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        Did he die because of money, love or revenge?

      

      

      
        
        When a man is found dead in a hotel room, Bernie’s friend, Darla, becomes one of the main suspects. With her fragile mental health on the line, she begs Bernie to find the real killer to save her from spiraling into a dark episode.

        Bernie and Deputy Adam Gallagher have been an item for months, but when she questions him about the murder, she finds him unwilling to give her the information she needs to ease Darla’s concerns.

        To find the true killer, Bernie is forced to make a decision that could ruin her relationship with Adam… if she’s caught. With her ghostly grandmother’s help, she puts everything on the line to find the murderer.
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      “Clean and worry, clean and worry. You’ll get old in a hurry.” Ruby, the ghost of my dead grandmother, chided as she trailed behind me up the stairs of our home. “Let’s go do something fun!”

      “I need to make a living,” I replied. “Pay bills, put food on the table… little things like that.”

      Business had been brisk at my bed and breakfast, but that meant I had to bust my bottom. For the past two weeks I’d had every room rented out and I had no idea why. I hadn’t even had time to research what had brought everyone to Sedona—perhaps a golf tournament or a spiritual guru event. The flood of reservations had finally stopped, giving me the chance to breathe a bit. Over the next couple of days, I planned to do some hiking, spend some time with my boyfriend, Adam, and read a few books.

      But first, I had to get the guest rooms cleaned.

      “I shouldn’t have spent so much of my money while alive,” Ruby muttered. “If I’d known I was going to be a ghost after death trapped with my workaholic granddaughter, I would have saved more cash to leave to you so we could go have some fun.”

      “No one wishes that more than me,” I said, opening the door to the first guest room. After a cursory glance, I sighed with relief. A tidy customer always made my job a little easier.

      Ruby had willed me the fabulous house, the ATV and a few thousand dollars. More importantly, she’d given me the opportunity to leave Louisiana and start a fresh life in Sedona, Arizona, a place I loved. It hadn’t always been easy making ends meet, but I did pretty well with the bed and breakfast. It was a lot of work, though.

      “Well, who could have predicted we’d be in this pickle, right?” Ruby asked.

      Turning to my ghostly grandmother, I nodded. “Never in a million years would I have thought we’d find ourselves in this situation.”

      I loved Ruby, but we were so different. While I tended to be a bit uptight about… well, everything, I doubted she’d ever experienced one moment of stress. She had lived life on her own terms, and she tried to get me to do the same. But I wasn’t wired that way. I needed order, while she preferred chaos. I liked my life quiet, but for her, the more going on the better. She’d never said it, but I think she found me a little boring, not just my life. Her being stuck on this plane was trying at times. But other times, I appreciated her levity and her reminding me to relax and cut loose a bit.

      However, that wouldn’t be happening today. I’d never be able to rest until the rooms were cleaned. Just knowing there was a mess in the house made me uneasy.

      I began with the bed and stripped the sheets and vacuumed the mattress. Once it was made and I’d arranged the pillows, Ruby settled in on the comforter to watch me. In her state, she couldn’t exactly help because she couldn’t move inanimate objects. Unfortunately, a toilet scrub brush would never find its way into her hand.

      After finishing the room except for the vacuuming, I moved across the hall and opened the door. In a deep, ominous voice, Ruby said, “Duh, duh, duh… the Death Room.”

      A drug trafficker had died in the room a while back, and she never let me forget it. “Would you please stop saying that?”

      Ruby cackled and brushed past me inside, causing a chill to crawl over my skin. “Nope. Never going to happen. Now, hurry up so we can move on to something exciting.”

      I may have uttered a few curses as I scrubbed the bathroom. When the sound of the front door chimes filtered up from the first floor, I whispered a slew of naughty words and checked my phone to see if someone had made a reservation. Nothing.

      Which meant the person downstairs was a walk-in, or a salesperson had arrived. I wasn’t expecting any friends so I hoped for a salesperson because I hated walk-ins. They always tried to talk me down on my pricing.

