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      Get access to the character cards and book bonuses in The Vault when you subscribe!

      https://tammy-tyree.kit.com/2cc3220f59

      “GHOST & GALS” SUSPECTS AND VICTIMS:

      The Podcasters:

      

      Emma Walsh
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      The spirited host and technical brains behind the Ghosts & Gals podcast. Emma is a sharp, detail-driven ghost hunter with a flair for audio equipment and digital sleuthing. In her early 30s, Emma has a skeptical streak that balances her fascination with the paranormal. With a background in journalism and a love of folklore, she brings the research, the gadgets, and the grounded perspective to every investigation. She's the one who checks the EMF reader twice and still trusts her gut when something feels off.

      

      Sophie Dane
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      The heart and hype of Ghosts & Gals, Sophie is charismatic, intuitive, and always ready to jump headfirst into a haunted house—camera in hand. With a background in theater and an obsession with ghost stories, Sophie brings humor, theatrics, and fearless curiosity to the team. She's the first to suggest a séance and the last to leave when things get spooky. Her emotional intelligence often picks up on ghostly presences before the gadgets do, and she fully believes in giving spirits the mic.

      

      Melinda Blackwood

      
        
          [image: Melinda Blackwood]
        

      

      A wealthy and influential real estate agent in Castle Point, Melinda was known for her sharp business sense and polished charm. While she built her fortune through savvy property deals, she was also preparing to launch a major philanthropic initiative aimed at preserving historic parts of Castle Point—a move that put her at odds with developers and stirred tension in the town’s elite circles. Her sudden death was ruled natural, but a ghostly plea recorded during a podcast reveals otherwise.

      

      Elise Campbell
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      Melinda’s former friend and longtime rival in the charity and real estate scenes. Elise resented Melinda’s success and feared her upcoming philanthropic project would eclipse Elise’s status, making her a suspect.

      

      Evan Blackwood
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      Melinda’s estranged husband and business partner. Though their personal relationship had deteriorated, Evan stood to gain financially from her death. His interests were more aligned with expanding their real estate empire than preserving Castle Point’s character.

      

      Greta O’Malley
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      Melinda’s assistant and confidante. Greta managed Melinda’s calendar and correspondence and knew everything about her. Greta was loyal, but she may have a bit of a green envy streak when it comes to Melinda's life.

      

      Reed Danvers

      
        
          [image: Reed Danvers]
        

      

      A high-pressure developer eager to buy Melinda’s ancestral estate and redevelop a portion of Castle Point. Melinda refused to sell, threatening his biggest project. Reed’s ambition and willingness to bend rules made him a prime suspect.
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      MORNING ROUTINE & GHOST GOSSIP

      Sunbeams tiptoed through the blinds, nudging me from a dream where the handsome deputy Charlie Best was delivering giant balls of fuzzy yarn to me personally as I crocheted him a Speedo.

      I blinked awake, momentarily disoriented until I felt the familiar weight of my feline brigade on top of me.

      Alfie sprawled across my ankles, Binx perched like a sentry on my chest, Casper curled by my side, Dora snuggled against my shoulder, and Eddie—bless his three little paws—had claimed the pillow next to mine. Foxtrot was roosting just above my head, and made 'biscuits' on my scalp.

      "Ow! Foxy, move off, you beast." I mumbled as I gently pushed him away. "Morning, you clowder of bed hogs," I murmured. They responded with an orchestra of purrs and stretches, then more vocal meows that translated to a collective "feed us, human." I wiggled free from their furry clutches and planted my feet on the floor with a groan. At forty, bones protested the mornings with more gusto than last call at the local pub.

      I shuffled to the kitchen in my pajamas—a delightful ensemble featuring dancing skeletons—and attended to the morning's most critical task: appeasing the beasts. Kibble cascaded into bowls as five sets of eyes followed every motion with the intensity of a lion staring down a gazelle. Satisfied they wouldn't starve for at least another hour, I set about crafting my survival potion: coffee.

      As the java brewed its liquid magic, I glanced around the kitchen. The mismatched mugs in the cupboard chuckled at my singlehood—each one a relic from a previous life phase or a gag gift from my besties; Trixie and Radleigh. The hiss of steam as the final liquid wake-up-juice hitting the pot signaled it was time to pour.

      Mug in hand—adorned with the phrase "Dead Tired,"—I opened the back door and stepped onto the deck. A warm breeze flirted with the hem of my pajama pants, whispering secrets of late August and hinting at the arrival of fall's crisp embrace.

      The deck overlooked Critt Family Funeral Home and Memorial Gardens—my family legacy, inherited from my father, Caspian Critt, some fifteen years previous after his untimely (and suspicious) death.

