closure to the woman’s husband.” Samantha hated how her mother always jumped to judgments without all the facts. 
 
    “So how are you, Sam? Is your office doing okay? I worry about the lack of clients in that small town.” 
 
    “Business is fine. Beverly and I are kept quite busy. Lots of closings the past couple of months.” Samantha took a breath and contemplated about the best way to tell her she was getting married. Maybe there was no best way. Out with it. 
 
    “Happy to hear it dear. I would hate it if you were struggling. You had such a good clientele built up here before you left. People still ask about you.” 
 
    “Mom, I’m getting married. I met a wonderful man. He’s a professional photographer.” 
 
    “When are you getting married. You know Gabrielle and I both have busy schedules. We need time to plan your wedding.” 
 
    “No, Mom. I’m not getting married there. We’re getting married at a small church here in Shadow Lake.” 
 
    “But dear, all your friends are here. What am I supposed to tell them?”  
 
    Samantha could tell the direction this was headed. She had hoped her mom would understand and they would travel to Shadow Lake. They both drove, and it wasn’t that far to go. 
 
    “Mom, I’ll send out invitations. They can still come. Gabrielle can drive you, or you can fly in, and I’ll pick you up. It’s not until Jan. 21st. There’s plenty of time.” 
 
    “Who is this man? How long have you known him? Are you sure you aren’t moving way too fast?” 
 
    “His name is Jonathan Williams. I’ve known him ever since I moved here and he’s a sweet man, and I love him. I promise we’ll come soon for a visit so you can meet him.” 
 
    “Okay, dear. Call me first. I have a crazy schedule right now. I’ll let Gabrielle know. Be careful, Sam, I worry about you.” 
 
    “I know Mom. I love you too. See you soon.” 
 
     Samantha heard a click on the other end of the line acknowledging the call had ended. Her jovial mood and the good news seemed to fade as soon as her mom started drilling her about her wedding. Why can’t she be happy for me without making me feel like I can’t make good choices?  
 
    A feeling of dread came over her knowing she had to subject Jonathan to her mom’s interrogating ways. She hoped Jonathan was right, that he could win her over, but she had her doubts. Lord, please soften her heart and let her be happy for me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 43 
 
      
 
   I t was about two p.m. the next day when Samantha finally reached Gabrielle about her upcoming wedding.  She figured she shouldn’t put it off any longer. 
 
     Of course, she knew mom had filled her in on what she figured to be an impulsive decision to marry a man Samantha barely knew.  Why did she always spin things and make them appear the opposite of what they were? 
 
    “Hi, Sam. Mom told me about your wedding. She seemed to think I needed to make sure you knew what you were doing.” 
 
    “I’m sure she did. Trust me; I know what I’m doing. We love each other, and it’s the next logical step,” said Samantha smiling at Beverly as she walked by on her way to the file cabinet.  
 
    “Mom said he was a photographer. That’s like being involved with a musician. What kind of life do you think you will have on his salary? You could do so much better if you were still here.” 
 
    “Now you sound like Mom. Why can’t you just be happy for me? I’m not marrying for money; I’m marrying for the old-fashioned kind of love. The kind you can never seem to find. If I didn’t know better, I would think you were jealous. I thought since we were adults you were over that now,” said Samantha getting tired of the childhood competitiveness.  
 
    “Honestly, Sam, that’s a low blow. I’m perfectly happy the way I am, but one thing does concern me. I googled your finance, and his wife’s murder case is the one that closed the past couple of days. Does mom know that? After all, she said you were both coming for a visit. It could be awkward if she found out,” said Gabrielle. 
 
    “What does that have to do with us getting married?” 
 
    “You know mom. She will automatically think that you are getting damaged goods and that he is bringing all that baggage into your marriage.” 
 
    “It’s behind him now. We have a wonderful future we’re planning together. We have to make sure Mom doesn’t hear about it. Jonathan’s been through enough already.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best, but you know how these things have a way of leaking out on their own. When do you plan on coming? I need to arrange for a couple of days off.” 
 
    “I’m thinking a couple of days before Christmas. Jonathan doesn’t have any family so I thought it would be nice to spend some time together then,” said Samantha wondering if maybe it was a mistake, but then she missed her family even though they weren’t the easiest to get along with. 
 
    “Sounds good. Mom and I will get things set up so we can have a nice dinner together. It’s been too long, Sam. Mom does miss you, you know.” 
 
    “I know. It’s been hectic here the past couple of months. I’ll call you as soon as I know when we’re coming. Jonathan has a business too so he will have to make arrangements to close for a few days.” 
 
    “So, he isn’t just a photographer then.” 
 
    “No. Jonathan has a framing shop, gallery and does photography shows out of town. He’s a very successful man.” 
 
    “Talk to you later Sam. Mom’s after me to go with her to check out her new show at the gallery in town.  I’ll send you some photos.” 
 
    Samantha hung up the phone not knowing exactly how she felt about the call.  
 
    “Hey, girl. Why the long face? I thought you were telling your family about your wedding.” said Beverly hugging her. 
 
