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      "This story does not end with the killer you are expecting. It is a romantic suspense that is heavy on the suspense. Stacy is home to settle her dad’s affairs and finally figure out who killed her mom. Trent is on a hunt for redemption of his father’s good name with the FBI to prove there is a killer loose in the town. The author is able to keep the reader guessing until the killer is revealed by pulling threads and throwing misdirections. This is very well done and makes for an interesting plot and a great story."--Top Amazon Reviewer

      

      "Dark Seas by Kari Lee Harmon is a novel set in the harbor town of Coldwater Cove, Maine. Harmon weaves together 2 cases with style and artistry. The plot line moves swiftly and the characters are relatable. It’s a murder mystery that will keep you on your toes. Billed as book 1 of Coldwater Cove, I look forward to more in the series."--Top Amazon Reviewer

      

      "This excellent romantic suspense kept me turning the pages. I enjoyed it and would recommend it to those who like stories with romance, mystery, and suspense. I look forward to reading what comes next in this series."--Top Amazon Reviewer

      

      "If you enjoy a book with twists and turns, is suspenseful, has murder and mystery along with romance, this book is for you. I enjoyed the book from the first chapter until the last. I would recommend this book to anyone who enjoys action, adventure, strong women, dependability and loyalty, family, action, suspense, mystery, solving murder and, of course, romance. This is an exciting romance suspense book."--Top Amazon Reviewer

      

      "This is my first book by Kari and let me tell you it will not be the last!!! Wow, so much intrigue, so many secrets. I usually read historical romance, or regency. This book will grab you with the first page. There are a lot of characters, and each has his or her own secrets and past. This book has so much mystery and suspense you just can't put it down. Just when you think you have figured it all out, wham the story takes a hard right and you're wrong!! Kari will have you guessing till the end. There is romance too but woven into the story. This is not a romance story; it is a mystery with lots of intrigue, twists, and turns. I can't wait to see what book two will be!! Rush to get your copy, but don't plan on getting anything else done until you finish it...enjoy."--Top Amazon Reviewer

      

      "Harmon is a masterful storyteller who weaves together a fascinating tale of betrayal, redemption and love. The characters will captivate you. It is a phenomenal addition to the series."--Top Amazon Reviewer

      “There are some wonderful characters and intense scenes. Emma and Gunner grow close and find a bond and lasting love as they solve the crime.”— Top Amazon Reviewer

       I enjoyed this excellent story and would recommend it to those who like stories with romance, mystery, and suspense. This tale is sure to keep you on the edge of your seat.”-- Top Amazon Reviewer

      Harmon's second book in her Coldwater Cove romantic suspense series is as interesting and fast-paced as the first one. It definitely kept me on my toes with its many twists and turns, danger, and possible suspects. It's a gripping tale that had me swiping pages as fast as I could, just to read what happens next. Emma had a few "what were you thinking" moments, and Gunner could have not let his past betrayal affect his present...but I loved the two of them together. Their chemistry and the heat from their smexytimes was off the charts. And Emma's Dream Team of JoJo and Harvey had me completely entertained. Then came the ending and I was blown away by who the mastermind was. An entertaining book from the first page until the last. I highly recommend this enthralling romantic suspense and look forward to the next book in the series. Each book stands alone, but I think you should read them all for maximum enjoyment.”-- Top Amazon Reviewer

      This is a new to me author and I LOVED the story. Loaded with angst and suspense, well developed characters and a non-stop story line, this book was a winner from the first to the last. Hard to put down. I started the series here and it does work as a standalone but it was good enough that I’ll go pick up the previous book which I understand takes place in the same town.”-- Top Amazon Reviewer
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      “It’s so nice to meet you, Dr. Sweeney.” Sparrow James held out her hand to her new boss, Wildlife Director Dr. Victoria Sweeney.

      The Maine Department of Agriculture, Conservation, and Forestry of State Parks and Public Lands had several separate offices located throughout the state. Coldwater Cove was located so far north that when they found they needed a new satellite office, they joined forces with the other departments to share the same building located on the edge of town near the woods.