      Dew-kissed grass glistened under the sun's tender caress while headstones stood in silent vigil. The scene held a tranquility that belied its spooky reputation.

      Taking a sip of coffee, I savored its bitterness as it chased away remnants of sleepiness. My thoughts drifted to today's agenda—a mix of mundane tasks and 'Corpse Collecting.'

      I guffawed at the moniker that had followed me around since taking over my father's business. The business of corpse-collecting. Being the only funeral home in town, dealing with the dead was…well…my business.

      Today's goal: finish paperwork for recent 'clients' and then tidy up for this weekend's memorial service—a tribute to one of Castle Point's oldest residents. But first, caffeine needed to work its magic on my sleep-fogged brain.

      Just as I lifted my mug to enjoy another delightful sip of coffee, a familiar voice interrupted the symphony of chirping birds. "Morning, Miss Critt! You're looking as radiant as a moonbeam on a gravestone."

      I didn't need to turn around to know that Horace, my septuagenarian neighbor with the boundary issues of a telemarketer, had popped his nose over the fence dividing our yards, opposite the funeral home.

      I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the onslaught of his peculiar brand of morning cheer. "Horace," I called back without turning, "I reckon your definition of 'radiant' needs a tune-up if it includes my current state of dishevelment."

      He chuckled, a gravelly sound that had more years on it than his prized antique hoe. "Ah, but beauty is in the beholder's eye, and from over here, you're quite the spectacle."

      I spun on my heel to face him and nearly slipped and spilled my java—arms akimbo. "Spectacle's one word for it," I retorted. Horace's grin was as wide as the brim on one of those ridiculous gardening hats he wore. He propped his elbows on the fence and leaned his chin on his hands. The wooden fence did little to discourage his peering into my yard.

      "The weather's shaping up to be quite the scorcher today," he said, nodding toward the sky where not a cloud dared intrude upon its vast blueness.

      "I reckon it'll be hotter than a billy goat in a pepper patch." I took another sip from my mug, watching him closely.

      He waggled his eyebrows. "Perfect weather for tending to my gnomes. They get so cranky in the heat."

      I smirked at the thought of Horace conversing with his garden gnomes. The man had more little ceramic creatures than a fairytale forest. "I'm sure they appreciate your...mothering."

      "Speaking of mothering," he segued with all the subtlety of a foghorn, "when are you going to give up this spinster act and find yourself a man? Someone needs to look after you when I'm gone."

      The corners of my mouth twitched upward despite myself. "Horace, you're as likely to disappear as one of your gnomes. And as for men, I've got enough tomfoolery with Alfie and the gang."

      He tsked and shook his head. "A bunch of fur balls can't hold you at night—or take you out for a nice seafood dinner."

      I raised an eyebrow. "Who says I need holding? And if I want seafood, I've got two hands and Castle Point's finest fish market just a bike ride away."

      "Ah," he said with a sage nod, "but can you get lobster with all the trimmings?"

      "Butter, Horace. The only trimming a lobster needs is butter." I countered with mock seriousness.

      Horace laughed again and straightened up. "Well, Miss Critt, if you ever change your mind about needing some company—or about trying my famous lobster bisque—you know where to find me."

      With that, he winked—a move that should've been outlawed for anyone over seventy—and retreated to his side of the fence.

      Shaking my head with amusement and slight exasperation, I took another sip of my coffee and sat back to enjoy the morning sun.

      The calm morning shattered when a chorus of yowls erupted behind me. Spinning around, coffee sloshed over the rim as I caught sight of Alfie and Binx squared off on the kitchen floor, fur bristling like porcupines in a stand-off.

      "Hey! Knock off that kerfuffle!" I shouted, rushing inside only to trip over Casper, who had decided that right now was an opportune moment to weave between my legs like he was auditioning for 'Cats.'

      My warning came too late; fur flew in what could only be described as a bona fide ballyhoo. By the time I reached them—dodging Eddie, who was bounding around the fighting felines with acrobatic flair—the tussle had escalated into full-blown pandemonium.

      I stood amidst the chaos, flabbergasted by how quickly serenity had turned into shenanigans. Coffee stained my pajamas in an abstract pattern.

      "Fantastic," I muttered, glaring at the instigators who now sat innocently grooming themselves as if nothing had happened.

      Sighing heavily, I considered how to tackle this unexpected hiccup in my morning routine. Do I clean up this hullabaloo first or stick to tackling paperwork?

      My mother's voice echoed in my head about priorities and pajamas—because she thought wearing skeleton PJs past noon was a sign of life mismanagement.

      Decision made—I couldn't let a little domestic dust-up derail me from cemetery duties. I'd wrangle these fur balls into behaving before they could cause any more trouble.

      "Alright you nincompoops," I addressed my feline companions while dabbing at the coffee spots with a dish towel, "no more tomfoolery or you're all attending cat etiquette school."