    “You don’t know my family. I would like just once to have them be excited about something I’m doing without making me feel like I have to defend everything I say.” 
 
    “Give them some time. After all, you just sprung it on them out of the blue. They didn’t even know you were dating,” said Beverly her eyebrows raised. 
 
    “You know, you’re right. My family will feel different after they meet Jonathan.  Speaking of meetings, are there any new clients I need to go see?” 
 
    “Nothing right now. Mrs. Fleming called this morning; She has a B & B on the south side of the lake that she is considering putting on the market. Her husband is ill and needs full-time care, and she thinks it’s time to sell. She will be looking for a smaller place with ramps for her husband’s wheelchair. Right now, I can’t think of anything that would work.” 
 
    “I’ll check around. I’ll talk to Ed down at the marina. He knows everybody in town and can help get the word out. We’ll find a place for her,” said Samantha getting up from her desk.  
 
    Samantha walked over to the front windows looking outside at the winter sky. There were no clouds today, and a mist seemed to settle across the landscape. The mountains surrounding the town deeply covered with the latest snowfall rose high in the background.  
 
    A tap on the window made her jump. Jonathan stood on the other side, a broad smile filled his face. He pushed through the door and swept her up into his arms giving her a hug and a soft kiss.  
 
    “Mr. Williams, must I remind you that you are in a place of business,” said Samantha giving him a slight shove. 
 
    “Sorry, you’re so beautiful, that I just couldn’t help myself.” 
 
    Beverly stood not too far away chuckling to herself. “Hi, Jonathan. I’m glad to see that true love is still alive. You don’t have a brother, do you?” she asked giving him a wink. 
 
    “Nope. I’m the last.” 
 
    “You do seem to be happy. What’s going on?” said Samantha wondering what he was hiding. 
 
    “I just confirmed our wedding date with the Pastor. Everything is scheduled.” 
 
    “Wonderful. I talked to my sister, Gabrielle, earlier and made tentative plans to see them Christmas. Will that work for you? I thought we could be there a couple of days before Christmas.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Maybe we can talk Beverly into swinging by and checking on the place while we’re gone.” 
 
    “I heard that. I’d be happy to,” said Beverly handing him a cup of coffee. 
 
    “Thanks, Beverly for that and the coffee. I needed this. It’s been a busy morning. I’ve been framing, and then Mark dropped by for a couple of hours. He’s a great kid, and he has a fire in his belly for photography.” 
 
    “Have you seen any of his photographs or is he just starting out,” asked Samantha. 
 
    “Mark just got a new camera, but I’ve looked at his other work, and he has a lot of potential. If he progresses like he is, he should be able to a show this next year,” said Jonathan taking a sip of his coffee. “I’m thinking of setting it up at my gallery to give him a kick start.” 
 
    “That would be great. I’m sure Mark will be over the moon if that happened. His dad will be so proud of him.” 
 
    “Mr. Hastings dropped Mark off the other day. He’s a nice man and supportive of his son’s interests. That makes a world of difference. He’s lucky he has two very artistic parents.” 
 
    “Mrs. Hastings is quite the author. She writes under E. H. Montgomery, that’s why I couldn’t place her. It’s nice having a successful author living here in Shadow Lake,” said Samantha wondering what she was writing now. 
 
    “Well, can I whisk you out of here and take you to dinner?” asked Jonathan. “How about you, Beverly, would you care to join us?” 
 
    “I can’t Jonathan. I’m cooking dinner for my dad. Maybe another time,” she said putting on her coat. “See you tomorrow. Have a good time,” she said leaving the building. 
 
    “Well, do you have anywhere in mind for dinner?” 
 
    “Maybe Abbot Cove Marina for some fish and chips. I need to talk to Ed if he’s there,” said Samantha as Jonathan helped her on with her coat. 
 
    “Sounds great. We can drop your vehicle off at your house on the way. I’ll drive,” he said turning out the lights by the door.  
 
    Samantha set the alarm and pulled the door shut, making her way to her car.  She started the engine and hit the windshield wipers to remove the snow from the front window. A layer of ice gleamed underneath, and she flipped the switch on the defroster to clear it. 
 
    Jonathan waited for her in his vehicle, and when she backed out a few minutes later, he pulled onto the roadway behind her. 
 
    Samantha drove along the snowy roadway being careful to leave enough stopping distance. It was going to be a harsh one this evening with temperatures dropping into the single digits.  She would have to turn on the gas fireplace so it could warm up while they had dinner.  
 
    Within a few minutes, she had parked in her front yard, set the fireplace thermostat, and was entering Jonathan’s Jeep.  
 
    They enjoyed each other’s company and had a lot of the same interests. She finally understood why God had brought them together. They helped each other heal from their past with God’s help, and now they had their whole future ahead of them. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 44 
 
      
 
   J onathan stood looking out the window at the street below. The trees once filled with Autumn leaves were now gone and had taken on the stark dead look of winter. Snow was falling in large flakes blanketing the ground with mounds of white. Cars up and down the street slowed to a crawl.  
 
