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      “A ghost mystery for readers who don’t usually enjoy the paranormal.”

      

      Pebble Cove is not the sleepy coastal town Rosemary remembers from her childhood. Ghosts are everywhere, and only she can see them.

      

      When Rosemary Woodmere inherits her estranged grandmother's Victorian teahouse, she doesn’t expect to also inherit a ghost named Asher from the 1920s.

      

      Things get weirder for Rosemary.

      

      
        
          	
        Her grandma was supposedly murdered.
      

      	
        A body washes up on the beach, and the police suspect her of the man's murder.
      

      	
        She's trying to navigate her newfound ability to talk to ghosts.
      

      	
        And she doesn't even know the first thing about tea.
      

      

      

      

      Rosemary's experience as a librarian hasn't prepared her to solve a murder, but everyone around her is steeped in suspicion, and she has to find the truth before someone else ends up dead.

      

      Readers, this is the first book in a completed cozy mystery series by Eryn Scott. These books are all clean with no gore and no swearing. The ghosts are the only paranormal aspect in the series. And there are definitely cats because ... well, there has to be. :)
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      There was a point in my life when I thought I would never return to my grandmother’s beach house in Pebble Cove.

      Then again, there was also a point when I doubted I would live to see my tenth birthday and here I stood, the day after my twenty-fifth.

      I approached the house trying to sort out the feelings rushing around me as palpably as the coastal winds.

      Was I still mad at Grandma?

      I suppose it didn’t quite matter anymore. Unlike me—placing foot after foot on the stones which led up to the stately house—she would never walk this path again.

      She was gone.

      My fingers clutched the letter I’d received from her lawyer informing me of her passing, and how she’d left me the house and the tea shop she ran there. She’d left my mother her personal diary and a yellowed letter I knew Mom wouldn’t open, but everything else, she’d bequeathed to me.

      Tears threatened at the edges of my eyes, stinging in the wind. It wasn’t a surprise, I suppose; the woman was almost ninety years old. It wasn’t uncommon for a person my age to lose a grandparent. The unusual part was that I hadn’t spoken to my grandmother in fifteen years.

      I’d never gotten up the courage to come see her. Even though I’d thought about her often, I’d still been unable to parse my mother’s feud with Grandma from my own feelings. Now that she was gone, the regret of never having reached out to her felt like a kick to the gut.

      I glanced back at my car wondering if it was too late to turn back, to run away. My long hair plastered itself to my face. I added remember to tie my hair up into a bun before exiting the car to my list of things I wished I’d done. I forgot how blustery it got here on the coast. I suppose I hadn’t been here for over a decade, so it was understandable that I forgot.

      The things I couldn’t forget if I tried? The way the waves lapping at the shore made me whole when I hadn’t even realized I was missing a thing. The soft notes of my grandmother’s wind chimes, clanging as the wind brushed through them. How her gabled Victorian house had been sitting on that beach for a hundred years and would last a hundred more.

      Even though I’d only spent a few summers here, I remembered sunrise to sunset days spent on the beach exploring. After so many years, the house in Pebble Cove joined Narnia and Hogwarts in my memory: places that were so vivid, such a part of my soul, but that I’d accepted I would never physically visit. It felt eerie to be here now, filling me with as much excitement as it did unease.

      I didn’t know what I would do with the place. I could sell it right away, like my mom wanted me to do. The realtor said she had an offer on the table already. Or maybe it would be better to rent it out for a while and wait for the market to pick back up. Either way, I had a few days to decide before I went back to my Portland basement apartment on Monday.

      Glancing down at the key in my other hand, I swallowed my doubts and walked forward.

      The gray color of the paint, along with the stark white trim made the home look updated, welcoming. The front door contained half windows with designs cut in the glass, which caught the light in a diamond-like faceted way. Business hours were posted in one of the small windows. A wrought-iron hanger attached to the house held a sign over the door.
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      Even though the house hadn’t been a tea shop back when I used to visit, my grandmother always had an affinity for herbal healing and nontraditional medications.

      A pit grew in my stomach. It had been that very interest that had led to the fight between her and my mom.

      Stepping under the sign, I shoved the key into the lock, pushing aside the memories I didn’t know how to deal with right now.