      “I’ll go see who it is!” Ruby yelled as she raced down the hallway, obviously excited about the intrusion.

      With a sigh, I straightened my ponytail and ran a hand over my Breakfast Club T-shirt. I loved the movies from the eighties and had the T-shirt collection to prove it.

      After grabbing a towel, I wiped the sweat dotting my forehead. Purple bags hung under my eyes, showing the strain I’d been under the past two weeks.

      “That’s as good as it’s going to get,” I muttered to my reflection in the mirror, then headed downstairs.

      “Where do we know this one from?” Ruby asked as I entered the foyer. She circled my guest with her arms crossed over her chest.

      A familiar face stood at my door, but like Ruby, I couldn’t place the name.

      “Hi, Bernie,” the woman said, her smile sad. “Do you remember me?”

      I grinned and wracked my memory. I knew this woman with the long blonde hair, although there was something different about her. Yet, I couldn’t place her name to save my life. I quickly recalled all the stores I’d visited in town thinking she’d clerked there. Or maybe a friend of Darla’s I’d seen at the diner?

      “I do,” I replied. There was only so long I could stare at someone before things became awkward and uncomfortable. “But where and how escapes me. And I can’t remember your name, either.”

      “I’m Amy,” she said. “My friend Cathy and I stayed here a few months back while I was looking for a place to get married.”

      Of course! Amy, the exuberant one; her friend Cathy, the quiet sidekick. “Oh, wow! Come in! What can I do for you?”

      She followed me into the living room dragging her suitcase behind her and smiled as she glanced around. “I’m sorry I didn’t make a reservation. It was a last-minute trip. Do you have a room for me?”

      “I think so. How long will you be staying?” I asked.

      “I’m… I’m not sure,” she said, sinking onto the couch. “A few days. I had to get out of Phoenix. Your place is so homey and welcoming, I drove up here on a whim.”

      “What do you think she’s running from?” Ruby asked, tapping her chin with her forefinger. “Maybe she killed someone? That’s what we need! Another murder investigation!”

      My chest swelled with pride as I ignored Ruby. Amy had chosen my place and driven two hours to stay. I must have made quite the impression on her.

      “No problem,” I said. “I’m just finishing up the cleaning on one room. Are you okay waiting for a few minutes?”

      “Sure. Of course.”

      “I’ll be back in a little bit,” I said as her phone began to ring.

      She stared at the device as tears welled in her eyes. Obviously, something was upsetting her, and it wasn’t my place to poke my nose into her business.

      But apparently, Ruby had other plans as she settled in right next to the woman and studied her carefully.

      “Hello?” Amy said just as I arrived at the top of the stairs. I quickly vacuumed the first room I’d cleaned and out in the hallway. After doing a final check to make sure nothing in the space caught my critical eye, I was comfortable getting Amy checked in. My online reviews always mentioned how clean my place was, and I didn’t want to disappoint.

      Ruby appeared in the doorway just as I was about to head downstairs. “Shut the door!” she yelled. “Hurry up! Shut it!”

      I quietly closed the panel and turned to my hysterical ghost. “What’s going on?”

      “The drama llama has arrived!” she squealed with glee.

      “The drama llama?”

      “Yes! Blondie downstairs is hauling around not only her clothes in that suitcase, but more drama and emotional baggage than you can imagine!”

      I really wanted to ignore Ruby, but I’d also wondered what Amy’s story was. Why show up at my place by herself, completely unannounced looking sadder than a Bassett Hound? “What’s going on?”

      “Remember when she was here before and looking for a place to get married? With Chatty Cathy, and I say that with every ounce of sarcasm I can muster?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Yes.”

      “Well, her fiancé called when you came upstairs. Apparently, they’ve broken up because he’s a no good, two-timing, cheating horse’s behind.”

      “Oh, that’s too bad,” I muttered. “I feel awful for her.” I tried to imagine what it would be like finding out my boyfriend, Adam, had been with another woman, and bile rose in my throat. We weren’t anywhere close to marriage, so the pain must be tenfold for Amy.