      Dr. Sweeney was the person who doled out the field assignments to the wildlife biologists regarding conservation in the northern coastal region. This arrangement allowed them to work closely with the agriculture and forestry departments.

      “Please, call me Victoria.” The tall woman sporting silver hair pulled high in a ponytail, faded blue eyes, no makeup, blue jeans, and a sweatshirt thrust out her hand and shook Sparrow’s hard. “We aren’t so formal around here. No suits and ties for us, either.”

      “Good to know.” Sparrow smiled wide, thankful she could ditch the blazer and dress pants. Not that she didn’t like to dress up, but she preferred field work over sitting at a desk any day.

      “Northern Maine’s climate can be brutal when she wants to be, so we care more about common sense and appropriate attire than looking snazzy. We do have various items with our logo on it like hats, vests, coats, and badges, but we don’t wear uniforms like the Rangers do. It’s up to you what you wear, so long as you’re sporting our logo somewhere, so folks know who you are.”

      Back in Washington, Sparrow had worked for a private lab, where the dress code and overall culture had been a lot stricter and less friendly. I looked like working at the Maine organization would be a refreshing change. She hoped it stayed that way.

      All wildlife biologists wanted the same things: to protect and preserve wild animals and their ecosystems, but sometimes state and government agencies could butt heads with private labs and nonprofit organizations. She’d experienced that firsthand in the past and sure hoped it wouldn’t be the case this time around.

      “This here’s Senior Wildlife Biologist Christopher Higgins.” Victoria’s words snapped Sparrow back to attention. She had a bad habit of daydreaming at the worst moments, and it had cost her dearly in the past.

      “Dr. Higgins.” The completely bald short man, with small spectacles that magnified his intelligent light brown eyes, pushed his glasses up his nose.

      Victoria rolled her eyes and barked out a laugh. “Most of us are PhD’s or have a master’s degree, Chris. No need to get all fancy with each other. We’ll save our titles for outsiders. Around here, some of us just have more years’ experience, is all.”

      His face flushed red.

      “It’s nice to meet you, Dr. Higgins.” Sparrow smiled gently at him and held out her hand, waiting patiently.

      “Chris is fine.” He cleared his throat then shook her hand limply.

      “Now that that’s settled, Chris here will be your direct contact during your field work. We have offices up and down both coasts, and Chris has worked in several. We’re lucky to have him at our office here in Coldwater Cove. He will determine which methods to use for evaluating, collecting, and testing samples from the ecosystem you’re assigned to.”

      “I look forward to working with someone of your experience,” Sparrow said to Chris. He nodded once, but she noticed his chest puff up ever so slightly, and she bit back a smile.

      Victoria motioned a curvy woman with a long thick blue braid forward. “Next up is Wildlife Assistant Lily Brown. She will be at your disposal for assistance with anything you might need.”

      Lily had emerald-green eyes that sparkled with excitement and dimples when she smiled. She held out her hand, her smile widening. “I have been so looking forward to meeting you, Sparrow. I just love field work.”

      Sparrow shook the bubbly woman’s hand. “Likewise. I have to say I’m eager to get started. I think we’ll make a great team.”

      “I have one team that’s been working on a field project regarding the endangered New England cottontail in the meadows all summer, as well as another team who has been researching the little brown bats in caves in the mountains,” Victoria stated. “Your specialty is birds. That’s why I hired you. Lily is into birds as well.”

      “Fantastic.” Sparrow nodded. Her mother had loved birds, this her name, and Sparrow had inherited the same trait. That was what drew her to the field in the first place.

      “As you know, birding in Maine is a year-round activity. Many species migrate here in the spring, attracting birdwatchers from all over. June and July are filled with breeding activity. Then late August brings on the fall migration. After the woods go quiet in late summer, the birdwatchers head to the coast.” Victoria pointed to a large map of Maine hanging on the wall.

      Sparrow walked over and joined her, studying the map as Victoria continued.