    December would soon usher in the New Year. A time for new beginnings. This year it would be different. God had sent him an angel. A smile crossed his face as he thought about Samantha. God sure knew how to pick them.  
 
    If someone had told him that this coming year he would be married, he would have laughed. He believed his heart wasn’t even ready for such a thing. But, then he met Samantha. She had stolen his heart almost from the beginning.  
 
    She was a warm, loving, gentle and compassionate woman. A strong Christian woman and they would become equally yoked. His heart pumped faster in his chest when he pictured Samantha walking down the aisle in her wedding gown. Wow, how am I going to get through the real thing? 
 
    Jonathan hated that his family wouldn’t be there for that particular day, but he believed in his heart that his mom and dad were smiling down on him.  
 
    He walked into the gallery and stared at the photograph of his mom and a thought hit him. He would bring her photo and place it on a seat during the wedding. Would Samantha think it was a crazy idea or a beautiful sentimental one? Maybe she would want to bring a photo of her Dad too. God, am I being ridiculous? 
 
    The doorbell sounded out front signaling that someone had entered the shop. Jonathan walked out front. The color drained from his face when he saw who it was. Please Lord, help me keep it together. Make me slow to anger. 
 
    Calvin Benham removed his coat and hung it on the coat rack next to the door. The snow dripped onto the mat below soaking it. 
 
    “Mr. Williams, I was hoping I could catch you at home. I have something I wish to discuss with you.” 
 
    Jonathan knew full well why he was here, but he had no intention of selling the McClure Mansion to the likes of him. He felt the anger building inside for what Calvin had tried to do to Samantha. He took a deep breath before he spoke hoping to ease his tension. 
 
    “Mr. Denham. I know why you’re here, but you could have saved your time and a trip out in this weather if you would have called,” said Jonathan, his eyes drilling into him. 
 
    “I find conducting business in person is the best way,” he said almost smirking. “I’m prepared to make you the same offer on the McClure Mansion that I offered Mayor Prescott. It’s a large sum of money, and I think you’ll find it most generous.’ 
 
    “It doesn’t matter what amount you offer. I’m not interested in selling to you or any developer for that fact. The mansion has historical value and is part of my heritage. I’m afraid you’ll have to find a different location for your resort.” 
 
    “You’re making a big mistake. Think of what you could do with all that money. You’re not exactly rich. It could change your life forever.” 
 
    “It’s my so-called mistake to make, but I don’t feel it’s a mistake. And as far as being rich, there are other ways of being rich, and I guarantee they last longer than any money,” said Jonathan his patience wearing thin. God give me the strength to not say anything I’ll regret.  
 
    “I guess we have nothing left to discuss then. Have a nice day. Tell Samantha I said hello,” he said wetting his lips as he turned to put on his coat. 
 
    That last remark made his blood boil. A flash of anger rushed through Jonathan. His fists balled and his brow furrowed. It took everything he could muster not to want to knock him out.  
 
    The door slammed, and Calvin was gone.  
 
    Lord, forgive me for my thoughts, but he’s a hard man to take. Hopefully, he will leave town now, and that’s the last he would hear of him. I need some strong coffee. 
 
    Jonathan locked the front door and flipped the sign over to closed and went upstairs to put the coffee on. As he left the living room, he could hear the drip, drip as it filled the canister.  
 
    To calm his frazzled nerves, he reached for the one thing that never failed him-his Bible.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 45 
 
      
 
   J onathan opened his eyes. He missed the sun shining on his face first thing in the morning but with the onset of winter the days of sun were hit and miss. He got out of bed and padded to the bathroom for his morning shower, stopping on his way to make a pot of coffee.  
 
    As he showered, he let the hot spray roll across the muscles in his neck and back, and after a few minutes, the tension started to release. Jonathan shut off the shower and toweled off. The smell of fresh coffee hit his nostrils as he made his way to the bedroom to get dressed.  
 
    He slipped on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt stopping briefly to view the snow as it fell floating softly to the ground below. It appeared that there had been another six to eight inches overnight. His neighbor across the street was out shoveling their driveway, and a large blonde colored Lab rolled in the snow nearby.  
 
    Jonathan hit the remote, and the gas fireplace kicked on. Flames bounced as the heat started to fill the room.  
 
    He was filling his cup with coffee when his phone rang. He sat down in his recliner in the living room to answer it. 
 
    “Are you out in this snowstorm or nice and cozy at home?” 
 
    “I’m at home. Beverly and I decided to take a snow day. How about you?” 
 
    “I’m sitting here at the house watching the snow come down thinking about the opportunity I’m missing to take some gorgeous photos of the lake trails. Are you up for a short hike? I’d love the company,” said Jonathan thinking how he missed the smell of her hair as he nuzzled her neck. “I’ll stop by Subway and pick up a couple of breakfast sandwiches.” 
 
    “It sounds like fun. I’ll fix a thermos of hot chocolate to take with us,” said Samantha wondering where she had put her snow boots. “I’m going to check the weather, so I know how much I need to bundle up.” 
 
    “Dress warmly. You never know when the temperature can drop suddenly. I love you. See you soon,” Jonathan said hanging up the phone. 
 