      The breeze fell away as I entered. I eyed the ornate rug that ran down a short hall as I pushed the door closed, cutting off the last bits of wind that attempted to follow me.

      Inside, the air was cool and stagnant. The smell of tea leaves permeated the place to such a degree that I half expected the air to be tinted sepia, and for the light scent of sugar to sparkle at the edges of my vision.

      I proceeded forward into the main tearoom. It didn’t sparkle, but the place had a softness to it. From the smooth edges of the dark wood that lined the floors, to the wooly pillows, cushions, and blankets that sat atop chairs of every shape and size. Along one of the interior walls was a large wooden bar that appeared to have been lifted straight out of an old English pub.

      From the half-dozen small tables dotting the large room and the barstools, it seemed that the tearoom was a café of sorts. But the bar also held prepackaged teas that told me Grandma sold her blends in addition to serving them.

      A towering bookshelf to my left held stacked board games, card sets, and a few paperbacks. In one corner of the main room, a stack of political yard signs leaned at an angle. In another corner were baskets full of blankets and outdoor seat cushions. The house was just as beautiful inside as it was outside. The home’s high ceilings and thick moldings fit in with the mental picture I conjured when I thought of Victorian-style houses.

      My attention moved to my grandmother’s kitchen. I wondered if the stained-glass bird I gave her for her seventieth birthday still hung in the window over her sink.

      I would’ve peeked inside to check … if it hadn’t been for the man filling the doorway, standing in the way. I jumped, surprised to see another soul where I’d expected only nostalgia.

      His dark hair was swept back off his face, and dark stubble covered his chin. From his tweed pants, suspenders, and button up, I realized I hadn’t completely left the hipsters behind in Portland. His face was pulled into such a severe scowl that I was overcome with the need to make him smile.

      He stopped when he spotted me, jumping a bit at the sight of me too. Then he raised his eyebrows. “This must be the granddaughter, then.” The words were clipped, tired, neither inviting nor unwelcoming.

      This must be the neighbor the realtor warned me might be here watering the plants.

      He wasn’t who I’d been expecting. For some reason, I’d pictured someone closer to my grandmother’s age. This man couldn’t have been much older than me, definitely not over thirty. I opened my mouth, ready to confirm that I was “the granddaughter,” but before I could, he walked toward the tea bar.

      “How did I not even hear you come in?” He shook his head. “Two weeks alone and I’m getting soft.”

      Was he staying here in addition to watering the plants? I wondered as I regarded him. He sure seemed at home, the way he walked behind the counter and began reading a newspaper sitting on the tea bar. I, on the other hand, couldn’t foresee relaxing at all while this surly, sighing, suspender-wearing man was around.

      I was about to ask him one of the many questions lining up in my brain when the bell on the front door jingled. The sound of footsteps followed a gust of wind down the hallway. I squeezed my eyes shut as I—all too late—realized I hadn’t locked the door behind me. Between this plant-watering neighbor who seemed to have moved in, and now whoever had just let themselves inside, Pebble Cove was turning out to be a place with very few boundaries.

      Glancing up at Mr. Suspenders, I caught him heave out another sigh. I couldn’t hear what he muttered after that, but it sounded a lot like, “Now she’s done it.”

      “Helloooo.” The greeting bounced off the walls of the long hallway.

      My shoulders tensed. I might not be as far left on the sour spectrum as Mr. Suspenders, but making small talk with people had never been one of my strengths.

      My strengths were more along the lines of getting lost in a book, so much so that the world around me fell away, or clearing my throat as if I might say something but then not saying anything. I wasn’t shy. I just hated being the center of attention … or even to the immediate left or right of attention. I’d had enough attention for all the wrong reasons before I even hit puberty.

      Cloggy shoes clomped around the corner and broke me out of my thought bubble. I glanced up to see a middle-aged woman enter the room.

      “Hi there!” she said, patting her coifed, chin-length brown hair even though it looked as if it contained enough hairspray to hold it in place through a hurricane. “I’ve been watching you.” She flashed me a smile.

      My discomfort ratcheted up a few notches at her statement.

      Her smile faltered. She stepped toward me. “I mean, I’m not a stalker or anything. Just your neighbor.”

