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      It takes two to solve a murder right...

      Stevie Cartwright-Winterbottom here! Witch and afterlife specialist, along with my reincarnated ghost-talking husband and ex-British spy, Crispin Alistair Winterbottom.

      After solving one of our hardest cases yet (on our wedding day, no less), we're back from our gloriously perfect, ghost-free Italian honeymoon, rested and ready to begin our lives together!

      There's just one problem... The long line of people outside our door (literally) who've come from parts near and far in Washington, hoping we'll help them solve all their mystery needs.

      After we caught a serial killer, and the ensuing circus of news coverage, turns out, we're a little bit famous and everyone wants our help.

      However, there's one person waiting in that line with a very personal request.

      A gorgeous woman who wants us to help her find out what happened to her daughter.

      A daughter she claims is Win's...

      We're back and better than ever! Join Stevie, Win, and their trusted sidekicks, Belfry and Arkady for all new adventures where magic and murder collide!
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      Welcome to the next chapter of adventures for Stevie and Win, a.k.a. Mr. and Mrs. Crispin Alistair Winterbottom/Christoph Winningham! If you’ve been with them from the beginning, you know what it took for them to get here and why my hero has two names. If this is your first time joining them in the totally fictional town of Ebenezer Falls, WA (a suburb of Seattle), welcome!

      Stevie (a formerly shunned witch who had her powers slapped out of her) and Win (an ex-British spy with MI6, once a ghost and currently reincarnated; crazy, right?) worked hard to get to this point in their lives and along the way, they’ve solved many a crime together. If you’re so inclined to learn their origin stories, you can check those out in the Witchless in Seattle Mysteries.

      Now, newly married and recently back from their months-long honeymoon in Italy, the happy couple, along with their small group of sidekicks, are on to the next phase of their crime solving.

      Last but not least, a huge thanks to my assistant, Heather Nelson, for giving me this brilliant idea, and to my cruising buddy Taaara with a long A, who danced with me all the way to Hawaii and back again!

      I hope you enjoy reading this next phase for Stevie, Win and gang as much as I enjoyed writing it!

      That said, andiamo (if you don’t already know, that means let’s go in Italian)!

      Dakota
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      Buongiorno, fine people! We’re baaack!

      Oh, we had the most delightful, amazing, stupendous, remarkable (did I miss an adjective?) honeymoon two people who’ve ever honeymooned could have!

      Italy was our destination and for the entirety of my life, my absolute dream vacation. All made possible by my handsome husband in cahoots with my familiar, Belfry, and my dear friend and ghost, Arkady. They’d conspired behind my back to make this a trip of a lifetime.

      Once I was done testifying in our last case (which felt like it had taken years to happen, but in reality, was only four months), we packed our bags and hopped a flight.

      Upon arrival, we rented a little convertible and trekked all over Italy. We ate more than our weight in pasta (I can’t recommend carbonara tonnarelli enough. Think cured pork cheek, egg, pepper, pecorino Romano cheese—exquisite!). I had ice cream at one of the most famous ice cream shops in Rome, called Giolitti, and my absolute favorite, margherita pizza, in Napoli.

      In fact, I don’t think I missed my Twinkies once while we were there because on more days than I care to count, I dined on maritozzo con la panna for breakfast, which is a soft piece of heavenly sweet brioche bun with whipped cream to accompany my morning coffee.

      Win teasingly called it my Italian Twinkie.

      More often than not, after breakfast, we strolled outdoor markets sampling fresh cheeses, prosciutto, salami, and I devoured a sandwich I’ll never forget, panino con la porchetta.

      I don’t know if I can impress upon you how good a spit-roasted pork sandwich truly is, but my thighs can tell you the tale.

      We sipped the most exquisite wines from wineries all over Italy. I enjoyed them so much, I have to be honest, that even though a grape Fanta was hard to come by, I didn’t mind at all—this from someone who isn’t a fan of wine.

      But one of the memories I’ll treasure most was meeting Enzo’s cousins. If you’ll recall, Enzo—my trusted home renovator and dear friend—and his wife kept me alive when I first moved back to Ebenezer Falls, as he did renovations on what we now lovingly call Mayhem Manor.

      We had a marvelous meal with his family and their children and more laughs over our language barriers than an improv show.

      Of course, Win knows a bit of Italian, so not only did I have the luxury of honeymooning with the handsomest man on the face of the planet, he translated everything for me.

