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      Love is in the air in Pebble Cove. Unfortunately, so is murder.

      

      After two years of seeing ghosts, Rosemary Woodmere has never encountered a spirit who has appeared so soon after they were murdered. But the ghost of Dominic Frost proves it’s possible, and he immediately begs her to help find his killer.

      

      Unfortunately, the local playboy has left behind a long list of scorned lovers, with ample motives to kill. Even dead, the spirit spends more time flirting than helping Rosemary with the case.

      

      In contrast to Dominic’s failed relationships, everyone in Rosemary’s life seems to be coupling up. Her mom’s wedding is fast approaching, Jolene’s on vacation with her new beau, and even Callie has a promising date.

      

      When Rosemary’s search for Asher’s killer leads her to his distant relative, the similarities between him and Asher are unmistakable, with one noticeable difference: he’s not a ghost. But does Rosemary’s heart already belong to someone else?
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      The salty sea air swept over me as I pushed through the heavy wooden door and exited the Pebble Cove Library.

      In front of me, the glassy water of the cove gently lapped against the shoreline. The spit where I lived jutted out, acting as a barrier between the placid waters inside the cove to the choppy surf of the Oregon Coast.

      I stuffed my arms into my jacket while I waited for my friend Callie. Even though there was still a bite to the evening wind, it was getting warmer as we progressed through March.

      I loved transitions between seasons, and the change from winter to spring was always a welcome one, especially this year. We’d lived in the biting cold for too many months, and our dreams of sunshine, sparkling waves, and shorts finally seemed within reach.

      “Oh, it’s warmer out here than I expected,” Callie said as she stepped out onto the sidewalk next to me. “But still not warm enough to go without a coat.” She held out a small stack of books for me to hold while she slipped into her own jacket.

      “What did you get?” I studied the books, most likely recommendations from my mother.

      “Oh, just the rest of the Mistborn Trilogy.” Callie took them back from me. “Your mom put them aside for me after our meeting on Saturday.”

      We’d discussed the first installment of Brandon Sanderson’s fantasy series for our monthly book club last weekend, and other locals were likely vying for those copies.

      “Pays to know the librarian.” I elbowed Callie.

      Our town’s previous librarian left to help care for his elderly parents. As much as we missed Roger, having Mom take his place was so perfect I had to pinch myself sometimes. It meant that she’d been able to quit her job in Portland, sell her house, and move here to be close to me. Well, me and her fiancé, our local police chief, Raymond Clemenson.

      As if Callie just remembered that other locals would be trying to get their hands on the same books, she clutched them closer to her. “I’m just glad she remembered to put them aside for me,” Callie said. “She’s had a lot on her mind lately.”

      That was the understatement of the year.

      Besides changing jobs and moving, Mom had been planning her wedding, which was now less than a month away. That was actually why we’d stopped by the library that evening. Callie and I wanted to give Mom our joint wedding gift: the number for Zoe Reid, a wedding planner from Sun City whom we’d already paid to take things off Mom’s plate. While Mom had chosen the date right after Raymond had proposed, she’d done little else in the months that followed, and it became increasingly obvious she needed help. Raymond was equally busy, as his station assisted others in the county with a recent uptick in violent car thefts.

      “I think she liked the gift,” I said as we started walking down the boardwalk toward downtown.

      Callie nodded. “She’s your mother. You would know better than I would.”

      I rolled my eyes at my friend. She was being modest. She was like a second daughter to my mother and had been since they’d met last year. In fact, she’d become like a sister to me, especially since we’d discovered she had the same ability I did to see and talk to ghosts. I wouldn’t wish the ability on anyone, since it came as a result of run-ins with death and near-death experiences, but it was really nice to have a friend to share my abilities with who wasn’t a spirit.

      Asher, the ghost who lived in my house, and the first friend I made after moving to Pebble Cove, was lovely but as real as he appeared, he was still a spirit. My feelings about that grew more complicated by the day. Not wanting to think about him right now, I turned back to Callie.

      “I know she loved the gift,” I said decisively.

      “You’re right.” Callie tipped her head in concession. “She would’ve done that thing where she twitches her nose if she hated it.”

