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Something evil lurks in the charming town of Jenkins Cove. When Sophie Caldwell devotes a room in her B&B to communicate with spirits, dangerous secrets rise to the surface, and the lives of three couples will never be the same.
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Book 1: Christmas Spirit

Michael Bryant is sure he doesn't believe in the supernatural, but when Chelsea Caldwell's life is in danger, he must trust the words of a ghost to save her.
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Book 2: Christmas Awakening

When Marie Leonard returns to Jenkins Cove for her father’s funeral, she never expects to rekindle her romance with billionaire recluse Brandon Drake...nor to be haunted by the ghost of his dead wife.
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Book 3: Christmas Delivery

Haunted by ghosts, Jenkins Cove will now have to deal with Simon Shea who has “returned from the dead” seeking revenge...only to reconnect with Lexie Thornton, the girl he loved, and the daughter they conceived thirteen years ago.
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RETURN TO JENKINS COVE

Mystery... Romance... Ghosts... Christmas... 
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By Rebecca York
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Chapter One
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Chelsea Caldwell drove through the fog-shrouded darkness, her hands gripping the steering wheel of her Honda as she leaned forward and prayed she wouldn’t end up in the swamp.

Too bad she’d forgotten how fogs could roll in from the Chesapeake Bay—or from the creeks and rivers that crisscrossed this part of Maryland’s Eastern Shore.

“Relax,” she whispered to herself. “Tensing up isn’t going to help.”

She should have put her foot down about this trip. It wasn’t an emergency. They didn’t need Christmas decorations for the Bed-and-breakfast tonight. Tomorrow morning would have been a better time to drive over to Tilghman Island and pick them up.

But with Aunt Sophie getting on in years, Chelsea was bending over backwards to be accommodating. She knew her aunt could no longer run the House of the Seven Gables by herself. And if her aunt was forced to sell the business she’d run for the past forty years, her reason for living would be gone.

Unable to let that happen to her only living relative, Chelsea had done what she’d sworn she’d never do—moved to Jenkins Cove.

Once, she’d loved the quaint little community whose main business was tourism. Now it felt like foreign territory. But here she was, living in a town where the merchants sponsored a contest for the best and most creative holiday display every year. Aunt Sophie wanted to win—which was why she’d sought out a woman known for her specialty garlands and why the trunk of the car was full of holiday greenery.

Chelsea felt her shoulders tense again. It was spooky along this stretch of four-lane highway. She could imagine ghosts weaving their way through the trees.

“Stop it!” she ordered herself, firming her lips as she kept driving. “Don’t think about that. Just get home, and you can have a cup of hot chocolate in the parlor.”

A car honked and passed. A fool going too fast for the foggy conditions.

When a noise in the trees to her left made her jump, she took her eyes from the road for a moment.

“It’s only an owl,” she muttered, then flicked her gaze to the blacktop again—just as her headlights illuminated a shape right in front of her. Gaping, she slammed on the brakes.

In the swirling mist, she saw what looked like a person huddled on her side, lying on the pavement. A woman with hair fanned out behind her head.

Easing the car to the gravel shoulder, Chelsea sat with her heart pounding for several seconds.

Though she wanted to stay in the car where it was safe, she knew she had to get out and help the woman. With an unsteady hand she cut the engine, then reached toward the glove compartment and got out a flashlight.

Gripping the barrel like a club, she stepped out, shivering in a sudden gust of wind that rattled the bare branches of the trees. During the day, the weather had been warm for the last of November, but after dark the temperature dropped sharply.

After glancing up and down the highway, she walked back toward the place where she’d seen the woman. But when she shone the light on the ribbon of macadam, she saw nothing.

“Hello? Where are you? Are you okay? Can I help you?” she called out.

When no one answered, her fingers tightened on the flashlight and her throat clogged. Maybe she’d been mistaken, she thought as she swung the beam along the road, then onto the far shoulder, the mist distorting the light.

As luck would have it, no other vehicles passed. With a quick glance back at her car, she walked along the shoulder, shining the light into the underbrush.

Again, nothing.

Finally, she returned to the Honda and fumbled in her purse for her cell phone. But when she pressed the phone icon, the whole screen went black.

She muttered something very un-Christmas-like under her breath and put the instrument back. Who was she going to call, anyway? Police Chief Hammer? And tell him what? That she thought she’d seen a body on the road to Tilghman Island and now it was gone—vanished like a ghost?

The lazy old bulldog would really thank her for that.

Charles Hammer must have had some kind of pull to get voted into office. Too bad the town couldn’t get rid of him for another couple of years.

Or maybe most of the people in Jenkins Cove thought he was doing a fine job.

After casting one last anxious glance at the spot where she thought she’d seen the woman, Chelsea started the engine again. The mist was thicker now, and she drove more slowly, afraid to hit a deer leaping across the highway.

Maybe that’s what she’d seen earlier. A deer, hit and momentarily stunned. There hadn’t been anybody lying on the blacktop, after all. It was just her imagination working overtime.

She’d started to relax when a flash of movement made her brake again.

This time she didn’t see a body lying across the blacktop. This time, in the moonlight, she saw a woman running through the woods at the side of the road. And a man chasing her.

Her long black hair was streaming out behind her, and she looked as though she was wearing a dark coat that hung loosely on her body.

The woman screamed, then screamed again as the man caught up with her, yanking her by the hair.

Chelsea pulled to the shoulder once more. Grabbing the flashlight again, she leaped from the car.

“Get away from her,” she shouted as she charged into the underbrush.

She heard the woman whimper and thought she saw the man raise a knife. Then they both disappeared into a thicker patch of woods. When Chelsea tried to follow, she splashed into cold water that slopped over the tops of her shoes. As she pressed onward into sucking mud, she floundered into a water-filled hole and almost fell on her face. If she kept going, she was liable to end up waist-deep in freezing water.

Heart pounding, she stared into the bog. The woman and the man had vanished into the darkness as though they had never been there.

She backed up, feeling her way carefully, trying not to step into another hole. She’d only been out of the car for a few minutes, but her pant legs were soaked, and her feet already felt like blocks of ice.

As she retraced her steps, she wondered what she had seen. Had her overactive imagination combined with some trick of the moonlight to make her think that a woman was running for her life?

Chelsea made it back to her car and stamped her feet to shake off some of the mud. Climbing inside, she closed the door and sat behind the wheel, shivering.