      We stayed in lavish villas and tiny Airbnb’s. We slept in. We napped—or I napped, and Win read books he’d been wanting to read since before his reincarnation.

      We ate late lunches and later dinners. I shopped at more vintage stores than you can shake a stick at (do you have any idea what it’s like to shop in a vintage store in Italy? Hello, secondhand Gucci!), and Win had some insanely pricey bottles of wine shipped back home.

      And as a by the by, we didn’t see a single ghost. Not one. It was as if the afterlife knew we needed to recharge our batteries and they’d decided to let us have some time to ourselves.

      But I think the loveliest memory of all was driving along the Amalfi Coast, holding hands and talking about our future as quaint villages flew past.

      We’re so grateful to have one of those. A future, that is. We reminisced a bit about what it took to get where we are, and we counted our blessings.

      We’ve come a long way since Win was a ghost on Plane Limbo, and I was a broke, shunned witch without powers, helping him solve the mystery of who’d killed his friend, Madam Zoltar—the mystery that brought us together.

      Sometimes, it feels like a lifetime and a million injuries…er, mysteries ago.

      Anyway, late last night, we returned back home to Mayhem Manor, thrilled to see Belfry, Whiskey and Strike, and of course, Arkady. Still, as I tucked into bed last night, snuggled against Win, I had some lingering vacation blues.

      But today was a new day and I was ready to spend some time with Belfry, Whiskey, Strike and Arkady.

      “Mrs. Winterbottom, are you awake?”

      I stretched my arms high above my head, still achy from sitting for so long on the plane, and smiled at the sound of my husband’s husky voice, his British accent sending goose bumps along my arms.

      “Shouldn’t that be Mrs. Spy Guy?” I teased.

      Win bent at the waist and ran a finger along my cheek, dropping a kiss to the tip of my nose. “Or is it Mr. Mini-Spy?”

      “It’s actually Mrs. Winningham,” I reminded him. “Mrs. Christoph Winningham. We’re going to have to get used to using your new identity, Win. You didn’t go through reincarnating in your brother’s body, only to get caught calling yourself Crispin Winterbottom. Because I just know if we’re not more careful, one day, out of the blue, we’re going to run into someone, somewhere, who knows your real identity and they’re going to call you Crispin and without thinking, you’ll answer, and then we’re screwed.”

      He tilted his head in acknowledgement. “A fair point. But they can’t prove I’m Crispin Winterbottom. My fingerprints declare it such.”

      I wiggled a finger at him in admonishment. “But know what they do declare? They do declare you’re Balthazar, pumpkin, but Balthazar is supposed to be dead.”

      Win grinned. “Touché. I promise to be more careful.”

      Then he chuckled, setting on the edge of the bed we now shared in our newly designed master bedroom. The room with the beautiful built-in wall bed overlooking the water, which he’d had made for me shortly after we’d met, was now the room we called my she-shed. A place where I could go and take some time to myself to read or do whatever pleased me.

      While we’d waited for my turn to testify in the serial killer case, we’d hired Enzo to come and turn two of our guest bedrooms into a suite.

      He’d added some features, like tray ceilings and a gorgeous headboard made of white oak. Our connecting master bath got a makeover, too, with a glorious freestanding copper tub and a walk-in shower the size of a small country.

      Win was never one to spare a luxury, but he’d really outdone himself, going the extra mile to make our newly shared space special with features we both liked.

      I loved everything about the soothing, warm neutral tones of the cream walls, the board and batten features, and the bedding with a pop of charcoal and camel accents. The relaxed look of the bedding pulled it altogether, making me sigh happily when we unveiled the final result.

      I grabbed Win’s hand, still having trouble articulating in words how nuts I was about him and how proud I was to be his wife.

      As always, in typical Win fashion, he was already showered and dressed in a crisp white shirt and a pair of black trousers, with a smattering of Whiskey’s hair on them for good measure. His dark hair, cut short above his ears and swept away from his classically handsome face, gleamed, even in the muted lighting of the bedroom.

      He’d grown a beard and moustache while we were in Italy, kept trimmed tightly to his face, leaving him more handsome than even I thought possible.

      He brushed my hand along his chiseled cheek, the bristly hairs of his beard sending a chill of delight along my arms. “Did you sleep well, Dove?”

      “So well, I hardly remember even making it up the stairs before I passed out. Me and jet lag? Not a winning combo. How ’bout you, International Man of Mystery?”