      I laughed. “True. Or she would’ve used the word ‘excellent.’”

      “I’m just glad you thought of the wedding-planner idea,” Callie said. “The whole what-to-get-them-for-a-gift conundrum has been weighing on my mind for the past few weeks.”

      I agreed. “It’s hard to get something for two people who’ve spent the last couple of months telling us how they have absolutely everything they’ve ever wanted.”

      “And complaining about how they have two of everything since they’re combining their belongings.” Callie scuffed the toe of her shoe on the boardwalk. “My only worry is that Zoe might not be up for the task. Your mom has a very specific idea of what she wants.”

      I shrugged. “Zoe seemed to know exactly what Mom meant when she said she wants it to be classy and understated, so I’ll take that as a win right there.”

      Mom wanted to keep her wedding small but, at the same time, felt strongly that it should be an event to remember. While she’d had a big wedding when she’d married my dad, Raymond had never been married, and she wanted him to have a great experience. As much as she was making it about Raymond, I knew the day was just as important to her. It would signify her finally moving on after we lost my dad so many years ago.

      Mom’s real focus was the honeymoon. She and Dad had never gotten to go on one, unable to afford such a trip when they were first starting out. So I knew she was most looking forward to a beautiful, relaxing time on a tropical beach. It was part of the reason she chose early April for their wedding date; she wanted to leave behind colder weather so it truly felt like an escape.

      Callie and I passed by Jolene’s tea shop and bakery as we walked. The place was dark and had been for the past two days while Jolene and the man she’d been seeing were off on their first vacation together. After years of picking the wrong guys, it seemed she’d finally found a good one. We couldn’t have been happier for our friend.

      “Did you need anything from the bakery while we’re here?” I asked, gesturing toward the building as I paused.

      Callie chuckled as she stopped next to me. “No, I’m good. And don’t you start worrying about me too. Jolene’s already called me twice to make sure I’ve got all the baking under control.”

      Callie, a talented baker in her own right, had been learning from Jolene for the last few months. She was excited to take over the full production of bakery items we offered at the tea shop while Jolene was gone.

      “Ash said he wouldn’t be surprised if Jo came back engaged.” Callie sighed and clasped her hands in front of her chest.

      I widened my eyes. “But she and Beck have only been dating for a few months.”

      Callie threw her arms wide. “It’s spring. Love is in the air, Rosemary.”

      Unable to argue, I continued walking.

      Callie caught up with me and watched me out of the corner of her eye. “Speaking of Asher …”

      “What? I’m not in love with Asher. W-we’re just friends,” I stammered, feeling my cheeks heat as I looked at her. “Why would you make that leap?”

      Eyeing me, Callie said, “I didn’t mean speaking of love is in the air. I meant speaking of his prediction about Jolene getting engaged.”

      “Oh,” I said, my mouth forming a small o.

      Thankfully, Callie moved on from my embarrassing blunder. “I thought you were going to have the talk with him the other day.” She peered at me from under her lashes.

      A heaviness settled over my heart. The talk. Right.

      From the moment Asher and I met two years ago, he’d been obsessed with finding out who had killed him. He’d wanted nothing more than to take care of his unfinished business and move on. Until recently. A few months ago, Asher decided he didn’t need to know the truth. He didn’t want to leave. He was happy hanging out with me and Callie for the rest of our lives.

      As much as I loved having him around, I’d been worried that he was selling himself short. He was living in a limbo, not moving on to what was next. He may have convinced himself that he was truly happy, but I knew him better than that. Callie had encouraged me to share my thoughts and feelings with him, to have a serious talk about his choice.

      Clearing my throat, I said, “Uh, it … wasn’t the right time. We got to talking about Mom and Raymond’s wedding and … I’ll sit down with him in a few weeks after the wedding happens and Mom and Raymond are off on their honeymoon.”

      Callie cocked an eyebrow at me. “Okay.”

      “It’s not like I can force him to move on.” I lifted my shoulders and let them drop. “He has to decide.”

      “Okay,” Callie said, then pressed her lips together.