She started the car and turned up the heater, thinking that she had to report this to the police. Even if it turned out to be nothing. Even if the last thing she wanted to do was tell her tale to the cops.

She raised her head, looking around for a landmark. A few yards away was a sign advertising a restaurant in Jenkins Cove. Now she knew how to find this spot again.

While she stared at the sign and the blackness beyond, she thought about something that had happened when she was ten. Something she could block out of her mind most of the time. But not now.

She’d been at a friend’s house out at Mead’s Point, on a farm that bordered the bay. She and Amanda had been playing outside down near the water. When it got dark, neither one of them wanted to go in, so they went over to the old icehouse to look for fireflies.

That was where it had happened. Amanda was looking out toward the bay, while Chelsea was staring at the icehouse, trying to figure out why the shadows seemed so strange around the little building and why the air felt so cold.

Then a young woman stepped out of the doorway and stood facing Chelsea. She held out her hand, her face pleading as though she wanted something urgent.

Her lips moved, but Chelsea couldn’t hear what she was saying. She only felt a terrible pressure inside her own chest and horrible waves of anguish coming off the woman.

She moaned or screamed something, because Amanda came running. But her friend didn’t see anything.

When Chelsea looked up, the woman had vanished.

“She was here. I saw her,” Chelsea insisted.

“You’re making it up.”

“No, I’m not. I saw her.”

Maybe it was fear that made Amanda start teasing her.

“Liar, liar. Pants on fire.”

Chelsea had burst into tears. She’d been looking forward to spending the night at Amanda’s, but now she was too upset for that. She ended up going back to the House of the Seven Gables, where Aunt Sophie did her best to find out what had happened and then to comfort her.

But Chelsea was beyond comfort. She knew with a strange certainty that the woman she’d seen was a ghost. A ghost who was depending on her to set things right—whatever that meant. But Chelsea simply hadn’t been able to understand her. And she felt like a failure.

It was a lot to put on a ten-year-old girl. So much that the experience changed her whole feeling about Jenkins Cove. Until then, she’d loved spending the summer down on the Eastern Shore. It had been a child’s dream vacation.

After that incident, she’d only made short visits with her parents—until they’d been killed in a car accident right after her senior year of college. Then she’d come back from time to time to visit Aunt Sophie, her father’s older sister.

Now she was back in town again—for the time being.

At first, she’d felt a vague sense of foreboding. When nothing upsetting had happened, she’d started hoping that living with Aunt Sophie would work out for her. She’d taken over a third-floor room in the House of the Seven Gables for her art studio, where she worked most days. Galleries in Baltimore were still buying her paintings, and she was also selling at some of the shops on Main Street right here in town.

And now this.

But what was this, exactly?

She took her bottom lip between her teeth. Had she seen another ghost?

She didn’t want to talk to anyone about it, least of all Chief Hammer. But she knew she had to—in case this was something real, and she could save the woman’s life. Or help the police find her body. That last thought made her shudder.

With shoulders hunched, she drove into Jenkins Cove, past the town square and all the shops and restaurants, to the side street where the police station was located. It looked like a two-story beige clapboard house with a gable over the wide front porch and a red front door.

Pulling up in the parking area beside the building, she sat for a moment, steeling herself, picturing the chief in his rumpled navy-blue uniform.

He’d been here fifteen years ago when she’d seen the ghost out at Mead’s Point. He hadn’t been in charge then, just one of the deputies. But, like everyone else in town, he heard about her ghost sighting. Back then, everyone was talking about her. Which was one of the reasons she’d wanted to get away from Jenkins Cove.

She tried to shove all that out of her mind as she climbed the three steps to the porch and pushed open the door.

Since it was after hours, the receptionist’s desk was empty, but a light was on in the back, and Chief Hammer called out, “Who’s there?”

“Chelsea Caldwell.”

She must have sounded pretty shaky, because he came barreling out of his office, faster than she’d thought the squat bulldog of a man could run.

He took one look at her and helped her into one of the wooden chairs against the wall, his gaze taking in the water that sopped her shoes and slacks.

“What happened? Did you drive into a ditch?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No. It wasn’t that. I...saw something when I was driving back from Tilghman Island. I got out, but...then I stepped into a hole full of freezing water.”

He looked at her through small blue eyes. “Take your time, and tell me what happened.”

She gulped in air, then blurted, “First I thought I saw a body in the middle of the road.”

The sharp look on the chief’s face made her cringe.

“Thought you saw?” he asked.

“Well, I stopped, but there was nothing there. It was foggy, so I guess it was just a trick of the light. But then, a little way up the road, I saw a man chasing a woman through the bog.”

“Where was this, exactly?”

“Near the sign advertising the Crab Pot. Do you know where I mean?”

“Yeah.”

“I got out and chased them.”

“Bad idea,” he muttered.

“But I...” She stopped and pointed down toward her wet feet. “But I stumbled into a hole full of water. Sorry. I tracked mud all over your floor.”

“Don’t worry about that.” He stood there staring at her and tapping his finger against his lips.

Holding herself very still, she waited for him to make a smart remark about the ghost she’d seen all those years ago.

When he finally spoke, he said, “It would help if you could come out there and show us the exact place where you saw the woman and the man.”

She nodded. She’d hoped she could go home, now that she’d done her duty. But she knew he was right. “Okay.”

He looked down at her wet shoes and pants. “We keep clothing at the station in case an officer needs to change. I hope you don’t mind wearing uniform pants and rubber boots.”

“Thanks. I’d appreciate it.”

“While you change, I’ll contact a couple of my deputies.”

She waited while he produced a pair of navy-blue uniform pants and a pair of rubber boots. The boots were much too big, but three pairs of heavy wool socks helped hold them on her feet.

When she came out of the ladies’ room where she’d changed, two uniformed officers were conferring with the chief. Hammer made the introductions, but the deputies—Sam Draper and Tommy Benson—had little to say to her. She wondered what the chief had told them while she was changing her clothes. Had he confined himself to tonight’s incident, or had he told them about her misadventure fifteen years ago?

“Sorry about the boots,” Hammer said as she clumped into the room.

“I’m fine.”

They all left the building together, and she looked toward her car. “I’ll lead you out there.”

“I’d prefer that you ride with us so you can show us where to stop.”

I could have done that from my own car.

When she answered with a quick nod, they walked around to where the police cruisers were parked, and Hammer opened the front passenger door of one.

She climbed into the cruiser, and he shut the door firmly behind her.