    Jonathan rinsed out his cup and shut the coffee maker off. He walked into the bedroom grabbing his keys from the bedside table and then stopped downstairs to grab his down jacket and boots from the closet.  
 
    Ready for the cold, he went to his Jeep and started it letting it warm up as he shoveled the driveway. The deep snow gave his arms and shoulders a workout. When he finished, he ditched the shovel next to the garage and backed out watching for oncoming traffic. Everything seemed to move at a crawl as he followed a few vehicles down the street.  
 
    As he passed Shadow Lake’s business district, many of the shop owners were shoveling their entrances and spreading salt down. The locals all knew what to expect from winter but some years were worse than others.  
 
    He followed the lake road slowly around the curves, taking time to glance out at the lake as he drove. On the side of the road, snow piled up into large mounds and hung from trees like Christmas flocking. Along the banks below, snow covered the landscape leading up to the water’s edge which appeared partly frozen.  
 
    As Jonathan rounded a curve, the mountains came into sight. The majestic snowy peaks rose into the horizon to meet the cloudless sky. Just the look of them made his heart swell. The west coast could have their ocean. He wouldn’t trade Shadow Lake’s mountain landscape. 
 
    Within fifteen minutes, he was pulling into Samantha’s driveway. She opened the front door and waved as he got out. 
 
    “Hi, beautiful. All ready to go,”  
 
    “Just let me grab my stuff, and I’ll be right out,” she said disappearing inside. 
 
    Jonathan got back inside the vehicle, turned on the radio, and waited. A few minutes later Samantha was loading her stuff into the Jeep, and they were on their way.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 46 
 
      
 
   I t was mid-morning when they pulled into the graveled parking area at the beginning of the trail. The ground and the rocks around the lakefront powdered with accumulations of newly fallen snow. The air was crisp and clean.  
 
    Jonathan grabbed his backpack and tripod out of the back of the Jeep and joined Samantha. She wrapped the wool scarf around her neck tucking the ends inside her insulated jacket. 
 
    “Are you warm enough?” asked Jonathan. “The air is colder with the breeze blowing off the lake.” He wrapped an arm around her drawing her close to him. 
 
    “I’ll be fine. I dressed warmly. Insulated jacket and jeans. I’m glad I bought them a few weeks ago,” she said giving him a quick peck on the check.  
 
    Samantha glanced out across the lake as she walked along the edge. She realized at that moment, why Jonathan loved being out photographing nature. She felt closer to God than she had ever felt before.  
 
    “It is beautiful. I have been missing out. I’m so glad you asked me to come with you,” said Samantha gazing out at the lake. 
 
    “I thought you would enjoy it. I’m going to set up my tripod over there so I can get a photograph. You might want to pour yourself some of that hot chocolate and warm up a little,” Jonathan said laying down his backpack. 
 
    Jonathan positioned his camera on the tripod and glanced through the viewfinder. The sun was starting to peak out behind the clouds casting a glow on the water. He quickly snapped a couple of photos. 
 
    Samantha brushed some snow off one of the gigantic boulders and leaned against it pouring herself a cup of the hot liquid. She took small sips as she watched Jonathan. 
 
    She admired his dedication to doing what he loved and couldn’t wait to become his wife. It was becoming harder and harder not to want to spend every waking hour with him. Deep in thought, she sat there sipping on her cocoa. Little did she know that Jonathan had removed his camera from the tripod and began snapping photos of her.  
 
    “Jonathan, you could warn me before you start photographing me,” she said making a face at him. 
 
    “Why? It would ruin the shot. You look so natural that way,” he said snapping a few more. She put her cup down and playfully stuck her tongue out at him. 
 
    “Okay. Now you’re in trouble,” Jonathan said returning the camera to the tripod as he walked over and took her down on the ground and began tickling her.  
 
    Samantha rolled around on the ground laughing. Jonathan pinned her arms above her and lowered himself down to meet her lips stealing a kiss. Enjoying the moment, she returned the passion. 
 
    “Wow, I don’t think I need the cocoa to warm up now. It is getting colder though. I’ve got the photos I wanted, so what do you say we head back.” 
 
    “I’m with you. The wind seems to be picking up,” said Samantha as Jonathan helped her up. 
 
    Jonathan removed the camera and hung it around his neck and picked up the tripod. He held Samantha’s, hand and they trekked back to the parking area.   
 
    They had just reached the Jeep when Jonathan’s cell phone buzzed.  Jonathan answered it. He cast Samantha a smile as he ended the call. 
 
    “Good news?” she asked. 
 
    “The Preservation Committee has approved the McClure Mansion as an individual landmark. It protects the property from local zoning and developmental laws. Since I was considering selling the property to the city, they pushed the application through.” 
 
    “That’s great. What are you going to do?”  
 
    “I thought I would have you go with me to the Mayor's office this next week. I would like you to handle the sale of the property if that’s okay with you.” 
 
    “I can do that if you’re sure, that’s what you want.” 
 