      As we approached the busier section of Cove Drive, the boardwalk became even more crowded. Locals sat on the various benches, leaned on the railing overlooking the marina, or walked hand in hand as they enjoyed the sunset. They were still bundled in jackets, like us, but sun was sun. To our left, the marina was full of fishing vessels, a few houseboats, and a smattering of recreational boats owned by locals.

      Up ahead, Harriet, the editor of the local newspaper, walked next to Mayor Whiskers as she took her evening stroll. The sleek black cat had been mayor of Pebble Cove for almost two years, taking over after the town tried out a human mayor for the first time in a decade. Her great-grandfather, Meow, had been the town’s first feline figurehead.

      Much like the human locals, Whiskers wore the little knit sweater Harriet dressed her in each winter. The thing was almost threadbare, showing how much the cat wore it since her time in office. We crossed the road and walked past the police station, heading for my car, and parked in the town’s free lot.

      I scanned the streets for the ghost of the large tabby cat. Meow must’ve enjoyed his life in Pebble Cove, because when he passed away from old age, his spirit stuck around. Well, except lately. We hadn’t seen him for at least two weeks, and I was worried about the guy.

      “Help! Help me. Please!” A man’s voice cut through the evening air.

      Callie frowned. I tensed as we turned around, looking back toward the marina. A middle-aged man weaved through the people on the boardwalk. He was handsome, and I had to do a double take to make sure it wasn’t George Clooney. He wore nice slacks, so new they still had a crease running down the front of each leg, and a cable-knit sweater that didn’t have a pill anywhere on it. His hair was brown and thick—two things that were surprising, given that he appeared to be at least double my age—and it was swept to one side, like it had been professionally styled. His full eyebrows were pulled into a furrow, creating a deep crease in between them. The man’s brown eyes searched the crowd frantically.

      Dead ringer for George Clooney as the man was, and as loud as he was yelling, no one seemed to pay any attention to him.

      At that moment, a local walked right through him.

      Callie and I gasped at the same time. He was a ghost.

      The man either caught us looking at him or he’d heard our gasps. His eyes grew wide. He raced across the street toward us.

      “You can see me? Please. You have to help me.” He grasped at our hands, but his fingers merely passed through us. “I’ve been murdered.”
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      Dozens of questions ran through my mind as people walked past, going about their day, oblivious to the ghost standing in front of us.

      “Let’s go somewhere we can talk,” I said, motioning for him and Callie to step back off the sidewalk until we were tucked away in the small area between the Geoduck and the police station. Once we were out of earshot of any other people, I asked, “Why do you think you were”—I paused—“murdered?”

      “Because my body is lying on my boat, right there.” He gestured toward the marina.

      My gaze followed where he pointed at a yacht docked across from the Rickster’s small blue houseboat. The yacht was bright white, and its many tinted windows glinted in the setting spring sun. The boat had never stood out to me before. It wasn’t overly large and didn’t draw too much attention, but now that I took a closer look, I could see it was surprisingly fancy.

      “Rosie, how are you staying so calm?” Callie grasped my arm. “We need to tell the police. What if the murderer is still on the boat?”

      None of this made sense.

      As the ghost paced next to us, I turned toward Callie and gave her a focused stare. Keeping my voice low, so only she could hear, I said, “Remember when I told you that ghosts have little to no memory of the events surrounding their deaths?”

      Callie nodded.

      “And how it takes months, if not years, for some spirits to settle?”

      Her eyes flicked toward the ghost.

      I spoke out of the corner of my mouth. “Either he’s been on that boat for a while,” I said those last two words slowly, “or it wasn’t murder.”

      Callie’s fingers loosened their grip on my arm as she seemed to understand my lack of urgency.

      “So, what are you going to do?” the ghost asked, gesturing toward the boat again.

      “Sir, I know your body might be on that boat, and you are clearly a spirit, but what makes you so sure it was murder?” I asked calmly.

      His chiseled ghostly jaw set in defiance as he studied our faces, no doubt recognizing the skepticism in our expressions.

      “Because I was in perfect health,” he said, lifting his hands and then letting them fall as he gestured to his athletic frame. “There aren’t any wounds on my body or signs of a struggle, so I was obviously poisoned or strangled. I don’t know.”

      “Rosemary, maybe we should just go check on …?” Callie left space for him to supply his name.

