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      Michelle walked for an hour through New York City blocks to get from her apartment in Park Slope to the commercial building for her appointment. The cool spring air chilled her cheeks, but her brisk pace, overcoat, and hat kept her core warm.

      When she arrived at her destination, she took the stairs to the fourth floor and walked the corridor to find her new accountant.

      She came to the office with the business name on the door:

      
        
        
        CONNOR ROSS, CPA

      

      

      

      She knocked and slowly entered the office.

      A man about her age, mid-thirties, stood and came out from behind his oak desk. “Ms. Barcella, you’re very punctual.”

      The man had dark brown hair and an immaculately trimmed beard just long enough to be a beard rather than stubble. The room and his appearance conveyed professionalism.

      She shook the hand he offered as she glanced around the small office appraisingly. The furniture was tasteful—darkly stained wood against light gray walls. A painting of a frosted mountain peak hung on the wall opposite the desk.

      “I’m Connor Ross.”

      “Oh.” She dropped her hand. She thought this younger man was the office manager or receptionist. “I was expecting someone older and maybe balding. That’s incredibly stereotypical of me.”

      He shrugged and grinned. “Another twenty or thirty years and you might be right. Although, my father still has a full head of hair, so I’ve got that in my favor.”

      He walked around his desk and slipped on a pair of reading glasses. “Are you ready to get started? If you’d like, I can get you a cup of coffee, a soda, or bottled water.”

      Behind Connor and off to the wall by the window, the faint shimmer of a woman dressed in blue jeans and a pink sweater rippled into view. She stood, staring out the window.

      Please, not here … not today.

      Michelle bit back a groan. She just wanted someone to help her with money management—not someone haunted by a ghost. “Maybe this was a bad idea.”

      “I’m sorry?” Connor’s expression turned confused.

      “You’re obviously busy. I shouldn’t take up your time.”

      “You have an appointment,” he reminded her with a bemused expression.

      “Right.” She glanced at the brunette near the window and back at Connor. Maybe if the woman stayed over there, Michelle could get through this appointment. “It would be rude of me to leave. I’ll stay.” She handed him her folder containing the documents outlining her assets. She had an electronic version she could send but wanted to meet the person who might manage her accounts before sending personal information.

      “Please, have a seat.”

      He waited patiently as she carefully took off her hat and coat and set them down in the client chair beside her. He settled into his leather chair across from her at the large desk.

      The ghost by the window turned her attention to the two of them. Michelle concentrated on not making eye contact with her so the ghost wouldn’t know she could see her.

      “Oh, Connor,” the woman said in a pitying voice. “When a pretty woman like that enters your office, you need to take her coat for her.” She sighed. “How are you ever going to remarry?”

      Connor, oblivious to the woman’s gentle chiding, looked intently over Michelle’s documents.

      Michelle’s gaze fell on a photograph on his desk. The woman, who was now a ghost, looked very alive in the photo as she smiled and pressed one rosy cheek against Connor’s cheek. He wore a delighted smile.

      “What did you have in mind?” Connor asked.

      “Hmm? Oh. I’d like to set up some accounts with the money from my parents’ life insurance policy. I was thinking of investing in a variety—bonds, stocks, and real estate. A sum should be safely earning interest that will create a monthly stipend for me. And a certain amount would need to be set aside for retirement.”

      “Both of your parents passed?” He set down his glasses, looked at her, and folded his arms on his desk.

      “Plane crash a year ago. I’m finally getting around to making financial decisions.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss. I know what it’s like to lose a loved one.”

      “Your wife.” Michelle regretted the words the instant they were out of her mouth.

      “Um, yes. Leukemia. How did you know?”

      “You have a picture of the two of you here, but you’re not wearing a wedding ring.”

      And I can see her spirit by the window, she didn’t add.

      Michelle had dodged enough questions around the knowledge she inadvertently learned by seeing and talking to ghosts that she could think fast on her feet to provide alternative explanations. Except now, Connor was probably wondering why Michelle was noticing the absence of a wedding ring. At least that was perhaps less creepy than the conclusion people sometimes drew—that she’d cyber-stalked them and learned personal information online.

      “I’m sorry,” she told him. “What was her name?”

      Connor looked at the picture frame on his desk. “Penny.” He dropped his head back down, placing his glasses back on, and looked at Michelle’s finances.

      “Oh, Connor.” Penny shook her head sadly. “You’ve got a gorgeous woman—who checked out your appearance and noted you’re single—in your office and you can’t even see her.”

      Michelle bristled and pursed her lips tight to avoid the temptation to correct Penny. Michelle was not “checking him out.”

      Penny continued, talking to her husband even though he couldn’t hear her. “She’s single,” she sing-songed. “Oh! And she’s an artist.”

      Michelle leaned back and crossed her legs. She gave Connor a disarming smile to cover her strange behavior. Ghosts had an irritating ability to glean personal information from people. She wanted to tell Penny that the best thing she could do for her husband was to move on and let him have peace. However, she kept silent because if she spoke to the ghost, her medium abilities would be revealed.