    “I’ve given it a lot of thought, and I can’t think of a better way to preserve my legacy. I can’t afford to do the renovations on my own, and with the new status I don’t have to worry about it being torn down,” said Jonathan kicking the snow from his boots before getting into the car. Samantha did likewise and got in.  
 
    The property would be out of the hands of Calvin Benham. Maybe now he would leave town and be out of their lives. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 47 
 
      
 
   C alvin Benham was an unhappy man. First, that dark-haired beauty of a real estate agent, thwarted his affections and now her boyfriend refused to sell him the property he needed for his resort. He should have filed assault charges against Samantha, but that would have made him appear weak and not the impression he wanted Mr. Donatello to have. It could have jeopardized his job. 
 
    He dreaded the next call from the man. He was sure John had filled him in by now. Worst case scenario, he would have to grovel to get his job back at McCallister Investments. 
 
     Oh, sure they would be glad to have him back, but he wasn’t a big fan anymore of his nine to five mundane existence. He had hoped he would make enough from the job in Shadow Lake to finally retire, but now he could kiss that idea goodbye.  
 
    Calvin would be glad to get out of this boring town and its self-absorbed citizens. They were a close-knit bunch of country bumpkins living what they thought was a good life. He had lived more good life more than they could ever imagine. Thanks to his wife’s money and his talent for negotiations, he had done all right since her death.  
 
    The life insurance policy he talked her into taking out left him able to pick and choose his projects and investors. He was slipping though thinking Mr. Donatello would be the right business partner. The man was cunning, and nothing much got past him. But then they had that in common.  
 
    Now he would have to go back to his luxury apartment in Denver. How long can I keep up my lifestyle on an investment brokers salary? I might have to do some creative accounting again. 
 
    No one knew the sins he had committed and the people that did, weren’t among the living. He faced the inevitable and packed his suitcase to go home, glad to leave Shadow Lake behind.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 48 
 
      
 
   J onathan and Samantha packed their bags and headed for Pigeon Bay. They took turns driving the twenty-four-hour trip.  
 
    Samantha sat in the passenger’s seat staring out the window as the city of Pigeon Bay came into view. It was a fishing and tourist town situated along the oceanfront with a large bridge running from the city center out to the bay. She gazed at the shoreline and noticed a few people walking their dogs along the surf. 
 
    “You sure have been quiet. Is everything okay?” asked Jonathan sneaking a glance at Samantha. 
 
    “It’s been a while since I’ve been home and I’m not sure what to expect. I should be excited, but for some reason, I’m not. I think it’s because my dad is gone.” 
 
    “I know it’s going to be different now, but remember, I’m here with you. You’re not facing your family alone,” said Jonathan smiling at her. 
 
    “I don’t think I could face mom on my own. She means well but always seems to say something to upset me.” 
 
    “I guess I’ll have to keep her busy, so she doesn’t have time to think about it,” he said grinning. 
 
    Samantha hoped that Gabrielle kept her mom from finding out about Jonathan’s connection to the solved murder. She would go to no end to create an issue if she found out. Samantha could hear her now. He has too much baggage. Do you want to take second place to his dead wife? How do you know he’s over it? Do you want to start your marriage this way? And on and on. She had warned Jonathan, and that’s all she could do. The rest was up to Gabrielle. Hopefully, she would keep her word. 
 
    Jonathan pulled into a gas station to top off the tank while Samantha went inside the store for a couple of bottled waters. On her way out, she stopped outside and dialed her mom. 
 
    “Hi, Mom. We’re here. We should be at the house shortly.” 
 
    “Hi, dear. Gabrielle and I can’t wait to see you and that young man of yours. He did come with you, right?” 
 
    “Of course, Mom. I’ve got to go. Jonathan is done gassing up, and we’re heading out. See you soon. Bye. 
 
    Samantha walked towards the vehicle and met Jonathan just as he was about to get behind the wheel.  
 
    “I can take it from here. We’re about ten minutes away.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll kick back and rest a bit then,” Jonathan said giving Samantha a quick kiss before entering on the passenger’s side. Samantha got in and started up the engine, pulling out into the intersection. Within a few minutes, she pulled into her mom’s driveway. 
 
    Jonathan looked up at a modern walkout basement home in an upscale neighborhood. With the weather a balmy fifty degrees in December, it was much different from Shadow Lake. As he exited the car, the smell of freshly cut lawns and fragrant flowers filled his nostrils. He grabbed their luggage from the trunk and arm in arm they walked up the steps.  
 
    The door opens, being greeted by Gabrielle. “Well, glad you made it. I made up your old room and Jonathan can use the guest room across the hall. I’ll let you take him upstairs while I put on a pot of coffee,” said Gabrielle. She smiled at Jonathan as she left the room. 
 
    Samantha climbed the stairs followed closely by Jonathan. After they reached the top, Samantha pointed to his room and grabbed her suitcase to take to hers. 
 
    She entered her room, and the memories filled her with love but also with sadness. Sadness because her father was gone. She missed him so much and wondered if Gabrielle did. Samantha was lost in thought when she heard a knock at her door.  
 