Hammer drove. The two younger officers sat in the back section that was walled off with a wire cage.

As they left the town limits behind and drove into the foggy countryside, Hammer said, “The weather’s pretty bad. How did you happen to be out here?”

“My aunt asked me to pick up some Christmas decorations from a woman on the island.”

“Okay.”

The conversation died, and Chelsea leaned forward, looking for the restaurant sign. When she finally saw it, she tried to gauge the spot where she’d seen the couple.

“Right there, I think,” she murmured, pointing into the swamp.

Hammer pulled the cruiser to a stop and switched on the red and blue flashing lights, which cast an eerie glow on the bare winter landscape.

The three men got out and shone their flashlights on the ground, searching for signs of her earlier visit.

Hammer handed her a light, and she also shone it on the gravel. At first she saw nothing, and she was starting to think this might be the wrong place. Then, to her vast relief, she spotted her own muddy footprints several yards beyond the car.

“Up there.” She gestured with her flashlight beam.

“You get back in the cruiser and wait,” the chief instructed. “We’ll take care of this.”

She shuddered as all three men drew their weapons before starting off in the direction she’d walked earlier. Thanks to their rubber boots, they kept going through the mucky area.

Once back in the police car she ignored good judgment that told her to lock the doors and keep the windows closed. Instead she rolled the passenger window down so she could hear what was going on in the bog.

With the flashlight gripped tightly in her hand, she listened to sounds of feet splashing and watched lights bobbing in the moonlight. The beams moved away from her, sometimes jerking as the men struggled across the uneven ground.

Minutes ticked by as Chelsea waited, sure she was going to hear the cops come splashing back to her with disgusted expressions on their faces.
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Chapter Two
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“I’ve got a body,” one of the men shouted.

Chelsea gasped as the impact of the statement hit her like a blow to the chest. She had been prepared for something bad. But, to her own chagrin, she’d seen it in personal terms. She’d assumed that they weren’t going to find anything real—and that once again she’d be ridiculed. Instead, someone was dead.

As she stared toward the swamp, a male figure came looming out of the fog. She dragged in a breath, holding it until she saw he was wearing a police officer’s cap.

Seconds later, Draper was beside the cruiser.

“Who is it?” she asked.

“A woman.”

“Did you find any identification?”

“This is a crime scene. We haven’t searched her.”

“Do you know what happened?”

“Not yet.”

Before she could ask more questions, another beam of light came out of the darkness. From the bulky shape that approached, she knew it was Hammer.

Draper moved deferentially out of the way so the chief could step up to the window of the cruiser.

“I understand you found a woman’s body,” Chelsea said.

“Yeah. I’m going to call in the state police. Since this is going to be a murder investigation.”

As he pulled out his cell phone, he walked several yards up the road. She could hear him talking in a low voice, but she couldn’t make out what he was saying.

“They’ll be here soon,” he said when he returned, then shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “I’d like to know if it was the female you saw.”

Chelsea sucked in a sharp breath. “You mean you want me to look at the body?”

“Yeah.”

“Is that standard police procedure?”

“That’s my procedure,” he growled, and she knew he wasn’t pleased that she’d questioned his judgment.

“This way,” Hammer said when she’d climbed out of the cruiser. “Best take my arm. It’s slippery in the bog.”

She didn’t want to touch anyone right now. But she knew it was prudent to accept the chief’s offer, particularly since her too-large boots were already making it hard to walk. Grasping his arm, she let him lead her into the bog, with Draper splashing along behind them.

Benson was waiting for them in the gloom. When they approached, he shone his flashlight onto a black shape on the ground. The beam illuminated a young woman lying on her side, her body half in and half out of a puddle of water. She was wearing a worn navy-blue or black coat and a shapeless gray dress that looked several sizes too big for her. Her eyes were closed and her dark hair stretched out in back of her as though she were still running through the bog, trying to escape. A bloodstain spread out from below her body.

“I think that’s the woman I saw,” Chelsea whispered. “At least the hair and the coat are similar. I didn’t get a good look at her face.”

“Do you know who she is?”

“No.” The wind had started to blow, and she had to clamp her jaw to keep her teeth from chattering.

“We’ll want you to make a statement.”

“I understand.”

“And the state police will need to question you.”

She looked back toward the road, sorry that she hadn’t brought her own car. “Do I have to stay here?”

“When the state police get here, we’ll take you back to the station where you can make your statement.”

Chelsea gave up the battle to keep her teeth from chattering.

“Yeah, it’s cold out here,” Hammer agreed. “You can wait in the patrol car.”

Of course, she wasn’t only reacting to the cold. Seeing the woman up close had affected her deeply.

The victim looked so lost and alone out in the swamp. She’d been running from a man. Who was it? Her husband? Her lover? A guy she’d met in a bar?

No, she didn’t look like the bar type. In fact, she looked oddly out of place in any context Chelsea could think of—except maybe a movie about displaced persons.

That was a strange thought. But she simply couldn’t imagine this woman’s life.

Chelsea and the cops started back across the muddy ground. When they reached the cruiser, she climbed into the passenger seat again. Draper slid behind the wheel, while Hammer went back to join Benson at the crime scene.

“Is it okay if I call my aunt?” Chelsea asked. “She’s probably wondering why I’m not home yet.”

“Go ahead.”

She pulled out her cell phone—then remembered why she’d driven to the police station in the first place.

“Can I borrow your phone?” she asked Draper. “Mine’s dead.”

“Sure.”

Aunt Sophie answered on the first ring. And her voice sounded worried.

“Chelsea, where are you? I was expecting you back an hour ago.”

She’d wanted to reassure her aunt; now she realized she should have planned what she was going to say. Certainly not that she’d led the cops to a dead body outside town.

“I ran into a little delay,” she temporized.

“A traffic accident?” her aunt asked immediately.

“Nothing like that. I’ll be home as soon as I can. Please don’t worry about me. I’m fine.”

She could have added that she was with the police. But she decided that would be going too far.

How long was she going to have to sit here before they drove her back to town? Damn. If she’d taken her own car, she could have gone home and explained this to Aunt Sophie.

That thought didn’t exactly calm her nerves. She didn’t want to talk to her aunt about ghosts. She’d ignored the subject since coming back to Jenkins Cove. Now she was going to have to face the inevitable. And the worst part was that she hadn’t chosen the time and place. This situation had been thrust upon her by circumstances.