      “Some might say those are the same,” muttered Mr. Suspenders.

      My eyes widened at his curt and candid remark. I tried to gauge the woman’s reaction, but she either didn’t hear him, or ignored him, because she held her hand out and said, “I’m Daphne Bertraud, by the way. And you must be Rosemary.”

      She was watching me and knew my name? These neighbors were officially way too much. The last thing I wanted to do was shake her hand, but I also feared confrontation more than most tortures, so I reached out and took it, nodding in lieu of speaking.

      Daphne was one of those people who held your hand too long after the shaking was over—which made me regret the action even more. She squeezed tight, even pulling my hand closer to her, probably wondering why I never came to see my grandmother.

      Meanwhile, I was wondering if she would ever give my hand back. Compiling a list of non-confrontational ways to retrieve it, I’d come up with three solid options when she let go. Relief washed away the heat that had been rising to my cheeks.

      “It’s always great to meet a fellow flower sister.” She beamed.

      My eyelids blinked questions in Morse code. What? Sister?

      “Daphne.” She pointed to her chest. “Rosie.” The finger swung around toward me.

      I pursed my lips. I mean, rosemary plants grew flowers. The problem was she’d said Rosie. No one called me Rosie. Rosie felt like a person I wasn’t, would never be. A woman with a playful gleam in her eye and an adventurous spirit. I was Rosemary, unassuming, easy to overlook, and I liked it that way.

      At least, I thought I did.

      Hearing her call me Rosie started a tiny pit of longing in my stomach to be something more than the girl who’d been sick, the girl who’d survived so much only to fade into the background.

      “If Rosemary’s smart, she’ll take her stems and run far, far away from all of us,” Mr. Suspenders murmured.

      I kept my focus on Daphne, knowing I would gawk if I let myself look back at him. The frank way he spoke was both terrifying and exhilarating to me.

      Daphne seemed to be an expert at ignoring his comments, confirming my suspicion that they knew each other.

      “Well,” she said, fluffing her hair again. “I’ll let you get situated, but I wanted to ask a tiny favor.” At this she cringed a little as if what she was about to ask wasn’t tiny. “It’s just, I’m not sure what your plans are—if you’ll keep it a tea shop or not or if you’ll sell the house.”

      Daphne was rambling. I glanced over at Mr. Suspenders. He pinched the bridge of his nose.

      “I wanted to ask what you were doing with her stock of Women’s Liber-tea.” Daphne’s gaze moved to the containers along the wall behind the bar. “I’m going through menopause, is all, and the blend helps me. I ran out the other day, and I didn’t want to intrude, but …” She held out a handful of bills.

      My pursed lips parted. “Oh.”

      She shoved the money into my hands. “Can I buy the rest of her stock?”

      I regarded the guy who was either staying here or tending to the plants. Either way, he had to know more about this than me. But when I glanced back, Mr. Suspenders kept his gaze averted. With this clear refusal of eye contact came an obvious avoidance of responsibility. I was on my own with this one.

      “I’m not sure what I’m doing with the place yet,” I said cautiously, realizing that anything I said was bound to go straight into the Pebble Cove gossip mill once Daphne returned home. “I’d be happy to sell you one or two, but I should keep the rest in stock … just in case.”

      Daphne raised an eyebrow in interest. “You must’ve talked to Gretta, then.”

      I inclined my head, hoping that was enough. I had, in fact, talked with Grandma’s realtor, Gretta, on the phone yesterday. Besides warning me about the neighbor who would probably be here watering plants when I showed up, she’d informed me that while there was an offer on the table, it was much lower than what she thought was fair for the business and the house.

      “And?” Daphne watched me. “Will you take her advice?”

      “Uh …” I shrugged. “I don’t know.”

      “Well, you’re here, aren’t you? I suppose that’s something.” Daphne waved a hand at me.

      The woman wasn’t wrong. I could’ve done all the signing and legal stuff remotely. I told myself that I needed to come see the place once more, to see how it felt to be here again. Since I hadn’t ever gotten closure with Grandma, this was my odd way of trying to get it. I’m not sure what I’d been expecting. I’d missed my chance. I should’ve had Gretta fax me the sales papers to sign and been done with it.