      They regarded me with wide-eyed innocence—a look that would have fooled anyone who hadn't just witnessed their WWE-worthy SmackDown.

      Coffee refilled and cats calmed with treats and stern looks, it was time to switch gears from cat whisperer back to corpse collector.

      With that fresh goal burning brighter than Foxtrot's mischief-making eyes, I rushed to my bedroom to dress for another unpredictable day in a town where even late-August mornings could serve up unexpected adventures before breakfast had settled.

      I peeled off the coffee-splattered pajamas, opting for something less reminiscent of a Jackson Pollock. I chose a pair of slacks and a blouse that wouldn't look out of place at the Chatterbox Cafe, where I had planned to meet my friends.

      The cats, now lulled into a treat-induced peace treaty, watched me with sleepy indifference as I grabbed my keys and headed for the door. "Don't destroy the house while I'm gone," I warned, knowing full well the futility of talking sense into a bunch of felines with more sass than sense.

      I pedaled into town; the breeze offering a cool reprieve from the sun's growing insistence. The town of Castle Point unfolded around me like a pop-up book, each corner revealing another quaint or quirky landmark.

      Arriving at the Chatterbox Café felt like stepping onto the set of a sitcom where everyone knew your name—and your business. The bell above the door announced my entrance with a cheerful jingle, and I was immediately engulfed in the hum of conversation and clinking dishes.

      "Carrie!" Trixie's voice cut through the chatter like a knife through buttercream frosting. She waved me over to where she and Radleigh sat in their usual booth by the window, crafting supplies spread out before them like treasure on a pirate's map.

      I slid into the booth across from them, soaking in their vibrant energy. Trixie—owner of the Crafty Cauldron—animatedly gesturing towards an array of yarn that looked like it had been plucked from a rainbow. Trixie never went anywhere without skeins of yarn and a case of crochet hooks—you know—in case of a crochet emergency.

      Radleigh—Critt Family Mortician weekdays and drag queen Luna Eclipse on weekends—grinned at me from beneath hair that was currently the shade of  sunset orange to match his psychedelic orange, yellow and white blouse. "Darling, you're just in time for our little brainstorming session," he cooed in his Texan accent.

      Trixie nodded in agreement. "We're planning this year's Witch's Eve Ball decorations," she said, eyes sparkling with creative mischief. "And we need your eye for the... shall we say... spooktacular?"

      I chuckled at their enthusiasm; leave it to these two to turn any occasion into an extravaganza. "You're planning for the ball already? It's only August," I joked before taking a sip of coffee Eunice Pembleton—owner of the Chatterbox—had magically placed in front of me. Bless that woman; she knew my needs better than I did.

      "Oh honey," Radleigh said with a theatrical sigh, "we're talking about creating the party of the century! It takes time to create something with an ambiance that whispers 'elegance' but screams 'mystery.'"

      "And what says 'mystery' better than dangling crochet spiders from every corner?" Trixie chimed in, her fingers already dancing over her crochet hook, the black yarn summoning arachnid creations.

      I leaned back, enjoying their banter. "As long as Mother doesn't interfere with our plans. You know how she can be." My mother, Morgana Critt, considered herself the epitome of the Castle Point social scene and the best—if not strictest—gala coordinator this side of Portland, Maine.

      We laughed—a trio harmonized by years of friendship and shared oddities.

      "Speaking of Morgana," Radleigh leaned forward conspiratorially, lowering his voice despite the surrounding din, "has she survived the scandal of her recent arrest?"

      I shrugged nonchalantly while fishing for sugar packets. "She seems to have bounced back splendidly. Can't keep that woman down. However, she's shifted from gala queen to murder mystery maven. She wants to help me puzzle dad's death."

      Trixie clapped her hands together excitedly. "Ooh! Tell us everything!"

      As I recounted the recent conclusion that Mother agreed with me—my father's death was no hit-and-run accident—she was going 'all-in' and created a 'murder board' in her own house to match the one I had sitting on my fireplace mantle at home.

      Mother's had the same pictures, string lines from suspect to suspect, notes and musings, and she added to it almost daily, with things she recounted about my father's business dealings and the like.

      We had become somewhat of a team, Mother and me, and working on the mystery of my father's death when we had time was a pleasant change from the usual over-bearing, judgemental Mother she had been.

      Trixie and Radleigh listened intently—their faces alight with fascination and empathy. It was during moments like these that I truly appreciated having friends who accepted my peculiar life without batting an eye.

      The conversation turned to lighter topics—town gossip and planned crochet projects—our little group fondly known as "The Hookers" for our shared hobby, rather than any scandalous nighttime activities.