***
[image: image]


MICHAEL BRYANT SWIVELED his desk chair toward the French doors and stretched out his long legs, crossing them at the ankles as he looked out the window of his comfortable office into the paved courtyard between the back of his two-story brick house and the detached garage. The large patio was surrounded by raised beds with small shrubs and perennial flowers that had gone underground for the winter.

Some people would have called it a charming little retreat. He called it low maintenance—the perfect balance in his life. An outdoor space he could enjoy when he wanted to get some fresh air, but at the same time, a garden he could maintain with very little effort.

Though born and raised in Chicago, he now lived in Washington, D.C., in the same house he’d rented a few years ago while working on a book about behind-the-scenes life in the White House. He liked the quiet, tree-lined street off Connecticut Avenue so much that when he’d gotten a chance to buy the property during a slump in the housing market, he’d jumped at it.

He shuffled through the stack of newspaper clippings on his desk, until he found the piece from the Jenkins Cove Gazette, a weekly paper published in a small town on the Eastern Shore of Maryland. His dark eyes narrowed, he reread the story that his clipping service had sent him.
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Local Woman Leads Police to Mystery Body

By Helen Graham

The body of an unidentified woman was found three days ago in a bog along the highway between Jenkins Cove and Tilghman Island. Police got the tip from Jenkins Cove resident Chelsea Caldwell, who recently moved to town to help run the House of the Seven Gables Bed-and-Breakfast. She led police to the body late in the evening.

Ms. Caldwell said she was returning from an evening trip when she saw a man and a woman struggling in a boggy area near the highway. When standing water prevented her from investigating, she alerted Police Chief Charles Hammer, who returned to the highway with her, accompanied by two patrol officers, Samuel Draper and Tommy Benson. After Ms. Caldwell showed them the location of the incident she had witnessed, the officers investigated and discovered the body of a woman about fifty feet from the road.

Upon finding the body, Chief Hammer turned the investigation over to the state police.

The unidentified victim is described as a young woman or a teenager, possibly a runaway.

***
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Michael looked up from the text and slicked back the lock of dark hair that had fallen over his forehead while he’d been reading.

He’d wondered at first why the clipping service had sent him the article. Then he’d gotten to the next paragraph and figured it out.
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Sources close to the police department note that when Ms. Caldwell made her report of the incident, she mentioned seeing a woman’s body on the road prior to witnessing the assault. According to her statement, she got out of the car to look for the body, but it had vanished. A few hundred feet down the road, she witnessed the man and woman struggling in the bog.

Longtime local residents remember that, as a child, Ms. Caldwell frequently spent summer vacations with her aunt, Sophie Caldwell, in Jenkins Cove. On one of those visits, she claimed to have seen a ghost near a playmate’s house, but no one else could turn up any evidence of the visitation.

When asked if the long-ago ghost sighting might have any relationship to the current case, Ms. Caldwell refused to comment. Several witnesses report hearing Ms. Caldwell discuss the possibility that the victim on the road could have been a ghost.

***
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Michael studied the picture that accompanied the article.

Chelsea Caldwell looked petite, with a face he’d call appealing. She had large light-colored eyes, a small upturned nose and chin-length wheat-colored hair. Not the sort of woman he’d think of as a liar. She looked too cute.

But Michael had learned that you couldn’t make such assessments from a photograph. Sometimes it was even hard to do in person.

From where he sat, the case was a perfect example of the kind of story he was looking for in his research. It was about a woman who needed to feel she was important, so she was making up ghost stories.

The body she’d found had obviously been real. But had she portrayed her part in the incident accurately? Why would she have said she’d seen a body on the road that conveniently vanished? To deflect attention from what had really happened?

He got up and stretched his long, lean frame, then strode to the French doors, picking up the basketball in the corner of the office on the way out.

After crossing the patio, he stepped into the alley, where he’d installed a hoop over the garage door. The air was nippy, but the alley was sheltered from the wind. He bounced the ball several times, then tossed it toward the hoop, made the shot and dribbled again.

Fifteen years ago, he’d been recruited out of high school by several colleges, but he’d turned down the basketball scholarships in favor of focusing on academics. He’d played for fun in college, and he still did some of his best thinking when he was on the court.

He thought about Chelsea Caldwell as he shot some more, then went back inside and sat at his desk again.

He’d started working on this ghost project several months ago, after Jeff Patterson had called him in a panic. Michael had grown up with Jeff, and they’d kept in touch over the years. Jeff worked for an investment firm, and he’d become alarmed when he’d found out several of his customers were taking financial advice from a medium—and losing a great deal of money in the process.

Michael had never believed in ghosts or anything else supernatural. In fact, Jeff’s call had brought his own childhood experiences slamming back to him.

Apparently, he’d been so traumatized that he’d repressed some very unpleasant memories. After talking to Jeff, however, he’d recalled that his mom had often spent the grocery money on psychic readings while trying to contact his dead father.

Michael had gone to bed hungry and gone to school in clothing from the Salvation Army store because a series of psychics had gotten their hooks into his mother. Back then he’d vowed never to let himself be taken in by supernatural nonsense. His mom’s mania had made him test everything—and believe in only what he could learn from his own senses.

Jeff’s phone call had done more than bring back Michael’s unpleasant memories. He wasn’t a powerless kid anymore. He was a journalist with a national reputation. He’d come back to Chicago, investigated the scam and exposed it in a major piece for a national magazine. The heady feeling of evening the score had made him want to do more. Now he was expanding his research into a book proposal.

His gaze came back to little Ms. Caldwell. She intrigued him. He’d already dug into her background and found that she’d been selling paintings in Baltimore. Did she think her ghost stories would add to her cachet as an artist? Or had she tapped out artistically and was looking for another way to get some attention?

He wondered if the aunt was in on it. Were they using the ghost nonsense to get more customers for the B & B?

Well, finding out what made Ms. Caldwell tick wasn’t going to be difficult. All he had to do was call up and make a reservation at the House of the Seven Gables.

He’d written exposés of the mob and helped get some wise guys put away in jail where they belonged. He’d accompanied an expedition down the Amazon and survived a very nasty spider bite in the process. He’d gotten in and out of a major African civil war without getting either of his arms lopped off.

Compared to that, investigating ghost stories on Maryland’s Eastern Shore was going to be a piece of cake.

When he dialed the number of the B & B, a female voice answered, “House of the Seven Gables.”

She sounded pleasant and professional—and just a little bit guarded. Odd for someone who made her living dealing with the public.