      But just as I couldn’t let Daphne take Grandma’s entire stock of Women’s Liber-tea, I also couldn’t seem to let this place go without saying goodbye.

      Sliding a few bills out from the large wad she’d offered me a moment ago, Daphne said, “Okay, I’ll take two bags, then.”

      I took the money and glanced back at the bar once more. Mr. Suspenders was watching us this time, but he still made no move to grab the bags for me or be helpful. I gave the room a scan, wondering if he’d even watered the plants or if he’d let that job go undone too.

      Stifling a grumble, I made my way over to the bar and searched around. “Can you point out where she keeps them?” I asked the guy, ducking to get a better view of the dark shelves on the backside of the bar.

      “The bin all the way to the right,” Daphne said, popping her head over the top of the bar and almost making me gasp in surprise.

      I hadn’t asked her, but she must’ve known Mr. Suspenders wouldn’t help me. My attention tracked over to the wicker baskets lined up under the bar and realized they bore small tags. She was right; the one to the far right had “Women’s Liber-tea” written across it in my grandmother’s delicate scrawl. Pulling two of the prepackaged bags out of the bin, I handed them over.

      “Thank you, dear.” Daphne hugged them to her chest. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” She waved over her shoulder as she turned to leave, clomping away in the same manner she’d arrived.

      Tomorrow? I cringed.

      I held a hand up in a wave, too tired to give in to my curiosity. Tomorrow, I’d be sure to lock the front door.

      “Oh, I almost forgot,” Daphne said, turning around.

      My shoulders hunched in response, but I tried to combat the unsociable reaction with a friendly lift of my eyebrows.

      “I’m very sorry about your loss.” Daphne’s face squished into a kind smile. “Helen was a lovely woman, and we’re all going to miss her, well—everyone but Carl.” She chuckled.

      “Thank you,” I said with a nod. “Who’s Carl?”

      She jabbed a thumb to her right. “Your neighbor on the other side. You drove through his property to get here.”

      “Oh, right.” Another neighbor? Then where did Mr. Suspenders live? This was becoming more confusing by the second. “Carl didn’t like my grandma?”

      “He doesn’t like anyone, but no, especially not your grandma.” Daphne clucked her tongue. “At least Helen’s at peace now. I sure hope when it’s my time, I can go in my sleep like she did.”

      She waved one last time and then disappeared down the hall. In keeping with his manner, Mr. Suspenders had a surly comment to add to Daphne’s, even though the front door already closed behind her.

      “Oh, Daphne.” He tsked. “You don’t want to go like Helen. Not unless you’d like to be murdered too.”

      I gasped. The room spun.

      Murdered?

      By the time my vision cleared, and I turned around, Mr. Suspenders had disappeared.
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      I blinked at the now empty room.

      The surprise of Mr. Suspenders’ words, added to his sudden disappearance, caused confusion to swim about me in a dizzying daze.

      Murdered? But my grandma died in her sleep. Hadn’t she?

      It was possible I’d heard him incorrectly.

      Sure. That could be it.

      As my foggy thoughts cleared, my shock gave way to anger. Normal people didn’t say terrible things like that and leave. I didn’t care how ill-disposed to small talk Mr. Surly Suspenders seemed; he had some explaining to do.

      A wall of worry hit me face-first as I wondered if he could’ve been the one who had hurt her. I shook my head. No, surly as he was, he had an air about him that was … not kind exactly, but not threatening either. Plus Daphne hadn’t seemed scared of him or of leaving me here alone with him.

      Without overthinking the situation anymore—as I had the tendency to do—I went in search of him. Had he left? No doors had closed after Daphne left, so he must still be in the house. I turned toward the kitchen to investigate.

      When I entered the room, my phone began buzzing. I fished it from my pocket. Mom, I guessed. The name flashing across the screen confirmed my suspicions.

      Instead of answering it, I did something very unlike myself—I hesitated. Usually, I wouldn’t think twice about taking a call from Mom. She was my best friend, my only remaining family, and the person I trusted the most.

      But that word: murdered, kept cycling through my brain as my thumb hovered over the answer button.

      Mom knew me too well. She would be able sense something was wrong. I needed to wait until I talked to Mr. Suspenders. I pressed the ignore button and cringed as I shoved the phone back in my pocket, waiting for the inevitable voice mail.

