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      This Companion story stands alone, but you’ll also enjoy it in conjunction with the Corsair’s Cove Orchard series, beginning with Secret Vintage by Rachel Goldsworthy.

      

      A promise is a promise forever…

      

      After the tragedies of her youth, Ivy Mayhew spent a lifetime trying to rebuild her good name. Now she’s been a ghost for fifty years. She has no time for the disreputable newcomer who arrives in Corsair’s Cove. He’s a creature of the open road, and she’s bound to the past by grief. 

      

      But Bart Rollins—recently deceased biker—swore to deliver a message to his crew from beyond the grave. He’s only got hours to keep his word, and he needs her help. When he asks Ivy for haunting lessons, he unwittingly shatters the peaceful afterlife she’s constructed—and unleashes a yearning neither expects. 

      

      Don’t miss this episode in the history of the irrepressible Mayhew sisters, who turned the Jazz Age—and Corsair’s Cove—upside down.
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      “Complex characters and exhilarating story!”

      —All Things Urban Fantasy, on the Horsemen series

      

      “Readers be warned, there is no turning back once you begin the spellbinding journey…”

      —Single Titles
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      Crossroads had power.

      Old legends said so, and who was Bart to argue? After what happened, he believed the angels drew an X of warning where two lonely country roads met. Here, eternal hunters buried the restless dead. Here, bluesmen made deals with the Devil so their guitars would weep the bittersweet music of lost souls. Here, apparently, was an important place to put working traffic lights.

      Bart sat on the shoulder of the desolate road, where a drift of yellow leaves gilded the gravel and scrub grass. Above, the October sky was the optimistic blue of pick-up football games and first dates. He sighed, leaning forward so his elbows rested on his knees. Across from where he sat, a road sign announced he was two miles away from Corsair’s Cove. He’d driven through the tiny seaside town on his way here.

      The sign was new, since his vintage Harley had flattened the last one. On that fateful night, the rain had been bucketing down in a Pacific Northwest squall. The crossroad had been cold, slick, and barely visible. The logging truck hadn’t seen Bart on his motorcycle. Bart had swerved, but not fast enough. The sign hadn’t survived—nor had he. End of story.

      A faint laugh escaped him at the memory, and not because the crash had been funny. No—grief, anger, and all the other textbook emotions didn’t begin to cover the aftermath. In the end, he’d been staggered by the sheer inconvenience of dying so soon. It had only taken five seconds of hydroplaning to erase his future. All those memes about eating dessert first had been right.

      Bart got to his feet, dusting himself off out of habit. Dirt didn’t stick to ghostly blue jeans, but he’d been sitting there a long time. Since the accident, in fact, which he guessed had been about a year ago. Sometimes he’d been aware of his surroundings, sometimes not. Here was something for a new meme: Death is the ultimate blackout hangover.

      It wasn’t as if ghosthood started all at once. Bart had awakened to it like a sleeper coming out of a long, complicated dream—the kind where it’s hard to know where the night world ends and consciousness takes over. And while he was grieving and raging and whining about fate, there’d been one insistent thought—he’d made a promise to a friend. That gave the whole nightmarish episode shape. A door. A path to follow.

      Bartholomew Rollins was a man of his word. There was no moving on until he finished his mission.

      In fact, Bart felt a growing sense of urgency. He crossed the road to where his Harley-Davidson FX Super Glide waited. He ran a hand over the familiar curve of the handlebars, glad he didn’t have to face eternity without his ride. The bike had been as demanding as an opera diva and twice as expensive, but he’d loved it. Still did. And the fact that it was here was proof positive that motorcycles had souls, too.

      Bart swung a leg over and started Beast—his name for the bike—bringing it to life with a spectral roar. The crisp bite of the autumn air told him time was running out. If he was guessing the date right, there would be one chance to fulfill his promise, and then he could take the long road home.
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        Corsair’s Cove, Washington

        October 31, present day

      

      

      

      
      “Well, really,” Ivy Mayhew muttered, looking through the window of Donahue’s Bakery and Café. It was bad enough that the town was overrun with living tourists; they certainly didn’t need ghostly rabble as well.

      There were standards for being dead in a polite town like Corsair’s Cove. The ghostly community endured the pirates and rumrunners, of course, but those folks had the weight of celebrity behind them. Much could be forgiven if one was, say, featured in the town’s historical tours. As for the rest—present-day citizens of the Cove were decent, lawful folk who knew enough to move on when the time came. No one of quality outstayed their welcome.

      The individual loitering outside the window fell short on just about every count. Ivy pointedly looked away.

      Who was he? She certainly would have recalled shoulders like those. Not that she was in the habit of looking at the shoulders of strange men. Her sister, Marigold, had been the one prone to such nonsense, and she’d ended her days prancing around speakeasies with a gangster.

      Ivy took another glance at the man, who was looking up and down the street as if deciding which way to go. He was facing away from her, but she just knew he was trouble. He had a burly figure—not fat, but broad and deep chested like someone who worked hard for his living. He was also bearded, hairy and wearing chaps over worn blue jeans and a leather vest with some sort of predatory bird embroidered on the back. Biker, she thought, taking in the thick-soled boots. Definitely not one of the townsfolk. Definitely someone she didn’t want to know.

      Dismissing the stranger from her thoughts, she began sipping her tea—the same strong, no-nonsense Irish Breakfast blend she’d enjoyed for so many years. She narrowed her eyes, feeling the weight of time and memory like a heavy blanket.

      The late October sun slanted through the window and fell across the checked tablecloth and white china before her. The light was the color of wild honey, painting everything gold. If nostalgia could be bottled, it would resemble the autumn light—a few drops reviving the saturated hues of long ago.

      She’d come to Donahue’s when she’d first started working as the housekeeper at the Arbuthnot farm. There’d been a lot of shopping with so many growing children in the house, especially the boys. Twice a week she’d driven into the Cove’s tiny downtown for sugar and raisins and whatever else they couldn’t grow or bake. If there was a bit of change left over, Ivy would stop for tea—and sometimes a buttermilk scone. Back then, Donahue’s had been run by actual Donahues and not the Porters, as it was now. Back then, no one had heard of smartphones or fusion cuisine. Scones had been good enough for honest folks.
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