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 A Note to the Reader

Introducing Marnie Frost©

Some investigators carry a badge.

Marnie Frost carries a flashlight, a notebook, and the memory of the moment she died—just long enough to come back… different.

At twenty-five, Marnie is a private investigator specializing in the cases that police reports can’t close, that coroners can’t explain, and that families whisper about behind locked doors. She doesn’t chase ghosts for thrills or spectacle. She does it because she has no choice. The dead find her now.

And worse—she sometimes finds them first.

When Marnie was sixteen, she drowned under the ice at Grey Rock Reservoir. Medically dead for three minutes and forty-six seconds. Since then, she’s felt the pull of things not quite gone. A breath in a sealed room. A voice in the static. A compulsion to return to the places where the veil has thinned.

She doesn’t claim to exorcise or banish. She investigates. She records. She remembers. She reports. And she brings light to places the living refuse to look.

Each book in this series is a standalone chronicle of Marnie Frost’s cases.

Some were referrals.

Some were warnings.

Some called her by name before she ever arrived.

Welcome to The Drowning Hour.

 


The Marnie Frost© Mysteries series was born from a lifelong fascination with the spaces where the ordinary and the unseen quietly overlap.

Every town has stories it tells.

Every town also has stories it doesn’t.

These novels explore what happens when long-buried truths refuse to stay buried, and when the past pushes its way into the present through memory, landscape, and human behavior. While each book stands alone, they are all connected by a simple belief: that places remember, and unresolved harm has a way of seeking expression.

Marnie Frost is not a hero in the traditional sense. She doesn’t arrive with perfect answers or miraculous solutions. Her work is rooted in observation, empathy, and an understanding that justice is rarely clean and closure is rarely complete. Sometimes the best outcome is not restoration, but interruption, stopping something terrible from becoming worse.

These stories draw inspiration from folklore, regional history, and the enduring human tendency to look away from uncomfortable truths. They are not meant to glorify darkness, but to examine it so that the light, however fragile, has somewhere to exist.

Thank you for stepping into these towns, opening these doors, and following Marnie into places most people would rather not look.

— Glenda Norwood Petz
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Folklore of Graywater Cove

Gathered from rotting attics, lighthouse journals, and mouths that no longer speak.

The Girl Who Knocked Twice

In the early 1900s, a lighthouse keeper reported a girl knocking on the glass two nights in a row during a storm, but she never came up the stairs. On the third night, he opened the door.

He was found the next day, dry and seated in his chair, dead of a heart attack.

The girl’s wet footprints remained on the stairs. They never dried. Some say they still appear when someone’s thinking about opening the door.

The Bone Boats

Small, handmade boats carved from driftwood sometimes wash ashore after storms. Locals say if you find one and bring it into your house, you’ll hear the ocean in your walls for three nights.

On the fourth night, the sea starts whispering your name – not as a warning, but as a claim.

To break the pull, you must float the boat back out…with something of yours inside.

The Fishwife’s Mirror

There’s a mirror hidden behind the old cannery’s rusted walls. It belonged to a woman who waited for her husband’s return every day until her hair fell out from salt exposure.

When she finally saw him reflected in the mirror behind her he was smiling.
But not at her.

If you look into that mirror during low tide, it shows you what will never return.

People avoid it.

Because most of them are hoping something will.

The Bell That Rang Without Wind

Before the bell tower collapsed, fishermen claimed the bell would ring on still days – when there wasn’t even a breeze to stir it.

It always rang once.

Someone always drowned within a week.

Locals called it the “bell for the forgotten,” and once left fresh fish beneath it as an offering. Now the tower is gone. But the single ring still echoes across the harbor some nights. Especially when the tide goes out too far.

The Tethered Bride

A young woman drowned on her wedding day in 1894 when the rowboat carrying her to her groom overturned. They say she was pulled under – not by waves, but by the veil she’d tied to her wrist.

Now, any time a wedding is held near the shore, someone finds a piece of veil on the sand the morning after.

If it wraps around your wrist, don’t untie it. If you do, she’ll need a new one.

 


Character Profiles

Marnie Frost – Paranormal and private investigator.

Clara Hensley – Owner of the Captain’s Rest Inn.

Walter “Walt” Boone – Groundskeeper, handyman, unofficial historian of the inn.

Ezra Cutter – Sea captain and original owner of the inn, antagonist-from-beyond.

Eliza Cutter – Ezra’s wife, a lingering spirit who may be protector or warning.

Jonah Cutter – Son of Ezra and Eliza.