      Connor adjusted his glasses. “We can definitely do a retirement account and investments. I’ll need to know what your monthly budget is, including recurring payment amounts—house, car, student loans.”

      “No debt. I can send my monthly expenses to you in an email.”

      “Okay. I’ll pull the paperwork together for you to give me proxy to set these accounts up. We’ll arrange a day and time for you to come back and sign them.”

      Come back?

      Perhaps everything could be done from email from now on, enabling Michelle to avoid Penny. She could provide her signature through online applications. Michelle felt bad for the ghost and empathized with Connor’s loss, but ghosts had a tendency to fixate on ideas and make themselves a nuisance to those who could see them.

      “Yes,” Penny cheered. “She’ll be back, which means you’ll have a second chance to make a first impression.”

      Michelle shot Penny a glowering look as she reached for her coat and hat. She wasn’t some ghost’s plaything.

      Penny blinked in shock.

      Oh, no.

      Standing, Michelle tugged her coat off the chair and turned to Connor. She needed to make a fast exit, though she found the man attractive and might have considered staying longer if not for the ghost.

      “Okay. Thank you for your time. You have my contact info.”

      Connor stood when she stood, taking off his glasses and tapping them on his chin as he watched her fumble to pull on her jacket. He stepped forward and held the coat up so she could find the other arm hole.

      “Thank you.” Slipping it on, she turned to leave, but Connor was standing between her and the door. And he was close, apparently baffled into immobility by her rush to leave.

      When she looked up at him, he gave a slight smile. She smiled in return and began to regret needing to make a hasty retreat. He didn’t move, as if her presence short-circuited his logic. She wasn’t sure she minded.

      “You saw me!” Penny declared. “You can hear me!”

      Michelle straightened her collar and side-stepped the accountant. After hastily yanking open the door, she walked toward the stairs.

      Connor stepped after her into the hall. “I’ll email you.”

      “Sounds perfect.” She forced cheer into her voice as she waved without turning around. “Thank you!” she called over her shoulder.

      The ghost was hot on her heels. “Wait. I’ve never been seen by the living. How can you do that?”

      Michelle reached the stairwell. “It’s a curse.”

      “It’s a miracle!” Penny glided effortlessly beside Michelle as she rushed down the stairs.

      “No. It really isn’t.” Michelle had had some good relationships and had helped other ghosts move on, but some were needy and clingy. She sensed the ghost of a young woman, who lingered to watch her husband’s every day activities, was in no frame of mind to consider moving on.

      “It’s fate,” Penny added.

      “Not really. You need to move on and stop haunting your husband.”

      “I just want him to be happy. He needs to find someone.”

      “Happiness is intrinsic. It doesn’t come from a person.”

      “We all need love,” Penny countered.

      Michelle stopped abruptly at the bottom of the stairwell and looked at Penny. “Well, I can’t argue with that.”

      Penny smiled sweetly.

      
      Connor stood in his office, trying to remember what was next on his agenda after Ms. Barcella. He tried to recall the last time a beautiful woman around his age was in his office.

      Probably not since Penny.

      Michelle was beautiful and … strange. Her expressions varied from congenial to flashes of irritation that didn’t seem directed at him. She was obviously distracted, which explained why she hadn’t used but a fraction of the one-hour consultation she’d scheduled.

      Then his eyes fell on the hat on the floor. It must have fallen when she hurried to stand and don her coat.

      He picked it up, walked to the elevator, and took it to the ground floor. Gaze scanning the tiny lobby, he didn’t see her. Well, he could give it to her when she came back to sign the papers.

      From the stairwell, he heard Michelle’s voice. She pushed through the door and startled at Connor’s appearance. When she looked up at him, there was that smile again. Confident and genuine.

      “Ms. Barcella, you forgot your hat.” He extended it to her.

      “Thanks. And please, call me Michelle.” She took the hat, their fingers brushing for only a moment.

      “Michelle,” he said dryly, taking a step back, because the proximity and touch did something strange to his body. “Who were you talking to?”

      Her smile widened, eyes sparkling. “One of the eccentricities of being an only child and an artist is talking to yourself.”

      He suddenly felt foolish, rushing after her to return her hat with nothing else to say. “I noticed you didn’t take the elevator. You don’t like elevators?”

      She chuckled. “I was trapped inside an elevator once with a wailing banshee for twenty-three minutes. Never again.”

      Connor pictured a hysterical woman’s claustrophobic anxiety clashing with Michelle’s calm demeanor. Still, it seemed an odd reason to avoid elevators. Surely the chances of a strange encounter like that happening twice would be rare.

      “What type of art do you do?” He struggled to keep the conversation going, though couldn’t say why he wasn’t ready to let her leave.

      “Acrylic mostly, but I like to sketch with charcoal.”

      “Wow. And the paintings—are they portraits or landscapes or abstract?”

      “Mostly landscapes but I’m adding abstract. I like to recreate the landscape of places I’ve traveled. However, I haven’t traveled much and certainly haven’t
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