      “The fiancé, who we’ll refer to as Cunning Colin from now on, is on his way up to Sedona to win her back.”

      “Here?” I asked, pointing at the carpeted floor. “He’s coming here?”

      “Not here, as in this house. She told him to check into Sedona Grand Hotel and she’s going to see him later this afternoon.”

      “Thank goodness,” I whispered, having visions of the two of them fighting in the living room and me trying to stay out of the way. Ruby, of course, would insert herself into the melee and cheer one of them on.

      “This is our chance!” she whispered as she rubbed her hands together, her gaze gleaming with mischief. “I have a great plan.”

      “I hate it when you say that,” I replied. “It always means trouble for me.”

      “No! Just listen. We’ll go to the hotel and follow Amy to Cunning Colin’s room. I’ll sneak in and spy on them and I can keep you updated on the drama while you wait in the hallway.”

      As Ruby did a little jig, I crossed my arms over my chest. “Absolutely not. Have you forgotten what happened the last time we pulled that stunt? I was almost dropped down a stairwell to my death. We’re minding our own business.”

      Ruby’s face fell. “I love you dearly, but this business of yours is boring, Bernie. Come on and humor your dead granny. Let’s get out and chase some excitement.”

      “We will,” I said. “I’ve just been so busy with the bed and breakfast, I haven’t had time to do anything but work.”

      “So let’s go spy on the drama llama and find out what Cunning Colin has to say for himself!”

      “No, Ruby. I’m not sticking my nose where it doesn’t belong because you’re bored.”

      She narrowed her gaze at me while pouting like a two-year-old. “Fine.”

      “Now, I’m going to get Amy checked in and then I’m going to finish cleaning the last room.”

      Ruby glared at me but remained quiet. As I turned to head back downstairs, admittedly, I was curious about why Amy had traveled all the way to Sedona after breaking up with her fiancé. In her state of heartbreak, perhaps she needed as much space as possible from him.

      I smiled as I entered the living room. Amy was still sitting on the couch, wiping her cheeks.

      “Are you okay?” I asked. “Is there anything I can do for you?”

      She shook her head. “I broke up with my fiancé because I caught him cheating on me. For some reason, I found myself throwing clothes in a bag and heading to Sedona.”

      “I’m really sorry to hear that, Amy,” I replied as I moved behind the desk and pulled out the iPad to start the check-in process.

      “He’s coming up to Sedona, but I told him he can’t come here,” she said. “I figured you didn’t need to be caught in the middle of this mess.”

      I smiled, grateful she’d be keeping me out of it.

      “He’s staying at a hotel and wants to talk with me this afternoon.” As she spoke, she typed her information into the iPad. “He says he wants to win me back.”

      “Do you think it’ll work?” I asked. “Do you want him back?”

      She sighed and stared at me a long moment as more tears tracked down her cheeks. After swiping at them, she replied, “I don’t know, Bernie. Right now, I’m so angry and hurt, I just want to kill him.”
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      “Well, I'd rather go spy on the drama llama than visit Adam and his unfriendly ghost, but at least we're getting out of the house,” Ruby said as we strolled down the sidewalk.

      Adam and I hadn't had much time to spend together the past couple of weeks and I looked forward to us going on a hike. Despite her hatred of hiking, Ruby had insisted she come. Secretly, I thought she wanted to speak with Adam's ghost, Ned, but I'd never question her on it. She'd only deny it but I could see that he intrigued her, just as he did me. A guy who had died hundreds of years ago from a bullet through his chest? Both of us were curious about the details he'd yet to share whether Ruby would admit it or not.

      “Hey!” Adam greeted when he answered the door and took me into a warm embrace. “I've missed you!”

      “Same here!” I glanced over his shoulder. Ruby had invited herself in and stood in the living room yelling for Ned.

      “I think I smelled Ruby walk by,” Adam whispered.