      In the meantime, I started my search in the kitchen. It was empty. The glass bird still hung in the window. Memories of the morning sunlight reflecting off the colored glass as Grandma and I made pancakes for breakfast came flooding back to me. I would sit on the counter helping her measure ingredients and stir. She would pop blueberries, raspberries, or pieces of banana in my mouth like I was a little baby bird. I didn’t know how I felt about those memories, so I focused on my task to locate Mr. Suspenders.

      From the kitchen, I climbed the narrow staircase up to the second floor, where my grandmother’s bedroom and her guest room were located. The rooms were dark and quiet. I peered into her small bedroom. A large antique clock ticked away from atop an oak dresser. A light summer quilt had been neatly spread over the bed and tucked under each corner.

      Who’d made her bed? I wondered. Had it been Mr. Suspenders or someone else? I didn’t know if my grandma had friends. Maybe she didn’t have any, which would explain why some random guy my age was taking care of her plants. My grandpa had died when I was very young, so she’d been alone for a long time. But even so, it seemed odd for her to have left me her home, especially after our estrangement. Was that because she had no one else to leave it to or because she still felt a connection to me after all this time?

      The questions piled up, but I had no answers. I turned around to check the guest bedroom. Nothing but memories in there either. The dull ache returned in my chest as I scanned the room Mom and Dad used to share. I remembered climbing into bed with them in the mornings, sandwiching myself between them, covered in blankets and love and laughter. Sometimes Grandma would find us and joke like she would climb in too, and we would all giggle until we were awake and ready for a day of beachcombing.

      And while the memories made me smile and served as a reminder of all the great times I’d experienced here, they were from a different time. That had been before everything changed, before the accident, before my diagnosis, before the fight. Old wooden floors creaked under me as I turned to check the bathroom situated in the middle of the two rooms and found that empty as well.

      “Hello?” I called out, pausing on the landing at the top of the stairs. “Sir? Mr. Suspenders?” The volume of my questions ebbed with my doubt. My words echoed off the white and black tiles of the bathroom floor and shower behind me. No response.

      Speaking of responses, I checked my phone. No voice mail from Mom—yet. Yeesh, it must be a long one. I gripped the phone in my hand as I continued my search.

      While clomping down the front stairway, I paused at the small window on the landing. Through it I spied the neighbor’s house, bits of the stained wood and stark white moldings peeked through the line of treelike rhododendrons outside.

      Carl’s house, I mused, remembering Daphne’s comment about how he hated my grandmother. Did he have something to do with her death? I wondered. Was his hatred for her why Mr. Suspenders thought she’d been killed instead of dying in her sleep?

      Frustration leaked out of me in a huff. I couldn’t answer any of these questions if I couldn’t find the man who’d triggered them.

      The rest of the stairway passed by in a blur. Taking a hard left, I walked through the study and adjoining library where I used to sleep on a cot when we stayed here. The floor-to-ceiling windows created the illusion of being outside, right in the middle of her wildflower garden. I remembered gazing up at the stars and watching the moon as I fell asleep each night, lulled into slumber by the crashing waves just outside the ancient panes of glass.

      I checked the downstairs restroom, now designated for tea shop customers. Nothing. I chewed on my lip as I returned to the main tearoom space.

      The house was empty.

      Where’d he go?

      I put my hands on my hips, stepping closer to the bar. Had he been hiding behind it this whole time? I leaned forward to get a better view, but it was as empty as the rest of the house.

      My fingers swept across the lacquered wood. It held stacks of menus and small mason jars, each filled with a tea light. Behind the bar, there was a wall of shelves, stacked with jar after jar of dried leaves, labeled with a careful, curving script, handwritten to label each blend.

      It was the tea lover’s equivalent to a wall full of books in the eyes of a bibliophile like me.

      The large room was mostly windows on one side. Lofty picture windows spanned the space between the wood floor and the vaulted ceilings. The white-capped waves and pebbled beach visible through the windows took my breath away, much like the coastal wind sometimes did when a gust would hit me full force.