Was it her? The voice seemed too young to be the aunt, but he wasn’t going to ask her name, because that might tip her off that he had more than a casual interest in meeting the woman who had been written up in the paper.

Assuming that she wouldn’t recognize his own name, he said, “This is Michael Bryant. I’m hoping I can book a room for some time in the next few days.”

“Have you looked at our Web site?”

“Yes.”

“What room are you interested in?”

He hadn’t made a thorough study of the photographs, so he said, “I don’t really care. They all look nice. I’d just like to get away for a few days.”

“The Preston Room is one of our best, and it’s available starting December second.”

“Just a moment.” He looked at his calendar. December second was the day after tomorrow. Well, he was anxious to get this started, and the timing was perfect.

“That date works for me,” he said, keeping his voice bland though he felt an unexpected jolt of excitement.

“The room has a private bath with a tub and shower combination. And it’s in the front of the house, with a view of the harbor.”

He leaned back in his chair, a smile flickering on his lips. “It sounds very appealing.” Of course, he wasn’t simply talking about the room, but he wasn’t going to tell her that.

“Do you have any special dietary needs?” she asked.

She was efficient. For a moment he toyed with the idea of giving her something to worry about—then decided that telling her he needed a gluten-free diet would only make his stay at the inn less enjoyable.

So he answered, “No.”

“How long will you be with us?”

“Let’s say ... a week.”

“Fine,” she said again. “We like to keep things quiet during the Christmas season, so you may be the only guest by the end of the week.”

“That’s perfect.”

They transacted the rest of their business, and he hung up with the smile still on his face. If he was lucky, Chelsea Caldwell would end up as a chapter in his book—whether she liked it or not.
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Chapter Three
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Chelsea woke with a start, every muscle in her body instantly tense. Lying in the dark, she strained her ears. She’d thought she heard the sound of a voice whispering urgently to her.

Reaching for the bedside lamp, she pushed the switch, flooding the side of the bed with a pool of yellow light.

As she huddled under the covers, she scanned the room with her anxious gaze. There was no one in here. Had she dreamed someone was calling her?

She’d wakened like this more than once since the incident on the road.

The incident! That’s what she’d been calling it, because she didn’t want to think about murder. Or about ghosts.

Or discuss them, either. It wasn’t like what that horrible newspaper article had said. She hadn’t been blabbing to anyone. It was everyone else who was talking. But what was she supposed to do, write a letter to the editor in protest? That would only make things worse. Instead, she’d gone about her business and hoped the town would stop talking about her.

When she heard the sound of something clattering outside, she breathed out a sigh of relief. It wasn’t a voice at all. It was real. But what was it?

Simply a raccoon trying to get into the trash cans? Or was somebody sneaking around the house?

“Stop jumping to the worst possible conclusions,” she muttered. When she’d come back to Jenkins Cove, she’d convinced herself that life here was going to be normal and uneventful. Ever since she’d seen the woman lying in the road, nothing had felt normal.

If she’d been free to leave, she would have gone back to Baltimore. But she’d given up her apartment. And she’d made a commitment to stay and help Aunt Sophie.

Now she hoped she wasn’t making things worse for her aunt. Sometimes Chelsea would turn her head and catch Aunt Sophie staring at her. But then she would quickly look away.

Chelsea was pretty sure her aunt was worried about her. So, she was doing her best to make it seem as though everything was okay. She could manage that during the day, but at night she couldn’t control where her unconscious mind took her. Apparently now she was translating sounds outside into nightmare whispers.

She swung her legs out of bed and tiptoed to the window, looking out. A streetlight illuminated the side of the bed-and-breakfast. Down by the dock, another light shone, illuminating some of the small craft that were spending the winter in the sheltered harbor at the center of Jenkins Cove.

Fog wafted through the lights. As she stared at those spots of brightness, she thought she saw shapes swirling in the mist, shapes that took on human form.

No. That was ridiculous. It was just air moving.

She shivered, her eyes still fixed on the scene beyond the window as she imagined phantoms drifting through the town.

Damn!

Since her trip to Tilghman Island, ghosts had been on her mind. And she couldn’t get them to go away.

She looked around the room. Well, the good news was that she wasn’t seeing them in here. And she didn’t want to. Which was why she hadn’t gone near the third-floor room that Aunt Sophie called her “psychomanteum.”

Chelsea made a sound low in her throat. Aunt Sophie had always been a little off-the-wall, but in the years since Chelsea had been away from Jenkins Cove, her aunt had let her eccentricities run wild. Now Chelsea had to cope with that, too.

She glanced at the clock on the nightstand. It was four in the morning. She should go back to bed, because she had to be up at seven to prepare breakfast for their guests. At the moment, they had three couples staying with them. One from Baltimore, one from Boston and one from Cleveland. The Cleveland couple were retired and traveling around the country, taking in holiday celebrations at various locations. The other four visitors were younger, and they had come to House of the Seven Gables for a weekend getaway.

Chelsea was about to climb back into bed when the same rattling sound made her stop in her tracks.

This time she thought it might be in the house.

Refusing to call the police, lest they think she’d gone hysterical, she pulled on her robe and grabbed the gun she’d started keeping in her bedside drawer. After slipping the weapon into the pocket of her robe, she scuffed her feet into bedroom slippers, stepped into the hall and started down the stairs, her hand in her pocket and her fingers wrapped around the butt of the gun.

The house was dark and quiet. All the guests were in their rooms, sleeping. The two weekend couples were leaving in the morning, and the maid would get the Preston Room ready for Michael Bryant, who was coming from Washington, D.C. He’d said he wanted to get away for a few days, but she’d wondered if he had more than that in mind.

Something in his voice had made her think he had a hidden agenda.

Silently, she pressed her lips together. Now she was getting suspicious of Michael Bryant. Lately, it seemed, she didn’t trust anyone.

But look what had happened with the cops. She’d made a report about the incident the other night, and because she’d wanted to be absolutely honest, she’d put in the part about the body she’d thought she’d seen on the road.

She was sorry she’d been so scrupulous, because evidently someone who had read the report had started talking about it. Was it Hammer? One of the patrolmen? Or a detective from the state police? Whoever it was, the breach of police confidentiality had led to talk about the ghost incident fifteen years ago.

She sighed. Since that article had come out in the local paper, she knew people were looking at her with curiosity in the grocery store and in the shops on Main Street. And she was sure they were talking about her behind her back.