 


The sea keeps no ledger.

It remembers not by name, but by vow.

And when the vow is broken,

It comes to collect the bride.


	- From the folklore of Cutter’s Bay, Maine, 1879



 


Chapter One: The Inn on Cutter’s Bay

The Atlantic wind did not whistle. It moaned. A long, low lament as ancient as the sea itself. Its voice was a whisper in a language older than words, memories folded into sand, a call half-drowned beneath the waves.

Marnie Frost leaned against the rear of her traveling bus, a restored and upgraded Volkswagen van, roomy enough to store all her equipment, with front and back seats for the rare occasion someone else might need a ride, and it was cost efficient on gas. For Marnie, a nomad who traveled the country solving questionable cases where others failed, it was the perfect vehicle. Sometimes, to find answers, one had to look beyond the veil of reality. That’s where she came in.

Turning up her collar against the biting chill, Marnie approached the path leading to the Captain’s Rest Inn. The front entrance dissolved into tendrils of mist, curling like reluctant fingers unwilling to let her pass.

Gravel crunched beneath her leather Chelsea boots as she advanced toward the inn. Each step was slow and deliberate. The inn itself appeared before her, an oversized, single-story Cape Cod relic wedged precariously between cliff and sky. Once turquoise clapboard siding had surrendered to salt and time, now faded to a weary gray. Rusted iron railings on the widow’s walk sagged like tired bones. Tall, narrow windows stared out, unblinking, with the patience of dug graves.

At the door, she paused. Her fingertips grazed the brass doorknob, sending a chill through her. Not just from the cold metal, but from something deeper. A prickling sensation traveled up her spine. She felt sure she was being observed by something unseen, something that had been waiting for her arrival.

She closed her eyes and drew a breath to steady herself.

You’re here for the job, not to entertain the ghosts. 

As her hand turned the knob, a whisper drifted near her ear.

“You’re here at last.” 

The voice was breath itself, light and fleeting.

She paused and glanced around. The porch was empty, and no one else was in sight.


		 * * * *



The heavy door groaned as it swung open, releasing a breath of warm, stale air that smelled of forgotten years and salt-worn wood. Marnie stepped inside, her boots muffled by the thick, threadbare rug that covered the lobby floor. The faint jingle of the old brass bell overhead was half-hearted, as though the building itself was reluctant to announce her arrival.

Immediately upon entering the inn, Marnie was overcome by an immense sense of sorrow, a sadness not belonging to her. She sensed that the inn was filled with secrets, and whatever she’d been summoned to investigate was only a small part of a much larger mystery.

The air was dense with history, lacking the warmth of cherished memories or lively conversation. Instead, it carried the weight of something long forgotten, pressing into the very grain of the inn’s structure. Scents mingled awkwardly. Lavender polish, sea brine, damp mildew, and dust from years of neglect. The aroma clung stubbornly to the bones of the building, like a shroud.

Surveying the lobby, Marnie noticed ornate crown molding lining the ceiling, cracked and tinted yellow from age. A large fireplace dominated one wall, its embers quietly sizzling and crackling in the silence. A sitting area was arranged nearby, filled with tufted chairs worn smooth by time and carrying the scent of mothballs and salt air. Glass cases displayed nautical relics. Anchors battered by storms, aged ship wheels, and a framed photograph of a smiling sea captain standing proudly before the inn. The frame was fractured, its glass spiderwebbed with age.

Her gaze lingered on the photograph, feeling the weight of secrets embedded within the faded image.

A voice called from behind an oak counter, soft yet firm, pulling Marnie’s attention away from the photo.

“Ms. Frost?”

A woman appeared, slender and in her late forties, her face lined with worry but her eyes sharp and determined. Though her clothes were neat, tension was clear in her posture, a sign of long-held anxieties.

“Clara Hensley,” the woman said, extending her hand. “Glad to see you made it here before the storm did.”

Marnie shook Clara’s hand, noticing a subtle tremor beneath her firm grip.

“Me, too,” Marnie replied. “Barely, I’m afraid. Thunderheads look to be rolling in fast. With all that thick fog out there, one would think the storm had already come and gone.”

Clara nodded, her expression tightening. “That’s Cutter’s Bay for you. The mist has moods of its own.” She glanced around and lowered her voice. “And lately, it hasn’t been in a good one.”

Clara stepped from behind the counter and gestured toward the sitting room adjoining the lobby. “We should talk somewhere quieter,” she said, leading Marnie away from the counter. “I considered emailing you more intimate details about the inn and my situation, but I thought it best to wait until we met face to face.”

