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To my mother, Charlotte Bucklin Peabody (Charles Frazier's granddaughter), who introduced me to romances. I wish you could read this one, Mum.

  

And as always to my Critters: Michelle, Luanna, Deb, Meg, Wanda, and Donna. You guys caught all my misses. And to my editor, Rory Olsen. You made it even better.
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This story is written with apologies to my ancestor.




Charles Frasier was my mother's maternal grandfather. I have taken poetic license and relocated the family home from Northeast Harbor to Searsport, Maine. And there is no great-great-great-granddaughter named Dakota. 




To the best of my knowledge, Charles was never a crotchety ghost. I remember my mother's tales of him as a sea captain and playing in his chest that had a secret compartment. He was one of the clipper ship captains who made the China Run—and probably made stops in Morocco where my son lived for 16 years. 




Synchronicity is a wonderful thing.
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Dakota Bucklin awoke Sunday morning to the buzzing of her alarm. Even though it was still dark outside, she hopped out of bed, excited to start the day.

The grand opening of Kate's Café was today, and she wanted to make sure everything was perfect.

She had chosen Sunday, hoping to attract the before and after churchgoers.

She had converted the Captain Frazier House in Searsport, Maine, which had been in her family for generations, into a bed and breakfast. Over the past two years, it had become a popular destination. Today, the next part of her dream, offering breakfast and lunch to the general public, would become a reality.

Dakota dressed quickly, pulling on white jeans and a T-shirt. She twisted her hair up with a scrunchie, tied a bandana over her head, and tucked in a few stray wisps. Later, she would put on a white tunic and the toque when she opened. Guests always commented on how much they liked the pouffy hat. Plus, the hat helped cover the bad hair created by wearing a bandana while cooking.

She hastened downstairs and pushed open the swinging door to the recently renovated kitchen. All gleaming stainless steel, she'd designed the room to invite culinary creativity.

A slight chill brushed across her arm, and she smelled the tang of salty air. Not unusual since the house was only a couple of blocks from the ocean. She looked around but neither window was open. Right now, she didn't have time to investigate whether she'd left a window open in another room. Not that it mattered. It was the end of June. As soon as the sun rose, the fog would burn off and the day would be warm.

Moving between the fridge and counter, she assembled the ingredients she needed. For breakfast, she would offer a choice between Country Scones or Flowerpot Muffins, served with an array of locally made jams and jellies. A continental-style breakfast made sense and didn't involve short-order cooking.

Having decided to prepare the muffins first, she quickly measured and combined the eggs, milk, and melted butter and whisked them together, then remembered she hadn't greased the flowerpots she used for baking the muffins. Crossing to the hanging rack holding her cookware, she paused, then reached up for the pan to set the terra cotta pots on.
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The distant buzz from the alarm clock of Charles Frazier's great-great-great-granddaughter woke him like a swarm of angry bees buzzing around his head. Even though he slept in the cupola at the top of the house, he still heard the annoying sound. Upon arising, he stepped outside on to the Captain's Walk and paced around his domain. He wanted peace in the house he'd built so long ago.

The fact he'd ended up here for eternity hadn't been planned. At sea, when he realized he was dying, he'd wanted to say one last goodbye to his wife. He'd sailed back to port, and when he saw her, he got distracted from passing over and decided he liked it here. He could watch over his family. Even nudge them a bit.

Until this confounded racket had begun.

He didn't need this nonsense, even if the café was named after his daughter, Katherine. Being a ghost was difficult enough without all the annoying noise from Dakota's renovations.

The bed and breakfast part wasn't too bad. The worst noise came from snoring guests. But the banging of the carpenters was the last straw. A café. She was turning his beloved home into little more than a roadside diner. That was no way to respect a centuries-old house. No way to respect him. He had to take the wind out of her sails and belay this nonsense.

[image: ]

A clatter of pots and pans, loud enough to wake the dead, jolted Will Graham out of a damn fine dream in which he and Dakota were about to share their first kiss. Startled, he sat straight up in bed, eyes wide open.

He jumped out of bed. Familiar with the house since he'd been a kid, he raced down the back stairs, clinging to the handrail so he didn't trip and fall ass-over-teakettle. Upon shoving open the kitchen door with one hand, he stopped short in the doorway.

The source of the noise was obvious. Pots and pans were tumbled in a heap on the floor. The rack where they had recently hung still swayed.

Dakota stood to one side holding a flat pan in her hand, her sherry-colored eyes wide open as she surveyed the mess. A few wisps of her dark brown hair peeked from under a crooked red bandana.

Will stepped into the room, the door swinging shut behind him. "You doing some heavy-duty redecorating?" He regretted his teasing in case she'd been hit by one of the falling pans. "Seriously, are you okay? Did you get hurt?"

Dakota shifted her gaze to his chest. Her eyes widened even further.

At that moment, Will realized he wore only his pajama bottoms. In his haste to discover what had happened, he had neglected to slip into his jeans and pull on a T-shirt.

"No, I'm fine. It's just… I don't know what happened."

Her voice sounded dazed, worrying Will that she had indeed been injured in spite of her assurance she wasn't. He didn't see any blood or bruising, so he had to assume she was okay.

"I reached for this," she waved the flat pan she held, "and everything came tumbling down."

"Here, let me help you." Ignoring his informal dress since Dakota hadn't mentioned it, he strode toward the center of the kitchen, his bare feet silent on the tile floor. Reaching the jumble, he stopped.

When he knelt on the floor, he had an enticing view of Dakota's nicely rounded bottom filling out jeans that fit like a second skin over her slender legs. He quickly averted his gaze. No use going there. Even though he wanted to take their
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