      The ghost pushed back his shoulders and tugged at his sweater. “Dominic. I’m Dominic Frost. Well, I was.”

      I chewed on my lip. If his body was on that yacht, I didn’t really want to be the one to find it. I glanced over my shoulder and realized we were standing right next to the police station.

      “What if we have the police check?” I suggested, gesturing to the building. “That way if Dominic was murdered, like he says, they can start cataloging the scene right away.” Holding Dominic’s gaze, I lifted my eyebrows in a will that work? question.

      “Fine.” He waved toward the station. “Sure. Get the police. Just do something.”

      Callie and I nodded to each other. We left Dominic to head inside.

      I wasn’t sure if the chief was still in this late in the evening, but it was worth a try since we were already so close. Plus, an in-person visit might be a nice change. I’d called him enough times with bad news that I wondered if he dreaded seeing my name show up on his phone screen.

      If he was going to be my stepfather soon, I didn’t want our relationship to be a constant source of stress for the poor man. I wasn’t sure if breaking bad news to him face-to-face was any better, but if Dominic really had been murdered, we had to notify the police. Plus, the chief adored Callie, and I knew having her with me would certainly improve his mood.

      Officer Fischer, the youngest on the force, sat behind the front desk. His blond hair flopped onto his forehead as he glanced up from the computer screen in front of him. He was in his mid-twenties, like Callie and me, and from what I could tell, never saw much more than the scenery behind this front desk. Not only was the chief a workaholic, often working into the evening on cases, but he also had Officers Kennedy and Gerard to support him.

      Fischer blushed as he recognized Callie. Ever since we found her in a skin-tight dress, washed up on the beach with amnesia, he’d acted like he forgot how to speak anytime she was around.

      “H-hi-hello, there.” Officer Fischer stood, then realized he didn’t have a reason to stand, so he sat down again. “What can I do for you?”

      Callie smiled brightly at him. “Is the chief in? Rosemary and I need to speak with him.”

      Fischer nodded, gesturing clumsily behind him down the hallway.

      I took that as an invitation to go straight there and thanked Fischer as I walked by. Callie hesitated for a moment, waving at Fischer before following me down the hall. On any other day, I might’ve elbowed her, maybe even wondered if there was something going on between the two of them. But we were here to report a possible murder, and anything happy felt out of place.

      Pausing to knock on the door, I waited until I heard the chief’s voice. “Come in, Rosemary,” he called from inside the office at the end of the hallway.

      I was about to be very impressed by his psychic powers, when I saw him setting his phone back in its cradle. Fischer must’ve called down to give him a head's-up. Of course.

      “And Callie,” the chief added as she entered behind me.

      A small smile broke through the suspicious gaze he’d worn when he saw me. I suspected his soft spot for Callie was because she didn’t have any family to speak of. It could’ve also had to do with how much she looked up to the man.

      “We have something we need you to check into,” I said, sliding into one of the two chairs situated across from his large desk.

      The chief nodded for me to continue, pulling out a pad of paper to show me he was ready for specifics. “Wedding related? Your mom told me about the gift you two got us.” His shoulders relaxed a few inches. “Thank you. It’s a great idea. Kate already sounds less stressed. I know I haven’t been able to help as much as I would like.” He twirled his pen in the air as if to identify the entire police station as the problem.

      I shook my head. “It’s not about the wedding.” I thought about how to word the next part. “I think you need to do a wellness check.” I said the last two words slowly, unsure if it was the correct phrase to use.

      The chief lifted his eyebrows, causing his forehead to wrinkle.

      “Dominic Frost is a customer at the tea shop,” I said, hoping Clemenson wouldn’t ask to see any proof of this since Dominic hadn’t stepped foot in my teahouse since I’d taken over two years ago. “He ordered a couple of bags of Fisherman’s Blend.”

      “Dominic. The guy who lives on the yacht? Have you tried calling him?” Chief Clemenson asked, jotting down the name on his notepad.

      “He didn’t leave a phone number,” I said with a shrug.

      The chief narrowed his eyes for a moment.

      “He said he was going to come by and pick up the order,” Callie said, jumping to my rescue. “We didn’t even think to get a number. But we stopped by his boat and no one’s answering.”