Or was that just her own paranoia?

She had the number of that detective from the state police, Rand McClellan. Maybe she’d ask him if he knew something about the leak. Or maybe it was better to keep her mouth shut, hold her head up and ignore the town gossip.

She walked across the front hall, where the light had been left on to illuminate the steps.

She had reached the dining room and was just walking between the sideboard and the long Chippendale table when the kitchen door opened and a figure filled the doorway.

Chelsea started to draw the gun.

Then the man’s shape registered. He was lean and stoop-shouldered, and she realized it was Mr. Thackerson, from Baltimore, wearing a T-shirt and jeans and bedroom slippers. He was coming out of the kitchen with a plate and a cup in his hand.

“Oh,” he said. “Sorry to startle you.”

“What...what are you doing down here?” she asked.

“I got hungry in the middle of the night, and I remembered that you had some delicious banana bread left over from yesterday’s breakfast. It’s one of my favorites. I hope you don’t mind my helping myself to a slice—and some cranberry tea.”

“No. That’s fine,” Chelsea allowed, seeing that he actually had two slices. Extra cake in the middle of the night wasn’t really part of the deal, but she wasn’t going to lecture him about it. She didn’t want him bad-mouthing the House of the Seven Gables to his friends back in Baltimore. Instead, she stepped to the side, letting him pass her.

“I’ll see you for breakfast in the morning,” she said.

He mumbled an answer, his mouth already stuffed with Aunt Sophie’s banana bread.

When he was gone, she leaned against the wall, breathing hard, thinking that she’d almost shot one of their guests.

She should get rid of the gun. But she couldn’t do it. It was too much of a comfort to her.

After waiting a few minutes, she followed Mr. Thackerson back upstairs. In her room, she lay down and ordered herself to relax. She was going to look like hell if she didn’t get some sleep. And instead of painting after lunch, she was going to have to take a nap.

She closed her eyes, thinking about all the things she had to do in the morning. Then she pushed them aside and focused on the painting that was half-finished in her studio upstairs. It was set in downtown Jenkins Cove, along Main Street.

Not one of her moody landscapes. It was for a holiday auction, so she’d deliberately painted a Christmas scene and set it at twilight so that she could show off her talent for bringing out the holiday lights.

As she let her mind picture the touches she was going to add tomorrow, she felt herself relax. Thinking about her work always soothed her. A good thing, because she needed to defuse her tension.

***
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THE BRIGHT AFTERNOON SUN turned Jenkins Cove postcard perfect, Michael Bryant thought as he drove the length of Main Street, getting the lay of the land. This was definitely a tourist town. Very different from the gritty inner city where he’d grown up.

Most of the businesses that lined the street were decked out for the holiday season. Scattered among the shops were restaurants and real-estate offices—in case the tourists wanted to buy themselves a place in the land of pleasant living.

He circled the town square, where artificial icicles dangled from the roofline of a wooden gazebo, then passed two churches—one a Gothic stone and the other brick—on opposite sides of the street. They seemed to be in competition for the most elaborate crèche scene.

When he got to the outskirts of town, he turned right, heading down a residential street until the road stopped at the bank of what the locals probably called a creek. They used the word around here for bodies of water that he would have called rivers.

The creek was a surprise. He’d seen rivers and coves as he’d driven toward town, but he hadn’t realized how much water hemmed in the community. Apparently you couldn’t get very far without driving over a bridge—or into the water.

He turned around in the last driveway before the drink, then started back down Main Street. Consulting his GPS, he turned on Center Street, which dead-ended at Laurel. As he’d been instructed, he parked in the nearby public lot and wheeled his suitcase across the street toward the House of the Seven Gables.

The front garden was nicely tended, although winter obviously wasn’t the best season to view it. The house itself was a green- shingled building with red and white trim, three stories if you counted the dormer windows under the gabled roof. It looked as though it had been built in two or three stages.

Like every other building in town, it was adorned for Christmas. The wreath on the front door was decorated with miniature duck decoys, and the garlands twined around the porch posts were studded with small sailboats and something red that he at first took for ribbons. Then he saw they were Maryland crabs.

Leaving his suitcase near the front entrance, he walked around to the water side and saw a long, two-story porch facing the harbor. Careful not to end up in the water, he turned and looked at the house. Shading his eyes for a better view, he counted at least five chimneys, hinting that the building had been constructed before central heating.

The inn had a prime waterfront location on the sheltered harbor at the center of town, directly across from a rambling seafood restaurant. Probably it was noisy in summer, but there weren’t that many people operating boats at this time of year. For that, he was grateful.

***
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A KNIT CAP COVERED the watcher’s wiry brown hair. His jacket and pants were brown, too, giving him the appearance of a workman who had some off-season business at the dock area.

Yeah, he had business, all right. But it didn’t have anything to do with repairing boats.

He was here to keep an eye on the House of the Seven Gables.

It was a boring job. But it paid well, and he wasn’t complaining.

When the B & B guests were out, and the two ladies had departed to get groceries, he’d used his lockpicks and slipped inside the house to have a look around.

After helping himself to one of Aunt Sophie’s chocolate-chip brownies, he’d looked at the guest book and snooped in some of the rooms. Back in the kitchen, he’d taken a long look at the step stool pulled up at the side of the cooking island.

He’d seen Chelsea climb up on it to get something from a high cabinet. Maybe if he loosened the leg a little bit, she’d fall and break her neck, and he’d be rid of one problem.

Now he leaned forward, zeroing in on the tall, dark-haired man prowling around the house. From his perusal of the guest book in the office, he suspected it was Michael Bryant, who was scheduled to arrive that afternoon. His build was athletic, and he was wearing dress slacks and an obviously expensive dark coat. He looked like a guy who liked a little formality instead of the grubby attire of some of the tourists who showed up in town.

The watcher noted the man was skulking around. Not your typical guest behavior. But he’d already looked up Bryant on the Web, using the computer at the town library.

Apparently, the guy was an investigative reporter. So what was he investigating?

Murder in Jenkins Cove?

That was a good bet. Bryant definitely didn’t look as though he was just here on a fishing vacation. At least, most people who came to a B & B didn’t start by poking around the outside property. They introduced themselves first and got settled in their rooms—then went exploring.

Or maybe he was interested in ghost stories.

The watcher snorted. Well, he’d come to the right place, if town gossip was any indication.