      Eunice floated by to refill our cups, winking at Radleigh, who flirtatiously thanked her with his best southern charm. The café owner knew everyone's secrets but served them up with such finesse you'd think she was doling out slices of pie instead of juicy tidbits.

      Radleigh's phone buzzed on the tabletop, its vibration dancing a jitterbug across the Formica. He snatched it up with the urgency of a man expecting news from the lottery commission. His eyes, wide as saucers, flicked across the screen, and his mouth formed an 'O' that could have housed a small bird.

      "Y'all won't believe this!" Radleigh's voice spiked an octave, his Southern twang painting each word with excitement. "The 'Ghosts & Gals' podcasters are coming to Castle Point!"

      Trixie's eyebrows vaulted towards her hairline. "The ones that talk to spirits and explore haunted places?" Her voice held a mix of intrigue and admiration.

      "That's the one!" Radleigh beamed, tapping his phone like a woodpecker on a mission. "They're amateur ghost hunters—coming next week to investigate our little slice of spectral paradise!"

      I shifted in my seat, my skepticism rising like bread dough in a warm kitchen. Ghost hunters often struck me as more showbiz than substance—more interested in theatrics than the truth.

      "Radleigh, honey," I started, pouring a dollop of caution into my tone, "you know most of these ghost hunters are about as authentic as a three-dollar bill, right?"

      Trixie's eyes narrowed slightly, picking up on my reluctance. "But Carrie, think about the publicity for Castle Point! This could be huge for the town!"

      I nodded slowly. "Sure, if you're in the business of ballyhoo and hullabaloo."

      Radleigh waved his hands dismissively. "Oh, come on, Carrigan! It'll be fun! And who knows? Maybe they'll actually find something ghostly that even you haven't uncovered yet."

      I bit my lip, pondering the possibilities. Sure, I had my fair share of spirit encounters—daily coffee chats with some—but this felt different. Podcasters didn't just chat; they probed and provoked for entertainment's sake.

      "And what happens when they turn Castle Point into a circus?" I asked, not entirely rhetorical.

      Trixie leaned forward. "We could use a little circus around here," she said with a wink. "Life's too short for constant decorum."

      Radleigh clapped his hands together like he was about to announce the next number in bingo night. "They want to meet some locals who've had genuine experiences with the supernatural!"

      He looked directly at me as he said this, and I felt my defenses crumble like a sandcastle at high tide.

      I sighed and took another sip of coffee to buy myself time. My brain raced through every scenario—each one ending with Castle Point becoming Maine's answer to Area fifty-one.

      "Alright," I relented. "I suppose it could be a good thing for the town..." Radleigh's grin spread wider than I thought possible without medical intervention.

      Eunice approached our table then, refilling our cups with practiced ease. "What's all this fuss about?" she asked, her curiosity piqued and her hearing aids tuned for gossip.

      "The 'Ghosts & Gals' podcasters are coming to town," Trixie explained.

      Eunice's face lit up like someone had flipped her internal switch from 'gossip' to 'high beam.' "Well, isn't that something? The whole town will be abuzz!"

      I shot Radleigh an 'I told you so' look, but said nothing more on the matter.

      As we wrapped up our coffee klatch and gathered our belongings—Trixie stuffing yarn into her bag like she was hiding contraband—I couldn't shake off my trepidation about these ghost hunters descending upon Castle Point.
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      PODCAST MEETS PARANORMAL

      We hadn't even made it out of the booth when the Chatterbox Café's door jingled its telltale welcome. Heads turned, and I swear you could've heard a blueberry scone drop in the silence that followed.

      In walked Emma Walsh and Sophie Dane, as if Radleigh's gossip-fueled hype machine conjured the two. The duo scanned the café like paranormal prospectors, their gazes landing on our booth with laser precision.

      I sank a little lower in my seat, hoping maybe, just maybe, they'd mistake me for part of the upholstery—a forlorn hope, given my "Corpse Collector" rep in town. No such luck. They made a beeline straight for us, dodging chairs and side-stepping servers.

      "Miss Critt?" Emma's voice was clear and assertive as she approached. "We're Emma and Sophie from the Ghosts & Gals podcast."

      I managed a nod, trying to look anywhere but at them. "Yeah… I heard you were coming to town…" I mumbled.

      Sophie flashed a camera-ready smile, all teeth and business. "We were hoping we could chat with you," she said.

      Trixie nudged me with her foot under the table. Radleigh's mouth was hanging open. I tucked my fingers under his chin and closed it for him.

      "Sure," I said, mustering up what little enthusiasm I could find. "Pull up a chair."

      Emma whipped out a digital recorder from her bag—probably more expensive than my entire wardrobe—and placed it on the table. Radleigh leaned forward, his eyes sparkling like he'd just been offered a front-row
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