    “Ready to go back downstairs. I can’t wait to meet your mother,” said Jonathan giving her a wink. 
 
    “I hope you feel the same a few days from now,” said Samantha. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 49 
 
      
 
   W ell, Jonathan had won Samantha’s mother over as he predicted. That was until she brought up the recent solved murder at Shadow Lake. Her mom had been resourceful and managed to figure out that it was Jonathan’s wife. She didn’t say anything to Jonathan directly but couldn’t wait to unleash her negativity on Samantha. 
 
    The prying questions started until Samantha wanted to scream. She finally had to tell her mom that she wasn’t going to discuss it anymore and that Jonathan had moved on now that he had closure. 
 
    Christmas dinner went well in spite of it. Her mom and Gabrielle put together a meal that not only was delicious but was a feast for the eyes as well.  
 
    Packages were passed around and opened. Mother of course had outdone herself as she usually did. Her mother loved the new French easel Samantha and Jonathan had purchased for her.  
 
    At her mother’s protests, they were packed and ready to head to Shadow Lake. Her mom and Gabrielle even managed hugs for both of them before heading out. Of course, there were comments on the upcoming wedding. Samantha could hardly wait to get home and finish the planning. 
 
    They put their luggage into the Jeep and pulled away. The sun was out, and Samantha rolled the window down enjoying the warm breeze. She wanted to enjoy it while she could. It would be much different once they were back home.  
 
    Jonathan smiled over at her as he maneuvered down the freeway. Samantha watched in the mirror as the town of Pigeon Bay disappeared in the distance.  
 
    ~ 
 
    It was early morning when the town of Shadow Lake came into sight. The snow still covered most of the landscape reminding her that it was still winter. Samantha would miss the warm weather of Pigeon Bay, but this was home now. 
 
    A few minutes later Jonathan pulled up in front of Samantha’s cabin. He popped the trunk and carried Samantha’s suitcase up the front porch steps with Samantha’s arms wrapped around his waist. She pulled away to punch in the code for the alarm and entered the house with Jonathan right behind her.  
 
    Samantha picked up her suitcase and took it to her bedroom placing it on her bed and then returned to the living room.  She stood facing him. He gently lifted up her chin, moved in and claimed her lips in a sweet kiss. She kissed him back, lost in the passion.   
 
    “I had a wonderful time, but I’m exhausted. I’ll call you later,” said Jonathan as he pulled back from their kiss. 
 
    “Me too. I’m going to unpack, take a shower and relax with Evelyn’s latest book, if I don’t end up falling asleep.” 
 
    “Did I tell you that she contacted me about writing a book on the McClure Mansion? I’m considering it.” 
 
    “Sounds like a wonderful idea. It has been enlightening, and there’s plenty of suspense for a novel,” said Samantha walking him to the door.  
 
    “You can say that again. It’s a tough decision. I’m not sure I want to share that part of my life with the public,” he said the sadness showing in his eyes. 
 
    “You could think of it as a tribute. A way to keep Marilyn’s memory alive forever. Kind of like her story,” said Samantha hugging him. 
 
    “I never thought of it that way, but you’re right. I need to call her now that we’re back home. If I’m going to let her do the book, I have to take my Mom’s journals to her.” Jonathan gave Samantha another hug. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too,” she answered. 
 
    Jonathan walked towards his truck as Samantha closed the door and reset the alarm. She watched as he pulled out of the driveway thinking to herself how lucky she was not to have to compete with the memory of his dead wife. At least he had moved on, and she felt confident with God’s assistance, they would have a happy life together. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 50 
 
      
 
   S amantha pulled her coat up around her neck to block out the chill from the wind. The sky was overcast creating a bleak landscape- cloudless and empty.  She wished for Spring to come and everything it would bring with it. 
 
    Only a month to go until she would walk down the aisle and become Mrs. Samantha Williams. The only thing left to do was to find the perfect gown. She wanted a simple style, nothing too fancy.  
 
    She walked the last couple of blocks, the wind blowing at her back, as she approached the Shadow Lake Bridal Shop. A dress in the front window caught her eye. White satin, long sleeves, flowing skirt, and just the right amount of lace.  But, was it her size? 
 
    A bell chimed as she opened the door to the shop. The gust of warm air filled her bones with the heat her body needed, and she unwrapped her wool scarf from around her neck. 
 
    A young woman in her twenties approached her. “Can I help you with something?” she asked smiling at her. 
 
    “Yes. I would like to see the gown in your front window.” 
 
    “I’ll get it for you. It’s our special of the week. Marked down 30 %,” the clerk said as she carefully lifted the gown from its display. “What size do you wear? The dress is a size seven.” 
 
    “Perfect. I would like to try it on,” said Samantha following the woman over to the dressing room. 
 
    “Let me know if you need anything,” she said as she walked away. 
 
    Samantha entered the dressing room and undressed. She glanced at the dress and prayed to herself that it would fit. It was the perfect dress.   
 
    Samantha pulled the dress over her head and smoothed it down over her body. It fit like a glove. She couldn’t believe the image in the mirror. Is that me? 
 