      “You did. She's trying to get Ned to show himself.” Ruby’s distinct scent of lavender and marijuana was often hard to ignore. He couldn’t see or hear her—no one could but me—and sometimes I wondered what I must have done in a past life to be struck by lightning and suddenly possess the ability to see ghosts.

      Adam shut the door and turned in Ruby’s direction. “What's the deal? Don't I even get a hello anymore?”

      She glanced over at him then at me. “Is he talking to me?”

      I nodded. Adam had begun speaking directly to my ghost a while back, and it only endeared him to me more.

      With a grin, she sauntered over to Adam and stood right in front of him. “Tell the copper I say hello and he's got nice legs.”

      Adam wore a pair of denim shorts, and yes, his legs looked great, but I wasn't going to tell him that. “Ruby says hi.”

      “I smell her. She's right here in front of me, but for some reason I have a feeling she's saying more than hello.”

      Ruby cackled and turned away. “Where's Nutjob Ned?”

      As if on cue, the ghost appeared in the living room on the other side of the couch, probably wanting a barrier between him and Ruby.

      “There you are!” Ruby said as she strode toward him. “I was wondering when you'd come out and say howdy.”

      Ned glanced over at me and smiled. “Miss Bernadette.”

      I'd told him at least a dozen times he didn't need to address me that way, but he didn't seem to be able to stop. Old habits didn't die easily for dead men.

      I grinned as Ruby rounded the couch toward him. “Nice to see you again, Ned,” she said.

      “Not quite sure yet if I can say the same, ma'am.”

      “You don't need to call me that,” Ruby said, waving her hand in front of her face.

      “I like to respect my elders.”

      With a snort, I turned away so Ruby wouldn't see the fits of giggles threatening to explode from me.

      “I'm not your elder, Ned. I died just over three years ago. From what little I know about you, you've got me beat in the dead department by decades, if not centuries.”

      Once I'd gained control of myself again, I watched the two. Ruby seemed to be attempting to get on Ned's good side.

      “What do you say us two ghosts learn something about each other?” Ruby asked.

      “Ma'am—I mean Ruby—I'm not sure I've ever met anyone quite like you, and frankly, you scare me a little bit.”

      “Scare you?”

      “Yes. I've considered that perhaps you have a little Satan in your heart, and I'm not sure what to make of that.”

      Now it was Ruby's turn to laugh. “Relax, Old Timer,” she replied. “I'm as harmless as a hummingbird, especially in my current state. I may run my mouth a lot, but that's about it.”

      “Well, I suppose we could make a go at being friendly,” Ned said, his voice full of hesitation.

      “Excellent. Now tell me how you bit the big one. I want details.”

      Adam whispered, 'What's going on? I'm missing out on something, right?”

      I nodded and brought my finger to my lips signaling him to be quiet, not wanting to miss a word.

      “Bit the big one?” Ned asked, his brow furrowed in confusion. “I didn't bite anyone.”

      Ruby threw her head back and laughed. “I meant, how did you die?”

      “Oh! Well, I was a bank robber and—”

      “A bank robber!” Ruby yelled. “This is so exciting. Tell me everything!”

      Ned glanced over Ruby's shoulder at me, as if looking for permission to tell his tale. I nodded, just as interested as Ruby.

      “It was 1899, the same year the San Francisco Chronicle called the town of Jerome, Arizona the wickedest town in America. My partner and I, a good fella named Sam, decided to visit the place. Now, Sam was always on the hunt for the next score, and we believed we found it in Jerome.”

      “The bank,” Ruby said.

      “Yes, ma'am.”

      “Ruby. Call me Ruby.”

      “My apologies. Yes, the bank. We stayed in town a couple of days and got the lay of the land. Studied the habits of the bank workers and the sheriff. Who opened the bank, who closed it. What the sheriff did all day. Things like that.”

      “Smart.” Ruby nodded as though she plotted bank robberies every day. “Very smart.”

      “We realized the lawman went to the brothel every day at noon, so we figured that was our time to hit the bank.”

      “Good thinking,” she agreed.