      His smile was warm, the twinkle in his eye devilish. “I was cuddled beside my wife, how do you suppose a man as happy as me slept?”

      My cheeks went warm and I giggled, patting the bed. “Well, we could continue the cuddle session. I don’t suppose anyone would deny us a bit of a late morning after such a long flight home…”

      Win groaned, but I heard the regret in his exhale of breath. “If only, Dove. However, you must rise and dress. We have to have a conversation…”

      The warm glow of my bubble of contentment popped. “A conversation? What does that mean and why does it sound so ominous?”

      “I promise all shall be revealed once you dress and come downstairs. For the moment, I’ve brought your coffee and your favorite Italian pastry for breakfast. It’s on the table over there in the sitting area.” He pointed to our small area, where a tray sat on a rustic wood table.

      I didn’t understand why we even had a sitting area. Who has an area specifically made for sitting in their bedroom? But it was cozy and the call of Italian pastry waited. Who was I to complain?

      I sat up and slid off the bed, grabbing my robe before I dropped a quick kiss on Win’s cheek. “You brought me coffee and pastries?”

      “Maritozzo con la panna, your favorite. I had it delivered last night for just this occasion as a way to ease you back into reality, and because I adore the way your eyes roll to the back of your head upon your first bite.”

      I laughed as I sat down on the setee (another fancy British word for upholstered bench) and inhaled the aroma of freshly brewed hazelnut coffee.

      My eyes devoured the sweet brioche bun as my mouth watered. “You had this brought in? Not from Italy. That would cost a fortune.” But it wouldn’t be unlike Win to do something that lavish if it suited him.

      He chuckled, tucking his hands into the pockets of his crisp trousers. “No. Not from Italy, I’m afraid. From an Italian bakery in Seattle. With a little incentive, they were quite willing to deliver early this morn.”

      I took a big bite of the bun and sighed in pleasure before I washed it down with some hot coffee. “Thank you, James Bond Two-Point-Oh. I can’t remember what my life was like before you and how you spoil me.”

      “’Twas filled with sponge-like Twinkies in cellophane wrappers and grape soda that, when left to sit, would peel the paint off the side of a house. That’s what your life was like, Mrs. Two-Point-Oh,” he answered with an amused twinkle in his eyes.

      “Zero? May I enter?” Arkady’s voice boomed from above, bouncing off the walls of our bedroom.

      When my favorite Russian ghost calls Win by his former code name from his MI6 days, it always makes me smile. That they’re friends after their storied history as spies on opposite sides of the law is nothing short of a miracle. That the friendship happened in the afterlife, even more so.

      I rolled my eyes, licking my fingers clean of the cream from my pastry. “Arkady, we’re married, not contagious. Nothing’s changed. We’re all still a team—or as I like to refer to us, a dysfunction of paranormally ethereal family. So, of course you can enter. Come tell me what you’ve been up to since we’ve been gone. I’ve missed sharing my days with you.”

      Since we’d married, Arkady’d had moments when he was tentative in his interactions with us. Dare I say, overly cautious, as if much had changed other than our sleeping arrangements since we’d met each other years ago.

      My goal was to make him as comfortable as possible with our new titles of Mr. and Mrs., as it once had been when I was his malutka and Win was his spy buddy.

      “Ah, my malutka,” he said in his rich Russian accent. “I am not used to you sharing a room with Zero yet. I do not wish to interfere with your marital time. But Arkady is happy, happy, happy you are home. You look wonderful and I missed you both.”

      I popped my lips and looked upward at the ceiling. “Listen, my favorite blini, you’re never an intrusion. None of the rules have changed because we’re Mr. and Mrs. If you give us a head’s up, and you know I trust you to keep your eyes covered if we’re somewhere private, then everything’s good.  Got that? Nothing’s changed.”

      “Does this mean Arkady can uncover eyes?” he asked on a chuckle.

      I chuckled, too. “He can. So what’s up? Oh, and I missed you, too. Sooo much. It’s good to be home.” I settled back on the fancy setee, taking a long sip of my coffee, waiting to hear all about what was new with the afterlife.

      There was a short pause before he said, “Has Zero explained…?”

      I blinked. I didn’t like the hesitance in his tone. It made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. “Explained? Explained what, cabbage roll?”