The porch door opened, and Chelsea Caldwell stepped out, wearing her typical jeans and a cable-knit sweater. After watching her for days, he knew she’d be casually dressed, even when she was expecting guests.

He liked the way she filled out the jeans. Too bad the sweater covered her curves.

She stood for a moment with her hands on her hips, observing the nosy guy. Then she dropped her arms to her sides, squared her shoulders and came down the steps.

“Can I help you?” she called out in a loud voice.

The watcher waited for the guy’s reply. If it was Bryant, he was going to make a report on this meeting.

***
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MICHAEL TURNED AROUND and saw a woman coming down the steps. Petite, blond, with blue eyes and an upturned nose, she was immediately recognizable.

Chelsea Caldwell in the flesh.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

To his annoyance, he felt an instant zing of attraction. He hadn’t come down here to start anything with her. He’d come to find out why she’d made up the ghost stories.

He shoved his hands into his pockets. “I’m Michael Bryant. I’ve booked a room here.”

“Chelsea Caldwell,” she answered. “I believe we spoke over the phone. I saw you looking around, and I wondered if you were thinking about staying here.”

“I wanted to get an impression of the exterior before I came inside,” he answered, thinking that the explanation sounded stuffy. And maybe defensive. That wasn’t the way he wanted to start off, but now he was stuck with it.

“Well, I’ll be waiting for you in the office. It’s to the left of the front door.”

“I’ll come with you.”

He followed her along a path made of some kind of white rocks that crunched under his feet. “This some kind of special gravel?”

“Oyster shells.”

“Oh.” Yeah, that made sense in an area where half the people made their living from the water.

At the front of the house, he reached for the handle of the suitcase at the same time Chelsea did, and their hands collided with a little jolt of electricity. They both drew back quickly and said “Sorry” at the same time.

“Electricity in the air,” she murmured.

“Yes.” Folding down the handle, he carried the bag up the steps to the front porch, then into a square front hall.

As soon as he stepped inside, delicious aromas wrapped themselves around him, and he took an appreciative breath.

Chelsea was watching him. “Aunt Sophie loves to bake. If you don’t watch out, you’ll gain weight while you’re here.”

“Warning taken.”

Chelsea led the way past what looked like genuine antique furnishings to the office.

“I’m sure you’ll like Jenkins Cove,” she said. “What brings you here?”

“I just wanted to get away and enjoy the small-town holiday atmosphere,” he answered, thinking that she wasn’t what he’d expected at all. After reading the article, he’d wondered if she was involved in the murder. In person, he was having trouble picturing her in that role. Then he reminded himself sharply that he’d just met her, and that he had no basis to form an impression.

Moreover, the instant attraction he’d felt was dangerous.

He realized she was speaking again. “You’re welcome to watch television or visit with the other guests in the living room. We also have a collection of DVDs that you can use with the television in your room.”

“I should have asked: do the rooms have Internet access?”

“We’ve got a wireless network.”

“Great,” he said, meaning it. He’d be able to keep up his research while he was here.

“Breakfast is usually between eight and nine-thirty,” she told him. “If you want to eat earlier, we can make special arrangements.” She consulted a sheet of paper. “You said you didn’t have any dietary restrictions.”

“That’s right.”

“That makes it easy.” She started toward the door and must have seen that they were going to touch again if she tried to get past him.

Obediently, he stepped out of the way.

“The Preston Room is down here. You’ll have a nice view of the water.”

As they stepped into the living room, a plump woman wearing a dark skirt and blouse covered by a long white apron came bustling through a doorway. Her hair was pulled back in a bun, and her lined face was wreathed in smiles. It was obvious that she was related to Chelsea. The shape of her face was the same, and her gray hair still had some traces of gold.

“You must be Michael Bryant,” she said.

“And you must be the woman who makes this house smell like a five-star bakery.”

She flushed. “I’m Sophie Caldwell, and you’ve already met my niece, Chelsea.”

“Yes.”

“We serve tea and cookies and wine and cheese in the parlor in the afternoon at five. You’re welcome to join us.”

“Thank you.”

“So, what do you do for a living?” she asked, taking him aback with the bluntness of the question.

“I’m a writer.”

“Oh, that’s so interesting. You know James Michener lived in the area when he was writing Chesapeake.”

“Yes.”

“And you’ll find the books of a number of local writers in the shops on Main Street. Are you writing a novel?”

“Yes,” he said. He had an idea for a novel that he was toying with. But that wasn’t what he was working on now, of course.

“Does Jenkins Cove have a ghost tour?” he asked.

He saw Chelsea stiffen. But her aunt’s expression turned apologetic. “I’m sorry. The merchants’ association has talked about it, but we never got around to doing anything about it.”

“So, are you saying there are ghosts in town?” he asked.

“There are ghosts in every town,” Sophie answered serenely. “And, of course, Jenkins Cove has had its share of murders over the years.” She lowered her voice as she said the last bit.

She seemed as though she was about to add something else, but her niece’s narrow-eyed look made her close her mouth.

“I have some things to do in the kitchen,” Chelsea said in a strained voice. “Aunt Sophie, would you mind showing Mr. Bryant to his room?”

“I’ll be glad to. Come this way. You’re on the first floor.”

Chelsea hurried off, and the older woman led him down a hall to the Preston Room, which featured a bed with a blue and gold canopy that matched the drapes tied back over white-painted plantation shutters.

“Your niece seemed to get upset when I mentioned ghost tours,” he commented.

“She had a bad experience recently.”

“What happened?” he asked innocently.

She gave him a direct look, and he had the fleeting feeling that she’d seen through his ruse. But instead of calling him on his motivation, she said, “If she wants to tell you about it, she will.”

She left him alone, and he sat in the comfortable chair by the window, flipping through the brochures Chelsea had given him.

He’d been in his room for about an hour when he heard voices down the hall. Glancing at his watch, he saw that it was about time for the wine and cheese hour.

When he walked into the front hall, he saw a thin, sallow-skinned woman standing by the stairs with Aunt Sophie, looking uncertain.

“There’s nothing to be nervous about, dear,” Aunt Sophie was saying.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” the woman said softly.

“Well, you’re very brave to take this step. It’s always a big decision to try and reach across the great divide to a loved one.”

Michael stared from Sophie to the older woman. “Contacting the dead?” he said, hearing the rough quality of his own voice.

“Why, yes.”

“You have people coming here for séances?” he asked, struggling not to make his voice sound accusing.