Marnie followed Clara into the adjoining sitting room, settling onto a worn, green velvet settee. As she sank into the cushion, she felt an odd sensation, as if the room itself were leaning in, listening closely and waiting for what was about to unfold. The atmosphere was not hostile, but carried an air of curiosity, as though the space itself wished to hear every word Clara was about to share.

Clara perched across from Marnie, clutching a manila folder tightly, as if afraid it might slip from her grasp at any moment.

Marnie broke the silence with a reassuring smile. “You can fill me in now. I need to know everything there is to know about this place, no matter how small or trivial it may seem. Don’t worry about how ridiculous you think it might sound. I’ve seen and heard plenty to know not to ever pass judgement.”

Marnie listened intently as Clara began to relate the inn’s history. “Captain Ezra Cutter and his wife, Eliza, were the original owners. Of course, that was a hundred and fifty years ago, so anything I tell you is based solely on myths and legends, not from actual knowledge.”

“I understand,” Marnie replied.

Clara continued, “Eliza disappeared when she was only twenty-eight years old.”

“Disappeared?”

“Vanished into thin air, never to be seen or heard from again. According to the folklore passed down for generations, Ezra sacrificed her to the sea, yet no one seems to have an answer as to why he would do such a thing. He disappeared at sea a few weeks after Eliza’s disappearance. Like his wife, his body was never recovered. As I said, Ms. Frost, everything I just told you is based on mythology, not facts. That’s because the real truth was never recorded.”

“Even so, it gives me a clear idea of what I’ll be looking for. Let’s move into the present. Start by telling me how long you’ve been the proprietor of the inn and everything that’s been going on.”

Clara nodded and lowered her voice. “It all started two months ago when we began renovations. Shortly after I took possession of the inn. It was only subtle things at first. Guests complaining of inexplicable cold spots. Mirrors cracking without cause. Reports of a woman singing in the middle of the night. Then the music began. Old piano melodies started playing through empty halls.”

Marnie asked, “What’s so unusual about hearing piano music? It’s pretty common in taverns. Does someone here play?”

“I do, Ms. Frost. But there hasn’t been a piano in this building for years.”

Marnie nodded, prompting for more details. “Tell me about the renovations. What type of reconstruction are we talking about here?”

“Standard upgrades mostly. Plumbing, electrical wiring, new paint and wallpaper, adding cable television. But we also remodeled and reopened three of the four rooms in the east wing.”

Marnie leaned forward. “Reopened?”

“Yes,” Clara explained, pointing toward a hallway to the right of the front counter. “See that? Before the renovations, that hallway and all the rooms beyond were concealed behind a wall. The wing was closed for decades. According to my uncle, the previous owner, it was because of plumbing and structural issues that would’ve been too costly to repair. Between you and me, and in light of what I’m experiencing now, I wonder if there were other reasons why he chose not to reopen the wing. If there were, he never talked about it. Not to me, anyway. He chose to keep it closed and never even considered reopening it.”

“Where is your uncle now? I’d like to speak with him if that’s possible.”

“He died. I inherited the inn from him.”

Marnie reflected, “From what you’ve told me so far, I’d say you inherited more than just the inn, Ms. Hensley.”

Clara looked puzzled. “How so?”

“Seems as though you inherited every secret that’s ever been buried here. They’re patiently waiting for their chance to be revealed,” Marnie stated matter-of-factly. “Tell me something, Ms. Hensley. Why did you decide to reopen the wing now, after all these years when not even your uncle would consider doing so?”

“Our business is desperate, Ms. Frost, and as I’m sure you can see by looking around, my uncle wasn’t one to keep up with maintenance and repairs. At one time, Graywater Cove, specifically Cutter’s Bay, brought in thousands of visitors every year. Tourism hasn’t been what it used to be. I hoped that by remodeling and offering guests nicer rooms, it would bring back the tourists and help us get the inn back on its feet.”

“That’s completely understandable. Did you do the renovations yourself?”

Clara shook her head. “We hired a local crew. One that we know personally and could afford. Once the walls were torn down and the work crew started, that’s when strange occurrences began to intensify.”

“What does that mean, exactly?”

“See for yourself,” she said, sliding the folder across the table.

Inside were multiple photographs. Whoever had taken them was either a terrible photographer, or their hands had been shaking when they snapped the shots. All were blurred and distorted, but identifiable.

A mirror shattered from within, webbed with cracks.

A pale, upside-down handprint traced in condensation on a bathroom mirror.
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