      Win rasped a sigh. “I was getting to that. I thought I might allow my wife a moment to awaken and have a bit of something in her stomach before I⁠—”

      “Booosssss!” Belfry bellowed as he flew into our bedroom door and straight for my shoulder. He landed with soft feet, tucking close to my ear. “I missed you,” he whispered, nuzzling against my neck.

      Reaching up, I ran a hand over his tiny bat body, scooping him up in my hand to plant a kiss on the top of his head. “I missed you, too, buddy. Phone calls just aren’t enough when we’ve spent every day of our lives together since I was a baby, are they?”

      I’d called him once a day while we were traveling. We’d hardly ever been apart since he became my familiar when I was an infant. But I think I missed him more than he missed me. Bel had joined a dating site—one specifically designed for familiars—and apparently, his dance card was full up.

      Half the time when I called, he put me on hold because he was on the line with some lucky dish, as he called them.

      Bel chuckled, leaning into my palm, and then he straightened his fluffy spine. “Okay, enough of the smoochy-kissy. You’re home. I’m glad. We missed you oodles while you were stuffing your face full of pasta and pastries. Now, we have stuff to take care of. Did Winterbutt explain?”

      I placed Bel on the setee with a raised eyebrow. “What is all the explaining about? What does everyone want to explain?”

      Whiskey’s sharp bark, a bark I recognized as stranger danger, rang out, cutting off whatever this explanation was all about. He sounded like he was outside.

      Bel was up in a hot second, heading out of the bedroom. “Whiskey! I’m gonna kill you! I told you to stay put with Strike!”

      I jumped up off the settee and called to him, following Belfry. I ran down the stairs and toward the front door, where my cuddle-bug of a St. Bernard barked like he was on fire.

      Flinging open the front door, a gust of cold February wind hitting me square in the face, I was about to scold Whiskey for being so loud—when I stopped dead in my tracks.

      Whiskey had good reason to bark. There was definitely some stranger danger occurring. In fact, there was a line of stranger dangers, strewn along my front steps and halfway down our driveway. Hungry, hopeful eyes…all focused on me in my bathrobe.

      What in all of sweet Caroline was going on? Who were all these people?

      “Stevie Cartwright-Winningham?” A stylishly dressed woman in a red trench coat and black heels with smooth, exquisitely coiffed blonde hair and determined blue eyes pushed her way to the top of my steps as though I owed her money, knocking everyone else out of her way.

      I tightened my bathrobe around my neck with two hands and squeaked, “Yes?”

      She jabbed a hand in my direction, her gold bracelets around her slender wrist jingling against each other. “I’m Tarah—pronounced with a long A—Sweeney. And your husband is the father of my child.”

      Did Taaarah Pronounced with a Long A just say what I think she said?

      Tarah glared at me with wide, inquiring eyes, her tone succinctly curt. “Ms. Winningham Did you hear me? I said, your husband is the father of my child.”

      Yep. My hearing was still good.
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      I didn’t even have the chance to acknowledge her before she was pushing her way through the door, where Whiskey followed, happily trotting behind her, sniffing at her classy black heels.

      “Excuse me, Taaarah With a Long A, who do you think you⁠—”

      “Dove!” Win called from the bottom steps of our staircase, his face full of concern. “Come in, shut the door, and I’ll explain.”

      I’m pretty sure my mouth fell open, but I shut the door, leaving all those strangers standing in a line, calling my name with impatient, anxious voices.

      Crossing my arms over my chest, I hissed, “Did you hear what she said?” I made a move to go after her, but Win grabbed me by the waist, preventing me from stomping into the kitchen and demanding she leave.

      Win placed his hand at the small of my back while Tarah strolled into our kitchen. He leaned into me, pressing his lips to my ear.

      Under normal circumstances, I’d swoon. It always made me feel oddly protected when Win ushered me somewhere with his hand at my waist.

      However, Tarah Pronounced with a Long A and her hawk-eyed glare soured the pleasure I normally took, as Win whispered, “As I said, I’ll explain.”

      “That you’re Tarah With a Long A’s baby daddy? How do you propose you’ll explain that?” Sucking in my cheeks, I narrowed my gaze up at him, waiting for an answer.

      He gave me a look of shock. “Surely, you don’t believe the child is mine, Stephania? I’ve never seen her before in my life.”

      I returned his shocked gaze. “Well, let’s be honest. You weren’t exactly a monk in your former life, Mr. International Man of Mystery. You were a spy with all the spy trimmings. You did plenty of undercover work, yes? It’s not as though you didn’t use your persuasive charm to deal with a mission, right? I didn’t just fall off the turnip truck. I know there were plenty of women before me.”

