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        It better not be another ghost.

      

      

      

      After moving to escape someone no one else could see, I finally got my own apartment. Ghosts have followed me around since childhood, but between unpacking and culinary classes, I don’t have time to deal with wayward spirits.

      

      Mom and Gram say they’ve warded my new place against ghosts, whatever that means, but soon, things begin to fall over, move around, and roll across the floor.

      

      I may not be as alone as I had hoped. Will an uninvited roommate chase me out before I can settle in? Or will I be forced to live with the dead once again?
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      Dear Reader,

      Thank you so much for picking Coffee and Calicos as your next read. If this is your first taste of my books, I hope you enjoy this short novella, which kicks off a whole universe of books. If you’re finding this book after reading one of the Mixing Up Magic books, I hope you enjoy this earlier look into Joanie’s life. Or maybe you’re reading it after starting the Purrfect Travel Companion. You’ll run into Meredith’s familiar face in this story as well.

      You see, this book, while primarily being about Joanie, features main characters in at least three series, possibly four if my muses cooperate, and alludes to at least one more. Fiddlefern Fjord, New England, where all of these books take place, is hopping with all sorts of mysteries, from the contemporary to the paranormal, and from the personal to the caper to murder. Stick around, you’re sure to find something you like.

      I love hearing from my readers. If you’d like to reach out to me, you can find me throughout social media @WriteRosiePease.

      Happy reading!

      Cheers,

      Rosie
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      “Just don’t do anything to burn the house down while I’m gone, okay?” I asked with my hand on the cut-glass doorknob of the front door to my apartment. “I’d like to get that deposit back next year when I move out.” If I moved out. If I really liked the place, I’d stay until graduation, but that was a decision for another day.

      “Yes, yes, dear. You know this is more smoke than fire, right?” Gram said as she waved her hand over a bundle of sage leaves, sending the smoke out into the corner of my beige-colored living room. Her beaded stone bracelets clinked together with each movement. She never took them off, said they kept her “energy aligned,” whatever that meant. She’d been new-age since before that’s what it was called.

      “Joanie, you really should learn a bit more about this,” my mom added. She waved the sage smoke out an open window that looked down on the two-lane road below and the house across the street. Two streets beyond that was the beginning of Baycliff Harbor, but I couldn’t see it from the window. It was probably for the best since the rent would have been higher if I could.

      “I think I’ve seen all I need to see to know what you’re doing.”

      Mom closed the window and shivered, a common reaction when one stood by an open window in January, but it had helped to cut the acrid scent of the burning sage. “You don’t even know what it’s called.”

      “You’re saging or whatever it’s called, I don’t know.” I shrugged, my hand still on the knob. “To keep the bad spirits out.” I knew they meant well, but I didn’t care what they called it or what it did as long as it kept them happy and out of the boxes I still had to unpack. If they got their hands on them, I wouldn’t be able to find anything until it was time to pack everything again.

      I sighed. “Okay, well, don’t set off a smoke alarm, please? I’ll be home soon. I just need to go to campus and get some stuff.”

      After getting mere grunts from Mom and Gram in acknowledgment, I pulled open the door leading into the hallway. This was my first time ever living alone. For the past two and a half years, I had lived in college dorms, and before that it had been Mom and me in my childhood home. Now it was just me in my one-bedroom apartment, but there were five other units in my building. Most, if not all, of the other tenants were students at the nearby college.

      “Hey, did either of you put a paper bag out here?” Sitting in front of me was a large plain brown paper bag, the kind people get when they order Chinese food or sandwiches. I had become very familiar with this type of bag during my time at school so far, but we hadn’t ordered any food yet today. That was the plan for when I got back. It was well past lunchtime, and I was way too tired to cook after loading mom’s station wagon last night, driving with her and Gram the four hours it took to get here from home, then unloading everything. Mom and Gram had helped me load the car—just as they had two weeks ago when they helped me move out of my dorm—but once we got to the apartment, they were done after the first trip up. I couldn’t say I blamed them. They weren’t used to all the stairs.

      “No, dear, not me.” Gram cast a quick glance over her shoulder to see what I’d been talking about before returning to her—

      “Smudging! That’s what you call it.” The term had finally come to me.

      “Very good, dear.”

      “Mom, did you?”

      “Not me,” she answered, not even bothering to look. She’d moved on to the open doorway between my living room and the kitchen. Mom was just as new-agey as Gram, if not more so, although Mom didn’t wear bracelets like Gram did. She said they got in the way and instead wore rings and necklaces. Mom didn’t understand how I wasn’t more like the two of them. That sort of stuff wasn’t my thing, although I’d helped Gram countless times with whatever it was she did. She called them rituals or even sometimes spells, but I think the spell part of it anyway was just to make it more fun for me and my cousin, who also helped sometimes. Beyond what she’d tell me to hold or where to stand, I’d never paid too much attention to what she’d done, but as a kid, I always thought the stones and feathers she used were pretty.

      “Well, I’m going to set it inside right here,” I said, pointing to a clear spot on the floor. “I’ll deal with it when I get back, I guess.” I picked it up. The weight shifted, but barely, and whatever it was inside wasn’t that heavy. Maybe it was a housewarming present from one of my new neighbors, but what college student did that? Some strange prank was more like it. I gave the bag a quick sniff. At least whatever it was didn’t smell.

      “All right,” they said in unison, dismissing me without looking.

      Stepping out into the hallway that separated my apartment from my neighbor’s, I closed the door behind me. I’d have locked it but figured I didn’t need to with Mom and Gram inside. We never locked our doors back home, but I’d heard stories while living on campus that quickly broke me of that habit.

      I walked to the central staircase
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