      “Our forest songbirds began flocking in August, with their fall migration building and peaking in September. Many species head to the ends of peninsulas and offshore islands. I’ve had a team inland capturing, collaring, and tracking members of various species all summer before their migration. Now that it's fall, it only made sense to send that team to the coast. The fall migration will continue well through October and into November for the waterfowl that will take up residence and stay along the coast through the winter.”

      “Where does that leave my team?”

      “As you know land birds can be scarce during the coldest winter months, but that doesn’t mean they aren’t there. Now that we’re well into fall, we need to be prepared and make sure their ecosystem is intact. I would like your team to survey and restore any damages inland to the habitat as well as study any Rough-legged Hawks, Snowy Owls, Northern Shrikes, Bohemian Waxwings, or Northern Finches you might see. Does that sound like something you can handle?” Victoria arched a thin gray brow at her.

      “Give me some time to do some preparation, and I’m on it.” Sparrow nodded once, already mentally making plans.

      “I knew I liked you.” Victoria grinned, then looked around the room and clapped her hands. “Okay, everyone, daylight’s a-wasting. You all have your assignments, and I’m here if you need anything.”

      Sparrow waited for everyone to leave before approaching her boss. “Thank you, Victoria. I appreciate you giving me the opportunity to prove myself.”

      Victoria stared at Sparrow for a long moment. “We’ve all been through tough times, Sparrow, but you shouldn’t let that ruin the rest of your life.” Sparrow’s troubled past had been disclosed during the interview process, so Victoria knew all about her. “You’re a gifted biologist, and it would have been a shame to let you waste that talent when it’s so needed around these parts.”

      “Thank you. That means a lot.”

      Victoria tilted her head. “Don’t thank me. Prove me right.”

      “I will.”

      “Okay, then. Forest Ranger Greyson Adler is in the office just down the hall. Anything you need to get started, I’m sure he’ll be happy to help.”

      “Thanks again.” Sparrow smiled genuinely as renewed excitement, which she hadn’t felt in far too long for the work she did, fueled her being and fed her soul. She headed down the hall, eager to get started on a future that was trouble-free.
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      “Damn it.” Greyson Adler pounded his fist on his desk as he read the latest report to come in. The poachers were at it again.

      Wildlife crime was a big business across the country. Dangerous international networks trafficked wildlife and animal parts from all sorts of areas much like illegal drugs, weapons, and humans were. The illegal wildlife trade made billions of dollars.

      In northern Maine, it was illegal to possess or sell wild birds, bears, deer, moose, and wild turkeys.. Countless other species were similarly exploited, from marine turtles to timber trees, especially in Maine.

      Wild plants and animals from tens of thousands of species were caught or harvested legally and then sold legitimately. Hunting was legal during certain times if you had a license, and licensed hunters could get a special permit for moose, but there were laws that had to be followed.

      The problem occurred when wildlife trade happened illegally. It was unsustainable—directly threatening the survival of many species in the wild. Stamping out wildlife crime was a top priority for the game wardens in the area.

      Since that department was small, forest rangers like Greyson helped out whenever they could. Poaching was the biggest threat to the future of many of Maine’s most endangered species, second only to the destruction of a species’ habitat.

      Lately, poaching in the northern Maine woods was at its highest.

      Coldwater Cove was close to the vast Canadian border, with Nova Scotia right across the way. The waters were deep by the rough untamed shores, making it easy to smuggle goods either across the border or onto a ship without ever having to go through customs.

      His cellphone rang, and he answered. “Ranger Adler here.”

      “Greyson, it’s Wanda. Did you read the report yet?”

      Wanda Thorndike was the Department of Forestry Manager he reported to. She was an impressive woman, six-feet tall with a strong, athletic frame, short espresso hair, honey-colored eyes, and milk chocolate skin. He’d worked for a lot of people, but she was by far the best boss he’d ever had. She truly cared about the environment.

      He sighed and rubbed his eyes, trying to get rid of the headache building behind them. It was going to be another long day. “Just now,” he responded. “We really need more game wardens, boss. Ever since Cole left, we can’t keep up.”