Aunt Sophie laughed. “Séances? No, no. They can be faked, of course. But I have built a psychomanteum in the attic.”

“A psychomanteum?” he asked, as he rolled the pretentious-sounding word around in his mouth. “What’s that?”

She smiled serenely. “You look alarmed. But it’s nothing to worry about. It’s just a room where the dead can contact the living—if they so choose.”
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Chapter Four
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From the corner of his eye, Michael saw that Chelsea had stepped into the hall and gone stock-still when she realized that the subject had turned to ghosts—again.

Funny how they kept coming up.

“That sounds very interesting. I’d like to hear about this psychomanteum,” he said, looking from niece to aunt.

Sophie gave him a bright smile. “I read about it on the Web. You can pick up so much information on the Web, don’t you know? I started doing research on psychic phenomena after...” She glanced at Chelsea and stopped short.

“After what?” Michael prompted, pretty sure what she had stopped herself from saying. After Chelsea had said she’d seen a ghost. Of course, the question was—which time? Fifteen years ago, or last week?

Ignoring the question, the older woman went on. “I found a Web site that told all about it. It’s a very ancient concept. Long ago, people might go into the forest, kneel down by a pool of water and peer into it as they asked the spirit of a dead relative to come to them. Today we’re more likely to use a darkened room, hung with heavy curtains. My psychomanteum has a chair and a mirror, and candles for light. You sit in the chair, stare into the mirror and invite a spirit to come to you.”

Michael wanted to tell her she was out of her mind. Either that or she’d found some way to make the psychomanteum pay big-time. Instead he settled for a noncommittal “I see,” before turning toward Chelsea. “Have you ever tried it?”

“No!” she said sharply, then looked at her aunt. “And I don’t intend to.”

“It might help you,” Sophie said softly, and Michael waited to see what Chelsea would say.

“I don’t need that kind of help,” she answered, and Michael gathered that he’d stepped into the middle of an old argument.

Chelsea looked from her aunt to Michael, then seemed to realize that there was a fourth person in the room.

“Mrs.... Albright?”

“Yes, dear,” her aunt answered. “Mrs. Albright and I were talking in church about her dear departed husband, Norbert. She said she wished she could speak to him again, and I suggested she try the psychomanteum.”

Chelsea answered with a tight nod.

“How much do you charge to use the psychomanteum?” Michael asked Sophie.

She looked startled. “Why, nothing. It’s just...” She shrugged. “Just something I do for the community.” Turning to Mrs. Albright, she said, “I’ll take you up, dear, and get you settled.” Then she asked her niece, “Can you get out the wine and cheese?”

“Yes.”

“And don’t forget those brownies and lemon bars I made this afternoon. I’ll be down in a few minutes.”

Sophie and her guest started up the stairs.

When the two women had reached the second floor and started down the hall, Michael leaned toward Chelsea. “Do you believe that? That people can contact the dead?”

“I don’t know.”

“Have you ever done it?”

“Have you?” she shot back.

“No.”

“At least you’re sure of what you believe.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Instead of answering, she turned on her heel and headed for the dining room, where she exited through a door at the far end of the room.

Michael thought about waiting for her in the living room, since it might not be appropriate for the guests to go into the working part of the B & B.

The heck with it. He followed her through the doorway and found himself in the kitchen.

Chelsea was just setting wineglasses on a silver tray when the back door of the house opened, and a nattily dressed man in his mid-thirties walked in. He was of medium height with medium brown hair carefully combed to the side.

Chelsea’s head jerked up. “Ned, what are you doing here?”

“Have you talked to your aunt about my offer?” He thrust his hands into the pockets of his gray slacks.

“No. And I’m not going to.”

“The market could go down.”

“That won’t make any difference to Aunt Sophie. She’s not interested in selling.”

Michael cleared his throat. “Am I interrupting something? I was in a hurry to get here, so I didn’t stop for lunch on the way down from D.C., and I was hoping for a head start on the wine and cheese.”

“Of course,” Chelsea answered, apparently glad that he was in the kitchen. She went to the refrigerator and took out a bottle of white Chablis, along with a tray that held crackers and small slices of cheese. “White or red wine?” she asked.

The brown-haired man gave Michael an annoyed look.

He could have cut the tension in Chelsea’s voice with one of the knives in the rack under the window. “Red.”

Picking up a glass she’d set on the tray, she poured from a bottle of Merlot. As she handed Michael the glass, she said, “Ned just stopped by for his weekly reminder that the House of the Seven Gables is sitting on prime town land and Aunt Sophie could make a fortune if she sold it to a developer.”

The other man kept his expression neutral.

“But he’s not going to get Aunt Sophie to sell,” Chelsea finished.

“I’d like to talk to her,” he said.

“She’s busy.”

He might have kept pressing his case. Instead he held up his hands, palms out. “Okay, another time,” he answered with an edge in his voice. Then he exited the kitchen.

Michael watched him disappear down the walk. “He’s pushy.”

“Ned Perry never learned how to take no for an answer. With some people, it works. But Aunt Sophie loves this place. She’ll never sell while she’s still alive.”

“If she sold, wouldn’t she make enough to retire in luxury?”

Chelsea turned to him, her face set in firm lines. “She doesn’t want to retire. That’s why I came back to Jenkins Cove—to help her take care of this place.” She blinked. “I’m sorry. You don’t want to hear about our business.”

“Actually, I do. I find that little drama very interesting.”

“Well, the drama is over.” She picked up the tray of cheese. “You can help me carry the wine and glasses.”

“Sure.”

When they returned to the living room, two more guests were seated on the sofa. Both gray-haired and slightly overweight, they were eating from the plate of cookies on the coffee table. Chelsea set down the tray of cheese, and Michael put the wine and glasses beside it. She took a straight chair by the door, leaving an easy chair for him.

“I’m Michael Bryant,” he said.

“Ted Alexander.”

“And Betty Alexander,” the woman added. “We’ve been here for a few days. You’ll love Jenkins Cove and the House of the Seven Gables.”

Just as Michael sat down, Aunt Sophie joined them. “Well, it’s nice to see you all.”

“Where’s Mrs. Albright?” Michael asked.

“She’s still upstairs.”

“She came to use the psychomanteum,” Michael said helpfully.

Chelsea gave him a dark look, but Betty Alexander smiled broadly. “Oh yes. The ghost room upstairs. Ted won’t have anything to do with it, but I tried it, hoping to have a little adventure. Unfortunately, nothing happened
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