      My phone buzzed in my hand, startling me from my reverie. And that will be Mom’s voicemail, I thought. But it wasn’t. Three rapid-fire texts came through instead.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey, sweetie …

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        How’s the house? Is it weird being back there?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Do you need me to come out?

      

      

      

      

      

      Uh oh. Three questions in a row. Mom was officially having a hard time with me being here.

      Pulling in a deep breath, I reminded myself that she only got intense like this because she loved me and worried about me. And honestly, the woman had reason to worry. When most parents’ biggest worries were puberty and attitude, my mom was raising me alone, helping me fight a life-threatening disease. And she’d been by my side, my rock, through all of it.

      As my thoughts drifted, my gaze strayed back to the view outside.

      Just then, I spotted a man’s silhouette out on the beach.

      Mr. Suspenders.

      Gotcha!

      I typed up a quick message, telling Mom I couldn’t talk, but that I loved her and would call later. Sliding my phone back in my pocket, I headed out the back door, onto the porch.

      The salty sea air plastered my dark hair to my face. Sparrows’ sharp chirps cut through the lengthy trills of songbirds. Tall, sage-and-lavender-colored grass grew all around the cottage, creeping right up to the edges of my grandmother’s garden, which created a barrier from the wild coastline.

      I stormed past it all, straight toward Mr. Suspenders.

      He stood with his back to me, facing the water. I’d always found the waves mesmerizing to watch, and it seemed he did too by the way he stared out at the rolling water.

      My feet slipped on the mixture of pebbles and sand as I approached him. The coastal wind swirled around me. Clouds rolled along above us, their movement making me even more unsteady. The crunch of my shoes on the rocky shore betrayed my approach.

      But he didn’t turn around.

      “Hey,” I called. My words broke and fell to pieces, dragged away by the wind.

      Still nothing. He stood just as still, gazing out at the water.

      As I stepped up to him, any confidence I’d gathered dispersed as quickly as tea leaves in the wind. Who was I kidding? I wasn’t a confront people person. I was barely an introduce myself person. But the word “murdered” simmered inside my brain, pushing me out of my comfort zone.

      I needed to know.

      “I—have a question,” I said, stepping closer.

      The man didn’t move. At that point, I was right behind him, his broad shoulders looming in front of me.

      Murdered. The word swept over me, around me, behind me. It pushed me forward like a gust of wind.

      “Sir,” I said more forcefully, then I reached forward to tap him in the shoulder.

      But my hand went right through him.
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      A chill washed over my fingers as if I’d wafted them through a cloud of liquid nitrogen. My whole body froze stiff, making the dry-ice comparison even more real. Even when he turned around, I remained unable to move a limb.

      He jumped in surprise, his wide eyes flicked down to my hand, now sticking through his chest.

      Our eyes met. The ocean wind whipped around me, and the waves moving in the background made my vision unsteady.

      As of its own accord, my hand moved to the left, wafting through his collarbone. The chill intensified. My fingers curled, though I couldn’t see them through his opaque body.

      As if I’d ever encountered a body that wasn’t opaque, I scoffed inwardly, pulling my hand back to myself.

      “You can see me?” he asked, breaking my thought process. All his cocky confidence from earlier was gone. In fact, his tone shook.

      When I met his eyes again, he was watching me with that intense gaze, leaving goose bumps in its wake. I couldn’t even begin to answer his question. What was I even seeing? Things like this only happened in the books I shelved in my job at the library.

      Daphne’s lack of reaction to him earlier now made sense. What if she hadn’t been ignoring his comments? What if she hadn’t even heard them? He wasn’t the neighbor here to take care of the plants.

      The scariness of the situation wrapped around me as my thoughts careened toward what this might mean. My heart raced, and my breath became shallow. It’s impossible, I thought, shaking my head. I didn’t believe in ghosts. That sounded too much like a conspiracy my tea-leaf-reading grandma would’ve bought into. But not me. I was rational, like my mother.

      I backed away from him.

      As I was about to turn and run, his face softened, and he held up his hands.

      “Please. Wait.”

      Only two words left his lips, but the emotion wrapped around them was so intense that it held me in place. Memories of myself making a similar plea crowded in my mind—the kids at school skirting around me, scooting farther from me at lunch, even running away from me at recess.

      Please.