      Cole Wilcox had been the game warden Greyson had worked closely with for years. He’d moved down south to take care of his elderly parents, and the entire department of forestry and agriculture had been short-staffed ever since.

      “I hear you.” Wanda’s voice was filled with the same frustration Greyson felt. “His department has all their other wardens out in the field. They’re working on replacing Wilcox, but in the meantime, we’ll have to pick up the slack. Finding another game warden who’s both qualified and willing to live in such a harsh climate isn’t easy.”

      “Understood. What do you want me to do? The woods are so vast, it’s hard to monitor everywhere efficiently, especially since my assistant is on vacation.”

      Willy Tucker had been Greyson’s assistant forest ranger for going on two years, but the kid was always taking time off or calling in sick. It was hard to do Greyson’s job well or safely without a good assistant.

      “For starters, set up more security cameras, work with the wildlife biologists on getting reports from the species they’ve caught and collared to see if any are missing, make more frequent patrols of the area, and have everyone keep their eyes and ears open. It’s all we can do until more help is hired or returns from the field.”

      “Done.”

      “If it comes to it, we can always involve Sheriff West and Chief Masters. You know they would be happy to help.”

      “After the damage from the winter nor’easter and the string of murders this past spring, they’ve barely had the summer to recover. I’m hoping this is something we can take care of ourselves.”

      “I have Brook on assignment along the coast with her assistant, and you inland, plus a few other teams scattered about, so give a shout if you need help. I don’t mind getting back in the field myself if you need me.”

      “Roger that. In the meantime, I’ll keep you posted.”

      “Be careful out there, Greyson. I don’t have to tell you how much money is involved in illegal wildlife trading. These people are ruthless professionals.”

      “Will do.” Greyson hung up and started gathering his things to leave when a knock sounded on his office door. “Come in,” he beckoned, never expecting to get sucker-punched in the gut by the vision that walked into his life.

      “Forest Ranger Greyson Adler?” she asked with a voice that sounded sweet and lyrical like a songbird.

      He nodded slowly, just staring at her, then cleared his throat. “You can call me Greyson. And you are?”

      “Wildlife Biologist Sparrow James, and you can call me Sparrow.” Her smile was engaging, and her eyes sparkled with enthusiasm as she held out her hand.

      He’d never seen anyone who looked like her before. Certainly not anyone from around these parts, and he’d been born and raised in Coldwater Cove. Sparrow James lived up to her name with her songbird voice and her colorful appearance.

      She was a petite thing with a small frame, silky straight burgundy hair that fell all one length in a short bob just above her shoulders, and eyes that mesmerized him. They were such a pale gray they almost looked clear and were surrounded by the longest, thickest black eyelashes he had ever seen.

      What the hell was wrong with him?

      Greyson frowned, his mind buzzing. He’d never had this reaction to any woman before. She arched a brow, with her hand still outstretched, and he just stared at her for a moment before shaking himself out of his stupor.

      “Sorry.” He wrapped her small hand in his much bigger one and shook. “I kind of got lost in my thoughts.”

      She laughed, and his heart fluttered. “That’s funny. I do the same thing way too often, so I get it. No worries.”

      He let go of her hand after realizing he’d held it a little too long. “It’s very nice to meet you, Sparrow. What can I help you with today?”

      “Well, I’m new to town. In fact, today is my first day on the job. I’m starting to prep a field work assignment inland, so I have some questions I wanted to ask you if you have some time.”

      “First off, welcome to town. Where are you staying?”

      “Coldwater Commons. I figured a hotel would be good to start with because I could be in the field for weeks. I’ll find a more permanent place to live once I’m back.”

      “Well, we have Johnson Family Finds. There are two brothers and one sister in the realtor team, and they’re second to none. I’m sure they can help when you’re ready.”

      “That would be wonderful. Thanks for the tip. So, about those questions.”

      “You don’t waste any time getting started, do you? Have you even unpacked yet or taken a tour of The Cove?”