      Okay, so Callie lied about that last part, but I was glad she did because it seemed to be enough to convince the chief.

      He stood. “I can do a wellness check.” He settled his eight-point cap on his head. “You two want to come?”

      Callie shook her head emphatically at the same time I said, “Nope. We’re good.”

      As I’d explained to Callie, in my ghostly experience, it took spirits a while to settle, especially after a traumatic death. If Dominic had been murdered and his ghost was already appearing, his body had probably been on that yacht for a while.

      The chief fixed us both with suspicious glares before motioning for us to follow him out. As we passed by the front desk, he said, “Fischer, you’re with me. Kennedy and Gerard are still out trying to track down that stolen truck, and I might need backup.”

      Fischer’s eyes widened. He jumped out of his chair. “Great! I’m right behind you, Chief.”

      “We’ll lock up while we’re gone,” Clemenson said, pulling out his keys and locking the front door once we were all out.

      Callie and I stayed on the sidewalk in front of the police station while Clemenson and Fischer jogged across the street and headed into the marina. Dominic sidled up to us, watching along. I held my breath as the police boarded the yacht and knocked on the large sliding glass door at the back of the boat.

      Clemenson opened the door, finding it unlocked, and the two of them stepped inside. We didn’t have to wait long for an answer about what they found. A few moments later, Fischer came rushing out onto the deck and leaned over the side of the yacht, retching into the water.

      Callie and I wrinkled our noses.

      “That can’t be good,” I said.

      “Poor Fischer.” Callie rubbed her hands up and down her arms.

      “Poor him? What about me?” Dominic’s ghost asked with a pout.

      I shuffled my feet. “Right. We’re sorry, Dominic.”

      Minutes later, Officers Gerard and Kennedy arrived on the scene, as well as Dr. Ellis and some of the local EMTs. I doubted any lifesaving techniques would be required, and was proven correct when they brought a body bag out of the yacht a while later.

      A small crowd had gathered on the boardwalk, and several gasps pierced the air as people watched. The Rickster sat in a rocking chair on his deck, observing the action through a pair of mirrored sunglasses. After questioning the Rickster, the chief headed over to us.

      “Why am I not surprised that you just led me to another dead body, Rosemary?” Clemenson asked rhetorically, holding an evidence bag in one hand.

      I grimaced. “He was in there?” I asked, knowing the answer already.

      “Has been for a while, it seems,” Clemenson said. “Dr. Ellis will need to do an autopsy to verify that this is the truth, but … his watch seems to have broken when he fell. It stopped at seven fifteen on the eighth, about a week ago.”

      Dominic studied the watch on his wrist. It looked heavy and expensive. Real wood pieces had been inlaid, along with the black metal sections that made up the band and the exterior of the watch face. On his ghostly wrist, it was intact, but I knew that spirits appear in the state that most reflects who they were rather than exactly how they left the earth.

      A week? Questions ran through my mind. Most of the spirits I’d met had taken months, if not years, to settle after dying. How had Dominic’s spirit shown up so quickly? My initial skepticism at Dominic’s claims of murder returned, and it seemed more likely that he’d just collapsed, died, and didn’t want to deal with the truth. I chanced a glance over at Dominic and hoped the squinted-eye expression he sported meant he was coming to terms with the fact that he’d died of natural causes.

      “No one noticed?” Callie asked, shooting a glare at the Rickster, still rocking away in his chair. “What about his neighbors? What did the Rickster say when you talked to him?”

      “That paranoid wacko wouldn’t help anyone unless he knew he could make a buck,” Dominic scoffed.

      And although I had learned that there was more to the Rickster than fantastical stories and flat-out lies, I couldn’t argue with Dominic in front of the chief without seeming crazy. I kept quiet.

      “Apparently, the Rickster only ever saw Dominic in passing. He said Dominic wasn’t one to chat unless, in the Rickster’s less-than-tactful words, you were a busty brunette.” Clemenson exhaled through his nose as if he couldn’t believe this was his life. “Which sounds about right, given Dominic’s reputation around town.”

      Dominic frowned. “Last I heard, it’s not a crime to have a type.”

      “What was his reputation?” I asked, ignoring the ghost.