    The clerk tapped on the door. Does it fit okay? Do you need any help?” she asked. 
 
    Samantha opened up the door. “Could you zip me up?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure. You look beautiful. It was made for you,” said the clerk as she stepped back. 
 
    “I have to agree. How much is it with the discount?” asked Samantha turning around to get a better view of the back of her gown. 
 
    “$450 plus tax.” 
 
    “I’ll take it. Do you have a veil that would go with it?” 
 
    “After you get dressed we can match one up. I’m sure we have something that would work.” 
 
    Within a few minutes, Samantha was exiting the shop. She fought to hold onto her gown which was sealed in a waterproof garment bag until she reached her SUV parked a couple of blocks away. Why didn’t I move my car? 
 
    She carefully placed her gown across the back seat and got in and called Jonathan to share her news.  
 
    “Hi, hon. What’s up?” said Jonathan. 
 
    “Just wanted to let you know our wedding preparations complete. I just bought the perfect wedding gown. Got it at a discount too,” said Samantha turning on the heater to warm up. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see you in it. Even though it’s just a couple of weeks, it can’t come soon enough for me. I can’t wait to make you Mrs. Samantha Williams.” 
 
    “Well, I’m headed to the office and then home. Do you want to go out for dinner or have dinner at my place?”  
 
    “Why don’t you come by here and I’ll fix us something. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll drop my gown off at my house first. Love you,” she said smiling to herself.  
 
    “Love you too. See you soon.” 
 
    Samantha made her way up the hill to her cabin, parked, and got out. She retrieved her gown from the back seat draping it over her forearm and ambled up the walkway to the front door. She entered the house and padded into her bedroom hanging her gown in the closet, before changing into casual clothes and was about to head out the door again when her cell phone buzzed.  
 
    “Hi, Mom.  
 
    “Hi, Sam. How are the wedding preparations going?” she asked. 
 
    “Fine, Mom. I just found the perfect wedding gown earlier, and I’m headed over to Jonathan’s for dinner.” 
 
    “Gabrielle and I will be coming the day before the wedding. We booked a room at the Shadow Lake Inn through the day after. I need to get back to prepare for my new showing, and Gabrielle has clients waiting.” 
 
    “That’s fine, Mom. Jonathan and I are leaving the next day for our honeymoon in Hawaii anyway,” said Samantha wondering if they weren’t leaving, if it would even make any difference.  
 
    “Hawaii. Well, that should be nice. At least it will be warm there. I’m not looking forward to the cold at Shadow Lake. Thank goodness it’s a short visit,” she said sounding annoyed. 
 
    “Well, I hate to rush, but Jonathan is waiting, and I don’t want him to ruin our dinner on my account. Love you, Mom. Tell Gabrielle hello for me 
 
    Samantha hung up the phone. Why does Mom have to make the focus on everything about her inconvenience?  Oh, well some things never change. Samantha loved her in spite of it, but things did seem to worsen since her father died. Oh, daddy. How I wish you were here to walk me down the aisle.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 51 
 
      
 
   I t was January twenty-first, and the weather was at least cooperating for Samantha and Jonathan’s wedding. The sun wasn’t out, but the temperatures were moderately cold, and no predicted snow. 
 
    Samantha stood in front of the mirror in the dressing room at the Shadow Lake Community Church. Her mother and Gabrielle stood next to her admiring her image in the full-length mirror. 
 
    “Honey, you are so beautiful,” said her mother as tears escaped from her eyes and started to run down her cheeks. She quickly patted them away with a tissue. 
 
    “You do look wonderful,” said Gabrielle hugging Samantha. “I was beginning to wonder if this day would ever come.” 
 
    “Well, I still haven’t given up on you,” said Samantha as she pulled away. Gabrielle gave her a smirk. 
 
    Samantha’s mom picked up the veil and helped place it on her head letting it flow down the back of her shoulders. Samantha’s long dark hair had been upswept on top of her head with just a few curls framing the front of her face. 
 
    “I’m going to go check on everything. I’m sure it won’t be long now. Mom, are you still going to walk Sam down the aisle?” asked Gabrielle. 
 
    “Sure. I do wish your father could have done it though.” 
 
    Samantha’s eyes tore with the mention of her dad, and she had to fight them back. After all, this was the most important day of her life, and he would want her to be happy. She smiled to herself and took a deep breath. She knew in her heart that her dad would be there in spirit.   
 
    Jonathan waited at the front of the church next to the minister. Gabrielle and Beverly were her maids of honor and stood there also. The wedding march started, and all the guests rose and turned to face the back of the church.  
 
    Samantha, a vision of beauty, held her mother’s arm as they made their way down the aisle toward the front of the church where Jonathan stood. When they reached the front, Samantha faced Jonathan. 
 
    Samantha’s heart was beating so wildly in her chest that she thought she might faint. God had poured out blessings on her that her heart couldn’t contain. Her knees grew weak, and she was afraid that she wouldn’t be able to speak the vows she needed to repeat.  
 