      She blushed and bit her full bottom lip, nearly undoing him. “I did unpack…sort of. I’m just so excited to get started.” Her smile dimmed slightly. “I need a fresh start.”

      He could relate.

      His mother, Carolyn, went missing five years ago, and his father, Mason, had been under suspicion for her disappearance. Her body was never found, but the suspicious cloud hanging over his father had ruined him until he could no longer cope and just up and left town.

      Greyson had spent the past five years alone, looking for his mother and trying to reach his father, to no avail. He spent the rest of his time doing forest ranger work. He had no social life outside of that, other than the occasional one-night stand with tourists. He’d never given much thought to finding a partner of his own and settling down until this very moment.

      Sparrow James was special.

      “I know all about needing a fresh start. My life has been a little stagnant as well.” He stood up, and she blinked. “Have you been to The Claw yet?”

      She eyed him warily for a moment as she shook her head.

      He looked at his watch. “How about lunch?”

      “Oh…I…um.”

      “A girl’s gotta eat, right?”

      “I suppose so.” She tucked her hair behind her ears.

      Her eyes were troubled. It was clear she’d been through something. “It’s just lunch, Sparrow. And while we’re there, I can answer your questions. Sound good?”

      She nodded.

      “Great. It’s a date.” He grabbed his coat.

      Her eyes widened and she didn’t speak, but she grabbed her backpack and followed him out the door. He didn’t want to scare her away like a frightened little bird, but he’d been dead inside since his mother disappeared and father left. Sparrow James was the first person to stir something inside of him in years. She’d said yes to lunch.

      It wasn’t much, but it was a start…and he was a patient man.
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      Sparrow climbed out of Greyson’s jeep in the parking lot of the marina, wandering forward as she took in the view.

      Coldwater Cove was a small, picturesque seaside fishing village. The harbor was filled with fishing boats, sailboats, and other vessels of various sizes that were moored against several docks. Maple and oak trees were scattered around The Cove with pine trees further inland. While on both sides of the marina, a rugged coastline consisted of jagged rocks and forested slopes that swept down to the sea. The cliffs were peppered with rocky shores dotted with charming lighthouses, and the mountains off in the distance were breathtaking this time of year. Vibrant shades of orange, yellow, and red painted the landscape like an artist’s canvas.

      Washington had been a beautiful, majestic state as well, but she’d been stuck in a rut. Everything around her had reminded her of the heartbreak she’d gone through. There was something so untamed, unpredictable, and wild about northern Maine.

      Right now, she could use a little excitement.

      The foghorn of the ferry sounded as it left the harbor to one of the many islands offshore, making Sparrow jump and bringing her back to the present. She shivered, giving the cold, dark, rough seas one final glance. As beautiful as the ocean was to look at, she was happy to keep her feet firmly planted on the ground.

      “You ready, Sparrow?” a whiskey smooth voice said from behind her.

      Greyson Adler.

      She turned around and nodded, following him to the restaurant, having almost forgotten she’d agreed to have lunch with the man. He was a forest ranger and she needed information for her field project. That was the only reason she’d said yes, she told herself. She couldn’t risk her heart by getting involved romantically with someone again. Not after what had happened, and especially with so many questions about that still left unanswered.

      She inhaled a shaky breath and squeezed her trembling hands. Why did he have to be so beautiful. She’d met plenty of rugged, outdoorsy men in her line of work, but never one who had affected her so profoundly at first sight.

      He was mesmerizing.

      Well over six feet tall, and perfectly proportioned muscles filled out his green and black uniform to perfection. Thick, honey brown curls covered his head, and hypnotic eyes, a mix of brown and green swirls, unsettled her every time he looked at her. His rugged jawline, sporting a cleft in his chin, and full lips that smiled way too often had her staring at his mouth far too many times, making her forget her own mind.

      “How about the table in the corner?” He stopped walking to face her and pointed across the room.

      She had to catch herself before she bounced off his chest. “Wherever you want to sit is fine with me.”