      Clemenson dipped his head to one side. “I believe you two might’ve called him a player,” he said, pronouncing the last word in an awkward way that made me shake my head.

      Callie snorted out a laugh. “Believe me, we wouldn’t.”

      “What can I say?” Dominic’s mouth tipped up into a handsome half smile. “The ladies loved me, but I rarely had one-night stands. I don’t think that makes me a player.”

      I really wanted to tell him he wasn’t helping his cause, but the evidence bag Clemenson held stole my attention.

      “So he might’ve had a heart attack or something?” I asked, trying to get the chief to confirm what I was already thinking. Maybe if Dominic heard the chief say it, he would accept that he wasn’t murdered.

      “Actually”—the chief glanced down at the evidence bag—“that’s what I wanted to ask you about. We found this metal container of tea on the counter, unmarked. I know it’s not the same packaging you use, but wanted to check with you to see, since you mentioned Dominic had ordered tea from you.”

      “Tea?” He made a gagging motion. “I wouldn’t buy tea. I hate the stuff,” Dominic scoffed.

      I ignored him, peering into the bag.

      “I shook some leaves out so you could see what it looks like,” Clemenson explained.

      The lid was secure on the small metal container; there was about a teaspoon of tea loose inside the bag. I peered closer, studying the leaves.

      “These long, twisted leaves are a standard black tea.” I squinted at the bag. “I haven’t seen anything like these long purple-and-white flowers.” The dried flowers were longer than the black tea leaves, and tubelike in appearance. “They’re not rose petals, and they’re too big to be lavender or lilac. I might be able to tell if I can taste it.”

      The chief closed the bag, shaking his head. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      I took a step back. “Wait. Why?”

      “We won’t know for sure until we get the results back,” Chief Clemenson said. “But Dr. Ellis’s initial suspicion is that Dominic Frost was poisoned.”
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      “I told you,” Dominic said triumphantly. “I knew it had to be murder.”

      “Poison?” Callie asked.

      The chief nodded. “And the killer must’ve been there with him while he died. There were two mugs at the scene. The one Dominic seems to have drunk from, broke into pieces on the floor, probably when he collapsed. The other was full of the same tea, untouched on the kitchen island.”

      A shiver ran through me that was so intense, my whole body convulsed.

      The reaction surprised me. I may not have believed Dominic at first, but he’d already warned us he’d been murdered, so why was I shivering? When the sensation happened again, I realized it was actually Dominic. The ghost was pacing on the sidewalk in front of the police station. Each time he walked through me, I shivered. The chief frowned in my direction.

      “Sorry. I got the chills.” I gave him a wan smile. “We’ll let you get to work on finding that killer.” I stepped out of the way of Dominic, coming back a third time, and for some reason, brought my hand up to salute the chief.

      The chief awkwardly saluted me back and then nodded to Callie, heading up to the police station and unlocking the door. A very pale Officer Fischer walked by a moment later, raising a hand in a half-hearted wave, his other hand clutched at his stomach.

      Once the door shut, Callie and I whirled on Dominic.

      “Stop walking through us.” I held my hands out in front of my body as if I had any chance of stopping him from walking in my direction.

      He froze. “I’m sorry. I’m trying to figure out who would want to kill me.” His words were deep and contemplative.

      “Well, figure it out while standing still,” Callie said, matching his tone. “You’re giving us the chills.”

      Returning to what the chief told us moments ago, I shook my head. “How are you already in spirit form, if you were only killed a week ago?” I asked, my question more rhetorical than anything. Seeing that Dominic didn’t understand, I added, “It usually takes spirits months to appear, especially if the person died of unnatural causes.”

      “I’ve always been a quick worker.” Dominic winked at me, then Callie. “Plus, I’ve broken my fair share of hearts over the years. I think a part of me wondered if one of them might come after me in a crime of passion.” He shrugged.

      My instinct was to make a gagging gesture, but I held back out of respect for the dead. Callie had no such qualms. She opened her mouth and mimed poking a finger down her throat. Thankfully, Dominic didn’t seem to notice as he’d turned back to staring at me. In fact, he was looking at me like the local fishermen looked at pints of cold beer at the end of a long day out
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