      “Well, it turned out it wasn't,” Ned said. “We went into the bank, held everyone up and got our money. While we were riding out of town on our horses, the sheriff and a deputy of his stopped us. Sam had the guts to ask why the sheriff wasn't in the brothel, and he said his favorite girl didn't work on Wednesdays.”

      “That is simply horrible luck,” Ruby said, shaking her head. “Absolutely horrible.”

      “Agreed. But old Sam, he decided he wasn't going down without a fight.” Ned pointed to his bloodstained chest. “We lost.”

      “If you died in Jerome, why are you in Sedona?” I asked.

      “Miss Bernadette, I didn't die in Jerome. After being shot, I was able to stay on my horse and rode out of town. Found myself in a barn taking my last breaths, and here I am today.”

      I glanced around the condo trying to picture it as a barn. When the barn had been flattened, what had been built before the condo had been erected? How many cycles of tear downs had occurred over the hundreds of years? The world was always in such a state of flux. It may come slowly and it may take years, but change was inevitable.

      “And you've been trapped in every building since then?” I asked.

      He nodded, but his focus remained on Ruby. “And how did you die?”

      I cringed as she explained. “Well, I was in bed with my handyman for a little romp between the sheets. I'd just gotten up to fetch us some beers and my ticker gave out.”

      Ned arched an eyebrow but didn't comment.

      “What's going on?” Adam whispered.

      “Ned used to be a bank robber,” I replied. “He died in a barn and has been trapped in the buildings since.”

      “Oh, wow. A bank robber living with a cop. That seems wrong on a lot of different levels.”

      “I agree,” I mumbled.

      “These two are going for a hike today,” Ruby said as she hitched her thumb over her shoulder at Adam and me. “Do you want to see if you can leave this place?”

      Ned glanced over at me then shrugged. “I'm very happy here by myself. I like the quiet.”

      Which was a good thing because there was absolutely no proof that the ghost could leave the condo. Throughout the years he'd tried but hadn't been successful.

      “But Bernie over there has some magical powers,” Ruby said. “She got hit by lightning and now she sees me. I can leave my place where I was trapped, as long as I'm with her. Maybe it'll be the same for you, Ned.”

      “And we don't know why that happens,” I interjected, not wanting Ned to get his hopes up. “We don't know why I can see you or why you can leave the house with me, but not by yourself.”

      “That's true,” Ruby replied. “We really don't know diddly-squat about why things are the way they are. But that doesn't mean we can't give it a try.”

      Yes, I was curious if I’d be able to release Ned from the condo, but in a way, I also hoped I couldn't because that would make me some type of ghost Pied Piper. Nope. I didn't want to run around collecting the spirits of the dead.

      “Let's give it a try, anyway,” Ruby encouraged.

      “I think we're ready to leave,” I said, turning to Adam. “Ruby wants Ned to come with us.”

      “Can he?”

      “We're about to find out.”

      I opened the door and stepped outside. Adam and Ruby followed. Ned stood on the threshold and stared out at us, seemingly hesitant to take his first step.

      “Come on.” Ruby waved at him. “It's not like you're walking into a pit of vipers.”

      Or maybe that's how he perceived it. A lot had changed since 1899. Mainly, cars whizzed by on paved roads. Most people rode their horses in more deserted areas. Not to mention the leaps and bounds in technology that had taken place.

      One boot crossed the threshold, then the other. A slow smile spread over his face. “Well, I'll be darned.”

      “Woohoo!” Ruby hooted. “Let's go see the world, Ned!”

      I grinned at Adam. “Apparently, I'm some type of ghost wrangler,” I muttered. “He's free and coming with us.”

      His eyes widened and he shook his head. “Unbelievable. I wonder why you can do this.”

      “You and me both.” I didn't try to think too hard on why I could free ghosts from their eternal confines. Instead, I focused on enjoying the day with my boyfriend. He took my hand in his, and we walked down the path.

      “Is it

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
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.



OEBPS/images/new-the-fiance-is-finished.jpg