      Even after the teacher explained to them that leukemia wasn’t contagious, that they couldn’t get sick by being my friend.

      Wait.

      I stopped.

      He took a slow step forward. “I’ve—It’s been so long since I’ve met someone who can see me … you caught me off guard. I didn’t mean to frighten you.”

      I focused on breathing.

      He stood up straighter. “I’m Asher.”

      My brain struggled to compute. He had a name. Asher. He looked real.

      “What are you?” I finally croaked.

      I surveyed his body, focusing on his tweed pants and the suspenders I’d used as his moniker. He wore a white linen button-up shirt underneath the suspenders, tucked into his pants. Was what I’d mistaken as hipster attire actually old-timey clothing?

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, pointing behind me. “In my grandmother’s house?”

      “It was my house, back when I was alive.” Asher’s countenance had completely shifted. The surly and sarcastic man from before was gone. Now his blue eyes held an earnestness, an undeniable need.

      Back when I was alive … Confirming he wasn’t anymore.

      The sound of the waves normally had a calming white-noise effect, but at his statement, the crashing became overwhelming.

      “I’m sorry,” I said. “I can’t …” I didn’t know how to finish that sentence.

      “I died about a hundred years ago.” He caught my gaze with his.

      I coughed, not sure why hearing him say it aloud made such a difference. “You’re truly a ghost?”

      He tipped his head to one side. “I’ve always preferred spirit, but sure.”

      My throat went hot, and a metallic flavor coated my tongue. I swallowed. “But you don’t look like a ghost.” I rolled my eyes at myself. “Not that I expect you to be wearing a sheet with two eyeholes. It’s just—you look solid, is all.”

      If I hadn’t seen my hand pass through him, as it would’ve through a cloud, I wouldn’t have believed it myself. He appeared to be the same as any person I’d ever seen.

      “I’m at my strongest here, where I spent most of my life. Maybe that’s why you can see me so clearly.” Asher wet his lips and glanced down at the ground.

      “Why did you say my grandma was murdered?”

      His face darkened, and he turned toward me. “Because she told me.”

      A gasp escaped my mouth. “Is she a ghost too? Am I going to see her?” Simultaneous feelings of excitement and worry flooded my heart.

      Shrugging, he said, “She’s here in a sense, though not like I am. When a spirit is in turmoil, they tend not to settle for a while. I didn’t regain sentience for almost two years after my death, so it may be awhile until she can take a form you might see.”

      Turmoil.

      That word kicked me in the gut. I sank down onto the sand, ducking against an intense gust of sea wind. When it passed by, I peeked up from under my hair. Asher knelt beside me. He wore concern as plainly as he wore those suspenders.

      “Everyone thinks she died in her sleep.” I pinched my lips together. “It was her heart.”

      He settled onto his butt, though it made no indent in the rocks and sand like mine. “She was having issues with her heart, but that’s not what killed her. I watched her take her nightly medications. She became short of breath, and her pupils were dilated, and then she went to bed. Moments later, her spirit floated past me. She looked straight at me for the first time and said, ‘I’ve been poisoned. Tell Rosemary I’m sorry.’ Then she disappeared.”

      My body swayed. This wasn’t happening. I sucked in a quick breath. “Did you see who did it?”

      At my question, Asher’s jaw clenched tight. His broad shoulders fell. “No. I had just come inside when she was getting ready for bed. I like to watch the sun set.” He pointed to my left toward the lighthouse that sat at the tip of the spit that created Pebble Cove.

      Asher’s words blurred together, creating a buzzing sensation in my ears.

      “How are you the only one who knows this? Didn’t the doctor figure out the cause of death?”

      He clasped his hands behind his back. “When they were here, the medical team said she’d been diagnosed with heart disease, and there was no need to do an autopsy.”

      Shutting my eyes tight, I pulled in a long breath. This can’t be happening. This can’t be happening. I wasn’t sure if I was talking about the ghost sitting in front of me or his insistence that my grandmother was murdered. Or both.

      Suddenly it all became too much. The wind beat against my chest and I couldn’t breathe. I scrambled to my feet. Swiping my hair out of my face, I looked at Asher.

      “I—uh—need time, and space … and maybe food. I’m—” But before I finished my sentence, a
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