      He gave her an amused look, nodded, and then walked toward their table. Moving her eyes to safer territory, she looked around The Claw as she followed him to their seats.

      The waterfront pub had a nautical theme with pictures of the catch of the day on the wall. Fishing boat captains and their crews, a few residents she’d met, as well as what looked to be fall tourists filled the restaurant for lunch. Dim lighting lent itself to a cozy atmosphere as classic rock filtered through the sound system and a reality TV fishing show played out on a big screen above the bar.

      It was charming. Sparrow could see why people spoke so highly of it.

      A man with thick, dirty blond hair and sea green eyes set two menus down in front of them.

      “Hey, Jack, looks like you have a full crowd today.” Greyson glanced around the pub full of regulars and tourists.

      Jack nodded. “Between the fall festivals, leaf peepers, and hunters, The Cove is packed. But I’m not complaining. You know how things are around here in the winter.”

      “A ghost town.”

      “Exactly.” The blond man grinned, then turned his gaze on her. “I see you made a new friend.” His tone held a teasing note.

      “Ha-ha.” Greyson arched a thick brow high, responding wryly, “I do have a few of those, you know.”

      “You’d never know it.” Jack chuckled.” All I’ve ever seen you do is work.”

      Greyson rolled his eyes. “Anyway, Jack Ross, meet Wildlife Biologist Sparrow James. Sparrow, Jack is the owner of this fine establishment, as well as a firefighter, and he runs a snowplow operation.”

      “Wow, you really are a jack of all trades.” Sparrow smiled wide and held out her hand. “It’s very nice to meet you.”

      Jack laughed. “Trust me. Around these parts, most of us wear many hats, especially in the winter. You can count on your neighbors looking out for each other, that’s for sure.” He shook her hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. The women are going to love you, especially my girlfriend, Zoe. Unlike this one,” he jerked his head toward Greyson, “I don’t doubt for a minute that you’ll have any problems making friends.”

      “You gonna take our order, or what?” Greyson shook his head, but a small smile played at the corners of his lips.

      Jack took Greyson’s menu from him. “I don’t know why you bother looking at a menu when you order the same thing every time.”

      “I can’t help it. Your mother’s Clam Chowder is unmatched in all of New England. And the warm buttery homemade rolls are mouthwatering.”

      “You’ve got that right.” Jack looked at Sparrow. “And for the lovely lady?”

      “Well, after that description, I’ll take the same.”

      “Good choice.” Jack winked. “Care for anything to drink?”

      Greyson looked at his watch. “Considering I’m still on duty, make mine coffee.”

      “Just an iced tea for me, please.”

      “Done.” Jack took Sparrow’s menu and headed for the kitchen.

      “What a nice man.” Sparrow’s gaze skimmed the pub. “I really like the people around here so far.”

      “Jack’s a regular charmer. Or he used to be, until Zoe Granger stole his heart. She was a sheriff’s deputy but recently became the new Harbormaster. Formerly part of the Coast Guard, this job suits her perfectly. She and the sheriff’s wife Stacy—who’s our sports journalist—are best friends. Actually, there’s a group of them. The mayor, Laura; that realtor, Tia, I was telling you about; and our local medical examiner, Olivia, are all pretty tight. Jack’s sister Emma is part of their group whenever she’s home. She’s a storm chaser, so she’s gone a lot and lives in Virginia with her fiancé, Gunner.”

      “Wow, what an interesting group of women. I can’t wait to meet them all. I haven’t had a group of girlfriends in a long time.” Sparrow played with the napkin in front of her, trying not to squirm under his stare. “Too long.”

      Jack brought their soup and rolls over to them, saving her from having to go into more detail. “Enjoy,” he said and then walked away.

      Sparrow and Greyson ate in silence.

      The rich soup, filled with tender potatoes and juicy lumps of clam swimming in a pool of thick cream, brought her tastebuds to life. A moan of pleasure slipped out of her mouth, and she blinked.

      Greyson
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TERMINATION
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