    The minister started the ceremony and Jonathan, and Samantha said their vows.  Samantha looked deep into her husband’s eyes silently vowing to God to always love him. She was sure he was probably doing the same thing.  
 
    Before she knew it, they were pronounced husband and wife and Jonathan took her in his arms and gave her the deepest most loving kiss she had ever felt.  They turned, and the minister said, “I give you Mr. and Mrs. Jonathan Williams.” 
 
    The rest of the afternoon at the reception was a whirlwind. Samantha and Jonathan had changed into their casual clothes, joined their guests for food, and had then rushed out into the afternoon air to their Jeep to make a mad dash for the Denver airport.  
 
    Eight hours after they departed, they would be lying on a beach in Hawaii soaking up the sun. Samantha couldn’t wait.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 52 
 
      
 
   T heir honeymoon trip was over all too soon. Jonathan and Samantha both loved Hawaii and couldn’t get enough of snorkeling in the water, eating the island cuisine, and just relaxing on the beach.  
 
    On the way home in the jet, Samantha leaned back in the seat resting her head on Jonathan’s shoulder. Visions of their Hawaiian honeymoon swam around in her head, making her swoon. Her love for Jonathan had deepened, although she didn’t know how she could love him any more than she already did. 
 
    Jonathan was warm, caring, and loved the Lord with all his heart. She couldn’t ask for a better husband, and she would thank God every day for bringing him into her life.  
 
    The night of her honeymoon, Samantha was a bundle of nerves. She prayed that the Lord would ease her mind and that their union would be one of tender love. Jonathan had not disappointed her. He made her complete, and she was the happiest she had ever been.  
 
    She stirred and looked at Jonathan who was looking out the side window, staring at the billowing clouds that blanketed the visible sky. He turned and smiled when he saw her staring at him. 
 
    “Well, Mrs. Williams. Was our honeymoon everything you hoped for?” 
 
    “Absolutely and then some,” she said raising her lips to his. 
 
    “Now it’s time to go on with the rest of our life. Nothing is impossible with God. Who knows where God will lead us,” said Jonathan. 
 
    “As long as we’re together, I can face anything, but first I think I’m going to need some rest. I feel like I have jet lag already,” said Samantha leaning back in the seat. 
 
    “I know what you mean,” said Jonathan shifting his weight in the seat. 
 
    The sign came on signaling to put on their seatbelts, as the plane made its descent onto the Denver runway.  A short drive and they would be home. 
 
    After showers and a quick meal, Jonathan and Samantha settled in for the night.  They lay in each other’s arms in Jonathan’s king size bed.  
 
    Samantha comfortable and safe in his arms, relaxed in her new home above Jonathan’s art gallery, as the moonlight entered the windows and cast a shadow on the sleeping couple. 
 
    It was early morning when Jonathan awoke and padded to the kitchen to start the coffee. He glanced over at Samantha sleeping peacefully and leaned over brushing a kiss against her lips. She stirred and smiled up at him. 
 
    “Nice way to wake up, but you’re not getting off that easy,” she said pulling him back onto the bed kissing him. He fought her laughing but then finally succumbed to her sweet lips. 
 
    “This is very nice, but I thought maybe we could take a walk downtown today. See if anything has changed while we were gone and we do need to stock up on groceries,” said Jonathan. 
 
    “I need to check with Beverly too and see what’s been going on since we left. Hopefully, she has some listings lined up for me to contact,” said Samantha pulling on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt. 
 
    Jonathan and Samantha decided to grab breakfast while they were out.  When they finished their meal, Jonathan drove towards Samantha’s office and parked. Samantha could see Beverly buzzing around the office as they entered. 
 
    “You’re back,” said Beverly rushing over to hug Samantha. “Both of you look so good and look at those tans. I’m jealous.” 
 
    “It was wonderful. I almost didn’t want to come back. How has everything been going? Anything I need to take care of?” said Samantha heading over to her desk. 
 
    “There are a couple of sellers you need to contact. Also, Mayor Prescott called trying to reach you. Something about all the renovations being done on the McClure Mansion. They are planning a grand opening soon,” said Beverly the excitement building in her voice. 
 
    “That’s great news. We can’t wait to see it,” said Samantha taking a seat at her desk. “Call the Mayor and let him know we’re back and that I’ll give him call him later.” 
 
    Samantha hooked her arm in Jonathan’s and followed him out onto the street. Even though Hawaii was beautiful, it felt good to be home. 
 
    They strolled along the street passing the storefronts of the nearby businesses.  Just as they approached the bookstore, a book displayed in the front window caught their attention. 
 
    A wave of emotion swept over Jonathan. Part sadness and another of redemption for closure to a past that no longer haunted him. He read the title of the book. “Redemption at Shadow Lake” by E. H. Montgomery.  
 
    God had healed him from his past and provided him with a bright future. Seeing the published book was the final step in his closure and the beginning of a new life with Samantha. A new light shone in his eyes, and a renewed love for God burned deep in his heart. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading “Redemption at Shadow Lake.” I hope you enjoyed it.  I would appreciate it if you would leave me a review on Amazon.  
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