      “But that International Man of Mystery is dead.”

      “Dead in theory, yes. Dead as in, I know you turned over a new-ish leaf when you died,” I whispered the word. “But maybe not so dead when you fathered a child? Maybe your legacy lives on? We don’t know how old the child is. What if this happened years ago and she just never told you? She could expose you, Win,” I hissed, fear resting in the pit of my stomach.

      Win had certainly entertained the ladies when he was with MI6. Undercover and not-so under cover. It wasn’t impossible. I won’t say it didn’t shock me that he might not have been careful, but it did make sense.

      Yet, his aggravation was clear. Win didn’t get annoyed often, but when he did, he used my full name and he always jammed his hands into the pockets of his trousers—both of which he did right now.

      “Stephania, I absolutely did not father a child—ever. I’ve never seen this woman in my life. Erm, my old life. I think this has to do with Balthazar and because of that suspicion, I told her to wait outside.”

      I felt a modicum of relief wash over me. Ah. Okay. Now that did make sense.  His slimy, deceptive twin who’d tried to kill me was very capable of fathering a child and abandoning the mother.

      Though, I can’t say I’m not grateful he existed, because Win now inhabited his body.

      “So you think she thinks you’re Balthazar?”

      His lips thinned. “I’d bet our bank account on it.”

      I softened a little. “And you didn’t think to tell me this when you woke me up with pastries and hot coffee? Here, Dove, have a pastry while the mother of my brother’s child waits outside with killing on her mind? Did you see the look in her eyes? I’ve looked into a killer’s eyes before, and Tarah With a Long A’s got killer orbs in spades.”

      He sucked in his cheeks. “She doesn’t want to kill you, Dove. Surely, you don’t believe I’d let anyone push their way into our home if I, for even a moment, considered she’d bring you harm? I simply don’t want to aggravate the situation further by creating a ruckus.”

      “Of course I know that.”

      Belfry discreetly flew to my shoulder, where he sat by my ear. “I heard her talking outside to some of those people. She’s from New York, works in finance—which could explain the killer eyes. They’re all sharks with a killer instinct, right? I Googled her. She’s a freelance investor, according to her website. A good one, too.”

      Well, this was a fine how do ya do. First day back and already complete chaos.

      Crossing my arms over my chest, I licked my dry lips. “Okay, that answers that. Next question. Before we talk any more about Tarah, who are all those people outside?”

      “They all want you to help them.”

      I gripped the stair’s banister while keeping half an eye on Tarah, who paced our kitchen floor like a perfect blonde cat, waiting on its can of tuna, leaving me wanting to drag her back outside by her perfectly blonde hair.

      “Let me go dig a little deeper with Tarah, Dove. Belfry will explain what he’s been privy to.” Win dropped a kiss on my forehead, excused himself and went to get her settled.

      I squeezed my temples. “So you said the people outside want me to help them? Help them with what?”

      Bel sighed, his soft breath whistling against my neck. “With their cases. All sorts of ’em. Everything from lost pets to missing family members, with some alleged murders mixed in.”

      I blinked. “But why? Why me?”

      Sure, we’d solved some crimes over the last few years. Yes, people here in Ebenezer Falls knew that. It wasn’t a secret. But no one had ever asked for my help—not like this or in such large numbers. Those cases we’d solved were because I’m a nosy Nellie who couldn’t mind my own business.

      But lest we forget, I fell into them by accident. I’ve never been invited to the party.

      “Because they saw you in the paper and how you helped catch a serial killer. You were all over the Internet on the news, blogs—everywhere. After you testified, you hit the yellow brick road to Italy, but back here, you got a little YouTube famous. There was even a countdown to your return to the states on some small-time crime lady’s podcast.”

      My eyes widened. This was crazypants. Everyone in Eb Falls considered me the nutty psychic who ran Madam Zoltar’s from May through September during tourist season, not as a detective—not even an amateur detective.

      I remained incredulous. “And you didn’t think to mention this when we talked on the phone because…?”

      “You bet your bippy I didn’t, because you needed a break, Boss. Bad. That last case was scary. Not to mention, it almost ruined your wedding. You deserved a romantic, beautiful honeymoon with the man you fought long and hard to marry. I talked to Arkady, and we decided no matter how much
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THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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